
WORLD’S TEMPERANCE CONGRESS 

Call to Celebrate Memorial Day for Dr. Billy 
J. Clark 

7o the American Public:—One hundred years 
have passed since, in a little hamlet near Sara- 
toga Springs, N. Y., Dr. Billy J. Clark set in 
motion influences which resulted in the forma- 
tion of the first temperance society in modern 
history. The great advance that the cause has 
made during the century is apparent to all think- 
ing persons, and can but cheer the hearts of all 
lovers of righteousness and those who seek to 

upbuild the kingdom of Jesus Christ in the earth. 
To celebrate this great event, and to do honor 

to the memory of this truly good man, a great 
world’s temperance centennial congress is to be 
held at Saratoga Springs, N. Y., beginning June 
14, 1908, and continuing through the remainder 
of the month, in which all churches, young peo- 
ple’s societies, Sunday schools and temperance 
organizations are invited to participate. An of- 
ficial invitation has also been sent out by the 
United States government to all the nations of the 
old world, to send representatives to the congress. 
The governors of the various states have been 
asked to appoint delegates, and many have already 
responded. 

One of the interesting features of the congress 
will be an excursion to the old home of Dr. 
Billy J. Clark, and the unveiling of a tablet, with 
appropriate ceremonies to mark the spot where 
the first temperance society was founded. 

The committee having this congress in charge 
invite all churches, young people’s societies, Sun- 
day schools and temperance organizations to ob- 
serve the first Sunday in April, 1908, or as near 

that time as convenient, as a Billy J. Gark me- 

morial day, calling attention to his life and work, 
and reviewingjhe progress of Temperance during 
the past one hundred years. The proposed tablet 
will cost $500, and the cost of the congress will 
will increase the expense many hundreds more. 

The committee therefore invite those observing 
the memorial day to take an offering for the work, 
if they feel so disposed; but in any event, it is 
hoped that suitable recognition of the day will 
be made. 

All contributing to the work, or desiring addi- 
tional information, should address 

[The Rev.] J. H. Durkee, 
50 Triangle Bldg., 

Rochester, N. Y. 

WHISKY’S BLACK HAND 

Hundreds of Threatening Letters Sent to 

Congressman Sims 

Washington, March 14—(A press dispatch)— 
Representative Sims, of Tennessee, the author of 
a bill now pending to prohibit the sale of liquor 
in the District of Columbia, said today that since 
the introduction of the bill he had received nearly 
three hundred letters, threatening his life if he 
did not withdraw his measure. 

“This one which came today is a sample,” said 
Mr. Sims, taking from his pocket a neatly ad- 
dressed envelope and drawing forth a letter, which 
read: 

“Washington, D. C., March 11, 1908. 

“Mr. Sims: You are doomed to destruc- 
tion for your virtuous (?) efforts to take 

away the liberty of the people of this city. 
You are going to be killed and if your devil- 
ish Prohibition bill should pass, the capital, 
with everybody in it, will be blown up. Red 
Hand, Black Flag. Your days are num- 

bered.” 
“I have not said anything about these letters 

for the reason that I did not wish my family to 

become disturbed over them,” said Mr. Sims to- 

day, “but recently the anonymous writers have 

taken to addressing me at my residence and the 
family have come into possession of some of the 
communications. They do not disturb me. I am 

confident the writers do not propose to do me 

any harm, but simply want me to think they mean 

to hurt me.” 

UP TO BONAPARTE 

Attorney-General Has Case Involving Con- 
stitutionality of Saloons 

Washington, March 12—(Special correspond- 
ence)—The Hon. Clayton E. Emig today filed 
with Attorney-General Bonaparte one of the most 
interesting briefs ever prepared. In January Mr. 
Emig and associate counsel were employed by 
the Business Men’s Association of Indianapolis to 
bring another suit to test the constitutionality of 
saloon license. The saloon in the new Union sta- 
tion at Washington was selected. This is to be 
the finest and most “respectable” saloon in the 
district. With it Mr. Emig has combined the 
most disreputable saloon in our national capitol, 
that in the Columbia hotel, which is so notoriously 
bad and so productive of crime that the police 
department asked that no license be granted to it 
and the license was refused by the excise board. 
The Columbia hotel appealed to the supreme 
court of the district and the excise board were 

upheld. Appeal was taken to the court of ap- 
peals of the district and this court sent the case 
back to the excise board with the statement that, 
since the character of the saloon had not been 
proved by any judicial proceedings, the innocence 
of the place must be assumed until proved other- 
wise and that the license must be issued, pending 
such judicial proceedings. 

Attorney General Bonaparte has been asked to 
enter suit against these two saloons and to abate 
them in the name of the United States, as being 
public nuisances. The Attorney-General seems 
much interested and it is believed a great legal 
battle is on. The Business Men’s Association 
wish to employ the most able attorneys available 
in the United States in these cases, and it will 
require thousands of dollars to do so. All who 
are willing to assist them with this heavy bur- 
den they have assumed should remit at once to 
C. E. Newlin, treasurer, 5372 East Washington 
street, Indianapolis. 

KNOXVILLE DRYNESS 

How Hard It Is to Get a Drink in Once Very 
Wet City 

Knoxville, Tenn., March 18—(Special cor- 

respondence).—The following is the personal 
statement of a well known lawyer of this state, 
prominent in business and legal circles, but re- 

siding in another city, who visited Knoxville re- 

cently and spent more than six hours in an in- 
dustrious search for an opportunity to buy intoxi- 
cating liquors such as would have been furnished 
him upon the moment of arrival, without search, 
in any license city in the country. The gentle- 
man says: 

I have just spent six and one-half hours looking 
for a drink in Knoxville and am “dry” yet. I 
went down Gay street to the court house square, 
near the river and back the full length of the 
street through the main business section to the 
Southern depot, on the lookout for saloons and 
the liquor traffic. 

After leaving the court house, on my return 
trip, the first place I was able to find with an old 
saloon sign, still hanging out, which looked like it 
might be open, was just after passing the Cumber- 
land Hotel. I could see bottles and saloon equip- 
ment through the glass doors, but upon making 
faithful effort I was unable to get in. I stepped 
into a plumbing establishment, next door, and in- 
quired as to getting a drink at the old stand ad- 
joining and was told that I could only get some 
kinds of soft drinks, but was assured the place 
was open and I could get in. The proprietor went 
with me to show me, but found that he was mis- 
taken and that it was closed. 

I then went a few doors further (to 709 Gay 
street) to another sign of an old saloon. I found 
the place open, with a soft drink equipment in the 
front room in connection with the old saloon fix- 
tures. The back room had a pool or billiard equip- 
ment with which a few were playing. There 
were some three or four men standing around in 
the front room, but no one other than I took any- 
thing to drink during the fifteen or twenty min- 
utes that I stayed. 

I asked for the “best drink on tap” and was told 

they kept nothing but soft drinks, such as coca 

cola, grape juice and the like. I asked for the 
strongest grape juice he could give me, intimating 
that a little real liquor in it was what I was desir- 
ous of getting, but was told that they had none. 1 
was given a small glass and bottle of genuine un- 

fermented grape juice, poured out my drink from 
the bottle and was given back forty-five cents 
change out of the fifty cent piece which I had put 
on the counter when I first approached it. I drank 
my glass of grape juice, remained some five or six 
minutes longer, passing a few words of a general 
nature about the weather, asked for another glass 
of grape juice, requesting a touching up with 
something a little stronger and was again assured 
that they did not keep it. 

Just outside the door, as I passed out, I found 
a young negro man having on a white apron, as 

though he was an employee of that or some ad- 
joining place, and asked him if he knew of any 
way I could, on the quiet, got a drink of real 
liquor, there or near by, and was told that, if I 
would buy a Southern Express Co. money order 
there, and leave my address, they would have a 

bottle sent me from the Chattanooga branch of 
the concern. 

I then traversed the entire remaining length of 

Gay street, but was not able to find any place for 
merly run as a saloon that was open with any 
kind of drinks to sell. The old, tough places, 
down near the railroad bridge opposite to the 
Sterchi establishment, were all closed, but one, 
which was open with a shooting gallery with 
pocket knives for premiums. 

In the meantime, I had been told by a very re- 

spectable lawyer of Knoxville that he “hardly 
thought” there was any place in the business por- 
tion open for obtaining the genuine article of 
liquor except the old “White Elephant Saloon” on 

Union street about half a square or more from 
Gay street; that that was the “locker” establish- 
ment shown in connection with the recent article 
in the Sunday edition of the Chattanooga Times 
and that unless I could, through some friend or 

otherwise, get into the secret of how to get it there 
I would not be able to get it in the city. 

I went to the old White Elephant just about 
noon; found it advertised now as a restaurant by 
a blackboard on the sidewalk with the menu 

chalked upon it. Upon going in, I found the front 
room contained only a lunch counter with stools 
for seats and the stools well occupied with persons 
taking lunch of various kinds, but no signs of any 
kind of intoxicating liquors being sold or drunk at 

this counter. 

Upon going on into the longer back room I 
found a longer counter with no chairs or stools 
and behind it the rows of lockers or boxes, num- 

bered up to about one hundred, mentioned in the 
Chattanooga Times, which I suppose contained the 
“real stuff.” 

At the back end of this counter there was a 

large two gallon inverted water bottle. This was 

about half full of something that looked like grape 
juice. I asked the man behind the counter for a 

drink of brandy, whisky or beer, but was told that 
they sold nothing but soft drinks. 

Some four or five were standing around, but no 

one to any degree intoxicated. While I stood 
there some five minutes talking and looking 
around, in as casual manner as I could, a man 

came out from a booth, somewhat like a telephone 
booth, on the opposite side of the room from the 
counter and lockers, drew a small glass of water 
from a sort of fountain on the counter and took it 
into the booth. I then asked for a drink of grape 
juice, if I could get nothing stronger, and looked 
at the large inverted bottle on the counter with the 
reddish, purple liquid in it and then up at the lock- 
ers, and was told that the liquid in the bottle was 
not grape juice but a cider and that it was the 
strongest drink they keep for sale. 

I ordered a glass and was given a drink about 
the size of an ordinary drink of coca-cola, for 
which I paid five cents. I drank it slowly and kept 
my eyes about me and saw another man than the 
one who went into the booth come out and go on 

out through the front room. The cider seemed to 
have a touching up of something like brandy or 

whisky, with a very slightly stimulating effect, but 
unused as I am to alcohol in any form, it did not 

cause me to feel intoxicated, though I might feel 
the results of three or four drinks of it. 

It seems to me almost self-evident that, while 
those who “know the ropes” may be able to get 
drinks in Knoxville, the drink business is driven in 
a very close corner and the average man has little 
temptation put before him and small opportunity 
for indulgence. 


