
Anti-Saloon League Feared by 
Liquor Dealers 

Hugh Dolan, national president of the Retail Liquor Dealers’ 

Association, has the following note of warning to sound: 
“To the Trade throughout the Union: 

“Gentlemen—I would be unmindful of my duty as president of 

the National Liquor League were I not to call your attention at 

this time to the activity of our enemy, the Anti-Saloon League. 
Wherever we may turn, in whatever direction we may look, we 

find the arch enemy of personal liberty entrenched under the false 
banner of ‘Home Protection.’ 

“In every state in which the legislature is now in session 

their pet prohibition measure, under the disguise of local option, 
has been introduced, and with threats and intimidations they 
demand its passage unconsidered and unamendabl®. 

“The general terms of their local option bill tears from the 
citizen of every city and village the right of self-control on the 

liquor question, and means in plain, words the forcing of pro- 
hibition on a large section of every state in which it becomes 
a law.” 

A Conspiracy Against Law and Order 
In the course of some criminal investigations which were conducted 

recently in New York an organization which goes under the name of the 

Liquor Dealers’ Association was brought to the public gaze. The view 

presented is one which is startling to the thoughtful citizen. Before the 

grand jury the fact was brought out that the members of this society are 

bound under oath to conceal from law officers and courts all the affairs 
of the Association. This means that they have taken an oath which com- 

pels them to commit perjury or suffer for contempt. As it is not likely that 

any of them desire to leave the comforts of their homes for the inconven- 
iences of a prison cell, the natural result of their oath of secrecy is that they 
are ready to swear falsely before the courts. 

The country is just now aroused and angry against the Mormons, alleg- 
ing that they are bound by oaths which they hold superior to their alleg- 
iance as citizens. Here in the metropolis is found this oath-bound and 
traitorous band of liquor men, who are a greater menace to the country than 
the Mormons will ever be. The latter induce men to sobriety and industry, 
while the whisky dealers lead their victims to riot and ruin. It seems to 

us that while we are chasing Mormons from seats in Congress, it is time 
for our people to wake up and drive the rum dealer out of politics and out 
of business. 

Chicago Suburbs Need Local Option Law 
Three suburbs of Chicago, Clyde, Morton Park, and Warren Park, becoming 

alarmed over the encroachments of the saloon upon their borders, held a mass 

meeting in the Club House of Morton Park on last Thursday evening, where an 

earnest band of about one hundred men and women came together from these 
three suburbs. After an informal discussion it was decided that they were under 
their present charter practically at the mercy of the saloon, as the governing 
council had the power, when petitioned, to slice off a given territory and add 
it to the saloon district. This has been done at least twice. 

These good people fear that it will continue to be done until their 
whole territory will be swallowed up by the saloon. If the local option law 
that was introduced into the last session of the legislature had been passed, 
these people would be able, under the ward and precinct features of that bill, 
to settle, what is now an almost hopeless problem, with neatness and dispatch. 
It is needless to say that they are unanimously in favor of the passage of such a 

bill as will give them the right to protect their homes. 
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Bro. Davidson: 
You can depend on The Sentinel for 

county option on saloons. 
Yours truly, 

W. E. Stevens. 

So far as known, ten of our fifteen 

county papers stand for county option. 
Perhaps three of the others will not 

Objects to Prohibition Plan 

Property Owner Says Neighbors Try 
to Dictate. 

The members of the council license 

committee heard a novel plea last week 

when Louis Lagorio opposed the crea- 

tion of a prohibition district which 

would include his property at Sacra- 

mento avenue and Madison street, on 

the ground that it would dictate the 

purposes for which his building should 

be used. Although he has just given a 

five years’ lease for the building to a 

druggist and has no intention of rent- 

ing it for saloon purposes, he declares 

that his neighbors are attempting to 

regulate his affairs and he resents their 

interference. 
Mr. Lagorio is off. No one expects 

to dictate the purpose for his building 
except in the case he makes a dramshop 
out of it. That is all that prohibition 
would provide. If he puts hogs into his 

building or gets to use it for a glue 
factory or a slaughter house his neigh- 
bors may object. Lagorio thinks that 

because he owns property he has the 

right to use that property for any pur- 

pose he chooses. That does not neces- 

sarily follow. Other people besides 

Lagorio live in Chicago. He is not the 

only potato in the patch and will soon 

find it out. 

Drink Makes a Man Work 

The Following Copied From the New 

Hampshire Issue is a Good Explana- 
tion of the Results of the Drink 

Habit. 

“I drink to make me work,” said a 

young man; to which an old man re- 

plied: “That’s right; harken to me for 

a moment and I will tell you something 
that may do you good. I was once a 

prosperous farmer. I had a loving wife 

and two as fine lads as ever the sun 

shone upon. We had a comfortable 

home and lived happily together, but we 

used to drink ale to make us work. 

The two lads of mine lie in drunkards’ 
graves. My wife died broken-hearted 

and she now lies by her two sons. I 

am seventy years of age. Had it not 

been for drink I might have been an in- 

dependent gentleman, but I used to 

drink to make me work, and mark you, 
it makes me work now. At seventy 
years of age I am obliged to work for 

my daily bread. Go on drinking and it 

will make you work.” 


