
Saloons versus Business 
There is no possible question that business prosperity in any 

town rises as the saloon disappears. The money that is expended 
in the saloon is divided between the liquor manufacturers on the 
one hand and the saloon keepers and middle men on the other. It 
does not go into the stock of wealth of the community, but is as 

much destroyed so far as the community is concerned as though 
it were thrown into the fire. At the same time two-thirds of the 
economic value of the ability of every man who visits saloons at 

all is lost through the weakness that comes from drink. When 

people become accustomed to clean towns without saloons, cess- 

pools, pigpens and dens of vice, they will not tolerate any of 
these evil influences afterward.—David Starr Jordan. 

Liquor Men in Dead Earnest 
The liquor people are fighting hard these days. Hardly a day passes 

but we come into possession of material that shows how anxious are the 
saloon interests to avert the inevitable calamity of allowing the people 
to elect a legislature that will pass a reasonable local option bill. 

The Liquor Dealers’ Protective Association has absolutely controlled 

legislation on this point in the past. The people have declared against this 
abominable set of evil doers. They now begin to see the power of the people 
and the power of the church. Here is one of the circulars with heading 
and all: 
THE LIQUOR DEALERS’ PROTECTIVE ASSOCIATION OF ILLINOIS 

General Offices: ?t)l-2-3 Schiller Building 
109 Randolph St. 

Chicago, March 29, 1906. 
TO THE SALOONKEEPERS OP THE 38TII DISTRICT. 
Dear Sir: 

The coming Primary Election must be of great importance to every liquor 
dealer of Illinois, as there will be selected the candidates for the next legis- 
lature which will have before it the Anti-Saloon League’s local option bill. 

You will remember that the local option bill was defeated by one vote 

during the last session of the legislature and it requires the united efforts 
of every liquor dealer in the State to prevent its passage next winter. If 
this bill should be passed it would mean the destruction of the business of 
hundreds of saloonkeepers in this state, your own, perhaps, being among 
the number. 

Mr. R. J. Halle will, in the next few days, visit your county in the interest 
of this organization and I would ask you to extend to him that courtesy 
his mission demands. 

It will be impossible for Mr. Halle to visit every dealer in your county 
and meetings will be called in central parts of the county, and I would be 
pleased to have your hearty co-operation in making these meetings a success. 

Trusting to have your good will in this work, I remain, 
Yours very truly, 

(Signed) M. J. McCarthy, 
Secretary. 

“It requires the united efforts of every liquor dealer m the state to 

prevent its passage next winter.” Here is the key to the whole situation; 
the liquor dealer against the people. 

The legislator who sides with the liquor dealers as over against the 

people deserves nothing hut a dishonorable political grave. The people will 
not stand for a second place with no holier occupants of first place than 
demoralized whisky makers. 

All this talk about the local option bill being “unfair” is simply putting 
the privilege of criminal saloon interests above the rights of honest Ameri- 
can citizenship. 

The question resolves itself into this: “Are you standing for the liquor 
dealer or for the people?” and every legislator must answer the question 
and take the consequences of his reply. 

a large sum of money, a gigantic one, 
and not easily to replace should I cease 

to exist. 

“Now, is it not time that some of my 
partners should stop and think what 
this revenue to the people means? If 

they drive me out of business this rev- 

enue must be got somehow, and from 
what other source can they get it? 

They may harass me and become more 

exacting, so that I will have to close 

up three-fourths of my places, but if I 

do as it has been in every place where 

the legitimate saloon was closed by law, 
there will spring up so-called ‘speak 
easies’ and ‘club houses’ from which no 

revenue will be derived and are a 

hundred times more fruitful of harm 

than the open saloon; and now, my 

partners, you are high livers, I know 

you must have money to sustain that 

high life, and I speak this word of warn- 

ing to you. Be careful that you don’t 

kill the goose that lays the golden egg.” 

Cards Won’t Help 
“Larry Magill Voted Wrong on Local 

Option” Is the Cry 
Our kind Andalusia correspondent 

sends in one of those cards “Leery” 
Magill has been sending out. Thanks, 
we have already about 24 of them in 

our collection and no doubt by Saturday 
all that were sent out will be in our 

hands. Of the 24 cards handed in, 
each one expressed himself against Ma- 

gill; it looks like a big victory for the 

Independent. People are on to Magill 
with both feet. They know how he 

voted on the local option bill and all the 

cards Moline printers can print will not 

save his hide.—The Milan Independent. 

“It is barely possible” that the minis- 
ters of the state know as much about 

“the gospel of love” as this official or- 

gan of the organized Kingdom of Hell 

in Ohio,—the, saloon system. In stand- 

ing for the closed Sabbath, they are 

standing for the rights of labor; they 
are providing for the saving of money 

for the households that would be spent 
in saloons and beer gardens; they are 

helping to make a home a happy place 
on Sunday that was disturbed by the 

antics of a drunken father before; they 
are aiding in spreading around the 

peaceful Sabbath quiet for rest and med- 

itation that the great American public 
wants one day in seven. It does not 

come with much grace from a saloon 

organ to lecture ministers on the re- 

ligion of love. It does not know what 
such a religion means.——American Issue. 

The Anti-Saloon League, the most 

successful and powerful exterminator 
of the liquor element the world has 

ever known, will yet eradicate the sa- 

loon business in the liquor-cursed state 

of Illinois—and don’t you forget it.— 
The Homer Enterprise. 


