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WHY THE CAMPAIGN OPENED WITH A FROST .

Or a Reading by Pevely Sadders
From the “Short Werks of Roosevelt.”

J.

N. FOOTE,

“What’s the matter with us
sasshayin’ over to Kahoka, too?"
suggested Pevely Sadders, as
we sat dangling our legs from
the end of the depot platform
like fishermen on a wharf,

“That's where he's makin’
fer,"”’ Pevely added, indicating
an individual who was negoti-
ating with the station agent
about two ] trunks near by.
“That’s Charley Jones, and he's
goin’ over to Kahoka to the
openin’ o’ the Republican cam.
paign, If yoa get time to stay
over, we uﬁght go too, I reckon.
They'll be more ﬂnpdood!e.
highfalutin doin’s'than ever you
saw. 1 wonder what Charley
Jones is got in them trunks.
Seems like that's a terrible lot
o' b’nmge for such a short
trip.”!

We’had not wmore than seated
ourselves in the smoking car
when Charley Jones came and
offered a hand to Pevely and
then to me.

"But what do you aim to do
over at Kahoka to-morrow?”
Pevely pursued.

He fumbled around in his
coat and drew forth a volume
with showy blue cloth covers.
"I'm pinr to sell ’em some of
these,” be declared proudly.

The book was entitled " Brief
Works of Roosevelt,” and [ ex-
amined it with interest. It con-
tained extracts from a number
of Mr. Rousevell’s speeches, ad-
dresses and writings.

"This is how it is,” explained
Charley Jomes. *"You know
this summer [ didn't have
nothin’ to do but manage wny
three thrashing crews and look
after movin’ the machines, and
1 figured that I'd have a good
deaTuof re time on my bands
to travel around and mingle
with the people. So.I just had
this book made, and | sell it for
a dollar. I just slapped to-
gether a Jot of Mr. Roosevelt's
things and bad 'em bound up
with this pretty bindin’ and they
go like hot cakes wherever there
are any Republicans. [ think
that’s a pretty nice little Look,
don’t you? You can have that
one with my compliments, Mr,
Foote.” ; .

“‘Indeed it is a nice book. I'm
much obliged,” I said.

""An’ is them trunks full of
'em?” asked Pevely,

“Pull of 'em,” answesed
Charley Jones, "‘and I aim to
bring 'em back empty from
Kahoka to-morrow, The meet-
irg don't commence till after-
noon, and 1’ll have all moming
to di of 'em.”

At Kaboka we repaired toa
hotel, where, after supper, I be-
tock myself to my room with
Charley Jones's book for com-

y. Pevely and Jones were
E::ninl company downstairs
with some noisy, garrulous per.
8008,

I calmly perused several of
" the President’s disserta®oins
and eventually came to one up-
on the cowboys of the West.
Suddenly my eyes burned with
iaterest, as I reached a descrip-
tive dpn:m therein. What!
Could it be possible that Mr.
Roosevelt uttered such -things!
Wd the . again and

B, growi more  excited
each time. '?e.: these were
Mr. Roosevelt’s own words,
written for a famous magazine.

When Pevely came up to bed
and I read them to him be ex-
claimed: “‘Well, I'll swow!”
and grasped for breath. “"Gimme

eyf..u at night, as I was falling

to llm Pevely was still uul:z
near light, deciphering and | C
redetiph he ¢

£ the passage.

14 the mornisig the Hosoesble
Charley Jones assumed a busy
aspect. He was amo the
earliest of the early, had
moved his trunks to the entrance
of a feed barn over on the back
street, which seemed to
rendezvons for the indriying
hrllin“o:'onulniou. He

netrm Iy tryiog borses In'l‘.
:u meu? fam to al h::

shaking hands and making him- | sed
self k:‘wng‘not only about the | d

barn, but eveérywhere about
::'- BEJOo'cIocI:I mn posi-
that

every incomer and the ter

f town be- | Ch
sides, aod knew the politics of

every Jock of them. It
wu:‘i:ut t..:h gﬁlf that he
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be a|last one, Pevely Sadders was

mounted on a bale of hay, had
talked ten minutes the small
street was a tight-packed pass
of humanity. And Jones was as
d a free show as heart could
esire. He soou had them
cheering him. He first warmed
them into his confidence by dis-
chargiog his quid from his capa.
cious mouth with a grimace of
dislike, and asking in a tone
audible everywhere: ‘“‘Have
any of you fellows got any good
old-fashioned howme-grown to-
bacco about you—I'm terrible
tired of this store tobaccol” A
man pear him produced a twist
from which Jones hroke a con-
siderable fraction, and, having
thrust the same into bis h-
like jaw, began reeling off some
decicedyl huworous anecdotes.
Mcanwhile Pevely was standing
close by observing him with a
curions expression of mischief
and delight which seewed al-
most unable to contain itself,
P‘inll{ Jones came to the
point: “Priends, I'm not going
to be backward about comimg
forward. My object is to have
you look at this little book
which I am selling for a dollar—
you don’t bave to buy it if you
don’t want it, but I believe that
every good, bonest Republican
among yon will want one when
I tell you that every word in it
is the word of your peerless
President, that great patriot and
lover of mankind, Theodore
Roosevelt., Friends, the name
of this little book is ‘Briel Words
of Rutl:uvelt].; lm:dl.t it. l: is
not a la » heavy and expensive
v91ume.wt‘ia like Mr. Roosevelt
himself, brief and to the point.
But, big or little, costly or cheap,

it has got more truth in it, more |k

genuine wisdom, more good
sound, practical, ordiury..cvu'y-
day, plain horse sense in it than
auy . k you ever owned in
your lives or ever wiljgown.

"Friends, I'm a farmer like
you are—most of us—and l've
thrashed more grain this year
thav any dozen of you put to-

gether. Aud while I've been|y

thrashin’ ['ve been circulatin’
this httle book around among
wy friends; and I waant to say to
yon that this book, above every-
thing else, is the book for the
farmer—for the man who has
made this great nation: This
book is for you aund especially
if you are a Republican farmer
bere in Missouri, where you do
not find in political conditions
that sympathy which you crave.
Xpu zu ::u in this ittln; book,

tends—t sympathy of your
Presideat. He is a man of m¥nd;
but you must kmow, you must
feel, that sbove all other things,

he is a man. of large heart. In|;

this book yon will intimately
acquainted with him, and he
will get closer to you, Yon will
come into comtact with that
. enveloping  sympathy
which it is your right and your
satisfaction to receive from this
great man of the plain people,
[ whom the mantel of
m Lincoln has fallen so
fittingly and well. Take The-
odore It and let him be
your friend, your neighbor,
your ty-rtlaiur and adviser.
‘I:{eeeid::! ‘h wildmln and tl;ls
en p fot yourselves, gentle- |
men, for yourselves:” The cheer-
iog which arose came direct from
the heart. Jomes had touched
his bearers—and was prepared
to tonch them further. They
crowded :fcﬂy about kis open
trunks, and the supply of little
blue volumes mrt:d rapidly
while a stream of dollars ponred
its way into the vender’s pocket.
barley Jones the while up
a mpid fire of good-natured
B (e Caey I s lenE
un very last one
" Brief Works of Roosevelt”—in
cll'a-ennl huadred—had been
80

Suddenly, with the sale of the

seen to rise above the level of
the crowd, moouting a horse
block pext the gutter his
volee with it pecnlisrly
uctive and plaintive quality
ue to the nasal twang, attracted

the instant attention of the
crowd.
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pride about you, too. I notice
that most of you has bougth
these here ‘Short Works of
zoouvell.’ an:‘ I iuttb'ntto

t every ome at's got
one to hold it up mb hand so
I kin see hiwm, becaunse I want
to give all of you that's got ‘em
a little p’inter.”

Over the heads of the crowd
the little blue volumes showed
evemheu. .

"What in thunder are yoi up
to?” demanded Charley Jones,
somewhat alarmed and half-
ln!ered at Pevely.

I gin'tmeaning’ vo harm,”
Pevelgl replied in tones of
ineffable innocence. All I wan't
is to show 'em how their great
candidate of the people loves and
respects 'em. It's in the book
and they kin see fer theirse'f
how much be thinks of 'em

"Now, you all that's got these
here book, I want to ask how
many of you is mechanics and
workmen here in (he city of
Kahoka? Will you kin'ly raise
yere ban’s?"”

Forty or filty of the hands
went up.

“"And how many of you,”
Pevely continued, "is farmers
that tills the soil aud as my frien’
says, has made this nation great?
Will all the farmers raise their
hands?”

Not less than 300 hands shot
upward. .

“Now, gentlemen,” pursued
Pevrly, openiong the blue volume
which he held in bis hands, and
which I had left him i
the pight before, “'I'll jest as
you to Lura over to 153 and
Gnd out how yom all stand with

mecbanics and workmen in the
city kin find out just how much
he prizes you. You will see on
page 153 that he takes and com-
pares you all and cowpares the
cow punchers with each other.
Now 1 set up about hali the
ni%ht readin’ this over and over,
and [ ain’t much on reading, but
if you'll bear with me, as the
preacher says, fer a minate, 1’ll
try an’ read it to you the best I
now how. Now here's what
he says about them there cow
punchers—he says:-—and Pevely
read .slowly and in the most
labored way as tollows:
"When drunk off the vallain-
ous whisky of the frontier towns,
they cut mad aotics ridin' their
horses into the saloons, firin’
their pistols right and left, from
oisterous light-heartedness
rather than from any viciousness,
and indulgin’ téo often in dead-
ly shootin’ afirays, brought on
either by the accidental contact
of the moment on account of
some long standiog grudge, or
Erhp’ because of bad blood
tween two localities; but ex-
cept while on these sprees they
air quiet, rather gelf contained
men,perfectly frank and simple,
and on their own ground treat a
stranger with the most whole-
sonled hospitality, doing all in
their power fer him and scornin’
to aoy reward io retumn.
Although prompt to resent an in-
jury, they are not at all aptto be
rude to outsiders, treatin’ them
with what kin almost be called
a grave courtesy.” Pevely
paused for a moment and re-
marked: “Now that thair is
what Mister Roosevelt says a-
bout them cow punchers, and I
would take it that 's a toll-
able tough crowd, wounldn’t you?
I don’t reckin’ any of you all
want to ‘'sociate with fellers
that ride into town :ryin'
both revolvers into the ies of
peaceable, law-abiding citizens,
an’ commitin® murders jest fer
fun and ridin’ into barrooms and
soakin’ full o’ villianous whisky
to go out and shed more blood—
would you think them good
enough 'sociates fer F oo
“Well,” said Pevely, bending
over the blue book once more
“I'Il go right on where I left off
and read you what he says com-
parin’ them . magin’,
shootin’ rufians with peaceable
mechanics and workmen of the
cities and farmers of the coun-

1o%g | try.  He seems to think a whole

lot more o' them fellers than he
doen of you all, Here's what he

says: He ! :

r""rhey l‘ruuh better fellers
and.] le‘tumr companiuns uﬂun;
sm armers or agricultars
Iaborers; nor sir the mechanics
and workmen of a great city to
be mentioned in the same
breath,' "

Pevely luoked at the crowd
expectantly. "What do you all
think o' that!™ he demanded:
" air oiuch better fellers
and pleasanter companions than
small farmers or Ihural la-
borers; not air the mechaoiés

Well, wefl, 1 mti.nl'l ln ain’t got

your'n | mach nse fer you

"Jook to right towards
the Tes uthru'lu of

broad
Illinel’, tilled by you all that
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yore candidate. Yon that is|h

humdalhh.!mthnd;hok
to the great fiel’s of lIoway a-

in. And you mechanics and
kmen of the city, of this
great city of Kahoka, the couns-
tﬁv seat o' Clark County, and
ew York, and Chicago and ol’
St. Louis and K. C. and every-
whair—look and see what you
ve ou have made the
cities great while the farmer
was buildin’ up the country—
:gnd what d?u Hrl.l Rﬁu:wek
ave to say of you all. says
be thinh'gon all d.lil’l fit fer his
society; that you ain't as good
B g Wy g o B eyng
TONg ers that to
mi': fe l:‘i'mbn”“ al "
e r him, t you ain’t
as as tbe?. \Eo? ain’t
company. ou ain't good
llers like they air. Yore hos-
pitality ain’t worth nothin, by
the side of their rootin' tootin’
wild hurrays and yore candidate
says ro. You know it ain't so,
but that's what he says. He
looks down on you all, but he
says them cow punchers is the
finest e in the worl
Read the Short Works of Roose-
velt ag'in. “They air much
better fellers and pleasanter
compuni'ou than small farm-
Bot Pevely Sadders got mo
further. A wild yell broke from
is audience. A dozen of the
little blue volumes were thrown
high in the air. The covcen-
trated my anger which had
vally accuwulated during
is speech veuted itself now in
fury. Somebody yelled,
"Where's that fellow Jones that
sold ’emn 1o us?” and an excited
rush made over to the
where Jones had stood. t
the wily Honorable Charley

Jones had dissapeared
"Let's burn ‘em|” hge?l
voice, and immediately the cry

was ‘taken up. “"Burn 'em!
Burn 'em!"’ In Jess time than
it takes to tell it the hundreds
of blne volumes were piled high
in the street and a man ran into
4 near store, returning with a
can of kerosene, which he
emptied upon pt’]?b? '“; Ang::-
er patriot su e ma "
l-ad soon t]‘:'eidemml {cllb::‘ck.
eaving a space a a
fire which shot upwards in
bright red and a volume of
blackest smudge—and, [ may
add, the most insufferuble
stench, due doubtless to the
chemicals in that gaudy bloe
O Wk sty oAbk T
many mers
after the conflagration bad
burned jown to a black heap,

homes in Clark county; but
ot Rt ey o
great Repn o rally in
HuiotT vmr.': a down.

art A e atmosphere
in the park where the meeting
was beld seemed to bear the
le ature of the severe frost.
disastrons business of the
morning had disaffected and
sickened the people’s hearts and
no amount of afternoon fire-
works counld warth them.
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The Bank of Mount Airy was

capital stock is $25,000. M. J.
Byerly t:r. the principal in-
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