
The

Consumer

[180]

Uncle Walt

HEY WILL tinker with the tariff
till the rivers are gone dry, they will
wrestle with the subject night and

day; they'll be piling up tlie language when
the snow begins to fly, they'll be fiddling in
the same old weary way. O the grand old
windy wonders who adorn the senate floor,
till the windup of the world will be on
deck; and there's just one thing that's cer-
tain, that is sure for ever more; the consum-
er always gets it in the neck. There is talk
of hides and leather, and there's talk of
nails and glue, there are weary wads of
twaddle on cement; and the man from Bun-
combe Corners stands and toots his loud ba-
zoo, till his language in the ceiling makes
a dent; no one in this martyred country
knows how long this will endure, and there
isn't any way the flood to check; and there's
just one thing about it that is reasonably
sure; the consumer always gets it in the
neck.


