
blindpiggers by the McHenry county grand jury. 
So it goes. There is to be no let-up anywhere. On the contrary, the law 

enforcement sentiment grows stronger every day. Many men who would 
not vote to oust the saloons are becoming disgusted with the tactics of the 
liquor crowd and insist that when a town has voted against saloons the 
sale of liquor as a beverage should cease. 

On with the dance. 

Legislative Situation Unchanged 
The legislative situation at Springfield, so far as it relates to Local Option, 

remains as it was a week ago. Governor Deneen has been inaugurated as his 
own successor, and as this paper goes to press the fight for the United States 
senatorship is crowding everything else to the rear. 

It is impossible to forecast events at the State Capital with any degree 
of accuracy. Friends of the Local Option law may rest assured that watch- 
ful care is being constantly exercised by those in charge of our interests and 
that when the fight begins the Anti-Saloon League will be there. 

What About Protestants?! 
“Catholic periodicals that cannot 

live without liquor advertisements 
should die. Let them not drag down 
the Catholic name in their greed. We 
earnestly suggest that Catholic or- 

ganizations which exclude saloon- 
keepers from membership and which 
forbid the use of liquor at their meet- 

ings should not tolerate the forma- 
tion of clubs within their member- 
ship which despise the letter and 
spirit of those laws that have been 
made by the organization for the 
honor of the Catholic name.”—Reso- 
lution adopted at New Haven Con- 
vention of Catholic Total Abstinence 
Union. 

The Two Glasses 
There sat two glasses filled to the brim, 
On a rich man’s table, rim to rim. 
One was ruddy and red as blood, 
And one was clear as the crystal flood. 

Said the Glass of Wine to his paler brother, 
“Let us tell tales of the past to each other; 
I can tell of banquet, and revel, and mirth, 
Where I was king, for I ruled in might; 
For the proudest and grandest souls on earth 
Fell under my touch, as though struck with blight, 
From the heads of kings I have torn the crown; 

From the heights of fame I have hurled men down. 

I have blasted many an honored name; 

I have taken virtue and given shame; 
I have tempted the youth with a sip, a taste, 
That has made his future a barren waste. 

Far greater than any king am I, 
Or than any army beneath the sky. 
I have made the arm of the driver fail, 
And sent the train from the iron rail, 
I have made good ships go down at sea, 

And the shrieks of the lost were sweet to me. 

Fame, strength, wealth, genius before me fall; 
And my might and power are over all; 
Ho, Ho! pale brother,” said the Wine, 
“Can you boast of deeds as great as mine? 

Said the Water Glass : “I cannot boast 
Of a king dethroned, or a murdered host, 
But I can tell of hearts that were sad 
By my crystal drops made bright and glad; 
Of thirsts I have quenched and brows I have laved; 
Of hands I have cooled and souls I have saved. 
I have leaped through the valley, dashed down the moun- 

tain, 
Slept in the sunshine, and dripped from the fountain. 
I have burst my cloud fetters and dropped from the sky. 
And everywhere gladdened the prospect and eye; 
I have eased the hot forehead of fever and pain; 
I have made the parched meadows grow fertile with 

grain. 
I can tell of the powerful wheel of the mill 
That ground out the flour and turned at my will. 
I can tell of manhood debased by you 
That I have uplifted and crowned anew; 
I cheer, I help, I strengthen and aid; 
I gladden the heart of man and maid; 
I set the wine-chained captive free 
And all are better for knowing me.” 

These are the tales they told each other, 
The Glass of Wine and its paler brother, 
As they sat together, filled to the brim, 
On a rich man’s table, rim to rim. 

—Ella Wheeler Wilcox. 

Anti-Saloon Town in Ireland 
Bessbrook, a town in the north of Ireland, the oldest 

place in Ireland connected with the flax spinning and 

weaving trade, having about four thousand persons em- 

ployed, has no public house (saloon), no police for,ce, no 

schools flourish. Intelligence and morality prevail to an 

unusual degree. Protestants and Catholics live in peace 
and harmony. There is never any of the ill-feeling 
that sometimes crops out in places where drink and the 

public house are present to arouse men’s prejudices and 

passions. 
poorhouse, no paupers and no pawnshop. The people or iiessbrooK have condemned tne sale or 

The people live happy and contented. Churches and strong drink by a vote of six to one. 


