
How To Tame 
Judge Harris Dickson lias contributed another important 

and interesting chapter to the literature of the anti-saloon 
movement. 

In the August number of the Circle Magazine he gives an 

entertaining and truthful account of the results of the no- 

license policy in Ashland, where the saloons had previously 
met their Waterloo through their brazen defiance of the 

Sunday closing law, as described by him in an earlier num- 

ber of the same magazine. 
The reader will recall how Matthew Wharton, president 

of the Wharton National Bank, in escorting his wife and 
daughter to church one Sunday morning had to choose 
betwem wading in mud and running the gauntlet of two 
crowds of saloon loafers, and chose tin' mud in preference 
.to the other evil; how he left tin1 church in bis indignation 
to see what could be done toward enforcing the Sunday 
law: bow In' discovered that the saloon interests were 

stronger in the city hall than he was; how he started an 

anti-saloon campaign and got Hie good non-voting citizens 
awakened to the importance of voting and finally carried 
a local option election against the saloons. The result of 
that campaign showed that the saloons are strong only be- 
cause the people are indifferent, and that the remedy is in 
getting the people to understand their own strength. 

This narrative in the August Circle takes up the story 
with the defeat of 1 he saloons and carries it through the 
struggle for law enforcement, again showing that all that 
is needed to defeat the forces of lawlessness is an aroused 
public sentiment and brave, intelligent leadership. 

Of course when the election was over the greater part 
of the anti-saloon people thought the millennium had set 
in and there would be no more trouble, so. after their little 
outburst of enthusiasm, they quit thinking about saloons. 

The element that is always crying out that prohibition 
doesn’t prohibit was ready to do all it could to keep it 
from “prohibiting.” The liquor people began their sys- 
tematic plans for breaking down the law by getting popular 
men nominated for office, who were opposed to “sumptuary” 
laws. Their personal popularity carried them through and 
defeated the “law enforcement” ticket. 

Same Old Scheme 

The scheme in Ashland was very simple, and is just Hie 
same everywhere else. The liquor men said in effect: “You 
had better take our license money or we will sell without 
license.”- Not all of them said this, for some were men of 

property and could not take the risk. 
In “wide-open towns” every saloonkeeper habitually vio- 

lated the Sunday laws, laws against selling to drunkards— 
and they might fairly be counted willing to violate the pro- 
hibition laws if they dared. What else were they to do ex- 

cept sell whisky? All prosperity and happiness came out 
of a bottle. They rebelled against a tyrannical statute 
which infringed their vested right to run barrooms and run 

the town. They must discredit the new law. By rendering 
its enforcement impossible and making it a laughing-stock 
the disgusted people might return to the old system. 

Machine Well Oiled 

Reports began to circulate that more whisky was being 
sold in Ashland than ever. Sneerers shrugged their shoul- 
ders and smiled: “Somebody is selling, but the police can’t 
get the proof.” 

Sam Joyner enjoyed a bristly red mustache, and the re- 

lationship of brother-in-law to Charlie Kent. Charlie had 
been chief of police for many years. Sam kept the liquor 
interests solid for Charlie, and Charlie held the police force 
solid for Sam and Sam’s friends. 

Sam converted his barroom into a “near-beer parlor,” 
which means that he had a new sign painted to that effect. 

Then he ostentatiously shipped out of the State many 
boxes supposed to contain whisky. 

But Sam’s cellar was deep, and so Avere his designs. 
Upstairs he sold near-beer, Avarranted health giving and 

non-intoxicating. From his cellar door at nights he passed 
out tin' half-pint flask of whisky to Jim Sawyer, Jughead 
doe, and .Alee Green, three discreet negroes avIio sold on 

commission. These agents were happily chosen. If they 
Avere caught and turned State’s evidence nobody would be- 
lieve a Avord they said. 

Worked Like a Charm 

Things went swimmingly. Nobody grumbled. Sam be- 
gan to keep in his ice tub a few bottles so very near to beer 
that a chemical analysis could detect no difference. It 
answered every purpose, and filled a long-felt want. At 
first he dished these out only to reliable customers, and with 
caution. Then he began to keep two tubs, one of near 

beer, the other of the real article. Of course, the labels 
soaked off in the tubs, and all the bottles looked alike. The 
difference was in the taste. When the elect got wind of 
these proceedings they crowded Sam’s house, and competi- 
tors had to adopt his system or lose their trade. 

“Charlie.can’t arrest us without pulling Sam.” Within 
a few weeks every “near-beer” establishment sold genuine 
stuff Business and prosperity increased tremendously. 
They enjoyed all of the advantages and none of the disad- 
vantages of a license system, paid no tax, and raked in the 
shekels. 

A decent regard for appearances, however, led them to 

keep a few souvenirs of “near-beer” conspicuously displayed 
in their windows. But those were not for consumption. 
Occasionally the barkeeper would mistrust a stranger and 
give him the insipid imitation; but this did not often happen, 
for disappointed customers will injure any trade. 

Who’s Afraid? 

Dining these golden days the liquor interests forgot to 
rail against prohibition. They found the silver lining to the 
cloud and coined it into honest dollars. They could not meet 
each other in the street without a wink and a smile. Every 
now and then some growly crank would turn over in his 
sleep and mutter about “so many drunken men.” But hav- 
ing dutifully east his vote in the election he dozed off again. 
These half-hearted kicks meant nothing. Interests paid 
them no heed. Little by little the dealers gained courage. 
“Who’s afraid?” they said. 

At this stage of the game Sam Joyner sprung another in- 
novation. He installed a couple of tables—far to the rear— 

and stuck up a sign—far to the front—“Hot Coffee and 
Rolls.” 

Scotch highballs taste mighty curious at first when a fel- 
low takes them from a coffee cup. Even a cocktail comes 

like a gasp of surprise. But it’s all in getting used to a 

thing, and the novelty became popular. 
(Continued on Page 6.) 


