
Saloon Essay That Won a $100 Prize 
Every now and then we are asked to print the prize essay on the “Saloon in Our Town,” which captured the 

$100 award in Collier’s contest and was printed in Collier’s Weekly last June. We have hesitated about comply-, 
ing with this request on account of the large number of our readers who must have read the essay when it was 

first printed. 
But six months have now elapsed since it appeared, and most of those who read it then will be glad to read 

it again. Its title is, “A Year of No-License; and What the Women Said.” It is now a year since the first two 

hundred saloons were closed under the new Local Option law of Illinois, and there are hundreds—yes, thousands 
of Illinois women who will have a special interest in what these women of the “southern tier New York town” 
said at the end of a similar year’s experience. 

Therefore, we print the article entire, and we urge you to read it, whether you have read it before or not. 

The writer of the essay is Emma Brush. Here it is: 

What the Women Said 
The women have been congregating unusually of late 

in our southern tier New York town, and a wise one, 
with ten words, has turned the ordinary clattery-spat- 
tery thought bubbling into a stream. She said: “Last 
month ended our first no-license year. What of it?” 

It may be worth noting that no woman, in the dis- 
cussion engendered, has backed up against any man’s 
fireside, smoke-ringed opinion in the matter. Perhaps 
this feminine lone-thinking carries in itself the first 
modest tally-one for the new order. 

The lineman’s wife, who has lived in many places, 
emitted the first rounded opinion: “We had the best 
saloons in the state, I think. Where else would a saloon 

keeper come, as did Mr. Kern, and tell me my boy was 

there too much? I’d rather my husband would stop in 
at a place like that than to be finding bottles about the 

house, as I do now.” 
The next clear word came from a farm four miles in 

the hills. Only strong feeling and long thought could 
have pulled the quiet woman out to say: “I will come 

down and work day and night, any way I can, on my 
knees in the street if need he, to hold the town dry. 
You know why. It’s been a new kind of year for us— 

the first prospering one in ten. Yes, there’s more hard 
cider drunk—sometimes too much—and every one 

knows how it was last Fourth. But the habit is broken 
—the habit of running to town, with all its paltry 
excuses, deserted work and miserable night hours of wait- 

ing. keeping ns all poor, sick and sour. Oh! it’s been 
a good year, up our way—a new kind of year for us.” 

That Clean Feeling 
“Best of all. I think, and my girls think so, too,” said 

Mrs. Van Ness, “is the feeling—the clean feeling as one 

walks the town. No more dodging round to avoid Han- 
son’s and the other corners. They may he drinking just 
behind the walls, but the streets are onrs now anyway, 
and the place somehow has a different feel to me— 

clearer, pronder—and my girls notice it too.” 
“Those that want it will get it,” said the lineman’s 

wife. “Mrs. TTnrd’s Bennie was carried home helpless 
^ Saturday night.” 

“And the mother takes it cheerfully,” broke in Mrs. 
TTnrd’s neighbor. “ ‘TVhat’s a spree now and then?’ 

i says Mrs. Hnrd. ‘It’s the dribble-dribble, so many a 

clay and increasing every year, that breaks the hearts. 
Bennie’s all right; it will be a long time before he’ll 
want to be so sick again. A man’s got to blow off every 
so often, somehow; and we can take that and laugh. 
But it’s the coming with four drinks in every night that 
cats the vitals out of a home—and then eats the home. 
And that’s the saloon every time. I’ve lived them both, 
and I’m for the spree.’ ” 

So the talk has run. But for the most part the women 

have become unwontedly cautious and thoughtful, 
knowing as never before that the problem is a little 
more than half theirs. The sudden change in our little 
civic machine caught some fingers, even crushed and 

crippled in rare places. Some fine dreams have gone up 
and out like our yard-engine smoke; and we could wish 
that many of our last year’s brave predictions and 

promises had been less loudly voiced. 

Know All About That 

We know that drink is being sold, as in rear rooms at 

the lower hotel, by one druggist, strangely at the har- 
ness shop, and at a farm a mile out. We know that 
the drinkers will drink, our old liars will go on lying, 
our consumptives are bound to cough. But youth! 
youth remains to us! Youth is the field—the hope of all 

temperance. Somewhere, in youth, the drinkers learned 
to drink, in saloons, and, with few exceptions, not read- 

ily, but through repeated sicknesses, pains, mental and 
physical disgusts, self-denunciations, kept on because 
the path was well graded and nearly respectable, and the 
others were going that way, until the body and mind 
adjusted themselves to the new conditions, and another 
habit climbed to the driver’s seat and laid life-long hand 
upon the steering gear. 

I knew a man in the country who formed the habit of 
going each night after supper to a neighbor’s porch and 
just sitting, with nothing to give or take. When the 
neighbors moved, leaving the house empty, he still went 
to the porch. After the house burned he would go and 
sit on the wall. 

Traps for Youth 

We had good saloons, if one may so use the words. 
The keepers and their families were our friends and 
neighbors. But they were too many; they grew insid- 
iously upon us. They took the best corners; they inter- 
penetrated and clutched the town. Their hold was in- 
creasing upon all the forces of our lives. But, worst of 


