
Tries To Make Friends 

Liquor Interests Are Laying Plot to 

Entrap the Laborer 
The saloon, which is the greatest 

enemy to labor and the large class 

of men who must earn their bread 

by the sweat of their brow, is always 
trying to make the laborer believe the 

saloon is his friend. No organization 
will be led into this trap. The “Free 

Press” is calling upon the “trade” to 

help the printers, as follows: 

“The Typographical Union is now en- 

gaged in a struggle for the eight-hour 
rule and the closed shop, and it would 
be well for every liquor man to do what 
he can to help the boys along. The 
labor people have always been the 
friends and patrons of the liquor trade, 
and the trade should support them 
wnen they are in trouble. It may not 
be long before the labor people may 
have a chance to help the liquor people 
lo get a ^square deal.’ 

“If every liquor man will make it his 
business to demand that every bill and 
business card and statement and piece 
01 advertising matter that came into his 

place shall bear the union label, it will 
not cost anybody a cent, and it will be 

appreciated by every friend of organ- 
ized labor. Then the trade will have 
valuable friends to call on when the 
time comes for friends to come to the 
front for the cause of personal liberty.” 
—Free Press. 

This will not help the cause of labor. 

It is a mere bluff and decent people will 

not stand for it. 

Boys Wanted 

A Factory that Guarantees Everything 
It Produces 

We want boys—must have them. 

Our business depends on having boys. 
No boys, no business. At the present 
rate of demand, to keep up the supply 
we need 2,000,000 this generation; on 

an average, one in every five families 

furnishes a boy. 
Our business is such they are as nec- 

essary as saw logs to a sawmill, or 

wheat to a flour mill. 

We expect to operate one of our fac- 

tories at -, because of the near- 

ness to where we can get boys. To do 

this it is necessary to have a majority 
of the resident freeholders of this town- 

ship to petition for our agent to open 

up business on a certain site and to cer- 

tify that he is of respectable character 

and standing in the community. We 

can allow only good men to run our 

business, so says the laws of the United 
States. 

Of course, if we locate by your re- 

quest, we naturally infer you are in 

sympathy and will help furnish the 

boys. 
We manufacture boys into drunk- 

ards, murderers, criminals, paupers, 

and fill your jails, penitentaries and 

asylums, and flood the land with pros- 

titution and vice. 

Our business is to populate hell and 

work against home, heaven and purity. 
We are a success. Try us. 

Our records, as per statistics in the 

United States, is that 60,000 persons 
drop into a drunkard’s premature grave 

every year. We send out 30,000 cases 

of alcoholism alone. We cause 50,000 
suicides yearly, and the murder of 

10,000 babes less than one week old. 

We are a success at destruction of 

homes and damnation of souls. Give us 

your patronage by a majority petition 
of this township and send us your boys. 
We will do the rest. 

We assure you that we will make our 

factory a success in the population of 
hell from this township. We will send 

your boys home of nights full of dis- 
tilled damnation, shooting off revolvers, 
whooping and yelling; others ready to 

beat their wives—do most anything 
low, vile and wicked. 

Our agent will present papers. One 
church member signer is worth more to 

us than a hundred common sinners. 

Sunday school teachers very acceptable. 
A Judas who kisses his master and 

opens the way for me into the church 
is dear to my fatherly heart. 

Yours in co-operation against God, 
heaven, home and purity, 

T. H. E. Devil. 

Whose Daughter? 

Your Daughter or the Saloonkeepers? 
Which? 

When the writer spoke to the men in 

the Michigan Central Railroad shops in 

Detroit recently, a workman told him 
this story of a scene he had himself 

witnessed: 

“Papa, will you please give me fifty 
cents for my spring hat? Most of the 

other girls have theirs already.” 
“No, not now, Jane, I can’t spare the 

money.” 
A beautiful ten-year-old daughter had 

made the request. The disappointed 
girl went to school. The father started 

for his work. On his way to the shop 
he met a friend, and being a hail fel- 

low well met, he invited him into 

“Bill’s” for a drink. There.were others 

there and the father treated the crowd, 
and then threw down a dollar that just 
paid for the drinks. 

Just then the saloonkeeper’s daughter 
entered, and going behind the bar, said: 

“Papa, I want one dollar for my spring 
hat.” 

“\11 right,” said the dealer, as he 

pushed to her the dollar just laid on 

the ba>\ 
Jane’s father was dazed, walked out 

alone and said to himself: “I couldn’t 

give my daughter fifty cents for her 

hat, but I had to bring my dollar here 

for the rumseller’s daughter to buy a 

hat with. I’ll never drink another 

drop.”—Michigan Issue. 

Who Does the Calling? 
Every politician ftiinks he is called 

by his country. Some of these ilk are 

very much mistaken. A good story for 
such is the following: “I believe,” said 
a candidate to an old farmer, “that my 
country is calling me.” “If you air 
alludin’ ter that noise that you hearn 

jest now,” said the granger, “you air 
somewhat mistook; it wuz nothin’ but 
the old mule a-brayin’ in the lot.” This 
is applicable to some men that now 

want to go to the legislature. It is not 
their country calling them, it is not the 
better element of our citizenship call- 

ing them, it is not the church people 
that want them to run, but the saloons 
and the saloons only. The bray is the 
same as that of the old farmer’s mule. 

Is it Any of His Business? 

A Farmer Gives Some Good Reasons 

Wliy He Thinks It Is 

J. D. Brown, a prominent farmer of 
Antioch neighborhood, and well known 
in Rossville, wrote the Press the follow- 

ing letter this week: 

Hoopeston, 111. 
Editor Press: I would like to take 

the privilege of expressing my senti- 
ments on the anti-saloon question. 

I, as farmer, think we, as farmers, 
have a right to express our sentiments, 
or at least throw our whole soul influ- 
ence into crushing down the saloon 

element of our neighboring towns. 

We, as fathers, do not know what 

influence our sons and daughters are 

while in association of those who come 

under the saloon influence. As an ex- 

ample is the farmer who depends on 

hired help. If the saloon were not in 

nearby towns it would not be so much 

a temptation for the man who drinks 

moderately to drink frequently and 

sometimes long. 
I know of a case where a man who 

was working for a farmer who tried in 

vain to persuade the farmer’s son to 

taste the liquor he had gotten in a 

neighboring town and which might, in 

many cases, have caused the farmer’s 

son to be a drunkard. Therefore, we, 
as citizens of our neighboring towns 

and all other places, should throw our 

influence to put down the liquor traffic. 

We often hear fathers of a family 
say: “It will not hurt me and my fam- 

ily.” I cannot resist asking whether 

you, as fathers, are sowing the seeds 
of righteousness before your family and 

others as you should. 
Dear Christian people of Rossville, I 

earnestly pray that you be successful 
in this election. J. D. Brown.—From 

the Rossville Press. 

The devil is a great lecturer when 

the saloon is made an issue. He gets 
on the back of a great many people, he 

pops his spurs into their sides, and gal- 
lops them up to the poll and votes them. 


