
Ashamed of the Infernal Business 
Twenty years ago, nine out of ten saloon keepers were Ameri- 

cans. Visit one hundred saloons today and you will find that at 

least eighty of the one hundred proprietors are foreigners—a 
self-evident fact that Americans are becoming ashamed of the 
infernal business. 

“It is not My Business” 
A wealthy man in St. Louis was asked 

to aid in a series of temperance meet- 

ings, but he scornfully refused. Being 
pressed, he said: 

“Gentlemen, it is not my business.” 
A few days later his wife and two 

daughters were coming home on the 

lightning express. In his grand car- 

riage with liveried attendants he rode 
to the depot, thinking of his splendid 
business and planning for the morrow. 

Hark! Did someone say “Accident?” 
There are twenty-five railroads centering 
in St. Louis. If there has been an acci- 

dent, it is not likely to have occurred on 

the and Mississippi railroad. 
Yet it troubles him. It is his business 
now. The horses are stopped on the 

instant, and on inquiry he finds that 
the accident has occurred twenty-five 
miles distant on the and 

Mississippi. He telegraphs to the 

superintendent: 
“I will give you $500 for an engine.” 
The answer flashed back, “No.” 
“I will give you $1,000 for an en- 

gine!” 
“A train with surgeons and nurses 

has already gone forward, and we have 
no others.” 

With white face and anxious brow, 
the man paced the station to and fro. 

In a half-hour, perhaps, which seemed 
to him a half-century, the train arrived. 
He hurried toward it, and in the tender 
found the mangled forms of his wife 
and one of his daughters. In the car 

following lay tfie other daughter with 
her dainty ribs crushed in, and her 

precious life oozing slowly away. 
A quart of whisky, which was drunk 

fifty miles away by a railroad employee, 
was the cause of the catastrophe. 

Who dare say of this tremendous 

question, “It is not my business?” 

A Judge’s Testimony 
In the circuit court in Cairo, Alexan- 

der county last May, Clarence Irvin was 

placed upon trial for murder of John 
Pettit at Thebes, Illinois, in the same 

county on the 15th day of July, 1904. 
The evidence being so overwhelmingly 
against Irvin that his lawyers decided 
that the best thing for him to do was 

to plead guilty and leave his fate with 

Judge Butler. The scene in the court 
house when the sentence was pro- 
nounced was very affecting; the pris- 

oner’s mother fainted. Judge Butler 

said, “It is the order of this court that 

you shall be confined in the penitentiary 
at Chester for the remainder of your 
natural life. 

“This is the sixty-fourth homicide 

case that I have seen in the twenty-two 
years since I began to practice as an 

attorney in this county and I have yet 
to find one in which whisky was not 

at the bottom of the trouble.” 
After the trial and sentence, Irvin 

said, “Tell all of the boys and young 
men to take my case for an example and 

let whisky alone. It is the cause of all 

my trouble; tell them that I said to 

stay at home with their folks. If I 

had stayed at home, I would not be in 

here now. I started drinking just to 

be sociable with my friends but when 

your drinking gets you into trouble, 
none of them will come around to help 
you out.” 

Yes, whisky gets young men into 

trouble; the social glass soon leads to 

drunkenness, drunkenness frequently 
leads a young man like Irvin, into crime. 

Then for the crime he must go to the 

penitentiary and remain there his 

natural life and, yet, I hear men say 
that in order to get revenue to run the 

town, we must have the institution 

which is the cause of this crime. We 

have men, who, in the legislature will 

vote against a measure to give the 

voters of a town or a county the right 
to close these places which make the 

criminal. We have men who, regard- 
less of these conditions, will vote for 

a man to go to the legislature, knowing 
that he will not lift his voice, nor use 

his influence, nor vote for any measure 

that would in any way stop these 

criminal making places. 
If selling whisky to a young man 

makes him drunk and while in the con- 

dition of intoxication, he commits mur- 

der because he is intoxicated and 

would not have committed the crime if 

sober, as Mr. Irvin alleges, and a man 

in the legislature votes to perpetuate 
these places which sell intoxicating 
liquors, and men still vote for men to 

go to the legislature knowing that they 
will vote to prevent the people having 
the chance to close these murder mills 

if they so desire, can they escape the 

logical results of the terrible conse- 

quence growing out of an intoxicated 

man taking the life of his fellow-man? 
If Judge Butler told the truth when he 

said that “this is the sixty-fourth homi- 

cide case that 1 have seen in twenty- 
two years and that whisky was at the 
bottom of the trouble in every case,” 
isn't it fearful comment upon the saloon 
business? 

Since this statement was made by 
Judge Butler, we have it from the 

pastor of the church of which the judge 
is a member that the number is now in- 
creased to seventy-six and every case 

except one, and that an idiot, was 

caused by drink. Think of it! Seventy- 
six homicides in twenty-three and one- 

half years, all but one caused by drink. 
This is the testimony of one of the cir- 
cuit judges of Illinois, whose business 
for a number of years was to prosecute 
violators of laws, as county attorney, 
since which time he has been elevated 
to the judgeship of his district. 

May this testimony of Judge Butler 
so arouse the people to action that they 
may stop and consider the kind of men 

who seek to go to the legislature to 
make laws under which these condi- 
tions may be perpetuated. 

A Champagne Face 
The Frenchman’s face was hacked 

and notched. 
“Have you been a duelist?” one 

asked. 

“No, no,” the man replied. “I have 
been a champagne maker.” He touched 
his face. “These honorable nicks,” he 

said, “are champagne scars.” 

“Champagne scars,” he went on, “dec- 
orate the visages of all the workers in 
the underground champagne nulls of 
Rheims. They are caused by the burst- 

ing of the bottles. About one bottle of 

champagne in every ten bursts. 
“There are miles and miles of cham- 

pagne caves in Rheims, caves cut in 
the solid limestone rock, where in a 

constant temperature of 45 degrees, 
millions of bottles of wine refine and 

ripen. 
“The workers down there smell 

nothing but champagne all day long, 
champagne escaping from burst bottles. 
And as the turners move along the 
racks—each turns 35,000 bottles daily 
—they are continually saluted with 

explosions. Bang! And the glass 
splinters fly and a little fountain of 

champagne perfumes the damp air. 

“Day after day each bottle must be 

turned, turned fifty times altogether, 
till the sediment in it has all mounted 

up and concentrated itself about the 
cork. Then the corkers remove the 

corks, let the sediment-thickened wine 
in the neck of the bottle blow off and 

skillfully replace the cork again. 
“The corkers and turners’ work is 

dangerous. These men are nearly all 
scarred like me.”—The Champion of 

Fair Play. 
This whole business scars the maker 

and the seller and the users. The 

whole world bears the scars of rum. 


