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Why We Are Bound to Win 
There is a power not ourselves that makes for righteousness. The campaign of life is not merely the 

virtuous against the vicious, the few against the many; it is the spirit of God against the spirit of evil. 
Napoleon saw this when he said, “Three-fourths of an enemy’s success in war is due to the moral char- 

acter of its soldiers.” General Kuropatkin saw this, for he quoted that sentence of Napoleon’s as a reason 

why the Japanese had defeated the Russians. 
It is said that the liquor shop, the gambling hell, the house of vice, have come to stay. That is not 

true. The liquor shop, the gambling hell, the house of vice, have not come to stay. What lias come to stay 
is the courage that fights them, and it is going to stay until the heel of the man has ground the head of the 
serpent to powder.—Lyman Abbott. 

License and Blind Tigers 
The Litchfield Daily News prints a full report of a 

sermon on “Good Government,” delivered in that city 
a few Sundays ago by the Rev. T. DeWitt Peake, of the 
Methodist Church, which will doubtless have a strong 
influence on the result of the approaching election in 
Litchfield. 

The entire sermon would be worth reprinting here if 
we had space for it, but we can do no more than quote 
two or three paragraphs. Comparing the licensed saloon 
with the blind tiger, the speaker said: 

The man who keeps a blind tiger is alone respon- 
sible for the evil that he does; he must answer for 
his bad work at the bar of God, conscience and pub- 
lic sentiment; he alone has the blood of his victims 
upon his garments, which will cry from the ground 
against him. 

“But the man who sells drink under license is the 

agent of the people avIio invest him with authority 
to sell; they are in business with him; his crime is 
their crime, his guilt is their guilt, his degradation 
is their degradation, his damnation is their damna- 
tion. The blood of his slain are upon them, and it 
will cry from the ground against them. 

“Yes, give us the blind tiger in preference to the 
saloon. License gives character to a business which 
has no character when it stands alone. It runs at 

night as well as in the day; it invites the boys in and 
furnishes them amusement when they are in; it is the 
decorated drawing room of the devil, a resting place 
in the way to ruin where young men wait to be 
done up. 

“The blind tiger is a sneak, a cringing coward 
which is ashamed of itself and dares not show its 
head. It is an outlawed monster afraid of its life, 
so afraid that it will not harm the boys, for if it. 

should do so the boys will point out the filthy hole 
in which it hides. If we must have either, give us 

the blind tiger, and the blinder the tiger the better.” 
That is a good and sufficient answer to the moss- 

covered saying that “prohibition does not prohibit.” It, 
at least, prohibits the partnership between the public, 
and the saloon which is so fatal to the rising generation. 

Cost of Drink 
The New York Tribune, one of the most conservative 

and reliable newspapers in the United States, says: 
“The drink bill of the United States is $1,410,230,702. 
All the corn, wheat, rye, oats, barley, buckwheat 
and potatoes put together will not pay for it. The liquor 
traffic costs more each year than our whole civil service, 
our army, navy and congress, the river, harbor and 
pension bills, all we pay for local government, all 
national, state and county debts and all the schools in 
the country. In fact, this government pays more for 
liquors than for every function of every kind of govern- 
ment.” 

The Strenuous Life 
() Lord, we most of all give thanks 

That this, thy world, is incomplete; 
That battle calls our marshaled ranks, 

That work awaits our hands and feet. 

That thou hast not yet finished man, 
That we are in the making still; 

As friends who share the Maker’s plan, 
As sons who know the Father’s will. 

We see the end at which we aim— 
Wrong’s bitter, cruel, searching blight— 

Beyond the present sin and shame, 
The blessed kingdom of the Right. 

What though its coming long delay! 
With haughty foes it still must cope! 

I t gives us that for which we pray, 
A field for toil and faith and hope. 

Since what we choose is what we are, 
And what we love we yet shall be, 

The goal may ever shine afar; 
The will to win it makes us free. 

—Wm. DeWitt Hyde. 


