
ProlhiBiHiom Camdidlates Differ 
An Illinois lady visiting in California sends us a large 

poster upon which is a photograph of the Hon. Eugene 
Chafin, the latest presidential candidate of the Prohibition 
party, announcing in bold letters that he will lecture on the 
“Fallacy of the Anti-Saloon League and the Fraud of Local 
Option.” 

In these days marked by such tremendous slaughter of 
saloons by the united forces of the church, under the direc- 
tion of the League, it is a little hard to understand how any 
man who really hates the saloon can gain the consent of his 
mind to oppose the movement. 

Ex-Governor Glenn of North Carolina, at the State Ep- 
worth League Chautauqua at Quiver Lake near Havana, 111., 
August 3, said: 

“We tried for state-wide prohibition in North Caro- 
lina twenty years ago and were defeated by over 300,000 
majority. Then we went back and through local option 
drove it out from one city, township and county after 
another, until we had nearly cleaned up the state, then 
it was no trouble for us to get state-wide prohibition by 
a large majority.” 

John G. Woolley’s View. 

In this connection it is also interesting to read the utter- 
ances of the Hon. John G. Woolley, who is also an eX-Pro- 
hibition presidential candidate. Mr. Woolley says in a 

recent article: 
No political party is my landlord who can command my 

services and whose title I am estopped to call in question. 
I am no political squirrel, bound to make my progress, if 
at all, within a party whirligig. I pay no vows unto Saint 
Fixity, or Saint Party, or even Saint Consistency. 1 grow; 
or try to. Ami whither the sealed orders of my conscience 
read when once I get them open 1 go, in company, or alone. 
1 owe to nobody an apology for what T am and what I do 
as an elector within the triangle of my own conscience, my 
own judgment and the law of the laud. 

’rite thought of making such a statement is suggested by 
the receipt of many letters, most of them applauding, but 
some expressing grief, surprise or great perplexity at what 

they call my leaving the Prohibition party. 
The occasion of this congestion of my correspondence is 

a recent interview of mine with some Omaha newspaper re- 

porters, which achieved a surprising publicity, by reason, I 
suspect, of the headlines rather than the subject matter. 

Party Like a Fire Bell. 

The gist of the article was, that “The Prohibition party 
was like a fire-hell. It awoke the people. They are up and 
doing. In such a case there are two things to do—ring the 
hell more, or put out the fire. I am for putting out the fire, 
whatever may become of the bell.” 

I was correctly reported; and the statement seemed and 
still seems to me entirely sane and just, and important 
enough, too. But it was not news; and the only reason it 
attracted so much attention was that the daily papers were 

not very well informed about Prohibition party history. I 
have held precisely the same attitude for more than twenty 
years, in common with the whole party membership except 
a handful of anxious and precarious job-chasers who, having 
organized to make men free, whine now because they refuse 
to be bound. 

To get men and women to take and keep to such an atti- 
tude was the primary motive of the Prohibition party. When 

it took up the burden of its prophecy against the drink 
traffic, it had, in etfect, just two propositions on the subject: 
That the liquor traffic ought to be forbidden by law, and to 
that end that the power of the old rival sectional parties to 
hold back the liquor issue from the people ought to be 
broken. For these things it made a wonderful fight and won 

what a truly anointed and sent forerunner always wins, in- 
crease for its principles with decrease for itself. It never 

enrolled more than a very small per cent of prohibitionists. 
But those it did enroll were of the quality to bolt it, as they 
had bolted the others, for sufficient cause. The old parties 
could have re-enlisted every one of them at any moment by 
declaring in a convincing tone of platform in favor of a 

fair popular trial of the liquor traffic at the bar of an elec- 
tion. And strange to say, a majority of each of the old 
parties were, more or less, earnestly in favor of that, but 
they had the wrists and ankles of their citizenship in the 
party stocks and were prohibitionists only in their minds. 

Paved the Way for Practical Things. 
The Prohibition party was always insignificant numeric- 

ally. Its power was in its independence. In forty years of 
magnificent campaigning it made no growth as a third party, 
beyond the bare requirements of vigorous health; and when 
its work was done it began to diminish. 

It was a daring, inconsistent, splendid thing to do, to 
form a political party to teach superpartisan patriotism on 

moral issues. But it did it in the fear of God, and won 

in the old sad way of all the prophets. The beacon fires 
of its own triumph threw itself into the shadow. But the 
record is sure, that largely because of what it did and the 
way it did it party ism is a lost cause in the great reform— 
not dead, but dying surely and rapidly. 

But a few of us, and only a few, were caught by the 
sleeping sickness of partyism, and not having thoroughly 
apprehended the nature of the business and, not unnatur- 
ally, being infatuated with the splendor of the performance, 
wish to keep on making way for liberty although the 
liberty road is wide open and beginning to be fairly well 
traveled. This tends to make ridiculous what came near 

being sublime. It is as if the friends of Arnold Winklereid 
had tried to galvanize his body for another dash at the lines 
of tyranny that he had already broken by his initiative and 
his sacrifice. 

Served its Good Purpose. 
The purpose of the Prohibition party has been sub- 

stantially accomplished and its methods of agitation abund- 
antly justified. It conceived and surveyed a trans-civic 
road from personal conscience to Congress; and now that 
the people are turning out by precincts, towns, counties 
and states to grade and lay and use their local sections of 
the great main line, it would be sheer folly for it to oppose, 
disparage or delay them and demand that they do all at 

once, or nothing. Picks, shovels, cuts, culverts, fills, piles, 
tunnels and bridges are not “through trains,” certainly, 
but they mean through trains in due time—for all the gaps 
that still divide the gangs. 

But have I become one of the moderates? I think I 
am not changed in any way. I was and am a radical as 

to the drawings. Everybody but a fool is a conservative 
in the construction. It is one thing, and a very good thing, 
to have a vision of a noble wall, draw it to scale, and 
scatter blue prints far aud wide, But the men that do the 


