
THE NATION'S sliding down the
path that leads to Ruin's lair, and
all of Ruin's dogs of wrath will

chew its vitals there; each day we deeper
plunge in grief; we'll ;oon have reached
the worst; why don't we turn, then, for re-
lief, to William Randolph Hurst? It seems
we haven't any sense, that we these ills en-
dure; he's told us oft, in confidence, that
he alone is pure; he is the bulwark of our
hope—our last shield and our first; then
let s rely upon the dope of William Ran-
dolph Hurst. He offers us the helping
hand, he fain would be our guide; and still
we wreck this blooming land, and let all
virtue slide; of all that is the country's best
were making wienerwurst; O let us lean
upon the breast of William Randolph
HurstI He stands and waits, serene, sub-
lime, he beckons and he sings! He wears
a halo all the time, ana he is growing wings!
So let us quit the course that harms, for-
sake the things accurst, and rest, like chil-
dren, in the arms of William Randolph
Hurst!
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