
Mr. Moore’s Jag' 
The Danville News tells in an amusing way how William 

Moore,“a temperance man and churchman,manufacturer, all 

around good citizen and one of the most prominent and 

highly respected residents of Hoopeston,” made that cele- 
brated town dry by getting a jag of his own. 

The only liquor seller in Hoopeston in those days—away 
back in 1872—was a wholesaler named Musk. The temper- 
ance people knew that Musk was selling by the drink but 

his customers would go to any extreme to shield him and 

it was impossible to make out a case against him that would 

stick. 
So Moore and a friend of his started in to accumulate a 

pair of jags on drinks dispensed by Musk and they succeeded 
to the limit of their expectations. 

When the next case against Musk was called there were 

two reputable citizens to swear positively that the defend- 
ant had sold intoxicating liquor at retail. That put Musk 

out of business and Hoopeston has been dry ever since. 
Of course a temperance man who would get drunk in 

order that the city he lives in may be dry, thinks a great 
deal of that city. That’s William Moore. No man thinks 

more of Hoopeston than Mr. Moore and no man is readier 

to sound her praises. He believes that Hoopeston has few 

peers of any city her size in the country and he has compiled 
statistics that show some of her claims to distinction. 

Here arc some of the things the figures he has made will 

show you. Hoopeston has: 
Numerous good factories, including the American Canning 

Co., the Illinois Canning Co., the Hoopeston Canning Co., 
the Sprague Manufacturing Co., the Hoopeston Nail Co., the 

Malleable Iron Works, planing mills and other smaller in- 

dustries, valued at $1,565,000, annually manufacturing arti- 

cles valued at $3,375,000; employing 1,450 men; paying 
$500,000 annually in wages and $7,800 in taxes, all but one 

erected by home capital. 
A $100,000 water works system, twelve miles of paved 

streets, three of them asphalt, constructed at a cost of $250,- 
000, and all paid for; fifteen miles of cement sidewalks, con- 

structed at a cost of $33,000. 
The $100,000 5-story Wildon block, a handsome 4-story 

business men’s club house, other handsome business build- 

ings and more fine looking homes with beautiful lawns and 

shade trees than any other city its size in the country. 
Three city parks, valued at $25,000, one of them the gift 

of J. S. McFerren; a city library, the ground for which was 

donated by A. Honeywell; a $30,000 union railway station; 
a summer chautauqua with a handsome Chautauqua building; 
public school buildings and Greer college, valued at $200,000, 
and church buildings worth $150,000. 

All of which would go to show that Hoopeston is no mean 

city, a place that William Moore will tell you is well worth 

one night’s jag to make dry. 

The saloon robs the manufacturer, with drunken workmen, 
of proper returns for his capital. It robs the workingman 
of his full effectiveness in labor, and makes him too often 

a mere wage slave without economic independence, because 

of his wasteful drink habits. 

The saloon robs a man of his senses when under its in- 

fluence, and makes him a driveling idiot. It robs wives of 

the love and care of their husbands, children of the good 
example and protection of their fathers, the home of its 

light, joy and affection. 

One Woman’s Way 
Waterloo, Iowa, June 15.—Determined that her husband 

should be kept away from further recourse to the flowing 
bowl, a wife took extraordinary measures to get her “better 
half” home. People living along Fourth street, west, were 

astonished to see the woman driving a horse to a light wagon 
and leading a man with a rope halter. He was hanging back, 
tugging at his tether like a colt not yet fully broken to lead. 

It appears that the couple had come to town in the after- 
noon and he had visited several thirst parlors. When the 
shades of evening began to fall the wife got the rig ready 
to return home and managed to get her husband into the 

wagon. But a controversy soon arose, and the man, with 

wobbly knees and thick-tongued speech, demanded anozzer. 

“Goin’ back and get s’more, darling,” he informed her, 
getting out of the rig and starting with unsteady steps back 

to town. 

“No, you don’t,” snapped the wife. She pulled out the 

halter from under the back seat and lassoed her husband 

neatly, the rope sliding over one arm and around his neck. 

A couple of quick twists and the wife had him foul. Then 

the woman mounted to the seat, gave the horse a touch with 

the whip and hubby didn’t go back. 
A chorus of frogs from a nearby pond played trembly 

music to the first half mile of the strange procession and then 

the darkness and near silence enveloped them. 

Flea for Co^iinity Option 
This plea for County Option comes from Altamont which 

came within twenty votes of making itself anti-saloon ter- 

ritory in the spring of 1908. 
If Effingham County had voted on the question Altamont 

would have been made dry. 
This is the story of 1908: 
One man killed by cars while drunk. 
Twelve men and boys maimed, some of them innocent 

bystanders. 
Eight arrested for housebreaking and robbery, pleading 

drunkenness. 
One hundred and thirty-five arrests and fines, drunkenness 

being the plea. 
Homes molested and the peace and quiet of the village 

disturbed by drunken men. 

Minors permitted to visit saloons. 
Six saloons, taking about $90,000 of the people’s money 

every year and giving back $3,000 in license fees, leaving a 

net loss to the community of $87,000. 

Bair Near a Chtaifch 
The liquor interests have finally succeeded in getting a 

drink dispensary established in Alton on a corner just across 

the street from the Episcopal Church and diagonally oppo- 

site the new Y. M. C. A. building. 
It is called a hotel buffet and is supposed to be somewhat 

less offensive than an ordinary saloon, but the temperance 
people of the town have fought the project long and bitterly. 

They were at last overruled by the city council, which 

passed an amendatory ordinance by a vote of 8 to 4, pro- 

viding for a license for this objectionable resort and the 

license was immediately issued. 

Should a murder occur in this saloon, which is a frequent 
diversion in saloons, the worshipers may be able to hear the 

fatal shot. This is not a pleasant outlook for the worshipers, j 
( 


