
The Governor’s Voice 
Governor Frank W. Higgins, in his annual message to the 

Legislature this year, declared: “It seems illogical for the State 
to impose the traffic upon cities, villages, or other local civil 
divisions of the state, against the wishes of a majority of the 

inhabitants. Liquor legislation unsupported by local public 
sentiment is impotent, but it is entirely consistent with the theory 
of the law to permit any locality to vote upon the question of 

prohibiting the sale of liquors.” 

Purely Accidental 
It seems scarcely possible that sun- 

dry persons who are engaged in run- 

ning saloons, dance halls and other re- 

sorts will fail to find substantial com- 

fort in the action taken recently by a 

west side magistrate. This justice was 

required to pass upon the case of a 

saloonkeeper who had kept open his 
establishment after the closing hour. 
The sufficiency of the evidence may be 
inferred from the fact that a fine of 

$25 was imposed. The saloonkeeper 
was not without a defence, however. 
He protested that he had kept open 
“accidentally,” whereupon the magis- 
trate considerately remitted $20 of the 
line. 

No doubt the plea set up in this case 

will be held invalid by strict construc- 
tionists and other quibblers, but the 

gorgeous possibilities which such a line 
of defense opens up will be sure to 

commend it to the attention of certain 

elements of the community. It is con- 

ceivable that a man who accidentally 
keeps his saloon open after hours 

might also keep it open accidentally 
all night. To affirm that selling liquid 
refreshments across the bar at 3 a. m. 

is a deliberate offense, while selling 
them at 2.30 is an accident would be 

splitting hairs. Accidents are liable 
to happen at any time, and they may as 

well occur when night is passing into 

dawn as at any other hour. Moreover, 
if a man may accidentialy set out the 

beer and scoop in the cash after hours, 
many mistakes in other directions are 

also conceivable. There is no reason, 
for instance, why some saloonkeepers 
may not put in a few winerooms acci- 

dentally, or through some sad fortuity 
stack a slot machine up in a prominent 
place against his bar. No doubt some 

absent minded and luckless liquor sell- 
er might accidentally hire an orchestra 
for his establishment and keep it play- 
ing, wholly oblivious to the fact that 
tue order against “music” in saloons 

was being violated. 

Indeed, the public may yet hear that 
some unfortunate person has accident- 

al)' open up a crap game, or met 
with the strange misadventure of being 
placed in charge of a handbook by acci- 
dent. The painful form of casualty 

which consists in getting into other 

people’s houses and unintentionally 
carrying off property may be expected 
to befall burglars from time to time. 

In fact, seeing how far the tendency 
might go, it is to be hoped that the 

ordinary policeman is more cynical and 

the average justice more suspicious 
than the west side magistrate.—The 
Chicago Daily News. 

The Subway Tavern 
The Subway Tavern is “non est come- 

at-ibus.” It is the “late lamented.” It 

is no more. It has always been a saloon. 
It has never assumed to be anything but 
a saloon. But mixing religion and rum 

did not add to its attractiveness to a 

man capable of a conscience; its special 
brands “Subway Whisky,” “Bishop’s 
Cigars,” etc., did not appeal to the men 

of Bleeker street who want either whis- 

ky or cigars, but who might remember 

also the distressing wants of those 

whom religion would command them 
to aid. It failed financially. It has 

passed into other hands. 
The new proprietor has pinned up 

these epigrams: 
“The man with the biggest thirst is 

my best patron.” 
“Rum and religion won’t mix, any 

more than oil and water.” 
“You cannot follow the Lord and 

chase the devil at the same time.” 
“A saloon is a place for drink, not 

worship.” 
“Religion follows rum; it does not go 

with it, hand in hand. A man thinks of 

religion the morning after.” 
“You cannot boom drink and temper- 

ance, too. Running a saloon by telling 
people of the deadly effects of rum is 

like telling a man to please buy poison 
because the undertaker needs the 

money.” 
The best patron ot a saloon is the 

man with the biggest thirst, not the man 

with the most religion. That’s why 
Bishop Potter can’t dedicate my place.” 

‘‘They sang the Doxology when they 
opened the place. We’ll sing, ‘Here’s 
to good old wine.’ 

Thus ends the sanctified saloon. The 

frippery of religion is torn off. It now 

stands for what it is—a saloon. 

Joe Grein on Unemployed 
Saloon Men 

“Dis pitzniss is ein great shame—it 
is anarchy,” said Joe Grein, the saloon 

keeper representative of the 23d district. 
“How’s that?” asked Burke, Attor- 

ney for the Anti-Saloon League. 
“I tells you, you is anarchists. 

Doand you see vat you is doing? You 

vants to bass a pill unt make a law dat 

vill drive four tousant saloon keepers 
und their bar tenters out of a yob. 
You doand give dem noddings to do 

unt dey liaf to get a living yet.” 
“Well,” said Burke, “how can that 

constitute anarchy?” 
“You drive eight tousant mans out 

in the shtreet mitout one plank cent 

in dere pockets, und dey’ll go robbing 
unt shteeling, unt plundering, unt mur- 

dering, unt raising der toifel of ein 

time, alretty. I tells you, you is 

anarchists, dat’s vat you is—you unt 

der whole plank Annie-Saloon League.” 
Joe Grein knows just about what 

the saloon keepers and the bar tenders 

are likely to do. They are in a business 

next to robbing, and murdering, and 

stealing, and if they were thrown out 

of that, Joe Grein says they would begin 
operations nearest to their present oc- 

cupation. 
While Joe Grein has probably spoken 

the truth he has openly admitted that 

his colleagues have either a miserably 
low ideal or else they are too ignorant 
or too lazy to find honest labor and 

earn their living like decent men. 

We hope this is a slur and a libel on 

Mr. Grein’s colleagues, and that they 
are really better than he describes them. 

What would our saloonists say if a 

minister would declare that if the 

saloons are continued the churches will 

be driven out of existence and the min- 

isters and organists would be thrown 

out of a job and would go stealing, and 

robbing and murdering? A minister or 

any other decent man can find honest 

labor and continue to be a help to 

society. A saloon keeper, according to 

Joe Grein, would not naturally seek 

honest labor, but keep on to be a bur- 

den on the already heavy laden 

shoulders of society. 

Eight out of ten men, especially 
church men, with whom you talk will 

say, “Yes, I am in favor of local option.” 
This is also true of the average politi- 
cian; it is also true of the man in the 

legislature. But at the same time they 
are willing to sit in judgment upon the 

plans of men who are giving to this the 

best thought of their life and study- 
ing this problem and this problem only. 
It is not an uncommon occurrence to 

meet a man who says, “I would be for 

you but I do not believe your plans are 

practical.” Sometimes they say, “You 

don’t ask for enough,” and at other 

times men will say, “You are asking 
for entirely to much.” 


