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To the memory of my father, Rev. J. W.
Wallace, whose brave and lofty example has ever
been before me, reminding me more powerfully
than could be done by words, that the battle for
right is eternal and progressive and that duty
calls me to do my part however arduous or hum-
ble; enjoining forgiveness, fortitude and determi-
nation; cheering me when I have achieved 8suc-
cess if I deserved it; telling me when defeated in a
righteous cause that truth cannot be put to death
and admonishing me in such an hour never to
cower or surrender, this book is affectionately
dedicated.
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INTRODUCTION.

The time has passed when Christian character was thought to
be a ‘“negligible quantity” in public affairs. Presidents, con-
gressmen, governors, judges and prosecuting attorneys, many of
them—and probably a majority—now are humble, devout and con-
sistent followers of “the lowly Nazarene.” Likewise the day of
the wiley, dishonest, dissipated, drinking and depraved politician
is passing—his hour has struck and his sun is setting.

Before the dauntless St. Louis attorney had set out on his
splendid career and established his unsurpassed record of prose-
cuting municipal criminals and bringing boodlers and grafters in
high as well as low places to justice; yea, before a Folk was heard
of or a Bryan, or even a Wilson was known, a young attorney in
Jackson County, Missouri, the son of a sturdy old Presbyterian
minister, had already started on a career that, for daring and the
successful prosecution of criminals, and, moreover, for exalted
ideals of civic righteousness, probably is unsurpassed in the his-
tory of this country.

When, at the close of the Civil War, Missouri was threatened
with disgrace and disrepute by a notorious band of bandits, whose
very name—*“The James Boys”—sent a chill to the heart of a
terrorized community, of whom many people said, “They are justi-
fied on principles of revenge and retaliation,” or “It will cost you
your life to raise your voice or hand against their nefarious opera-
tions,” this young attorney, at the close of a campaign in which
he had openly and fearlessly attacked them, promising if he were
elected to prosecute them to the full extent of the law, was made
prosecuting attorney in Jackson County; and, true to his promise,
before his term of office had expired he had led in a fight in which
the band known as the Missouri outlaws was destroyed.

Then Kansas City contained about 100,000 inhabitants; but
Kansas City grew and this young attorney grew with it; and when
he took the oath of office and entered upon the duties of criminal
judge in this great wicked city, he proceeded on the theory that laws
—plain, unequivocal statutes—enacted and promulgated by the
properly constituted legislative authority of the Commonwealth,



should be faithfully executed and administered by an honest judge
on the bench—and he did that very thing.

I have resided in Kansas City twenty-nine years and in the
community thirty-seven years, and it is my opinion that at no
time, nor during all the time I have lived in this State, has there
been a period when law-breakers have been so worried and badly
beaten as they were during the occupancy of the criminal bench
by Judge Wm. H. Wallace. In my judgment the city will never
cease to benefit from the effect of his firm, courageous and ag-
gressive stand for the punctilious administration of criminal laws
in Kansas City. He demonstrated beyond a doubt that the law can
be enforced, if only the public officials in whose keeping it is
entrusted, are endowed with honest purpose and the courage of
their convictions. Thousands of people who had hitherto been
forced to work on Sunday just the same as on other days, were
given an opportunity to taste the sweet privilege of one day of
rest, and even saloon-keepers and Sunday theater actors were made
to appreciate the wise provision of Almighty God for one day of
rest in seven.

Judge Wallace has had an active—even strenuous—career
from the day he entered his chosen profession to the present time,
and it is as advocate at the bar to which the major portion of his
life-effort has been given, and in which he has met the most
phenomenal, if not unprecedented, success. It is probably for this
that his name will be remembered longest, especially among his
brother lawyers. His more than a third-century of practice in all
the courts, from the lowest to the highest of the State, has neces-
sarily placed him in the thick of most of the big legal battles of
his time; and, remarkable to say, he has the enviable record of
scarcely ever having lost a case before a jury.

For the last several years, however, he has devoted a very
large part of his time and considerable of his means to the promo-
tion of the temperance cause in Missouri and various other public
and civic enterprises—a labor of love. No man makes a cleaner,
fairer, or, withal, a stronger fight for whatever. cause he is en-
gaged in. But while he has been eminently successful as an attor-
ney and has gained nation-wide renown as a jurist, nothing has
served to distinguish him as a man among men so much as the
exemplification in his life of the lofty ideals toward which in alil
his relations he has ever striven, and the exalted standard he has
always borne for his profession. This ideal and this standard
are realized and seen only in Jesus Christ. They were doubtless



imparted to Judge Wallace by his sturdy Scotch ancestors and in-
culcated by his old preacher-father. Although a man of rare natural
endowments and extraordinary personal attainments, he is at all
times unassuming and unaffected. Some years ago one of our
leading educational institutions conferred on him the degree of
LL. D., but which, with becoming humility and modesty, he has
never affixed to his name.

Judge Wallace is rendering future generations, as well as
the present, a real service, in giving to the public in permanent
form this volume of “Speeches and Writings.” His addresses on
the Sabbath and the Saloon are masterpieces, and are both classics
in their line. They could consistently be used as text-books on
the respective subjects. They are fundamental. His elegant dic-
tion, his chaste and bewitching English, his evident sincerity and
forceful expression are as delightful and refreshing as his logic
is convincing. Besides those mentioned above, this volume con-
tains discussions of various subjects, all of the very highest order
and excellence. His “Grand Old Missouri” will make the blood
tingle with pride in the veins of Missouri’s adopted heirs as well
as of her native sons, and will be a favorite and prize declamation
piece for her youthful prospective orators of generations yet to
come; his “Apostrophe to the Home” will set aglow anew the fire
of love in the breast of every one who reveres and cherishes the
place and scenes and forms of his childhood days; his tributes to
the most illustrious hero of “A Lost Cause” and one of our beloved
martyred presidents will enliven the patriotic emotions in many
a heart; his masterful plea for the vindication of justice and the
authority of the law in the famous Frank James trial will be a
source of admiration and inspiration for many a young lawyer;
his lecture on “Jesus of Nazareth as a Man” is one among the
greatest sermons since Jesus delivered His Sermon on the Mount,
and is sufficient in itself to point a lost world to the Savior of men;
his “Argument Against the Trust” is an able, forceful and fearless
discussion of one of the most serious and perlexing problems that
confront the statesmen of our day. Other subjects discussed and
the author’s autobiography are in such style and of such matter
as to prove both interesting and instructive to all who read them.

The writer’s acquaintance with Judge Wallace began thirty-
seven years ago when the then young lawyer appeared in the role
of Sunday school advocate, on a great interdenominational Sunday
school occasion, and from that day to this he has found Judge
Wallace on the side of God and right, alike under calm and stormy



skies. He is now in the prime of mature life, and he and his writ-
ings are assets of the forces of righteousness.

He may be regarded as the pioneer in the recent uprising of
the American people for honesty and civic righteousness in public
affairs. No age has witnessed a revolution. so profound as the
revolution which is already under way, and which will increase
with the years, against corruption in civic matters. The need of

the hour is, as it has ever been, men who cannot be intimidated,
" on the one hand, by the threats of violence to their persons or
injury to their political prospects; or influenced, on the other, by
bribes of the mammon of this world, in the honest and fearless
discharge of their political duties. Such a man is he who presents
to the public this volume of his Speeches and Writings.

And Judge Wallace is as clean in his private life as he has
been brave and circumspect in his public and official career. If
he had not been, the inveterate hatred of wiley, shrewd and un-
scrupulous men whom he has arraigned before the bar of justice
would have long since destroyed him. But “Will Wallace,” as he is
familiarly called by his neighbors and friends, has led a life of
such honest, clean Christian integrity before the people of his
State, and especially those of Jackson County, that if a good
man should impeach his moral character the people who know
Judge Wallace would say, “Well, the man is simply mistaken.”
Lawless men have sought to have it appear that Judge Wallace
was an extremist, not “liberal” enough—*“going too far”"—as they
usually put it. But this charge has been preferred against every
man who has stood fearlessly for the right since the world began.
It is true, he has stood for the law just as he found it, without
fear and without favor. But it is also true that he left the criminal
bench, the most difficult of all places to avoid giving offense,
without a solitary enemy among the scores of lawyers who prac-
ticed in his court. It is still a matter of common remark among
them that no fairer man ever occupied a judicial position. And
they say that no judge ever showed more mercy toward the un-
fortunate, the friendless and the moneyless. When he left the
bench he had a larger “class,” as he called it, of paroled young
men than had been known in any court in Missouri. There were
sixty-five. He required them to report every term of court;
examined each of them separately as to how he was getting
along; admonished and advised them, and in nearly every instance
caused them to lead a new life. I can say, too, from my long
acquaintance with him, that there is no more companionable, warm



hearted man than Judge Wallace. He loves his country, loves
his fellowmen, loves his family. He loves a good story, too, and
it is said that no man can excel him in telling one in conversation
or on the stump. Judge Wallace was the pioneer in the brave
fight for righteousness in civic affairs, and so became the target
for the corrupt sharp-shooters of corrupt politics ere they were
weakened by the loss of a thousand battles.

I am honored in the privilege I have to .speak this word in the
forefront of the able addresses of my Christian, scholarly friend,
and I bespeak for them a wide and merited reading.

S. M. BROWN.
Kansas City, Mo.



PREFACE.

I have read some, but I know little about publications beyond a printed brief
for an Appellate Court. I have made, such as they have been, a great many
addresses, at the Bar, on the hustings, at College Commencements and some
on the lecture platform. For more than twenty years I have received many
requests through the mail and otherwise that I publish some of my speeches in
book form. About a year ago I concluded that if I could find time I would do
80. Knowing, however, the tendency of an average man like myself to place too
high an estimate upon his own productions, I did not come to this conclusion
without consulting friends in whose judgment and candor I have confidence.
These friends have advised me to proceed with the publication. They have been
good enough to say that they believed that my book would be kindly received
by those who care to read. They have also said that they thought some of my
speeches would materially aid the great moral and economic causes for which
along with some of our best citizens, I have been permitted to stand and they
thought that other of my speeches were made in connection with such stirring
events that they would be interesting reading.

One of the principal difficulties I have had was in collecting and arranging
the addresses. Not expecting to publish them, I have taken little pains in pre-
gerving them in an orderly way, and I have found them scattered in a mass
of papers which has accumulated in my law practice. Then, too, I have not
always found them in proper shape for the printer. With the exception of one
speech which is lost I have never written a speech before its delivery, since I left
college. They have either been taken by a stenographer, or, upon request,
written out by me immediately after Leing delivered, when I can reduce them
to writing practically word for word. I frankly confess, however, that all
speeches made on important occasions—which comprise all published in this
book—have cost me intense labor. In their preparation I have made industrious
research and then often thought out the exact sentences, often the exact words
and metaphors and lodged them in my mind for delivery. This is a task far
more strenuous than that of reducing to manuscript and then memorizing. In
a word, I candidly atimit that the addresses published herewith represent intense
and painstaking labor. Whatever others may do, I make no claim to ex-
temporaneous genjus:

Doubtful as to their merits and with irrepressible apprehension as to the
outcome, I submit this book of my speeches and writings and the autobiography
giving the facts of my life, to the kindly consideration of the public.

WM. H. WALLACE.

Kansas City, Mo.
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TRIBUTE TO HIS FATHER.

(Written about four years after the death of his father, Rev. Joseph William
Wallace.)

mg HAVE carried with me through life—and I could not rid
myself of it if I would—the image of a man who told the sim-
ple story of the Cross for sixty-one years. He is my ideal—an
ideal I shall never reach. -

This man was graduated regularly from Center College, Ken-
tucky, and from the Theological Seminary at Princeton, New
Jersey. He was connected for many years with the Southern
General Assembly of the Presbyterian Church, and was regarded
as one of its ablest theologians. But the triumph of worldly fame
had no music for him. He reached the height of his ambition,
which was to lead a quiet, useful life on a farm, to bring to man-
hood there his five sons, to work in his fields during the week
and preach the Gospel on Sunday. He preached to the congrega-
tion of one community nearly fifty years, and a neat church
edifice now bears his name in Eastern Jackson County. He never
missed an appointment. Neither heat nor cold, nor rain nor snow,
nor storm nor blizzard ever detained him. For many years during
the latter part of his life he lived twenty-five miles from his church,
and even after he was far beyond his three score and ten he would
mount his horse and make his appointment, with the thermometer
below zero. Of almost giant frame he was as tender as a woman.
He wept with the sick, the distressed and the suffering, and I have
seen the big tears roll down his cheeks while listening to the
preaching of others. Modest and unobtrusive, he had his con-
victions and did not hesitate to express them. Though not assum-
ing to claim kinship with him, he possessed a goodly measure of
the intrepid courage of that Scottish chief whose name he humbly
bore. Much of his life was full of hardship and peril. He passed
through the horrors of the border warfare in Western Missouri,
and was mistreated until it often appeared that death was imme-
diately impending, but if he was ever frightened, neither friend
nor foe detected the least evidence of it. He was never engaged
in a quarrel. When reviled he reviled not again.
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He was a man of prayer. Twice every day day for sixty-one
years he went down upon his knees at the family altar—as I have
it, in round numbers, forty-four thousand five hundred and
thiry times, to say nothing of the prayers of his youth, in
his church services and elsewhere. Often after he had wrought
all day in his field it was an effort for him to keep tired natvve
awake while he prayed at eventide, but he never missed, and the
next morning, refreshed, his voice ascended to his Maker with
the voice of the birds. His prayers abounded with beautifu! pass-
ages of Scripture aptly put together. Like chimes of silver bells,
they will ring in my soul forever. There never lived a tenderer
husband, a kinder father, a truer friend. It is doubtful if his
home was without a guest in fifty years. It was not only the
welcome abode of his friends, but also of the neglected and the
unfortunate. Without self-seeking, he gave his life to others.
Senator Vest, when at the zenith of his fame, once said to me that
he had known this man long and well, and had thought many
times that he would give all he possessed to change places with
him in life. He said he had rather have this man’s godly char-
acter and quiet contentment than all the glamor and glory the
world could give.

This man was the humblest man I ever knew. Though a ripe
scholar, when' a college conferred upon him the degree of Doctor
of Divinity he declined it. When he came to the end at four
score years and three he calmly wrote out the order of exercises
for his funeral, selecting among others the old hymn beginning:

“Show pity, Lord; oh Lord, forgive,
Let a repenting rebel live.

Are not thy mercies large and free?
May not a sinner trust in thee?”

This humble, stalwart, scholarly, godly man was my father.



APOSTROPHE TO THE HOME.

(From campaign speech against the Single Tax in 1912.)

ing place of the family, God’s greatest institution among men.

The sweet retreat where two lives are lived as one. Where
eyes meet eyes that speak, and hearts meet hearts that thrill again.
Where immortal souls first behold the blaze of day and, anon,
childhood’s merry laughter makes music sweeter than songs of
birds in Paradise. Where father, mother, sister, brother divide
their joys and loves, and the fires go not out upon family altars,
whereon Jehovah was worshipped before the Church was born.

Legalized, enduring, permanent home! Owned not “by the
State to be rented to the highest bidder,” as this modern doctrine
of the Single Taxers would have it, but owned by the individual,
in fee as homes have been owned in every civilized nation since
time began; owned as the old prophet possessed the abode to which
the Syrian leper came; as Cincinnatus owned the field in which
he plowed when the Romans called him to save again his country
from the advancing foe; as Jefferson owned Monticello, where
Americans come to pay their vows; as Washington possessed Mt.
Vernon, where soldiers repair to fire afresh their valor; as the
Greeks all down the centuries have owned their abodes beside the
silvery lakes, or the Swiss, their cottages on the Alpine heights; as
men have owned their homes in the valleys, on the hilltops and
by the rivers in every clime beneath the stars; as Mary and Martha
and Lazarus possessed their humble but permanent abode at Beth-
any, where the Son of God was always so welcome; as that abid-
ing place was possessed described by Jesus in that most marvelous
of all His parables, and to which the prodigal son returned after
years of wandering, and his father ran to meet him; as that abode
was owned which the Savior had in mind, when, hanging on the
cross, He looked down and saw His mother and that disciple whom
He loved standing by, and said to his mother: “Woman behold
thy son!” and then to the disciple, “Behold thy mother!” “And
from that hour that disciple took her to his own home.”

%ACRED, time-honored, divinely-appointed home. The dwell-
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Beauteous, happy, enchanting home! Where business din
and strife and hurly-burly must not come. Where Eos, goddess of
the morn, drives her horses by at break of day, strewing flowers
as she goes, when the stars have gone out, the whip-poor-will has
hushed, the sunbeams are dancing in the skies and the lark is
singing in the meadow. Where the yellow light is streaming
through the great elms and oaks and walnuts. Where the apple,
the peach, and the pear hang in luscious beauty side by side, the
dew is on the watermelon, and the aroma is coming from the
pomegranate. Where, ere long, the sun in his fiery chariot is about
to cross the horizon; father calls; prayers are over; breakfast is
eaten, and the boys go whistling to the field ; the bobwhite answers;
the blackbirds follow in the furrow. Where the old white dwell-
ing with its green window shutters nestles down ’midst the ever-
greens, the lilacs and the roses, while the ivy climbs up its sides,
and the humming bird flutters in the honeysuckles. Where within
18 the clean swept floor, the bounteous table and the arched fire-
place. Where rosy-cheeked childhood is sleeping in the cradle,
venerable age sits in the old armed chair, and “God bless our home”
hangs over the mantle.

Quiet, peaceful, restful home! The day is done. The summer
clouds are clustered in the west, and the sun has just lain him down
in his golden couch. The cows come lowing homeward over the
hill. Father and the boys have returned from the field. They
drink from the gourd at the spring or the oaken bucket that hangs
in the well. The evening meal is such as only mother can prepare.
Night has come. The pale moon rises slowly and hangs silent in
the sky. All nature is locked in the holy hush. Naught is heard
save the notes of the nightingale or now and then the jingle of the
sheep bell in the fold. It is autumn. The chill of night is on, and
the family is assembled about the open fire with its dancing flames.
Brightness is in every eye. Cheer is in every breast. Love is in
every heart. Seriousness takes its turn with merry laughter. Ere
long Morpheus calls to sleep. A chapter is read from the well-
worn Bible. Hark! they are singing: the eldest daughter is lead-

ing—

“Mid pleasures and palaces although we may roam,

Be it ever so humble there’s no place like home.

A charm from the skies seems to hallow us there,

Which seek through the world is ne’er met with elsewhere.
Home! Home! Sweet, Sweet Home!

There’s no place like Home! There’s no place like Home!”
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Hush! they are on their knees in prayer. Silver-haired grand-
father is leading: “O thou God of Abraham, Isaac and Jacob!
Thou God of the family! We thank thee for this home, sweet
reminder of our Eternal Home beyond the skies. In the strength
of young manhood and under Thy protecting Providence, I carved
it out of the wilderness. With my hands I built the house in which
we kneel. Thou knowest that my companion who now sleeps in
the churchyard, did her part, and sanctified it with her pure and
lofty life. May this home long remain the inheritance of our chil-
dren and our children’s children. If any go out as thy servant
who now speaks to Thee did, not knowing whither they go, may
Thy hand lead them and bring them to a Christian home. And in
the morning of the resurrection, through the atoning blood of
Jesus Christ, Thy divine Son, may we all without loss of one be
reunited as a family in our Home on High—there, ever and anon,
to join in the hallelujahs of Angels and of those “who have washed
their robes and made them white in the blood of the Lamb.”
Amen.

Precious, hallowed, consecrated home! Blessed be the God
who ordained it. And all the curses which the bard had Eve to
shower upon Cain when he slew his brother, Abel, rest upon the
head of him who would destroy it.



“GRAND OLD MISSOURL”

The appellation, “Grand Old Missouri,” now so often used, is said to have
been originated by Mr. Wallace in his apostrophe to Missouri in his published
campaign speech in 1892.

prairies, fertile valleys, mighty forests, placid lakes, ma-

jestic rivers, enchant the eye and woo the heart; where
flowers of every hue and clime freshen in the evening dew till the
green ivy of the North and the fragrant magnolia of the South
meet each other in a common home, and rebuking sectional hate,
entwine their arms in tenderest love; where birds of every note,
and plumage wend their merry flight, from the humming bird
that flutters in the honeysuckle to the eagle that builds his eyrie
in the craggy cliff, while the nightingale, the bobolink and the
mocking bird wake the forests with ringing melodies sweet as
those that rose in paradise; where the perch, the croppie and the
bass leap in the sunbeams and the hunter’s horn rouses the fleet-
footed fox and the bounding deer.

Fertile, bounteous, exhaustless Missouri! Where yellow
harvests are locked in the golden sunshine rich as those that
ripened in the land of Nile; where corn and cotton flourish in
a common 80il, and the apple and peach grow in luscious beauty
side by side; where exhaustless beds of coal, lead and zinc lie
sleeping in the earth and mountains of iron await the blazing
forge.

% RAND, beautiful, magnificent Missouri! Where rolling

Enterprising, majestic, imperial Missouri! Where more
than half a million souls have swelled our numbers during the
past decade; where the lights of a genuine Christian civiliza-
tion, like vestal virgins, hold their vigils unerring and undy-
ing as the silvery stars, and where under the soft and hallowed
flame Progress, like the Hebrew giant, bursting the withes
monopoly is ever tying about his limbs, is leaping forward in
the great race for material wealth and glory with bounding strides,
unsurpassed in all the sisterhood of States.

Educated, intelligent, God-fearing Missouri! Where school
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houses so thickly dot the hills and plains that voice meets voice
of merry children romping on the lea till one vast chorus mounts
the skies; where from every city, village, hamlet the graceful
spire and the church-going bell call the way to heaven; where thou-
sands of Christian homes cluster by the rivers and on the hilltops
with the open fire and the dancing flames, with the old arm-chair
and the well-worn Bible—cherished scenes, where first we learned
to lisp the name of father, mother, sister, brother. Sacred, ten-
der, hallowed old Missouri soil! Beloved land of mingled joy and
grief! Where all the flowers of youth have bloomed and grown
and childhood’s merry laughter in gleeful echoes lingers still to
cheer and thrill the drooping heart. Where many a hope has per-
ished in an hour and many a falling tear has found a grave;
where our mothers first taught us to kneel in prayer, and where
under the willows and by the brooks the forms of loved ones gone
before us, await our coming to slumber by them till the resurrec-
tion morn. Beauteous, glorious, consecrated old Missouri soil!
Let others defame thee as they will—thank heaven, in life, in death,
you are good enough for me.



WOODROW WILSON.

PROGRESSIVE PATRIOTISM.
(From speech delivered at Columbia, Mo., February 6, 1912.)

Note: Several months prior to the Baltimore Convention Mr. Wallace
stumped Missouri for Woodrow Wilson for the Democratic nomination for
the Presidency, of course, asserting his loyalty to his State and expressly
stating that he wished to interfere in no way with the preference which should
be given to her favorite son, whether it should be Hon. Champ Clark or Hon.
Joseph W, Folk. The speech delivered at Columbia follows:

Ladies and Fellow Citizens:

GooD many of the friends and agents of what are known as
“The Interests” are now going up and down our Republic
saying of Woodrow Wilson: “He is merely a school mas-

ter—he is simply a teacher.” My friends, the greatest names in
history are those of teachers. The soldier armed and epauletted
and spurred and seated upon his foaming steed, splashed to the
waist with human gore, has ever been worshiped by the brutal
and the ignorant. But the humane and the intelligent have always
regarded the teacher, whether in learning, government or theology,
as the true benefactor of his race and entitled to the first place
in the admiration and affections of mankind. The name of
Socrates, the great teacher of Greece, and the first martyr to in-
tellectual liberty, is now mentioned a dozen times where that of
his countryman, Alexander the Great, is mentioned once. Moses,
the illustrious teacher of antiquity—Moses, descending from Sinai
with the Decalogue under his arms—will be loved and re-
membered when Julius Csesar is forgotten, or if remembered,
will be remembered only to be hated for the innocent blood
he shed. Not until 1921, if on the spur of the moment I recall
history correctly, will a single century have passed since Napoleon
breathed his last at St. Helena. This is but a short period in the
vast stretch of time, and the tramp of his armies and the din of
his battles are still resounding in the ears of men. But the elo-
quence of Paul, the learned teacher sent to the Gentiles, will go
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reverberating down the centuries long after the loud-mouthed
cannon of Napoleon shall have been hushed forever. The name
of Abraham Lincoln, the plain, unassuming teacher of the doc-
trine of peace and brotherly love, is now mentioned an hundred
times where that of General Grant, the conquering hero of the
greatest war of modern times, is mentioned once. In the firma-
ment of history, as the ages roll away, the bloody orbs of mili-
tary heroes are paling year by year, while the stars of the great
teachers of earth are shining more and more unto the perfect
day.

I stand here tonight to espouse the cause of one of the most
illustrious teachers of the twentieth century, Woodrow Wilson.
With your kind indulgence I ask to state now specifically my
reasons for advocating his fitness for the presidency and for
indulging the hope that should Missouri’s favorite son, whoever
he may be, go down in the convention at Baltimore, our thirty-six
votes will be cast for theé governor -of - New Jersey—formerly
the president of Princeton University.

To begin with, I advocate the fitness of Woodrow Wilson
for the presidency of the Republic because he is a man of vast
learning. 1 am fully aware that a large number of millionaires,
a good many great corporation lawyers and hundreds of repre-
sentatives of “The Interests” are now descanting upon the im-
practicability of learning and its want of adaptability to
practical business methods. They are prating loud and long
about the scholastic vagaries and populistic visions of the
schoolmaster from Princeton. Governor Wilson is replying
to these men not only with the unanswerable logic of a great
teacher but also with his courageous, practical record as the
governor of New Jersey. It is evident, however, that his apt
replies and dauntless, practical reasoning are having but little
effect upon these lofty plutocratic aristocrats. It requires dol-
lars, not reason, to satisfy the ravenous maw of human greed.

But, my friends, learning never disqualified any man for a
public trust. If it did, then Daniel Webster—a regular college
graduate, a scholar whose ripe learning traversed the whole field
of knowledge, and the bell tones of whose classic eloquence are ring-
ing today in our ears—was not competent to represent the old
Bay State in the United States Senate. If so, then Thomas Jeffer-
son—one of the most learned men of his time, the writer of the
Declaration of Independence, the author of many books, and the
founder of a great university—the pride and glory of his heart—
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was totally incompetent to act as president of the United States.
If 80, then Wm. E. Gladstone—the broadest, most finished Euro-
pean scholar of his day, the greatest premier England ever had,
was singularly incompetent to direct the destinies of the mistress
of the seas. Surely these “peerless captains of industry,” as we
are taught to call them, and their satellites are hard pressed for
an objection to the learned and successful head of the great Uni-
versity of Princeton and the practical, intrepid and courageous
governor who has inaugurated and carried to completion so many
reforms in the interests of the masses in New Jersey, the very
birth-place of colossal corporations. If ever a friend of the people,
by the union of learning and practical common sense, in spite of
tremendous opposition pushed through to successful passage a set
of laws to curb corruption and debauchery in elections and to pro-
tect honest toilers from the cruelty and rapacity of the powerful,
it was he. If ever a knight has ridden out upon the political field
and fought party bosses and the panoplied emissaries of corporate
despotism with a leveler or more successful lance than this college
president, then history has not found him.

I am for Woodrow Wilson because he i8 a progressive states-
men. In the mad rush of the strenuous lives which we live in our
times, too many of us fail to pause long enough to consider our
actual condition as citizens. The liberties of the masses are
gradually passing from them in our Republic. The individual who
asserts this is at once dubbed by the man who boasts himself a
conservative, as an alarmist. But we had as well face facts just
as we find them. Liberty is not that intangible, sentimental some-
thing which many imagine it to be. Nothing is more inseparably
linked with the substantial. Liberty depends upon the power the
citizen possesses, and in the last analysis, power goes largely with
property. Strip A of his property, and so circumstance him that
he must work for B, and B alone, and though ostensibly free, he
is the slave of B. Strip the great masses of their property and
compel them to work alone for a small aggregation of individuals,
or a system of trusts and monopolies, and their liberties are gone.
Though ostensibly free, they are industrial slaves. A large per
cent of the property in America has passed into the hands of a
favored few. In the past thirty years there has been a stupend-
ous change in the distribution of wealth in our Republic, and
power has gone with wealth in this tremendous industrial revolu-
tion. Half the vast wealth of America is owned by a smaller
number of men than reside in Kansas City, Missouri. The list



WOODROW WILSON. 23

of our millionaires has already increased to many thousands, and is
rapidly growing larger. We have two billionaires in America
who are worth more than all of the people of Missouri combined.
And this appalling condition is growing worse every day. If the
present trend continues, in twenty years we will have as many cit-
izens without property in the United States as they have in Rus-
sia. It is the opinion of some of our best and wisest statesmen
that if something is not done to check it, thirty years from now
we may experience what was finally experienced in the Imperial
City by the Tiber; when the property of a vast empire passed into
the hands of a few patricians; when vast multitudes, clad in rags
and tortured by hunger, paraded the streets, crying for bread or
blood, until the mightiest government known to men fell with a
thud that shook the world. In the meantime, while this mighty
economic revolution is going on and our property is passing into
the hands of the few, the words of Wendell Phillips are sounding
louder than ten thunders in our ears: “Eternal vigilance is the price
of liberty. Power is ever passing from the many to the few.
The manna of popular liberty must be gathered every day or it
is rotten.”

No man in America understands this rapid and dangerous
trend to economic centralization more thoroughly than Woodrow
Wilson. Here and in the moral reforms which he champions is
found the very gist of his progressive candidacy. He proposes as
chief magistrate of the nation to lead the fight to restore to the
people their liberties. With a profound and logical mind he has
studied deeply our institutions. He sees how, not simply in theory
but in actual practice, we have departed from the high ideals of
the Fathers of the Republic. He fully comprehends the meaning
of the deplorable fact, that in a nation where fifty years ago
property was more equally distributed than in any other be-
neath the skies, the distribution today, mainly by reason of gov-
ernmental favoritism, is rapidly becoming more unequal than at
any spot on the globe—that we now have more millionaires and
multi-millionaires than all the world beside. He is against the
system which has brought this unjust and pernicious condition
about, and which portends in the immediate future even greater
disparity and injustice.

And there is nothing visionary or Utopian about the methods
advocated by Governor Wilson as the plutocrats are claiming. {t
nowhere appears in his writings or his speeches that any addition
is to be made to our system of government. It is simply intended
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to carry out the original spirit and intent of our institutions
by the use of modern progressive machinery and the application
of the fundamental principles of equality and justice. It is no ob-
jection to these methods that they are not hoary-headed. It would
be as foolish to object to steam or electricity because the world
knew nothing of their use for six thousand years, and their dis-
covery and practical application by Watt, Franklin, Morse, Edison
and others are all of comparatively recent date.

It is worthy of special note that the progressive methods
advocated by Governor Wilson and others are not from Democracy,
but to Democracy—not from the people, but to the people. * * *
The plan—and one in entire harmony with the spirit of our system
of government—is to call into action the latent sovereignty of the
people and let them by sovereign edict correct the evils into which
we have fallen. These are evils which did not exist during the hves
of the founders of the Republic, but for which they provided ade-
quate principles, leaving the immediate methods to be inaugu-
rated as emergency required. The mailed hand of monopoly has
now such a clutch upon the body politic that naught but a great
blow from the sovereign people can release it, and here lies the
one great objection to Woodrow Wilson. It is not his methods,
but what he would likely accomplish as president which is arous-
ing the patriotic ire and doleful forebodings of “The Interests.”

I am for Woodrow Wilson because he stands for the Initiative
and Referendum. It is at this point that the guns of the “Interests”
are turned upon the New Jersey governor with greatest fury. It
is here that their chief attack is centered. If they are directed
against any other candidate for the presidency on this issue, I
have not noticed it. It would seem that this comes not only because
of his prominence as a candidate, but also from the learned and
masterful manner in which he is advocating this method of ar-
riving at the popular will. They fear that if he is elected it will
become the law of the land. A

What is the Initiative and Referendum? In my humble
opinion it is the second Magna Charta of the Anglo-Saxon. Never
since the sturdy Barons compelled King John to concede them
their liberties at Runnymeade has there been a measure em-
bodying more of popular sovereignty and freedom for the masses.
I see that Governor Harmon, now considered, outside of Missouri
at least, as Governor Wilson’s principal opponent, has recently
delivered an address in which he has vigorously attacked the
Initiative and Referendum. This accentuates the issue all the
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more and will doubtless embolden the great monopolists and trust
magnates as well as all citizens with imperialistic tendencies, to
attack Governor Wilson with increased intensity. The Democracy,
it would seem, is gradually approaching the parting of the ways—
the crucial hour in its life when we shall turn either to Jefferson
or to Hamilton. You will bear with me, therefore, for a few
moments while I make an argument mainly from a legal stand-
point for this great measure, now so dear to the hearts of the
masses of the people and which the advocates of a centralized
and aristocratic Republic are fighting with all the arguments
great corporation lawyers can devise, and all the power that goes
with unlimited wealth.

The Initiative and Referendum is a simple method intended
to obtain an expression of the popular will. It is the very essence
of Democracy. Like most great methods it has arisen out of the
exigencies of the hour. Its purpose in the main is to obtain the
justice denied by corrupt or intimidated legislators and to correct
the intentional or accidental mistakes they have made. It is prob-
ably best presented as found in the constitution of Oregon, where
it was adopted several years ago. The people of Missouri have
copied the Oregon Initiative and Referendum verbatim and placed
it in the organic law of this State. It provides that when five
per cent of the legal voters in two-thirds of the Congressional
districts petition the Secretary of State to submit to the people
a given constitutional amendment or statute, it shall be his
duty to comply with the petitions and place the proposed
amendment or statute upon the ballot and permit them to adopt or
reject the same. By similar petition the Referendum compels
the Secretary of State to submit for adoption or rejection any -
statute passed by the legislature. The vote of the people is to be
taken as their sovereign edict and the governor is not permitted
to exercise his veto power. It is absolutely impossible to conceive
of anything more consistent with liberty and democracy.

But it is claimed by some good men, but more especially by
the representatives of the great moneyed interests, that the Ini-
tiative and Referendum is a change in our form of government.
It is wonderful how solicitous the great millionaires and their
satellites are about our form of government when occasion re-
quires. This same argument was made by eminent lawyers be-
fore the Supreme Court of Oregon. That court held that there
was no change in our form of government—that they still had
in Oregon the legislature which made it a representative form
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of government. They held that the Initiative and Referendum
simply called into action a latent power of the people which they
had reserved and which they had a right to exercise at any time.
They held specifically that our form of government was in no
way changed. The Supreme Court of Oklahoma, where they have
the Initiative and Referendum, has held the same. No court so
far as can be found has rendered an opinion holding that this
measure works any change in our form of government.

But the emissaries of the “Interests” and the corporation law-
yers are contending that a State which has the Initiative and
Referendum does not possess a republican form of government.
They cite here the Federal Constitution, which guarantees to
every State a republican form of government. Let us appeal
again to the authorities. And again the enemies of the masses
and of popular liberty are overthrown.

The Supreme Court of the United States, as well as the
great writers on constitutional and governmental law, have set-
tled this question and put it forever at rest. To begin with, it
has been specifically decided that the question as to whether or
not a given State has a republican form of government, is a polit-
ical and not a judicial question. It is a question for Congress and
not for the courts to decide. In Minor vs. Habbersett, 21 Wall,
162 (U. S. Supreme Court), Chief Justice Chase said: “The
guarantee (of the Constitution of the United States) is of a re-
publican form of government. No particular government is desig-
nated as republican. Neither is the exact form to be guaranteed
in any manner especially designated.” In speaking of this guar-
antee of the Federal Constitution, Mr. Chief Justice Taney said
in part in Luther vs. Boeden, 7 How., page 1 (U. S. Supreme
Court) : “Under this article of the constitution it rests with Con-
gress to decide what government is the established one in a State.
For as the United States guarantees to each State a republican
form of government, Congress must necessarily decide what gov-
ernment is established in the State before it can determine whether
it is republican or not. And when the Senators and Representa-
tives of a State are admitted into the counsels of the Union,
the authority of the government, under which they are ap-
pointed, as well as its republican character, is recognized by
the proper constitutional authority. And its decision is bind-
ing on every department of the government, and could not be
questioned in a judicial proceeding.” This decision is quoted with
approval in Texas vs. White et al.,, 7 Wall, 700, 730 (U. S. Su-
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preme Court). The law as declared by Chief Justice Taney is also
approved in White vs. Hart, 13 Wall, 646, 649 (U. S. Supreme
Court). I also call special attention to the emphatic words of
Judge Cooley in Principles of Constitutional Law, page 216, where
he says: “Congress is made the final judge in this case; there
can be no appeal from its decision except to forcible resistance.”

It being settled then that the Supreme Court of the United
States, as well as our great law writers, have declared that as
to whether the form of government of a particular State is re-
publican or not is a question for Congress, it only remains to see
what question Congress itself has decided. When Oklahoma
knocked at the door of the Union and desired admittance as a State,
her proposed constitution contained the Initiative and Referendum
in even more lengthy form than now found in either Oregon or Mis-
souri. The question at once arose for the determination of Congress
as to whether or not a government containing the Initiative and
Referendum in its constitution was republican in form. After full
argument and consideration Congress decided to admit Oklahoma
into the Union with the Initiative and Referendum in its consti-
tution. This is conclusive, and, according to the opinion of Chief
Justice Taney above quoted, the decision is binding upon every de-
partment of the government, including the judiciary.

It appears then beyond cavil that not only as a matter of
liberty, but as a matter of determined constitutional law, Gov-
ernor Wilson is right in advocating the Initiative and Referendum.
How inappropriate then, and how unfair, is all the tirade of
abuse being heaped upon him by “The Interests.” How illegal, too,
is their abuse and vilification. It is but another illustration of
the fact that the great trusts and monopolies are the worst an-
archists we have. They defy law just as completely as those who
carry bombs and stilettos. And in the last analysis, taken as a
whole, they inflict upon mankind far more suffering.

My friends, we ought to be honest and candid in discussing
the merits of outside candidates for the presidency. Here is Gov-
ernor Wilson, openly and with magnificnt ability, espousing the
Initiative and Referendum—confessedly a great boon, especially
to the middle and laboring classes in America. He is abundantly
gustained not only by the people but by the highest courts in the
land. At the same time here is the governor of another State,
Governor Harmon of Ohio, openly repudiating the Initiative and
Referendum, and advising the people of his State to wait before
they adopt it. The law as well as liberty is with Wilson and
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against Harmon. It is worthy of special note, too, that there is
vividly presented here to our gaze the difference between a pro-
gressive and a ‘“waiter”’—between a progressive and a “standpat-
ter.”

I am for Woodrow Wilson because he is a commoner. He is
against aristocracy. My friends, I beg you to bear with me at
this point. It is in me. It is born in me. I hate aristocracy and
nobility as I hate the flames of perdition. When I sat as a small
boy on the hard high bench in the old Missouri school house, there
was in the back of my geography the picture of a king seated
upon his throne and a poor human being kneeling to him in the
act of worship, with his face to the ground. I used to turn to that
picture to hate the king and pity the unfortunate subject kneeling
at his throne. I humbly wear the name of that great Scottish
chief, Sir William Wallace. I wish I could trace my lineage to
him, but I cannot. I only know that in the lowlands and high-
lands of rugged, liberty-loving, God-fearing old Scotland my an-
cestors fought.beside him, reddening the crystal streams and lakes
with their blood. When Sir William Wallace was finally captured
by the British he was taken to London and tried in a court of aris-
tocrats in Westminster Hall. His trial lasted just one day. He
was condemned to death. The verdict was the most brutal and
ferocious in all history. He was sentenced ‘“to be hung, to be
drawn, to be beheaded and to be quartered.” No appeal was al-
lowed, the awful verdict being carried into execution on the fol-
lowing day. My friends, I know you will excuse me when I say
that as old Hamilcar led young Hannibal to the altar of the gods
and swore him to eternal hatred of the Romans, so I never read
this verdict but that I reswear myself to eternal hatred of aris-
tocracy.

It is not intended now to express the least opposition to or-
ganized government. By no means. Nor to express a want of
appreciation of the fact that good honest blood—a noble heritage—
pours through the veins of any individual. Nor is it meant to de-
cry the possession of property honestly acquired. Whenever there
is a quid pro quo the possession of property is a divine right. God
cursed us when he said “in the sweat of thy face thou shalt eat
thy bread,” but He is infinitely honest and will not deny even
the sinner the fruit of his toil.

Those now referred to, constitute quite a large class of citi-
zens who have never given a quid pro quo for their possessions;
who are simply basking upon the hard earnings of others. The
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most of our millionaires and multi-millionaires belong to this class.
They have not earned their fortunes. This constantly increasing
class is now favoring centralization and imperialism in our Re-
public. They talk loud and long about a “strong government”
and descant at length upon the danger that lurks in “the verdicts
of the rabble.” Living upon wealth they have not earned, they are
the first to become haughty, purse-proud and exclusive, for the man
who makes his money by honest toil usually remains a commoner,
no matter how much he accumulates. This class of men who
possess fortunes they never earned, but which come generally
through governmental favor, is increasing in America with alarm-
ing rapidity. .

No man can deny that they are engaged in creating a moneyed
aristocracy. They are creating caste and class distinetions founded
on dollars, not on merit. They are endeavoring so far as possible
to adopt the pomp and glitter and ceremony which exist in mon-
archial governments. It cannot be denied that the unvarnished,
candid truth is now being told. No man can refuse to accept the
statement, in another part of this address, that the vast wealth
of America is passing from the people and into the hands of a
comparatively small number of persons and that these persons
are endeavoring to inaugurate a reign of aristocracy in our midst.
Nor can it be disputed that this is the old highway to ruin traveled
by the free nations of history.

No man in America deplores this tendency to imperialism and
aristocracy more deeply than Woodrow Wilson. He fully realizes
that we are a long distance from the primitive simplicity of the
Fathers. When he was elected president of the great University
at Princeton, aristocracy was rapidly gaining the ascendency.
Princeton’s endowment fund runs up into the millions. It is within
a stone’s throw of Wall Street. Millionaires are connected with
it, and caste and class distinctions were rapidly coming into ex-
istence among the students.

No sooner had Wilson been elected president than he an-
nounced that he intended to “democratize” Princeton. He said
he intended to carry on the work until the son of the poor man
stood upon a precise level with the son of the millionaire. He
proceeded with his labors until he produced a revolution in Prince-
ton. If elected president of the United States this great commoner
will do all in his power to bring our Republic to the simplicity
and pure democracy of the signers of the Declaration of Inde-
pendence.
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I espouse the cause of Woodrow Wilson because he promul-
gates the same principles promulgated by that great commoner—
who has an everlasting place in the hearts of the American peo-
ple—Wm. J. Bryan. And I am glad to know that Wilson is the
equal of Bryan or of any other man alive. He stands with

1. For tariff revision downward.

2. For election of United States Senators by popular vote.
3. For State-wide primaries regulated by law.

4. For the Initiative and Referendum.

5. For the purification of the ballot box.

6. For the enforcement of the law.

As to the first issue, namely, the revision of the tariff, it is
sufficient to say that in the solution of this problem is involved
the economic liberties of the American people. 1 have already
dwelt upon this in a former part of my speech. It is sufficient
to say that no man has studied this question more deeply, or un-
understands it more thoroughly, or is more positively on the
side of the people, than Woodrow Wilson. As to the second issue
the governor of New Jersey stands unalterably in favor of the
election of United States Senators by popular vote. “The In-
terests” and all opposed to popular government are against it.
When a candidate for the United States Senate in New Jersey
had received the popular expression of the Democratic voters, and
a great boss attempted to wrest his victory from him, Governor
Wilson openly opposed the election of the boss, who had
hitherto exercised almost supreme power in New Jersey. And
the fight between the boss and the great teacher was a
hot one, and the boss was overwhelmed. The governor of
New Jersey has made splendid performance in the matter
of primary elections held under the law. His promise was, if
elected, to use his power, as governor in the great corporation
State of New Jersey, to give the people primaries under the law.
He pushed to successful passage what is known as the Geran
Election Law, which provides for primaries conducted by law.
As already explained, Woodrow Wilson stands for the Initiative
and Referendum. It is worthy of special note that no man in
America can more clearly explain this great Magna Charta of the
people than he.

Woodrow Wilson stands with Wm. J. Bryan for the purifi-
cation of the ballot box. Surely the people of Missouri will agree
with him here. Elections in Missouri during the past ten years
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have been far more corrupt than in any other State in the Union,
and they are rapidly growing more corrupt. The people of this
State have endured what would not have been endured in New
York, Philadelphia or even in Chicago. Our political debauchery
arises largely from the fact that our ballot boxes, under the law,
lock up the villiany of election thieves, and from the further fact
that some of our highest officials refuse to do anything whatever
to prevent frauds in our elections. The election of 1910 in Mis-
souri was beyond cavil the most corrupt in the history of the
world. It is safe to say that in this election more than 100,000
false votes were recorded, either by reason of fraudulent registra-
tion, the colonization of voters, the voting of ghost names or names
of dead men, or falsely reading the votes of thousands of honest
men.

In the purification of the ballot box Woodrow Wilson appears
as a profound reformer. He caused an election law to be passed in
New Jersey which provides that in large cities there shall be
registration. The man who registers is compelled to sign his
name, and when he comes to vote he must again sign his name,
and the judges compare the two signatures. If forgery of the
first name is committed the forger is sent to the penitentiary.
Such a law in Missouri would have prevented in 1910 the casting
of over 100,000 fraudulent votes. The election law, whose passage
Governor Wilson secured in New Jersey, also provides for the
choosing of election officers from a list of candidates who have
passed a civil service examination. Any man can see what a tre-
mendous instrumentality for honesty this must be in a great city.
Surely the satellites of the great trusts and corporations are wil-
fully misrepresenting the governor of New Jersey when they con-
tend that he is not a profound and practical statesman.

Our liberties depend upon the purity of the ballot box. It is
being corrupted throughout America, though far more fearfully in
Missouri than elsewhere. Beyond peradventure Missourians will
not be averse to voting for a man for president who has both
the courage and the ability to stand for honest elections.

There could be no more important issue just at this time than
the sixth one mentioned above, viz., the enforcement of the law.
Good men who now behold the laxity of law enforcement and the in-
crease of crime are trembling for the perpetuity of our institu-
tions. They know that a reign of crime always ante-dates the
downfall of a free government. Three of our presidents, Lincoln,
Garfield and McKinley, have been assassinated in a shorter space
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of time than any three of the tyrant rulers of Rome were assassi-
nated during her darkest days. Since 1885 the population of the
United States has increased in round numbers about sixty per
cent. During this time murders have increased over five hundred
per cent. Our great system of trusts is but a stupendous aggrega-
tion of petit larceny on a colossal scale. In such an hour men are
crying out everywhere for the enforcement of the law. No man
who has studied his history can doubt for a moment that Woodrow
Wilson has both the courage and the ability to enforce the crim-
inal laws of the land.

Some men are wondering why Mr. Bryan has practically come
out so openly in his preference for Woodrow Wilson for the presi-
dency. When we pause and think a moment this is no matter for
wonderment. Here are the great principles for which Mr. Bryan
has stood for twenty years, and here is a man who can promulgate
and defend these principles. I mean no disparagement to any
person here, but the fact is that Mr. Wilson has given them as a
teacher and a writer upon our system of government such long
and profound thought that he is espousing these principles with
marvelous clearness and ability. The Democracy of Missouri loves
Wm. J. Bryan, and I am sure that every Democrat will pause to
consider as to whether Wm. J. Bryan is not right in showing such
decided preference for Woodrow Wilson.

I am for Woodrow Wilson because he has overcome the most
stupendous temptation presented to a public man in half a century.
My friends your attention is called in this connection to that mar-
velous scene depicted in the New Testament where the devil
takes the Christ up into an exceeding high mountain and shows
Him all the kingdoms of the world and the glory thereof, and says
to Him, “All these I will give Thee if Thou wilt fall down and
worship me.” I am no theologian and I have had no time to con-
sult commentaries or other authorities in my hurried trip through
the State. To my mind this great scene is intended to typify the
temptation that comes to human ambition. Men have filled the
world with crime and bloodshed in the gratification of ambition.
Jesus was not only a God, but He was also a man. The devil was
appealing to one of the most powerful propensities in the human
soul, namely, the thirst for power and glory which we call worldly
ambition. The triumph of the Savior was intended as an example
for others to follow when the powerful temptation comes to com-
mit sin for the gratification of ambition. Jesus is not the only one
to whom this awful temptation has come. It came to Alexander
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the Great, to Casar, to Charlemagne, to Napoleon, and they fell.
It came to George Washington when the devil doubtless suggested
to him that as the hero of the American Revolution with the army
at his back, he proclaim himself a king. But he triumphed and
returning his sword to Congress, retired like Cincinnatus to pri-
vate life.

As I contemplate the man I am now advocating in this be-
half a remarkable scene rises before me. Three distinguished
characters appear in the picture, Colonel Watterson, Colonel Har-
vey and a moneyless aspirant for the presidency, Woodrow Wilson.
The words spoken are given by the first two persons named.
Colonel Watterson says, “Governor Wilson, it is money, not pa-
triotism, that counts in politics. You need a great campaign fund
in your fight for the presidency.” Colonel Harvey assents to this
and suggests that a Mr. Ryan, who Wilson knows represents
“The Interests,” will collect the fund if Wilson will accept it. My
friends, I know just what happened at that crucial moment. The
devil never yet lost an opportunity. He conducts this moneyless
New Jersey governor, who has his ambition and who thinks and
contemplates like lightning, into an exceeding high mountain, and
shows him all the great trusts, monopolies and special interests
and the fifty billions of wealth which they possess, and he says to
this governor, “The only act of worship which I require is to
accept the gift which these men offer and the minions of these
fifty billions of capital shall be at your service.” But, thank
Heaven, Woodrow Wilson, in humble imitation of the man Christ
Jesus, cried out in substance, and, Colonel Watterson says, with
“tyrannous” indignation, “Get thee behind me, Satan, for it is
written, thou shalt worship the Lord thy God, and Him only shalt
thou serve.” If there is a grander act in modern politics or
patriotism, the eagle eye of history has not found it.

I espouse the cause of the Governor of New Jersey because
the criminal classes are against him. No offense is meant to any
good citizen by this statement. It is admitted that there are good
men who are against Woodrow Wilson. But beyond cavil the crim-
inal classes are solidly against him. Every crook, thug, thief,
grafter, boodler, burglar, highwayman, murderer and assassin
is against him. They know he is a courageous man of lofty char-
acter who refuses to compromise with crime, and they hate him
a8 the devil hates moral worth. They know he stands for the
law and they hate and fear him as they hate and fear the law.
Every corrupt political boss who has heard how he routed the
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bosses in New Jersey is against him. Every professional briber
who debauches legislators, city councilmen and jurors, is against
him. Every ward-healer who manufactures registration lists,
stuffs ballot boxes, votes ghosts and forges election returnms, is
against him. Every corrupter and poisoner of the youth of the
land is against him. Every despoiler of the American home is
against him. Every man bent upon the destruction of our Chris-
tian civilization is against him. Every defender of governmental
favoritism and of trusts and monopolies is against him. Every
wicked mixer of watered stocks, the most nefarious device known
to human ingenuity, for obtaining money by false pretenses, is
against him. My friends, I know the enemies Woodrow Wilson
has made and I love him because they hate him.

And now, my fellow citizens, I close this impromptu speech
as I began, by assuring you of my loyalty to my boyhood State. I
believe I can truly say that my defense of her civilization and her
noble people has been as intense and has covered as many years
as that of any man living or dead. I believe I can say also that
my reward has been far smaller in proportion to the labor ex-
pended, than that of any other man. This I regard, however, as
to my credit rather than to my shame, for I have the consciousness
of knowing that at least nine-tenths of my labor has been for my
State and the chosen representatives of my party, rather than for
myself. I am as loyal to Missouri now as when my sun stood in
the early morning of life. In this presidential contest, I am for a
Missourian above all others. In the delivery of the speech with
which I have already trespassed upon your kindness and patience
too long, I have been actuated by an intense desire to prevent
Missouri’s being delivered into the hands of her enemies in case
her own favorite son, whoever he may be, shall go down at Balti-
more. Woodrow Wilson’s name is cheered in Missouri wherever
I mention it. Beyond question he is the second choice of nineteen
twentieths of the Democrats of this State, and Taft advocates and
Roosevelt advocates throughout the commonwealth, are openly
saying they will vote for him in case their favorite is not nomi-
nated. Clark men throughout Missouri assure me that ninety-
five per cent of the supporters of the illustrious Speaker of the
House of Representatives, are for Woodrow Wilson for secona
choice, and they commend me for advocating him as such. One
thing is certain, if by any sort of political legerdemain the candi-
date outside of our State, Governor Harmon, now positively known
to be the choice of “The Interests,” receives the vote of Missouri
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in the National Convention in preference to Woodrow Wilson, it
will be the most flagrant misrepresentation of the popular will in
all the history of the politics of our State.



ROBERT E. LEE.

(From address delivered at a State gathering of ex-Confederates of Missouri
at Fulton, Mo.)

NE OF the greatest names in history is that of Robert E. Lee,

This declaration will be as readily accepted now at the North

as at the South. A man who even in the black hour of war

could obey the most difficult of all divine commands and pray morn-

ing and night for the enemies whom he was fighting, was sure to re-

ceive the love and admiration of mankind. I desire for a few

moments to consider this wonderful, lovable man, first as a citi-
zen and then as a soldier.

The true citizen must possess three prominent qualities. First,
he must be a gentleman. Second, he must be a good man. Third,
he must have courage.

Robert E. Lee was a typical American gentleman. No more
cultured, polished man ever lived; yet he was absolutely free from
mannerism or affectation. He was a model of dignity and pro-
priety; yet he was as simple in his bearing as a child. He was
an unassuming yet lofty representative of the very best our civ-
ilization can produce. He was as princely as Washington or Web-
ster or Edmund Bourke; yet he was as true a commoner as Thomas
Jefferson or Daniel O’Connell or Abraham Lincoln.

Robert E. Lee was a good man. The world is rapidly reach-
ing the conclusion that goodness is the real test of greatness. It
is goodness, not intelldct, that distinguishes an angel from a
fiend. If is “the pure in heart” who “shall see God.” And it is
“the pure in heart” who have benefitted and ennobled our race.
Commanding ability without moral worth has ever been a curse
rather than a blessing to mankind. The world is worse that
Byron, Rosseau and Voltaire lived in it. It is better that it had
as its citizens John Bunyan, Wm. E. Gladstone and St. Paul.
Lee possessed genuine moral worth. In the purity of his heart,
the loftiness of his purpose and the cleanness of his life, he
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represented the highest type of exalted manhood. It was of
such a man that the Psalmist exclaimed, “Mark the perfect man
and behold the upright, for the end of that man is peace.” 1 deem
it my duty to say in this connection that Lee was an ardent advo-
cate of temperance, not only by precept, but by what is far more
powerful, example. When he took the field an admiring friend
gave him two flasks of fine liquor. He carried them with him,
with the contents untouched, throughout the war, and then re-
turned them to the giver. I see from the applause with which
this is greeted that Lee’s position and not that of a splendid
old veteran who advised liquor for soldiers, in a speech this morn-
ing, meets the approbation of this great audience.

General Lee possessed courage of the very highest order. No
braver soldier ever drew.a sword. We admire physical courage.
It is right that we should.: It has its place. But this is courage
of the lowest order. It is possessed by the highwayman, the pi-
rate, the desperado and even by the eagle and the lion. But Lee
went far beyond mere physical bravéry. He possessed moral cour-
age in as high a degree as ahy"man'whb ever lived. No citizen
was ever truer to his convictions. When the war came on, two
great, antagonistic ideas were prevalent in America. The people
of the South loved the doctrine of State’s Rights as taught by
John C. Calhoun, Alexander H. Stephens and others, while the
people of the North were just as intense in their devotion to Na-
tionalism as promulgated by Daniel Webster, Wendell Phillips
and others. Lee believed in the doctrine of State’s Rights. He
believed in it conscientiously and intensely. Yet he was a strong
Union man. He had fought beneath the Stars-and Stripes, and
loved the flag of the Republic with supreme devotion. He believed
with the people of the South in the right of secession, but he
thought, and stated openly, that in his opinion secession was un-
wise. He felt, and so stated, that if the South seceded untold
misery would come to his people. When it was certain that his
native State, Virginia, would secede, President Lincoln sent Frank
P. Blair to him to tell him, that if he would resign his position
in the army he would make him commander-in-chief of the armies
of the Union. Lee undoubtedly knew this would crown him witn
victory, and in the end probably make him president of the United
States. But he stayed with his convictions, resigned his position
in the army and went with his own people, although he knew
they were vastly lacking in both numbers and money. Moses is
scarcely to be more honored for declining the honors and glories
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of Egypt, to share the lot of his own people, than is Robert E. Lee
for this magnificent exhibition of self-abnegation and devotion to
honest conviction. General Scott, who was growing old, and at
that time head of the army of the United States, regarded Lee
as his natural successor. At the close of the Mexican war he had
pronounced Lee the greatest military genius America had produced.
In this crisis he said to Lee, “Lee, for God’s sake do not resign.”
Lee’s reply was that he could not consult his own feelings in the
matter and must go with his own people.

But, my friends, what you are doubtless most interested in,
is Lee as a soldier. It is sufficient to say at the outset that no
warrior in the annals of time was ever more abundantly endowed
by birth with the genius of war. He belonged to a family of
soldiers. One of his ancestors, Lionel Lee, crossed the British
Channel with William the Conqueror. Another of the family
fought with Richard the Lion Hearted in the Third Crusade, and
his father was Light Horse Harry Lee of Revolutionary fame. To
a natural turn for arms and intrepid courage Lee added thorough
training and experience. He had been both student and professor
at West Point, and distinguished himself for valor and ability in
the Mexican War. It is safe to say that no soldier ever mastered
the science of war more thoroughly. He acted with intense rapid-
ity, but so familiar was he with his calling that every move he
made was sanctioned by the settled principles of his profession.
He was not a haphazard commander, depending only upon dash
and daring for success. He rushed not to battle, exclaiming, with
the mad spirit in Manfred:

“I'm the rider of the wind,
The stirrer of the storm,
The hurricane I left behind
Is yet with lightning warm.”

He thoroughly planned every engagement, and then struck
like lightning, but every thunderbolt was aimed with precision.
No soldier has ever made more of his opportunities. He gained
probably more than three-fourths of his fights, and, as I recall,
he never went into a battle where he was not outnumbered. Lee,
with his magnificent character - and lofty devotion to duty, is
now considered the common heritage of all Americans, and I do
not believe that any fair man, North or South, will object to what
has just been said.
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I have not time now to describe the great battles in which
Lee was engaged—the battles with McClelland about Richmond;
the second battle of Bull Run; Chancellorsville; Gettysburg, and
the long and terrific struggle with Grant in the Wilderness.

It would be useless, if not improper, to compare Lee with other
American generals. We are only fifty years from the awful con-
flict. Such comparisons still arouse antagonisms and do more
harm than good. It is enough to say that Lee’s name is fully
worthy to rest by the side of that of Grant or Washington or Na-
poleon or Wellington or Charlemagne or Caesar. History has fur-
nished no greater soldier, and his fame as a superb military
genius is not dimmed by reason of the fact that he was finally
overcome. Napoleon was finally overcome; so was Leonidas; so
was Hannibal, thought by many to be the most marvelous genius
for war in all antiquity.

Among others there have been two great Americans whose
deaths were peculiarly beautiful—McKinley and Lee. McKinley,
pierced by the bullet of an assassin, lay upon his bed and died
with a prayer upon his lips. Lee also died in prayer. He was
accustomed to ask the blessing at his table. While thus engaged,
and, as was his habit, in a standing posture, he was stricken
and fell. In the brief delirium that antedated death he thought
he was in battle in the Sunny South. And thus this great soldier
passed over the river and into that land where there shall be no
more night; “And they need no candle, neither the light of the
sun, for the Lord God giveth them light, and they shall reign
forever and forever.”




McKINLEY MEMORIAL ADDRESS.

(From Address at Memorial Services of President McKinley.)

men of all parties, North and South, I stand today as an
American at the grave of the Nation’s Chief.

Another sun that shone so long in our national skies has
gone down and death is enshrouding us with his chilly shadows.
As a great nation, we are again halted here along life’s mys-
terious highway and in the silent gloaming, stand gazing into
the dark beyond. We are all come once more to the great part-
ing of the ways. A distinguished fellow traveler, warm in
heart, resplendent in intellect, but mortally wounded and worn
out and exhausted by the awful march, has taken his last fal-
tering step, made his last gasp for life and then dropped dead
in the weary road. We cluster close about him. We see his
familiar form, the clayey tenement in which he dwelt, but he
himself is absent. In silent wonder we gaze at one another and
each reads in his fellow’s face the dread question, “Whither
has our brother gone?” But no answer comes from there. In
the deepening twilight we look all about us to see naught else
save a single sign board on which is painted the iron finger of
death, pointing immovably into the black and pathless abyss
beyond, and the great question presses down upon our hearts—
for reason now lags behind—“If a man die, shall he live
again?”’

From out this stilly hush there come three voices giving
answer to this momentous question.

The first voice says: “As to’ whether your brother’s spirit
is dead or still alive, we have not sufficient evidence; we do
not know; we cannot decide. It may be that a brighter day
has dawned, and in the warming sunlight the bud has burst
and died that a fadeless flower may grow, or it may be that
unending night has come and the bud is wrapped in the icy
frost of eternal death; we have not sufficient evidence; we do
not know; we cannot decide. It may be that he who loved

m&r friends, I am an active, enthusiastic Democrat. But with
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companionship so well is now in the rich fruition of his fondest
hopes 'midst spirits just and angels bright, or it may be that like
some luckless star suddenly losing his moorings, he has plunged
out into boundless space, there to wander on forever, lone and
unattended in the pathless void. We have not sufficient evi-
dence; we do not know; we cannot decide.”

Oh! Agnosticism, is this the only solace thou canst bring?
Is this the only drink thou canst give to a soul athirst? Is this
the cold rock to which hapless Prometheus must be forever bound,
whilst the ever forming vitals of hope are in turn to be plucked
out by the eagle of despair? In the dread solitude of an hour
like this is indecision, the nervous old parent of mental torment,
the only companion thou canst suggest?

There comes another voice,-more cheerless than the first.
It says: “Your brother, mind and body, is dead. As the lighted
candle burns itself out and as a candle is obliterated for-
ever, 30 he has passed away. He will never think, or love,
or feel again. Reason aver .iresh: 'with conquest shall still
march on, but he who “fought so knightly amidst her quivering
plumes shall never poise his lance again; your brother’s intel-
lect is dead. Love, sweet goddess, filling human hearts with
bliss, shall still abide, but he who loved so truly shall ‘never
love again; your brother’s heart is dead. Music, harmony of
the universe, shall still roll on, but he whose soul was stirred so
deeply by its rapturous swell, will ne’er be thrilled again; your
brother’s soul, if soul it could be called, is dead.”

We may not know just why, but whatever we may have
said at other times, some resistless power deep within us, now
cries out, “Stand aside, Atheism; oh, stand aside! Thou shalt
not place the black cap of annihilation upon the noble brow that
sleeps before us.”

“Blessed be that great and Holy Spirit who breathed us into
being and made us immortal like Himself,” there comes another
voice. It is mature’s voice, prompted to speak by nature’s God.
In this night of life, in which we have lost our way, it is the caged
bird of paradise singing darkling in every human breast and
telling us that anon the morn shall rise. Yes, it is more than this.
To us, athwart whose favored skies the beckoning lights of revela-
tion have been swung, it is the “still small voice” of the religion of
Jesus Christ, the Son of God. This voice says, “William McKinley
still lives—lives where clouds shall never lower and suns shall set
no more.”
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With uncovered heads, we bend today above his open grave.
These yearnings for immortality for him and for ourselves, burn-
ing now within our breasts like undying fires, assure us that more
of life than of death is here, while this awe unspeakable remids us
that the boundaries of two worlds have well nigh touched, and
that the winged attendants of the King of Glory are not far away.
In life’s awful battle, fought where dusky twilight holds perpetual
sway, heaven’s messengers of mercy cease not to search the pallid
field of death, pressing the water of life to the lips of the dying
and bearing the ransomed dead to their eternal home. As visitors
from the unseen world lingered about the Savior’s tomb, so some
voice is whispering now that God’s convoys are tarrying here while
we say good-bye to our brother’s soul. Midst this holy hush we
almost feel upon our tear-wet cheeks the downy fanning of
angel wings. Ere we know it, our hearts have left us and are
mounting upward, following Jehovah’s chariots through the
skies. As young eagles reared where the sunlight never comes,
when tossed by the parent bird from out their craggy nest be-
side some murky mountain gorge and left to fly or perish on the
rocks beneath, follow their instincts and on intrepid wing
mount upward till they look the blazing king of day directly
in the face; so we, thrown out today above the black vortex of
the unknowable, will follow that holy instinct, common to our
race, and mount upward to that loving God whose radiant facz
our sins have hidden from our view. And we can rest assured
that He who deceives not the young eagles, but brings them
to the blazing realms for which their eyes were formed, will
never deceive us. If we will but trust Him, not only with na-
ture’s lamp, but by His Word and Holy Spirit, He will bring
us to the light for which we yearn and for which our souls were
made.

Oh, yes, yes; if we will but trust in God and in His Holy
Son as William McKinley did, some day we shall meet him on
the bright shore to which he’s gone—that Beulah land where
sin and assassination and suffering and death shall come no
more. Some day, some sweet day, we shall walk with him the
golden streets of that Eternal City, where bells never toll, but
are chiming and chiming on forever. Some day, some raptur-
ous day, we shall enjoy with him the endless rest of unending
activity, for disembodied spirits shall never tire. Some day,
some glorious day, we also ‘“shall be satisfied” when we shall
“awake in his likeness.”



ARGUMENT AGAINST THE TRUST.

MADE AT MARSHALL, MO., IN OCTOBER, 1902.

(From the Marshall Evening Progress.)

“As a publi¢ speaker, Mr. Wallace has but few equals, and hardly, if any,
superiors. None, certainly, in Missouri of the present time whom we have
ever heard. His voice is sweet and clear and ringing. He has trained it to
such power and compass that he can be distinctly heard by those at a distance
as well as by those who are near him. Though at times exceedingly vehement,
yet he is not a violent speaker. He comes up to our conception of a master
of elocution in the management of his voice and his gestures which are
varied in a manner that is agreeable and natural with the varying sentiments,
passions and phases of his subject. He is a most artful speaker, and is proof
of the truth that oratory is as truly an art as is sculpture or painting. His
attainment, too, in the use of language is not inferior to his other accomplish-
ments as an orator. He has a wonderful grasp upon the power of words, and
the vital connection with the thoughts and sentiments which they convey.
No one can help admiring his inimitable diction, and to be struck by his
amazing facility of utterance. In clear, successful, senseful and impassioned
atterance, he is vastly superior to his competitor (Wm. J. Stone) for a seat in
the United States Senate. He has also that indispensable concomitant to force-
ful and eloquent speaking. The sight of the fine audience at the court house,
many of them Marshall’s prettiest women, seemed to make the electricity
tingle in his body, to put his mind in a glow, to clarify his memory, and to
put him in command of all his intellectual powers.

“Mr. Wallace spoke for more than two hours, and his speech was the
most profound and logical argument to which we have ever listened, while
it was clothed in the purest and most classical language and imagery, and
made aglow with the fire of his genius and his animated and lofty patriotism.

‘“We admire Mr. Wallace. We have ever since his introduction into
public life been doing mental tribute to him for his great moral courage—
for his habit of telling great truths, such as most public men timidly forbear
to speak upon.

“The Progress extends to Mr. Wallace the thanks of this community for
the instruction and delight which his speech at the court house afforded us all.”
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THE SPEECH AT MARSHALL.

Ladies and Fellow Citizens:

OMING as I do from Kansas City, probably the newest large
m center of population and industry in the world, and where
of necessity much attention is given to the new, the novel,
and even the startling, I fear that some of my auditors tonight
may be expecting a different sort of speech from the one which,
in my poor way, I shall endeavor to make. To prevent total dis-
appointment, therefore, on the part of any one, I desire to state
at the outset that I am no political sensationalist. I am by no
means a specimen of that modern type of public speaker known
as a spell-binder. I have no appeal to make to your prejudices.
The spell-binder always has. I have no false hopes to enkindle
in your breasts. The spell-binder always has. I have no tirade
of spleen and vilification for the man who honestly differs with
me in politics. The spell-binder always has, and it is here that
he reaches the climax of his transient power, because before they
know it he has stirred the hates of his audience and swept the
ignorant and unthinking from their feet in the whirlwind of his
abuse. As the sensational preacher of our times is often crowned
with choicest laurels in the pulpit, so the spell-binder often stands
listening to what to him is the sweet music of the cheers and
plaudits of his hearers. I may be accused of being moved by
envy, but I have no sort of respect for the spell-binder, and [
refuse tonight even for glory’s sake, to attempt to adopt his
methods.

As for myself, fellow citizens, I am a plain lawyer, who for
more than a score of years has gained a livelihood by hard knocks
at the Missouri bar, and I am here upon no personal mission.
I am taking part in this campaign in response to four requesus
in writing from our State Committee. Business was such that
I could not, or I should have commenced upon the reception of the
firat request. I shall endeavor to make tonight a practical, com-
monsense and so far as possible logical argument upon the pro-
foundest question with which the American people have grappled
in the past half century—the great problem of economic freedom.

I wish to thank the ladies for their presence here tonight.
Woman is better than man, and when she shall oftener lend
her gracious presence and purifying influence to public gatherings,
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man will be better and purer in the performance of public duty,
just as when she stands closely by his side, he is elevated and
ennobled in all the walks of life.

The presence of ladies on public occasions may serve another
and most patriotic purpose. When the beautiful city of Paris
had capitulated at the close of the Franco-Prussian war, and the
conquering army of the German emperor was marching in for
its triumphal pageant through its gilded streets, it passed imme-
diately under the Arc de Triumph, the most massive and resplen-
dent structure of its kind in all the world, and upon whose granite
walls are deeply carved the names and dates of the battles in
which the French have triumphed over their enemies, notably the
victories of the first Napoleon, Lodi, Marengo, Austerlitz, and
numbers of others. When the German soldiers beheld these in-
scriptions, commemorating, as many of them did, the crushed out

lives and liberties of their ancestors, they became so infuriated -

that they climbed to the top of the huge structure and began to
tear it down. Of all the splendors of Paris this arch is the pride
and glory of the French, and hundreds of citizens packed them-

selves together upon its top, that with their own bodies they might.

stay the hand of the despoiler, but they were forced down, and
as battalion after battalion passed under the soldiers would rush
from the ranks and the work of destruction went on. Finally
the patriotic and ingenious French hastened to their homes and
bringing their wives and daughters placed them upon the top of
the structure. The chivalric Germans, seeing them, desisted, and
the Arc de Triumph was saved. So, now, when in the opinion
of some of our best and wisest men, destroyers are climbing here
to the top of this resplendent temple of liberty and prizing apart
and casting to the ground the stones laid in place by the hands
of our fathers, consecrated with their tears and prayers, and
mortared together with their blood, we can place here our wives
and our daughters that the despoiler, seeing them, may perchance
desist, and the mighty old structure, the wonder and admiration
of the world, be saved.

With this short preliminary, I am ready for the discussion
of the first theme suggested, the great problem of economic free-
dom, which will involve a specific consideration of the burn-
ing question of the hour—Shall the trust be perpetuated or de-
stroyed?

My friends, beyond all peradventure it was the intent of
a beneficent Creator that man, who was made but “a little

.-
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lower than the angels, and crowned with glory and honor,”
should be the possessor of perfect liberty. This glorious truth
is taught both by Nature and Revelation. When we look with-
out us, we find that Nature has her laws and her inexorable
penalties, to be sure, but she nowhere becomes our dictator, and
we can obey or disobey those laws, just as we choose. When
we look within us, consciousness, the primal power of the mind,
tells us that our wills are absolutely our own. So in that clearer
and more specific book, God’s written message to mankind, the
great truth that we are freemen is taught on almost every page,
from the writings of Moses to the apocralyptic visions of St. John.
The most stupendous and perplexing question of all the ages—
Why did a Holy and Omnipotent God permit sin to enter this
world of ours?—finds its best answer, so far as my reading goes,
in the sublime argument of old John Milton in Paradise Lost, that
the Almighty was so determined that man should possess abso-
lute liberty that He permitted him to forfeit Paradise rather thau
interfere with the freedom of his will. Those rapturous words
which have so often stirred our patriotism—*“all men are created
equal”’—were not put together by the world’s greatest commoner,
Thomas Jefferson, above whose grave I stand in loving awe, but
were taken by him verbatim from some resolutions just passed
by a body of ecclesiastics in North Carqlina, who had devoted their
lives to the study of divine law, and to whom the historian, Ban-
croft, says belongs the imperishable glory of having raised the
first hand in America against the tyranny of Great Britain.

But clear as it is that man has been born a freeman, his
history is the record of a slave. True, he has made a brave fight.
He has reddened this ball on which we tread with his blood. He
has whitened the broad highway of the centuries with his bones.
But except in a few rare instances, he has never succeeded in
wresting the iron scepter from the mailed hand of despotic power.
Absolutism, or in' plainer language, one-manism, generally in the
shape of a monarchy, without written or unwritten constitution,
and where all authority has been vested in a single individual,
has been the usual form of government among men. Republics—
a fact that should sink deeply into American hearts—have simply
been oases in the vast Sahara of time, whose springs of freedom
have either dried up or been filled up as the years rolled on, and
today, as we await the certain coming of industrial despotism,

unless its stealthy approach be impeded, Patriotism is crying out °

with a voice louder than ten thunders—*“Dip deep the springs of
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freedom in your land., Place truest men on guard. Tyranny is
ever searching for those who sleep upon their rights.”

The bondage to which man has been subjected is of three
kinds, personal, mental and industrial. The first occurs when
one individual owns another, directs the movements of his per-
son and can sell him and pass title to him as he sells and passes
title to any other species of personal property. Many of us
here tonight beheld this sort of servitude in that institution known
as African slavery, an institution which all of us are rejoiced
has passed away forever. The second kind of bondage occurs
when the mind of one man is unwillingly under the dominion of
that of another, and free thought and free speech are denied.
Examples of this sort of servitude were seen when John Bunyan
wrote Pilgrim’s Progress in his chilly cell; when Nero, steeped
in his nightly orgies, illumined the streets of the Eternal city with
the living burning bodies of the unoffending followers of the
Prince of Peace. Thank Heaven, we have now in America neither
personal nor mental servitude. The third kind of bondage occurs
when, either openly and directly, or secretly and indirectly by
some sort of nefarious pretext or device, one man appropriates the
fruits of another man’s toil. This brings us immediately and
logically to the great theme in the present campaign, and for
myself I desire to be guilty of no cowardly straddling or tempor-
izing at this point. Let the issue be drawn clearly and sharply.

I maintain that the American toiler, whether with muscle or
brain, is rapidly passing under the bondage of the most cunningly
devised and diabolical instrumentalities for the extortionate appro-
priation of the fruits of his labor, ever yet invented by the subtle
genius of human rapacity, and I charge that these instrumental-
ities are what are known as trusts and monopolies. I realize that
this is a serious charge, couched in strong language and that as
a fair man it now devolves upon me to prove it. This I proceed
to do. In doing so I ask you to permit me to adopt the course
usually pursued by lawyers in presenting a case to a Supreme Court,
namely, to state such general evidence as bears upon the whole
case and then take up the argument, stating other evidence deemed
necessary and pertinent as we proceed.

Let us first examine the evidence, painful and alarming as
it is to every patriot and lover of justice, showing beyond con-
troversy that the business of the country, using the word busi-
ness in its broadest sense, as meaning the great field of human
industry, is being taken from those who labor in it and owned
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and controlled by trusts and monopolies, which heap together
in colossal and unneeded sums, the net earnings intended by
the Creator as the just heritage of His creatures. It is hoped
that as we proceed the great truth that business and liberty
‘“are one and inseparable,” will also be borne in mind. The honest
toiler must either work or perish, and when the great departments
of business, intended by Divine Providence to be open both to his
labor and his possession, are wrested from his possible ownership,
he becomes the hopeless servant of another, an industrial slave.
His liberty is gone. So that it logically follows that they who
deprive a nation of laborers of the net fruits of their toil, take
away from them their liberties also.

I beg leave to pause long enough to express the hope that
during my argument I can keep the saddle better than the young
English nobleman did, who “’unted hantelope hon a broncho hin
the wild west of Hamerica.” He thus described his experience:
“I took me piece (his rifle) hout hof the case and procuring a
broncho went hantelope ’unting hin New Mexico. When separated
some five miles from me party, I suddenly saw ha large hantelope
standing still and looking hin wonder straight hat me. I laid
the reins hon the shoulders of me beast, and hadjusting me heye
glass, leveled me piece hat the hantelope. I pulled the trigger and
me piece went hoff, and the antelope went hoff, and me heye glass,
alas, went hoff, and I went hoff, and the broncho went hoff.”

The business of our country naturally divides itself into four
great branches. 1. The business of the producer. 2. The busi-
ness of the transporter. 8. The business of the manufacturer.
4. The business of the distributor, commonly called the merchant.
This is my own analysis, but I believe that, excepting the work
of professional men, it practically includes all business of every
kind. Let us take up each of these classes of business, for reasons
which will appear as we proceed, not in the precise order named,
and state the evidence showing how much still belongs to the
American freeman, and how much has been wrested from him
by the trusts and monopolies.

1. We will consider first the evidence as to the business of
the transporter. It has practically passed in to the business of
the railroads. It is an enormous business, comprising, it is be-
lieved, so far as net profits are concerned, more than a fourth of
all the vast industrial domain of our country.

Some conception of its magnitude may be obtained by re-
flecting that it is the work of transporting to market all the
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cattle, horses, mules, hogs, sheep, wheat, corn, rye, oats, hay
and other products sold from all the farms in America; all the
lumber culled from our vast forests and all the mineral dug
from the bowels of the earth. Add to this also the right of trans-
porting back to the consumer the finished product as it comes
from the manufacturer, and the right of conveying eighty millions
of people from one point to another.

As stated a moment ago this vast business has virtually passed
into the possession of the railroads, and a more comprehensive
idea of its magnitude may be obtained by considering just a few
figures. By the last census the railroads of the United States
are valued at thirteen billions of dollars. On January 30, 1902,
they had 197,000 miles of track. They employ one million men,
an army twice the size of the imperial army with which Bonaparte
started from France to Moscow. When it is remembered that our
millions of producers must use these great highways in transport-
ing the fruits of their toil to market, it is interesting and alarm-
ing to observe the rapidity with which competition is being de-
stroyed, and all the railroads are passing under the control of
just a few persons. We have now, it is said, seven groups of rail-
roads with mileage as follows: “Vanderbilt group,” 19,894 miles;
“Pennsylvania group,” 17,697; “Morgan group,” 50,607; “Gould-
Rockefeller group,” 19,133; “group of Harriman, et al.,” 22,821;
“Moore group,” 7,200; “Pierce group,” 4,301. Only five years ago
these seven groups owned 61,838 miles; now they own 141,563
miles of the total 197,000. Dr. Albert Shaw, editor of the Review
of Reviews,/and probably the ablest and fairest defender of monop-
oly in America, says, “It is not at all impossible—so swift is the
movement nowadays of industrial and financial combination—that
all the railroad companies might in the not very distant future
be amalgamated into one great corporate whole.”

But the point to which special attention is urged relates to
the ownership of the transportation business in the United States.
Fifty years ago it belonged to the individual American freeman.
Today it belongs to monopoly. The corporations which own it are
not ordinary corporations. They are practically monopolies. As
a rule they have stifled competition and do about as they please,
which is the distinguishing characteristic of monopoly. The door
of opportunity is virtually closed here to the poor young man. In
truth we stand here, though in America, above the grave of in-
dividual commercial freedom.

2. Let us now consider for a moment the manufacturing
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business, which, when measured by its enormous net earnings,
is believed to be more than another fourth of all the business of
the country. The last census places its value in round numbers
at ten billions of dollars. This is the realm of the trusts. The
capitalization of the trusts is in round numbers seven billions of
dollars. Their number is 287. With a few exceptions the neces-
sities of life are manufactured by them. The proportion of capital
in trusts enjoying tariff protection is 74 per cent, showing beyond
cavil that protection is the parent of the trust. Henry O. Have-
meyer, president of the Sugar Trust, was right when he declared,
“The mother of all trusts is the customs tariff bill. * * * It is
the government through its tariff laws, which plunders the people.
The trusts, etc., are merely the machinery for doing it.”

But as in the transportation business, so here the vital fact
to which attention is called is as to the ownership of this im-
mense industry. Fifty years ago the manufacturing business
belonged to the American freeman—God’s creature. Today it
belongs to the trust—man’s creature. The door of opportunity
is being as completely closed here to the poor young man as it is
to him in any line of business which may be conducted in Neptune
or Uranus. Ah! how the words of Wendell Phillips ring in our
ears as we consider this evidence: ‘Eternal vigilance is the price
of liberty; power is ever stealing from the many to the few. The
manna of popular liberty must be gathered each day or it is rotten.”

3. We will look now at the evidence as to the business of
the distributor, the merchant. And the great trust magnates now
say—“Here we shall see individual commercial freedom.” If we
do, it will be the first seeming star that has shone out of the
darkness since we began the statement of the evidence, and many
a hapless merchant has recently found this to be an ignis fatuus,
and not a genuine inhabitant of the skies.

The business of the distributor divides itself into two classes
—wholesale and retail. The wholesale business is where the cream
is gathered. This vast industry, in all the older centers of popu-
lation, its usual home, has been centralized into corporations, cap-
italized in such large sums, that it is practically beyond the reach
of the man of moderate means, to say nothing of the ambitious
young man, who at some point in life’s journey, and in the only
calling he understands, would like to be something more than the
mere recipient of a good salary.

What does the proof show as to the retail merchant? It
shows that his liberty is at best but a quasi liberty. He has no
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freedom in the purchase of his goods. There are not even two
sellers of merchandise between whom he can choose. He must
come to the one trust and come on his knees, because he can pay
the price set by this solitary tyrant or go home and close his
store. I am reliably informed that the trusts have now reached
the acme of their untrammeled despotism, in that they are dictating
the price at which the merchant shall sell the goods purchased
from them. When I made this assertion a few nights ago in a
speech, I noticed a most intelligent looking gentleman whom I
had seen at the hotel, and taken to be a traveling man, whispering
earnestly to the man who sat by him, and I supposed he was
controverting my statement. After my address he said to me that
he represented a fifteen million dollar trust, but so far as he was
individually concerned, I could not score the trusts too strongly.
He said that in proof of my assertion he then had in his pocket
a written contract made with a merchant not an hour before I
commenced my address, in which the merchant had been compelled
to bind himself to sell the goods of his trust at stipulated prices.
Surely the iron pen of tyranny is exercising cruel and unlimited
power when it writes, not only upon the raw material of the ruddy
sons of toil the price at which they must sell, but even insists
upon writing the price upon the finished product after the trust
has received its money and it has become the property of an-
other.

4. We come now to the evidence touching the business of
the producer. The majority of those who labor here are farmers.
And now the trust owners exclaim, “Beyond peradventure we here
have individual industrial freedom.” Well, my friends, in a sense
we have. The farmer’s time and labor are his own. He may rise
with the first song of the lark and work till the owl is hooting,
but when he comes nowadays to sell the product of his toil and
sweat he takes, as a rule, the price placed upon it by the arbitrary
will of monopoly. When he comes to buy, from the swaddling
clothes in which the new-born babe is wrapped to the old man’s
shroud and coffin, the extortionate charge of the trust must be
paid. Nay, at the close of a speech a few days ago, a monument
man said to me: “You did not go far enough. The day has about
arrived when the marble shaft which marks the aged man’s grave
must be furnished by the trust.”

Such is the evidence as to the condition and trend of affairs
in the four great departments of industry in the United States.
Yet, as I go about, our State Democrats are continually saying to
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me that we cannot gain another national victory because we have
no issue. What grander or more glorious issue could there be
than that of insisting upon restoring to our countrymen the God-
given industrial rights which have been wrested from them?

With your kind indulgence I wish now to go for a moment
far deeper into the evidence. In doing this I hope I will not be
misunderstood. I am no demagogue. I am a business Democrat.
From my youth up I have been as hard a worker as I have ever
known. All my sympathies are with the man who toils with hand
or brain.

The right to hold property is a divine right. Without it the
Christian home, the nearest place on earth to Heaven, is doomed.
When by hard licks the mechanic gains a home for his wife and
little ones, it is his. When by the sweat of his brow the farmer
accumulates enough to buy 160 acres of land, it is his. When by
honest toil an individual accumulates a little money against a
rainy day, or to educate his children, or for the exigencies of old
age, it is his. Even the Indian recognizes the right of ownership
of property when he buries with the dead warrior his pony, his
buffalo robes, his bow and his tomahawk. But while this is my
position, I wish it expressly understood that I make a vast distinc-
tion between those men who accumulate reasonable competencies
by honest methods and that rapidly increasing class who amass
vast wealth by dishonesty, extortion or governmental aid. It should
also be borne in mind that in his practices, at least, the direst enemy
beneath the stars to the American home and the individual owner-
ship of property, is the member of the trust. All history proves
that liberty depends upon the independence of labor and the owner-
ship of property and when the laborer loses his independence and
the property passes from the masses to the classes, freedom is
gone and the people are slaves.

But back to the evidence. By the last census the total wealth
of all kinds in the United States is placed at seventy-one billions.
Mark the startling proof here as to the rapidity with which wealth
is passing away from those who create it and into the hands of a
comparatively few persons. Fifty years ago it was more evenly
distributed in our nation than it had ever been amongst any people
on the globe. Today by some statistics recently compiled thirty-six
billions of our seventy-one billions of property belong to one hun-
dred and twenty-four thousand people. Forty-five years ago there
was one millionaire in America possessing, it was claimed, from
one to three millions. Now it is said, there are 4,047, many of
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them worth twenty, fifty, and some over a hundred millions. Not
many months ago I read in a metropolitan newspaper an editorial
having for its caption, “The Advent of the Billionaire,” in which
the editor proved that John D. Rockefeller was a billionaire, in
that his annual income of one hundred millions is five per cent
on two billions of dollars. J. P. Morgan is said now to be a bil-
lionaire. A poet in the East, who noted the fact that our vast
accumulation of wealth, was passing under our present industrial
system from the masses who create it, into the possession of just
a few persons, as typified by the marvelous financial exploits of
J. P. Morgan by land and sea, thus gave vent to his genius:

I came to a mill by the river side,

A half mile long and nearly as wide,

With a forest of stacks and an army of men,

Toiling at furnace and shovel and pen.

“What a most magnificent plant!” I cried,

And a man with a smudge on his face replied,
“It's Morgan’s.”

I entered a train and rode all day

On a regal coach and a right of way,

Which reached its arms all over the land,

In a system too large to understand.

“A splendid property this!” I cried,

And a man with a plate on his hat replied,
“It’'s Morgan’s.”

I sailed on a great ship, trim and true,
From pennant to keel and cabin to crew,
And the ship was one of a monster fleet;
A firstclass navy could scarce compete.
“What a beautiful craft she is!” I cried,
And a man with akimbo legs replied,

“It's Morgan’s.”

I dwelt in a nation filled with pride;

Her people were many, her lands were wide;

Her record in war and science and art

Proved greatness of muscle and mind and heart.

“What a grand old country it 1s8.” I cried,

And a man with his chest in the air replied,
“It’'s Morgan’s.”

I went to heaven. The jasper walls
Towered high and wide, and the golden halils
Shone bright beyond. But a strange new mark
Was over the gate—viz: “Private Park.”
“Why, what is the meaning of this,” I cried.
And a saint with livery on replied,

“It’s Morgan’s.”

I went to the only place left. “I'll take

A chance on the brimstone lake, )

Or perhaps I may be allowed to sit

On the griddled floor of the bottomless pit.”

But a leering lout with horns on his face

Cried out, as he forked me off the place,
“It's Morgan’s.”
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With this general statement of evidence, I ask your attention
to a specific argument against the trust. I wish I could make
as knock-down an argument as old Ben made to old Rastus. Two
colored divines were arguing the question as to “whedder de postles
was white or black.” Rastus claimed they were colored. Finally
old Ben said, “Now, Brother Rastus, I’se gwine to bring this
scussion to a close. I ken prove to you that the ’postles weren’t no
colored men. Take the postle Peter, for instance. He was no
colored man. If he had been a colored man he never would have
stood dar in the night time and waited for that rooster to crow
the second time. He would have gone to that rooster and fotch
him from his roost on de first crow.” That was a knock-down
argument.

It is well first to get a definition of a trust. Let us take
the definition of the Supreme Court of the United States in a
trust case, Mr. Justice Peckham rendering the opinion: “Combi-
nations of capital whose purpose in combining 18 to control the’
production or manufacture of any particular article on the market,
and by such control dictate the price at which such article shall
be sold—the effect being to drive out of business all the small
dealers in the commodity and to render the public subject to the
decision of the combination as to what price shall be paid for the
article.”

With this definition fixed in our minds, let us first answer
the four principal arguments made in favor of the trust. It
should be noted in passing that this modern instrumentality of
rapacity, this prodigious and covetous-eyed monster, has not failed
with all its unbounded resources to bring to its assistance as
magnificent ability, genius and learning as America affords.

I. The first argument in favor of the trust is, that it is
the natural and inevitable evolution of modern civilization and
business progress. I deny this, and the evidence over-whelmingly
supports my denial. The memories of my audience are my wit-
nesses. Every man of ordinary intelligence and recollection can
testify to the evolution of the trust. After putting to death their
smaller rivals these giants looked about them, and saw that they
were competing with each other, and to prevent this competition
placed their properties in the hands of trustees to be operated in
unison for the mutual benefit of all, calling the combination a
“trust.” The courts declared these combinations illegal, as being
in restraint of trade. The operators in a particular industry then
ignored their separate charters and came together in one vast
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corporation, which still retains the old name of “trust.” Itis a
change in form but not in substance. Every candid and well-
informed man must at once admit that this is the evolution of
the trust. This first argument then falls to the ground.

It is well to note that when the change was made from
trustees to one vast corporation, an Eastern professor, the only
one so far as my reading goes, who has shown himself completely
subservient to monopoly, exclaimed: “There are no trusts.” This
is a technical truth, but an actual falsehood.

II. The second argument for the trust is that it brings
peace to the business world. When we say to these gentlemen that
they are destroying competition, they answer that to be sure they
are; that this is what they intend to do. They say that competi-
tion'in business is commercial warfare, and in the sum total of its
ravages scarcely less disastrous to mankind than actual warfare
where shot and shell are used, and blood and carnage ensue. They
argue that when one business man goes up another goes down.
The victory of one is the defeat and ofttimes the humiliation, the
ruin and death of another. Under the competitive system they
maintain that ‘“the highways of business are strewn with the
wrecks of fortunes, of hopes, of families, of homes and of lives.”
The trust they claim avoids all this. It is the angel of peace.

But the fallacy of this argument lies in the fact that it fails
to recognize, that the ball on which we tread is God’s world, and
that one of the immutable laws which the Almighty has promul-
gated is the great law of competition. Here are ten sprigs of
grass struggling on a given space, twice as many as can be sup-
ported. The inexorable law of competition is in force and five
survive and five perish. Here is a pool with more minnows than
it can nourish, and the law of competition, the survival of the
fittest, obtains. As in nature, so with man, even in the sphere
of intellectual activity. Who is this sitting here by the midnight
lamp competing with his classmates at William and Mary’s college?
It is Thomas Jefferson, whose espousal of the cause of liberty
afterwards thrilled the world. Who is this talking to the waves
with pebbles in his mouth, spending months upon the preparation
of a single address for the penniless glory of a triumph over his
competitor? It is Demosthenes, the most successful orator of whom
history gives an account. Who is this sitting at the feet of Gamaliel,
competing with his classmates, competing with the ripe scholarship
of his time? It is Paul, the most logical intellect of the centuries.
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The law of competition, my friends, is the universal law of Jehovah,
and the trust cannot repeal it.

III. The third argument for the trust is what is known as
the argument for potential competition. As a business lawyer
this seems to me the veriest twaddle in which learned men ever
engaged, and yet I find it running through all the literature in
favor of the trust. The doctrine contended for here is that the
trust is so justly and scientifically poised that it cannot charge
extortionate prices, because, if it did, its profits would be so large
that other capital would take note of it and embark in the same
business. The fact that other capital would have the power io
do this gives the theory its name, potential competition. It is
claimed that the fear that this power might be exercised, would
perpetually prevent the trust from resorting to extortion in its
prices (the final discovery of perpetual motion in that the thing
would always continue to go without the actual expenditure of
any power to keep it going). ‘

This theory is at once exploded by the statement of some
facts. 1. Capital is timid. However large, it would never without
experience in the business take its chances against capital, just
as unlimited and fortified by ample experience. 2. The rule is
that all great manufacturing plants have started in a small way.
John 1. Blair, whom I represented for three years in some per-
sonal legal business at Kansas City, and whose successful career
in the industrial world was of longer duration than that of any
man in America, said to me frequently that he had noticed that
this was the rule, and that large beginnings in manufacturing
usually resulted in failure. What iron worker with ten thousand
dollars is going to start a plant in competition with the steel trust
of J. P. Morgan? 3. The trusts sell their stocks upon the assur-
ance that they have a monopoly and can never be injured by com-
petition. In actual practice they falsify the beautiful theories of
their learned advocates. 4. But a final quietus is given to this
theory when experience is consulted. The truth is, potential com-
petition does not materialize, other capital does not embark even
when the trust resorts to wide-spread extortion, and accumulates
the most fabulous profits. The oldest industrial extortionist in
America is the Standard Oil Company. Yet for twenty years
“potential competition”’—*“other capital”’—has looked on, without
“embarking in the same business,” or raising a hand against him,
while John D. Rockefeller has pocketed two billions of the net
earnings of the toiling masses.
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IV. The fourth and last argument worthy of consideration,
is that the necessaries of life can be manufactured more cheaply
by the trust than without it, and that therefore ordinary humanity
requires that it should be encouraged and perpetuated. This upon
its face more nearly resembles an argument than anything ad-
vanced by the trust advocates. It is controverted, however, by
many of our best industrial experts upon the ground that after a
plant has reached a certain size, it becomes cumbersome and ex-
pensive, and the cost of its output is not lessened but increased.
But for our present purpose it may be safely admitted for the
sake of the argument that the trust can make these articles more
cheaply. The cost to these vast monopolies is of no personal con-
sequence to the people. The vital question with them is, does the
trust sell these articles cheaper? Confessedly by all the evidence
it does not. The invariable rule, and to which I have read of no
exception, is to raise prices as soon as a trust is formed. I have
a farm in Jackson Cdunty. Prior to the formation of the trust
I paid $2.60 for barbed wire. Immediately afterwards I paid
$4.00 and $4.50 to the same merchant for the same grade of wire.
This has been the experience of the people in all trust goods. It
will ever be so. Saint Paul was right when he said “the love of
money is the root of all evil.” What blood is to the smell of the
lion, money is to the appetite of avarice, and the more he swallows,
the more he hungers. With insatiate maw he will ever sit at the
till of the trust, crying, “Give! give! give! Dividends! dividends!
dividends !’ and the marking clerk, knowing that his ravenous em-
ployer is in possession of arbitrary power and has no competitor,
will continue to mark prices up as long as the laborer has a penny
or the widow a mite. Abraham Lincoln was so bitterly opposed
to arbitrary power that he exclaimed, “No man is good enough to
govern another man.” The germ of possibly the most resplendent
oration in the English tongue, is the protest of Edmund Bourke
against the defense of Warran Hastings that he was clothed with
arbitrary power in the East India Company, the first monopoly
permitted by the Anglo-Saxon race. The essence of a trust is that
it exercises arbitrary power in its charges, and outraged liberty
cries out against it.

Having singled out the four principal arguments in favor of
the trust and in my poor way made fair, logical and complete
answer to them, I now ask your kind attention to a brief argument
against the trust.

I. The trust should be destroyed because it is illegal—it
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i8 an outlaw. Next to our Christian civilization the noblest heritage
of the English-speaking people is the common law. One of the
doctrines of this sublime system is, that no combination shall be
permitted which is in restraint of trade. As already intimated,
with a view of stifling competition, corporations engaged in the
same line of business began by placing their plants in the hands
of trustees who operated them in unison and divided the profits
amongst all the parties interested. These combinations were de-
clared illegal by the courts, usually on the ground that they were
in restraint of trade, in a few instances, because they were uitra
vires, that is, in entering such a combination they went beyond
fhe powers conferred upon them in their charters. Thus routed
and disbanded the legal genius of their attorneys attempted to out-
wit justice and the courts by a superb device. Abandoning their
separate charters the various corporations engaged in a common
business, came together and procured a charter as one vast cor-
poration. Brought into court, magnificant lawyers contended
that there being but the one corporation, it could not be in a com-
bination in restraint of trade. But the courts—notably our own
Court of Appeals at St. Louis in what is known as the National
Lead case—held that the law was not specially concerned about
the intangible creation of a statute, but was endeavoring to re-
strain the wrongful conduct of men, and that the stockholders, the
board of directors, the president, the treasurer and the secretary
had formed a combination in restraint of trade, as well as in
violation of the anti-trust laws. So that the trust is illegal. It has
been so declared by the courts.

II. The trust should be destroyed because it is against the
teachings of science. No man alive is less enamored than I of that
shoddy thing sometimes called “modern science,” and which is ever
attempting to overturn all that men have regarddd as settled or
sacred. But when true science speaks, my hat goes off. My
friends, I have recently read a large number of carefully prepared
papers, written by college presidents and professors of political
economy, representing in the main the great schools of learning
in the East. With a single exception—Prof. George Gunton, presi-
dent of the Institute of Social Economics, New York—each of these
learned men built an argument against the trust and most of them
denounced it in unmeasured terms.

III. The trust should be destroyed because it cannot stand
the test of logic. One of the known tests of the logician is what
is denominated the reductio ad absurdum process—the reducing
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of an opponent’s position to an absurdity, usually by pushing it to
its last extreme. Apply this to the trust. Put all business in
trusts. The transportation business is already a monopoly, another
name for a trust. The manufacturing business is already sub-
stantially in trusts. We will take it for granted that the producers,
the farmers and others, have formed trusts, and surely they could
as well as miners or railroad employers and one part of them
support the other while it held its raw material for fixed prices.
Let it be taken for granted also that the distributors, the merchants,
have also formed trusts under the rule of mutual support. All
business, for the sake of the argument, is in trusts. What now
about the favorite argument that the trust can manufacture more
cheaply because there being but one buyer and hundreds of com-
peting producers, it can buy the raw material at its own price?
There is now but one producer in a given line, the trust, and like
the manufacturing trust it is playing despot, has fixed its price
and cannot be moved. What about the tyranny of the manufactur-
ing trust toward the merchant when turning to him to sell its
goods, it finds him also in a trust with a fixed low bid, which it
can take or let its wares moulder in the factory. By this process
of reasoning we see at once the absurdity to which we are brought.
It would be a struggle of the giants. The wheels of business would
be clogged and financial ruin would ensue.

And, my fellow citizens, if there is no other way to rid
ourselves of the trust, the true patriot might wish to fight the
hosts of Satan with fire—trust against trust. He might think
it better too that the conflagration of our commercial institu-
tions which this would produce should come in his own day, for
it would be better for him to hope to build again from its ashes,
than to live in the prospect of transmitting to his children a
heritage of industrial despotism.

IV. The trust should be destroyed because it is the enemy
of the merchant, the laborer and the farmer. That it is the
enemy of the merchant has already been shown. It is equally
clear that it is the enemy of the laborer. My laboring friends
the great trust magnates now have their arms about your neck
professing intense affection. You should remember, however, that
not every caress is the caress of love. When Hercules, the heathen
giant, went forth to overcome the Nemeian lion, he first tried
his bow and arrows and club. When these proved of no avail,
he cast them to the ground, and rushing up to the great lion,
threw his arms about his shaggy neck and hugged him to death.
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So the prediction of many is that in the end the lion-like form
of labor will be hugged to death by the giant trusts. If their vows
of love are true, how does it happen that they have not shown
“their faith by their works?” How does it come that during the
past five years the owners of trusts have amassed the most stu-
pendous fortunes ever accumulated in the history of the globe,
while the wages of the laborer have remained the same? What
division have they made with the ‘“loved ones” who created this
vast wealth, and whom they caress so tenderly? Remember, labor-
ing men, that it is now ascertained that while your wages have
remained the same, these trusts and monopolies have raised the
cost of living 40 per cent, which, of course, ordinary arithmetic
shows a decrease of 40 per cent in your wages. Just as sure as
the stars are shining tonight, if the trust is a friend to labor it is
a false friend. Iago was truer to Othello, Joab to Amasa, Brutus
to Cmesar.

The trust is the enemy of the farmer. I was introduced to
a number of farmers here tonight. When I utter the word farm,
what happy scenes memory recalls at my old Missouri home!

It is spring time and I am eighteen. I have slept all night
without changing position. I hear the birds singing in the trees.
I look out of the east window and the gray dawn is streaming.
Breakfast is eaten, prayers are had and I am behind my plow,
The sun, like a great ball of fire, is rolling above the horizon. 1
hear the lark over in the meadow. The prairie chicken is cooing
on the mound. The bob-white is saluting me on the fence. The
blackbirds follow me in the furrow. All nature seems to greet me,
as buoyant and light-hearted, I step along in silence, painting the
future with the pictures of young ambition.

It is summer. I am a binder in the golden harvest. As I
stoop, the sweat trickles from my face, and mingles with Mis-
souri’s soil. As I arise I tie the yellow sheaf and, proud of my
skill, frequently toss it high in the air. Noon comes. I am drink-
ing out of the gourd at the old home spring. I am lifting for my
mother the milk and butter from the covered trough in the branch
below. Eventide has come. The heat and burden of the day are
past, and the sun has laid him down on his gorgeous couch. The
cows, remembering their young as night approaches, come lowing
homeward over the western prairie. Milking is done. Supper is
over. My father has read a chapter from the well-worn Bible,
and though exhausted by the toil of the day, fails not to offer the
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evening prayer. My mother bids me goodnight, and Morpheus
welcomes a weary guest to his dreamy realm.

It is autumn. I am hauling rails from the woods. The
branches gurgle as I pass. The squirrel is barking at me from
his tree. I hear the pheasant drumming on his log. No happier
lad ever drove a team or cracked a whip.

It is winter. Its blasts have no discordant notes for me.
Youth is cheerily bracing every storm and hope is giving a silver
tinge to every cloud. Though yet a boy I am teaching a country
school, making money to attend school. My father, rendered al-
most destitute by the war, is teaching in another district. Satur-
day is not enough, and we bring provender from the field for the
stock before sunrise and feed in the evening after dark. By
moonlight, reflected from the snow, we cut and haul wood in the
night time. Yet no happier youth swings an ax or sits by a winter
fire, looking more fondly into the future.

But I must desist. My friends, cursed, blackened be the day
—Dbut it can never come—when the juices diffused in my heart by
my country life shall be dried up, when I shall forget the toil, the
joys and the struggles of my youth, and cease to have a fellow-
feeling for the honest men who labor on a farm.

But I must be more practical. Farmers, you have been the
special victims of cruelty and extortion in all lands beneath the
skies. Rapacity, swollen-eyed and splashed to the waist with
blood, has devoured your substance, laid waste your fields, torn
down your altars, set fire to your homes and then, leaping from
his foaming steed, placed his spurred heel upon your prostrate
forms and gloated over the ruin he had wrought. In America
your old enemy has concealed his sword, and now appears in a
new garb as the trust, the farmers’ friend. Beware the day when
this garb shall be thrown off and a mailed despot with unsheathed
sword appears. Let us look for a moment at some of his conduct
in his present role as the farmer’s friend.

The great trust managers now sell the. American farmer a
cultivator for $11.00. They ship this cultivator across the ocean
and sell it to the foreigner for $8.40. They sell the American
farmer a plow for $14.00. The foreigner buys it on his own soil
for $12.00. The American pays wholesale, $3.00 for American
barbed wire, the foreigner $2.00. An American sewing machine
costs the American $18.00. It costs the foreigner $12.00. So it
is with hundreds of other kinds of merchandise. Thus is pre-
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sented probably the most shameless spectacle of extortion and in-
gratitude in the annals of time.

V. The trust should be destroyed because it i8 closing the
door of opportunity to our young men. Twenty-five years ago
when the finger of destiny seemed to point young ambition to our
nation the watchword rang out around the world, “The great re-
public is opportunity! The great republic is opportunity!” Now,
unless the present trend of affairs be checked the day has well'
nigh come when we may write above our gates, the great republic
i8 industrial slavery. As in Rome “in that elder day,” so here,
the time was when it was better to be 8 young American, even
though penniless, than to be a king. There was no impediment
betwixt the poor boy and the blue skies above. Sic iter ad astra
was his motto, even in the business world, because the track to
fortune was as clear as the way to fame. In an open field he
fought his industrial battles with his own right hand, owned his
own time, possessed his own business, was his own master.

Today the door of opportunity is closed to him in the trans-
portation business. It is closed in the manufacturing business and
there is written above it, “No admittance to the poor young man.”
It still stands somewhat ajar in the business of the distributor
and the producer, but as already shown you the majority of those
who pass in go to their work much as prisoners go to the rock
pile with balls shackled to their feet. The young men of America
are as brainy, as muscular, as big-hearted and ambitious as ever,
but from sheer necessity a large proportion of them must limit
their aspirations to looking for a “good job”—to go when some
master says go and come when he says come—to be throughout
life some man’s man.

But I must quit this part of my speech. I feel too intensely
here to stick to the cold argument which I promised. I have but
a parting word at this particular juncture in my message. I look
doubtless into the faces of Missouri fathers and mothers. I know
not what you may be doing. I have a boy of fourteen summers.
Hamilcar led young Hannibal to the altar of the gods, and swore
him to eternal hatred of the Romans. So I am striving to lead
my boy to the alter of the True God and swear him there to
eternal hatred of the trust.

VI. The trust should be destroyed because it is dishonest.
This is enough if all other objections were deemed unavailing.
One of the most heinous offenses, both by moral and divine
law, is the crime of extortion. Ethical science can depict no
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more despicable character than the extortionist. His business
is far more reprehensible than that of the gambler. In the
one case the victim is coerced as in robbery, In the other he is
a volunteer. As to divine law it is sufficient to say that some
of its most terrible anathemas are hurled at the man who ex-
torts, “who grinds the face of the poor,” the financial oppressor
of the laborer, the widow and the orphan.

The trust is extortion pure and simple. It is organized for
this express purpose. The primal object of its being is usually o
control some article necessary to human existence or comfort,
and then compel those in need of it to pay its price. No better
definition of extortion could be given than that of the Supreme
Court of the United States in defining trusts, repeated in your
hearing at the outset.

But the heinousness of the trust becomes more apparent when
we consider the class of persons who are mainly its victims. Even
our principal offenders claim to exhibit something of the mitk of
human kindness in their crimes. The burglar passes the cottage
of the mechanic to plunder the home of the opulent. The highway-
man may permit the laborer to escape, though he knows he has
money on his person, but rifles the pocket of the rich man. The
old pirate on the high seas leaves the small craft unmolested,
though bearing precious freight, but scuttles the ship of the wealthy
merchant. Not so with the trust. It almost passes by the rich,
for they scarcely feel its exactions, and pay comparatively but little
into its coffers. In the main it collects its unholy booty by laying
its iron hand indiscriminately upon the laborer, the poor, the
hard-pressed, the needy, the suffering, the widow, the orphan, the
sick, the dying and the dead.

It is well to notice also the stupendous dishonesty in the for-
mation of these trusts. This occurs in the sale of their stocks or
bonds—*‘industrials,” as they term them—and is more bitterly
denounced in the literature upon the subject than their treat-
ment of the consumer. We know but little of this in the West, but
in the East millions of dollars of the hard earnings of the laborer
and the middle classes have been invested in the past five years in
these industrials upon the assurance that every dollar on their
face represented a dollar in actual value. The evidence shows
that as a rule for every part of the value there are four parts of
water. Take the tin plate trust for instance. The actual value
of the properties composing it was ten millions. It is capitalized
for fifty millions. If time permitted, the evidence of men who
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have assisted in forming these great combinations, could be given,
substantiating the above statement as to the rule in capitaliza-
tion. I think I know the elements of the erime of obtaining
money by false pretenses, and I sincerely believe that when
these billions of dollars of industrials were placed upon the
market and sold, there was perpetrated the most stupendous
crime of obtaining money by false pretenses ever committed in the
world’s history.
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“If revolutions are to be measured by the great amount of good they do,
and the small amount of harm they do, then the overthrow of the liquor
traffic will be the greatest revolution in the history of the world.”—ABRAHAM
LixCoLN.
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THE SALOON

(Argument made in the present (1914) campaign against the Saloon.)

Some kind words as to former addresses:

“I heard Judge Willlam H. Wallace’s great argument against the saloon
(made in St. Louis in 1908), which should be heard in every part of Missouri.
I consider him one of the ablest men in Missouri or of America. I wish that
Judge Wallace could speak in every State of our Republic.”—Dr. W. B. Palmore
(Editor St. Louis Christian Advocate.)

“I heard Judge William H. Wallace in the Hall of Representatives at
Jefferson City, on the liquor; question In ariswer to the millionaires and brewers
of 8t. Louis. His address was a ‘qxgggergigcpégt eloquence, law and logic, abso-
lutely overwhelming and unapswerable, =Li-;%pA,the greatest lecture I ever
heard on the subject. Judge Walace 1-oile of the greatest Christian states-
men in America.”—Dr. Ray Palmer (formerly pastor First Baptist Church,
Jefferson City, Mo.)

Note: The argument which follows cost the speaker far more labor and
research than either the one referred to by Dr. Palmore or the one referred
to by Dr. Palmer. In fact it has been his purpose to have the present address
represent guccinctly the net result of the labor of five years devoted largely
to good government and the temperance cause. His alm has been to make
it helpful to busy persons without leisure for extended research as well as
to those desiring to write an article or deliver an address against the liquor
traffic. It answers questions continually being asked him through the malls
and otherwise. It is believed that it states the law correctly, gives sound
arguments against the saloon and makes reply to all the sophistries resorted
to by the advocates of intoxicating liquor. The statistics are not wearisome
and yet it is belleved are all that are necessary. The figures with reference
to the revenue from liquor in Missouri and the tremendous expense of the
saloon to the people have not been merely estimated or guessed at. They have
been obtained by a long and painstaking examination of public records and
documents, aided by the experience of the speaker as a lawyer and an officer.
They are accurate. It is belleved they can be found collated no where else.
Hoping that an address that has cost extended and careful labor may prove
useful and helpful, it is herewith printed and submitted to the kind consid--
eration of the public.
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THE ARGUMENT.
Ladies and Gentlemen:

HE maintenance or overthrow of the saloon presents the great-
U est problem in the history of the Republic. It is a greater
problem than that of the tariff or the currency or even that
of slavery. Its revenue, on the one hand, is so tremendous, and
its waste on the other hand is so much more tremendous, that
it overtops all other questions in economics. It goes to the very
life of our institutions, for orderly liberty is involved in the issue.
In public morals no other problem has ever approached it in im-
portance. Upon its proper solution is largely dependent the per-
petuity of the home, the basis of our civilization. Crime is feast-
ing and fattening more and more as the problem remains in
abeyance. The Sabbath, God’s first institution on earth, hangs
in the balance. The provisions of our constitutions and the de-
cisions of our courts, declaring the God of the Bible to be the
God of America, are being constantly assailed by the advocates
of intoxicating liquor. What our fathers regarded as most sacred
and holy, and as such committed to our keeping, will be deeply
affected by the outcome.

The magnitude of this problem becomes further apparent
when we pause to consider the stupendous proportions to which
the saloon has grown and the powerful hold it has secured upon
the appetites and habits of thousands of our people. It is true
the temperance forces have made marvelous progress in the past
few years, but the use of intoxicating liquor is still a colossal
evil, and much remains to be done. As showing the magnitude
of the problem, your attention is invited to the following figures:
There are in the United States 216,144 persons licensed to retail
liquor. This does not include, of course, illicit sellers of liquor,
of whom no record can be kept. These, it is believed, would swell
the number of liquor sellers to 250,000, which is the usual figure
at which statisticians place our retailers of intoxicants. The num-
ber of gallons of liquor consumed in 1913 was 2,223,420,461. The
per capita consumption was 22.68 gallons. Of this 1.50 gallons
was spirits (whiskey), .56 gallons was wine and 20.62 gallons
was beer. In 1840 the per capita consumption of spirits was
2.62 gallons as against 1.50 gallons in 1913. In 1840 the per



FRANCES E. WILLARD.

“We believe the teachings of science, experience and the Golden
Rule combine to testify against the traffic in alcoholic liquors as a
drink, and that the homes of America, which are the citadels of pa-
triotism, purity and happiness, have no enemy so relentless as the
American saloon.”—FRANCES E. WILLARD,



THE N...0 (URK
PUOBLIC LiBRARY

ASTOR, LENOX
TTLBRN-FOUNDATIONS




THE SALOON. 67

capita consumption of beer was 1.36 gallons as against 20.62
gallons in 1913. This shows the decline of whiskey drinking and
the alarming growth of beer drinking in the United States. It
also accounts for what might not otherwise be fully explained,
namely, the power of the brewers in the debauchery of our poli-
tics. The amount of money collected by the revenue department
of the United States Government from liquors for the fiscal year
ending June 30, 1912, was $239,660,258.28. The drink bill for
the United States is $1,750,000,000. There was expended in all
the States for public schools, in 1910, $426,250,434, so that the
drink bill is a little over four times as great as the total cost of
educating all the children in the United States, in the public
schools. Stated differently, it would send all the children in the
Union to our public schools for four years. It is beyond my
ability to figure the food and clothing and comfort and happiness
this $1,750,000,000 would bring to the homes of America. With
this preliminary statement. hltende}; tp fix our minds upon the
magnitude of the cursé of intoxicasing-liquor, I am ready to make
specific argument against the agency through which it is dispensed,
the saloon.

I. To begin with first principles, the saloon should be de-
stroyed because it 18 the enemy of the law. It is an outlaw. It
makes no difference that the legislature, for the sake of rev-
enue, licenses the saloon keeper to violate one of the first prin-
ciples of our jurisprudence, in conducting his business. He is a
legalized outlaw. The pirate is no less an outlaw because he bears
a license to loot ships on the high seas, provided he will divide
the booty with the coast city from which he hails. I am not deal-
ing in declamation or denunciation. I am simply stating plainly
a familiar legal doctrine. With cold inexorable logic let us ap-
peal to the law and see if I am not correct.

Our courts, in an unbroken line of decisions, have held that
the citizen has no inherent right to sell intoxicating liquors. They
say that the farmer, the merchant, the laborer, the professional
man, has an inherent right to engage in his chosen occupation, but
not so with the dealer in intoxicating liquors. And here we meet
the argument constantly made on the streets, in offices, on the
stump and in many of our public prints, namely, that the saloon
man has as much right to conduct his business as any one else.
This is not true. Let us appeal specifically to the law as de-
clared by our tribunals of last resort, and set this argument at
rest.
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The Supreme Court of Missouri has held for half a century
that the citizen has no inherent right to sell intoxicating liquors.
See State vs. Bixham, 162 Mo., 21. The Missouri Court of Ap-
peals has held the same. See State ex rel vs. Stiff, 104 Mo. App.
685. These are leading cases, but there are many others announc-
ing the same principle, and there is no case asserting a different
doctrine.

The Supreme Courts of the following States have held that
the citizen has no inherent right to sell intoxicating liquors: In-
diana, Illinois, South Carolina, Idaho, Colorado, Michigan, Louis-
iana, Oregon, Iowa, Virginia, Alabama, South Dakota, Arkansas,
Delaware, Kansas, Georgia, Pennsylvania, New York (Court of
Appeals), North Carolina, New Jersey, Maryland and others. The
decisions of the Supreme Court of the United States are in pre-
cise harmony with those of the States. It is believed that no
court of last resort in the Union has held that the citizen has an
inherent right to sell intoxicating liquor. It has been decided
by the Supreme Court of the United States that the ordinary
occupations are inalienable rights, but that the saloon business is
not an inherent or inalienable right. 111 U. S. 746.

How, then, is the outlaw legalized? It is legalized not on any
principle of law or justice, but for so much money in hand paid
to the State. It is a privilege to do wrong, bought and paid
for. It is a license granted by law to break the law, a paradox
80 illogical and disgusting that it should find no place in the
jurisprudence of an enlightened people. The precise ground is
being given upon which the courts place it. They hold that if
the Legislature chooses, for the sake of collecting revenue, to
license the citizen to commit a crime against society, the courts
have no right to interfere.

Proceeding step by step in our argument, the question now
arises, “Has the State the right to prohibit the manufacture and
sale of intoxicating liquor?” The advocates of the saloon con-
tend that it has not. We will examine and see.

Let us first appeal to reason. In doing this it is only neces-
sary to inquire as to the purpose for which government is insti-
tuted. John Locke says: “The end of government is the welfare
of mankind.” Huxley says this is the best and loftiest definition
ever given of government. But it does not surpass that of Plato,
who says: “The public good is the object of the State.” We
have seen that our courts uniformly hold that the manufacture
and sale of intoxicating liquor is against public morals, and this
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is now the verdict of all fair men. Being against public morals, it
follows necessarily that it is against ‘“the welfare of mankind,”
as Locke puts it, or “the public good,” as Plato puts it. Hence
the State, in furtherance of the very end for which it is created,
has a right to prohibit it.

But let us recur again to the specific decisions of our courts.
As far back as Austin vs. State, 10 Mo. 591, the Supreme Court
of Missouri held that the State has a right to prohibit the sale
of intoxicating liquors. All the courts of last resort in our
State have held the same in numerous decisions. In the great
case of Peter Mugler vs. Kansas, 123 U. S. 623, which was an ap-
peal from a decision of the Supreme Court of Kansas, holding
that the State has a right to prohibit the manufacture and sale
of intoxicating liquors, it was also held that brewers came within
the purview of the Prohibition Amendment of Kansas. So that
both reason and the specific decisions of our courts maintain that
the State has the right to prohibit the manufacture and sale of
intoxicating liquors.

But unfortunately we have in America a wicked school,
backed by the millions of the brewers, which defies all law, hu-
man and divine. It denounces constitutions, statutes and de-
cisions of courts, ridicules the Decalogue and openly advocates
the destruction of the Sabbath. This school teaches the doctrine
of “Personal Liberty,” which holds that the State has no right
to prohibit the manufacture and sale of intoxicating liquors. It
will be noted from what has been heretofore said that it specif-
ically defies the decisions of our courts of last resort, in this
behalf, including the Supreme Court of the United States. Your
kind indulgence is asked while answer is made to this doctrine.
In doing this, I may at this point in my address travel over ground
traversed in former addresses, for I have found so far as I am
concerned, that I cannot improve upon my original argument
against this heresy.

It is only necessary to give the history and the fruits of this
doctrine, for these alone and of themselves condemn it forever.
Some poorly informed persons think the propaganda of “Personal
Liberty” is a new and marvelous discovery, and they take hold of
it with the same avidity that the men of Athens seized upon
“some new thing” in the days of Paul. The truth is, “Personal
Liberty” is as old as mankind. John Milton, in his Paradise Lost,
makes it much older. He refers to an arch-angel named Satan
who lived away back in the eternities and who, from his descrip-
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tion of him, exactly resembled the leading spokesmen of the
brewers in his civic ideas. Satan concluded he would like to drink
in the sweets of “Personal Liberty.” The laws of the Almighty
infringed upon his “personal rights.” He determined he would set
aside these laws just as the advocates of personal liberty desire to
trample all law under foot and be a law unto themselves. He
“raised impious war in Heaven.” Milton says he was thus dis-
posed of :

“Him the Almighty Power
Hurled headlong flaming from the ethereal sky,
With hideous rain and combustion, down
To bottomless perdition there to dwell
In adamantine chains and penal fire,
‘Who durst defy the Omnipotent to arms.”

If Milton be right, then Hell had its origin in the attempted
exercise of “Personal Liberty.”

But let us trace this wicked doctrine a little farther down
the track of time. Our first parents are in the garden of Eden.
“And the Lord God commanded the man, saying of every tree
of the garden, ‘Thou mayest freely eat: but of the tree of the
knowledge ‘of good and evil, thou shalt not eat of it: for in the
day thou eatest thereof thou shalt surely die’’” Prohibition pure
and simple! N