
service in the army is really a period of servi- 
tude. 

At the present time the United States army 
s only a fit place for negroes and the lowest 

class of foreigners, and totally unfit for an 

American who can make his way in the world. 
It takes an exceptionally strong man in mind 
and will power to serve for a period of years in 
the army and come out a self-respecting and re- 

spectable citizen. The discipline and social 
environment tend to take away a man’s self-re- 
spect and independence. 

Our army should be a training school; period 
of enlistment two years, and no re-enlistments. 
Only the best types of Americans should be en- 

listed and enlistments should be under civil 
service rules and regulations. 

The canteen has no place at a military post or 

garrison, no more than on the campus of a col- 
lege or university. The canteen is evil and only 
evil. It is true that the drunkenness is largely 
concealed and the public is saved the spectacle 
of drunken soldiers, but the drinking is there 
just the same. On paydays at military posts it 
was a common sight to see soldiers when paid 
off, pass to the canteen officer and hand over the 
principal part of their pay for credit-drinks at 
the canteen. It is to be hoped that the canteen 
will never again show its ugly head in the 
American army. 

GOVERNMENT STATISTICS OF DRINK 
By Dr. J. B. CRANFILL. 

[In his weekly contribution, “National Issue 
Flashlights,” sent out from national headquar- 
ters, Dr. J. B. Cranfield makes observations 
about our government liquor statistics. The sug- 
gestion that tax certificates which it is not ex- 

pected to use are bought for “moral” effect, is 
doubtless well founded. The challenge of the 
correctness of the government’s statistics of 
manufacture and consumption we are not inclined 
to accept. To anyone familiar with the char- 
acter of these statistics their falsification appears 
practically impossible.—Editorial Note.] 

I noticed recently in a dispatch that was sent 
out from Washington, and evidently inspired 
by the bureau of the beer and liquor men, a 

statement to the effect that, since the adoption 
of Prohibition in the state of Oklahoma, one 

thousand internal revenue licenses had been taken 
out and paid for. This indicates that the liquor 
men are up to their old tricks again. It has 

always been their custom, in order to discount 
the Prohibition law and reverse Prohibition 
sentiment, to buy a large number of licenses that 
they never hope to use, in order to make the 
impression that the Prohibition law is ineffective, 
and that more whisky is being sold under Pro- 
hibition than under license. Let all of these sta- 

tistics and all of these reports concerning internal 
revenue licenses be taken with many grains of 
salt. 

The statistics that are annually sent out from 
Washington concerning the liquor traffic are, in 
my judgment, doctored statistics. I was greatly 
interested in a recent bulletin from the internal 
revenue department, which made startling dis- 
closures concerning the increase in the consump- 
tion of all kinds of liquors. In view of the fact 
that there is constantly maintained at Washing- 
ton a lobby in the interest of the beer and 
liquor trades, and inasmuch as there are millions 
of dollars invested in the traffic, it is not more 

unreasonable that the internal revenue figures 
should be doctored than that the cotton figures 
were doctored. I may be a hayseed and from 
Missouri. In any event, they will have to show 
me. 

Even the jokes aimed at Georgia seem to be 
getting drier every day.—The Washington Post. 

May the bow of The National Prohibitionist 
long abide in strength.—[The Rev. Prof.] 
Charles Scanlon (Secretary Presbyterian Gen- 
eral Assembly’s Committee on Temperance), Pitts- 
burg, Pa. 

COMMENT 

••HUMANITY” FOR THE GIN MILL 
The periodical which carries the sounding 

name, “Humanity,” and emanates from St. Louis, 
presents to its readers, as the opening article of 
its February number, an effusion “Sober by Act 
of the Legislature,” bearing as the author’s 
name, Frederic B. Esler. The article is an at- 
tack upon the Prohibition policy that bears tes- 
timony to a degree of ignorance, bigotry and 
mendacity upon the part of its writer that is 
hardly surpassed in any of the fake advertising 
matter which is being furnished the daily papers 
of the country by the brewers or the whisky 
trust. 

Mr. Esler is evidently panic-stricken at the 
progress of the Prohibition movement. He 
speaks of it as “a revolution in politics and social 
life of much far-reaching importance.” He de- 
clares that “unless this movement is stopped or 
exhausts itself, there will be no state east of the 
Rocky Mountains in which the manufacture and 
sale of spirits is not prohibited.” 

It is evidently this dread specter that drives 
Mr. Esler into the arena to do battle for the gin 
mill. He marks out his ground without the 
slightest regard for truth. 

The election of Berry as state chairman of 
Pennsylvania, is an example of Prohibition cor- 
ruption, instead of what men know it to be—a 
tremendous unearthing of old party rascality. 

Georgia has prohibited the use of wine, even in 
the communion service. 

Bankruptcy confronts small towns and cities, 
et cetera and et cetera. 

Then when Mr. Esler comes to his discussion 
he lays down two propositions: “First, Prohi- 
bition by legislative act has never succeeded in 
even measurably stopping intemperance for any 
considerable time. Second, that the propaganda 
is neither moral nor religious but in direct con- 
travention of both.” 

To prove his first contention, Mr. Esler, with 
an intelligence that might have been expected 
from the revelations he makes of himself from 
his first line, rakes English history and succeeds 
in proving that regulative legislation from the 
days of Edgar, the Peaceful, has failed to check 
drunkenness. It is lamentable that someone was 
not in the chair to call Esler’s attention to the 
fact that he was not talking to the question. 

Coming to the United States, Esler re-hashes 
the same old stuff that the liquor traffic has paid 
to have inserted in the lying advertising columns 
of the daily papers for twenty years past, and, 
maintaining to the end his sublime disregard of 
any just proportion of things, quotes President 

Eliot, Seth Low, et al, in their famous statement 
that where Prohibition has been enacted the pub- 
lic has “seen the law defied,” which every sane 
man knows proves nothing about the Prohibition 
policy, excepting that the liquor traffic is such 
an infernal, lawbreaking institution that, for that 
fact alone, it deserves Prohibition. 

A footnote announces that next month Human- 
ity will discuss the “Ethical and Religious As- 
pects of Prohibition.” We regret to utter a criti- 
cism that might be regarded as exceedingly un- 
kind, yet the evident facts in the case justify us 
in the remark that, unless the forthcoming article 
is of more value than the one which has already 
appeared, the liquor interests who evidently pay 
for its insertion, should stop payment on the 
check. 

BEER TALKS 
Mr. E. F. Abner, the president of the Abner- 

Drury Brewing Company of Washington, is a 
particularly interesting specimen of the genus 
sometimes humorously called “phool.” 

According to the Washington Herald he is 
out with a pronunciamento to the effect that bet- 
ter cooking will cure the drink habit; that a 
man will not crave a drink after eating a good 
meal, and in the same breath is warning the 
American public that “already the Prohibition 
movement considers itself strong enough to in- 
vade the homes and endanger that most lovable 
trait of our national characteristic, hospitality.” 
“Can the citizen,” he cries, “be dictated to as to 
what he shall serve his guests?” 

The Prohibitionist at once replies that no one 
has ever tried to dictate what a man shall serve 
his guests in the matter of intoxicating liquors, 
though the law does and always has dic- 
tated, very strenuously, that a man must not 
serve certain other poisons and unwholesome 
foods, even to his guests, and the day may come 
when we will be wise enough to classify alcohol 
correctly. 

One is inclined to wonder^ in any event, why 
Mr. Abner does not seek refuge in good cooking. 
Serve your guests good meals, Mr. Abner, and 
they will not want a drink. 

But Mr. Abner’s beerishness shows itself best, 
perhaps, in his warning that, if the American 
people follow the “Mohammedan doctrine” of 
Prohibition, it will only be a generation or two 
before the harem will be legalized. One hardly 
knows which to admire the more, the naive idiocy 
of a man who will stand before the American 
people and talk that sort of nonsense, or the 
stupidity of the newspaper editor who lets the 
stuff find publication in his pages. 

Editor Woman’s Page—I am a drunkard’s zvife for thirty-two years, and I knozv zvhat 
that means. I think there are not zvords in all the English language that could even make 
an attempt at describing the real sufferings of a drunkard’s zvife. I zvould advise her to 
separate; don t live that life any longer—for every day of your zvhole life zvill be worse 
than the last one. He will never get better, but worse. Every day, I tell you from experi- 
ence, after you are broken dozvn it will be worse. I loved my husband and I know what that 
one word means. I could not do it myself, but if I had left him twenty years ago, I would 
not be the pauper I am today. Now it is only a matter of a few days that I zvill be taken 
to the poor house. 

But the government licenses the liquor traffic; licenses men to fill our state’s prison; 
our insane asylums; licenses men to break up happy homes, to torture women, to starve poor 
little innocent children, to drive people to suicide, to murder, for all of these crimes are 
committed by people under the influence of liquor. The government pays more out than it 
takes in keeping insane, supporting prisons, trying murder trials. There would be few of 
these places if there was no drink. 

There are not enough men (I don’t mean a pair of pants and vest and coat), I mean men 
—great, grand men. Men of honor, men of God, men that God intended every man He 
made to be. There are not enough such men in these great United States to say there shall 
be no more of that poison made or sold. It zvould save the poor, helpless women, the inno- 
cent little children from that fearful torture of a drunkard for a father; for a husband. 
Would to God there were men eonugh in these United States to say that, then there would 
be no insane, no state’s prisons, no suicides, no starvation in our land, no poor houses, no 
sorrow. Would to God our country could be without the prison. 

What does the government give a drunkard’s zvife after it has licensed men to kill her 
and her dear little children?—nothing—nothing—not even a decent burial. 

Does God order such things? It must be He does, or He would raise men enough to 
stamp it out of existence. 

Men, think of what you are doing, you good men, that could help at least to stamp this 
curse out of existence. 

Please don’t publish my name. If you print this will you send me a copy of the paper 
that has it in, as I am too poor to take a paper. I borrow one sometimes, but not always. 

A Drunkard's Wife. 
Sturgis, Mich., January 15. 

The above letter appears in a recent number of the Detroit Journal. It tells its own story and 
needs no comment except, perhaps, to say that, if some of the poor woman’s statements lack in ac- 

curacy, there is enough of truth in her terrible words to set the very paving stones of every street 
of all our cities to crying out. 


