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OUR BLOOD-BUILT NAVY 

At the top of its first page the Champion 
of Fair Play, the Chicago periodical that is 
the mouthpiece of the liquor traffic, prints 
in type larger than anything used in this 

paper, across the full page, the following 
statement: 

“The pride of the American navy, that left 
for the Pacific ocean last Wednesday, was 
built and equipped from the taxes paid by the 
liquor interests of this country—don’t forget 
that fact.” 

Perhaps we ought to thank the Champion 
for thrusting that fact so prominently in 
our faces. We ought to give it considera- 

tion, both because, while fact it is, it is also 

falsehood, and because, as a fact, it is a na- 

tional menace. 

We speak of it as a falsehood, for it is a 

misrepresentation amounting to a lie. There 
is a vast difference between the taxes paid 
by honest industry and the price of blood 
that the liquor interests grudgingly part 
with for the sake of continued lease of life. 
The farmer pays his taxes and it represents 
the fruit of honest industry gathered from 
the soil, tithed for public uses, while the 
mass of it goes to produce comfort and wel- 
fare among many. The man in legitimate 
business pays his taxes and it represents in- 

dustry, frugality, honesty and ability, actr 

ing along lines that are for public welfare 
and private profit. 

But the liquor interest pays its tax, and 
that tax is a miserable pittance, out from 
the enormous mass of blood-money that it 
has wrung from ruined lives, broken hearts 
and blighted hopes. Not one dollar of all 
the millions that the liquor business pays 
into the nation’s coffers, or of all the innum- 
erable millions more that the brewer and the 
distiller and dealer pile up in their ple- 
thoric bank accounts, expend in their gor- 
geous palaces or waste in their own debauch- 
eries—not one dollar of it all comes into 
their hands by any other process than an 

economic robbery, behind which there are 

suffering and shame unspeakable. 

It might be pertinent to point out, as an 

interesting fact, that the liquor revenue, 
about which we hear so much, is by no 

means a major part of the receipts of the 
United States government, but forms, in an 

average year, something more than 25 per 
cent of governmental income; yet, accept- 
ing the statement at its face value, these 
are the facts concerning that revenue and its 
source. 

But we said of the statement made by 
the liquor paper that it is an alarming truth. 
There is Something traceable in history— 
you may call it the footprints of a God or 

the markings of the Hand of Providence, 
or, if you do not wish to go so far, you may 
call it the dramatic unity of great events—a 
Something in history that makes the 
thoughtful student shudder to see a foul 
stone builded into the structure of national 
greatness. 

Once we built our industrial system upon 
human slavery; and a day came when “like 
a flood of many waters sweeping through,” 
an ocean of blood swept the whole system to 
oblivion and left us wreck-strewn shores, a 

desolated land and innumerable graves. 
Spain, emerging from the Middle Ages, 

the greatest of European nations, went 
round the world as the leader of explora- 
tion and conquest; made her pathway a trail 
of horror with bloodshed and rapine; lit the 
fires of cruelty on every shore she touched; 
blotted out great civilizations that she might 
load her treasure galleons with the fruits of 
plunder. 

And Spain paid the price. 
From the days of Elizabeth and the Ar- 

mada down to the days when Schley piled 
the wrecks of her last fleet on the shores of 
the “Ever Faithful Isle,” she “received at 
the Lord’s hands double for all her sins.” 

We struggle against the pessimistic 
thought, yet the horrid truth is there, that 
as those magnificent battleships of ours make 
their way to the Pacific, they go as the op- 

pression of the haughty pride of a nation 
that has not scrupled to build its national 
greatness in blood; that has taken the price 
of its people’s happiness—the price of ruined 
homes and wrecked lives, wherewith to cloak 
itself in the outward similitude of power. 

As our ships breast the storms of the Ant- 
arctic, may it not be that a just God can 

hear in the waves that beat against them, 
in the gales that howl round them, the sobs 
of broken-hearted wives and starved chil- 
dren, the shrieks of despairing men—hearts 
that broke, little lives that perished, high 
hopes that died that we might have the reve- 

nue of the cursed traffic in drink? 
As they form in battle-line, some day, off 

our own beleaguered shores, or in some far 
sea, who shall guarantee us that some Power 
that strikes to avenge wrong, invisible, per- 
haps, but more terrible than armored ships 
and rifled guns, shall not be there, arrayed 
against us, to shiver our blood-bought great- 
ness in fragments and strew the ocean bot- 
toms with the wrecks of the navy that we 

built with the hush-money wherewith the 
brewer and the distiller and the seller of 
drink stifled the conscience of the American 
people ? 
_ 

ILLINOIS’ SPLENDID WORK 

Last week this paper placed before its 
readers a resume of the work of the state 
committee of the Prohibition party in Illi- 
nois, measured by financial receipts and ex- 

penditures. The showing was both startling 
and gratifying. The committee raised and 
expended in excess of $47,000. That state- 
ment speaks volumes, both for the Prohibi- 
tionists of the state of Illinois and for the 
state committee and its head, Chairman 
Alonzo E. Wilson. 

mis weeic we place beiore our readers a 

financial statement which ought to be con- 
sidered in close connection with that pre- 
sented last week, namely, the December re- 

port of the secretary of the Cook county com- 
mittee. It must be known that in Illinois 
by far the greater part of the receipts and 
expenditures of the state committee proper 
have to do with the work outside of Cook 
county, in which the city of Chicago is sit- 
uated, and this county maintains its own 

corps of paid workers and carries on its 
own propaganda. The statement published 
elsewhere, shows that, in cash and pledges, 
during the year 1907, the Prohibition com- 
mittee of Cook county has secured support 
to the extent of $7,111.00, and that in actual 
cash the total collections have reached $5,520. 

In other words, the two committees that 
conduct the work in the state of Illinois 
have received and expended during the year 
$52,543.99. 

We unhesitatingly express our opinion 
that, in all the history of the Prohibition 
movement, no state of the Union has ever ^ 

made an equal financial showing, and we 

prophecy that the results which will be 
achieved in the coming year will justify the 
expenditure. _ 

THE ENEMY'S GROWING POWER 

The statistical article which appears upon 
page 1 in this paper deals with the striking 
anomaly that for years has puzzled many 
Prohibition workers. 

We are not sure that anyone is as yet in 
position to offer a satisfactory explanation 
of the constant growth of the liquor traffic 
in the face of the constant cutting-down 
of territory in which it is lawful to sell liquor 
and the constant enlightenment of the people 
upon the pernicious results of the liquor 
habit. In any event, we are not now so 
much concerned with an attempt to explain 
this situation as with the application of its 
lesson. 

It seems to us that these figures teach, as 

clearly as anything can be taught, that the 
kind of Prohibition which we have had up 
to the present time is not a cure for the drink 
evil and does not even approach a cure. We 
are frequently told that many millions, a 

third, perhaps a half, of the population of 
the United States “live under Prohibition.” 
The statement is true only in a very modi- 
fied sense, and the showing of the article in 
question emphasizes its lack of exactness. 

In strict fact, no part of the United States 
today has real Prohibition. The sale of 
liquor is forbidden in certain sections; the 
manufacture of liquor is also forbidden 
within limited areas. The forbidding is 
made good, so far as the manufacturer is 
concerned, in the greater part of the so- 
called Prohibition territory, and we begin 


