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Chicago, April 2, 1908 

DRINK AND THE SOCIAL CRISIS 

Whether the great bomb-throwing riot in 
New York last week was any more the re- 

sult of an “anarchists’ plot” than was the 
recent “assault” upon Chief of Police Siiip- 
py of Chicago or the Haymarket riot of 
somewhat faded fame, wre do not know. What 
with the deliberate misrepresentations of the 

papers in their wild attempts to build sen- 

sations, and what with the idiotic “theories” 
of ignorant and frightened policemen, it is 
almost impossible to arrive at anything that 
a sane and impartial mind recognizes as 

truth. 
However, it takes no proof of the existence 

of organized anarchy to demonstrate to any- 
one who can observe the trend of things and 
affairs with even moderate intelligence that 
there is in existence a vast, widespread, deep- 
seated discontent with existing social condi- 

tions, and that not only organized society, 
but the very institutions of civilization are 

“dancing upon a volcano” that threatens 
utter overturning—to make way, perhaps for 
chaos, perhaps for a new order. 

Manifestly tins discontent, while it per- 
haps controls a majority or at least a huge 
mass of our population, numerically consid- 

ered, commands a minority of the education, 
intellectual power and ability to direct. So 
it is only natural that those who live, in the 
realm of the conventional and follow prece- 
dents in their thinking and conduct and 

obey the voice of society as if it were the 
voice divine, should either ignore the signs 
of discontent or despise the discontented. In 
like manner it is perhaps to be expected that 
those whose thought and attention are chief- 

ly concerned with the stirring activities of 
modern life, who live amid the hum and jar 
of great operations, should be unduly opti- 
mistic in regard to the abilities of those 
forces that reside in the present day social 
order to override and overcome discontent, 
it is the man who “insulates” himself (if we 

may use that expression) from influences of 

prejudices and preconception who sees and 
sees clearly both the existence of the discon- 

tent and its constant growth in power and 
wider spread. 

Whether the Hay market ‘‘plot” ever ex- 

isted in anything more substantial than po- 
lice imagination, whether the bomb throwing 
in New York was the act of representatives 
of an organized movement or of crack-brain- 
ed dreamers, this is sure: The revolt against 
the existing order is real, menacing—and 
growing. 

We must all agree (1) that if the present 
order is right, society ought intelligently 
and unitedly to rally itself for its preserva- 
tion; (2) if a change ought to come, the 
brain power and educated ability of the 
world ought to so carry itself that it shall 
be in position to direct the change. 

Nothing of that is being done. The aristo- 
crats who provoked and perished in the 
French revolution were not more fatally, 
brutally blind than is modern society in the 

perpetuation of those abuses of which the 
discontented complain, while all, with what 
seems like an accord of malicious madness, 
consent in the perpetuation of conditions, so 

all-pervading that they may properly be 

spoken of as an atmosphere, in which sober 

thought, calm judgment and wisely directed 
action are almost, if not quite, impossible. 

Leave aside the thousand and one elements 
of this condition of things that need each 
to be discussed by a specialist, and fix atten- 
tion on one thing, the part of which is so 

plain that the most casual observer can not 
fail to note it. 

What we mean to say is this: Drink—the 
drink habit and the drink traffic, the twins 
that make up what we know as the “drink 
curse”—drink presents the most vicious, 
most potent and, up to the present time, the 
most hopeless factor in the sinister social 
revolution that is now in progress. 

Look at this one phase of it: In addition 
to all our other social sins of financial sort, 
and towering above all the others, we spe- 
cially and specifically equip by lawr a certain 
small number of men to rob the people of 
more than two billion dollars every year. Put 
aside the nonsense that passes as argument 
in defense of the traffic and recognize its 
character for just what it is—robbery, rob- 

bery upon a scale so gigantic that it staggers 
comprehension, robbery as real, with results 
of deprivation and poverty just as certain, as 

if it were committed by armed invaders, rob- 

bery compared with which the “oppression of 

capital,” the “iniquities of the financial sys- 
tem,” the “discriminations of transportation” 
and the “grasping advantages of corpora- 
tions,” about which we hear so much, are 

hardly worth talking about. 

The people are robbed annually of more 

money than all their grain crops are worth, 
of almost the sum of the nation’s annual 

wage roll. Is it worth while to look further 
for the causes of the poverty that makes dis- 
content ? 

Take out of the “bread lines,” out of Chi- 

cago’s attempted parade of the out-of-work, 
out of the great throng that sang the Mar- 

seillaise around Union Square, Yew York, 
the other day—take out those who, directly 
or indirectly, owe their poverty and destitu- 
tion to the liquor traffic, and what have yoiT 
left? A handful so insignificant that the 
Salvation Army can feed them and start 

them toward prosperity in a day. We fully 
believe that, could we rid the country of the 

liquor traffic and its results, rebellion against 
the social order would go with them, and 

progress would be represented bv thoughtful, 
conservative working together of all toward 
the ideals of the better morrow that lies be- 

yond the horizon of every today, no matter 
how bright. 

As conditions now are, the liquor traffic 
manufactures nine-tenths of the poverty 
that creates discontent—and we, wise people, 
by vote and law, manufacture the liquor traf- 
fic, to collect us a paltry revenue. And we 

quibble about “rights” and “social require- 
ments” and “ethical necessities,” whenever 

anyone points out its bad results, while the 
discontent it breeds threatens to engulf the 
whole fabric of our civilization. 

Look at another phase of the case: Thou- 
sands of men whose opinions and conclusions 
mold sentiment and make action, upon both 
sides of the social controversy, never think a 

really sober thought upon the problems in- 
volved. The champagne bottle in the di- 
rector’s room and the saloon under the union 
hall do more to make the breach between 
labor and capital impassable than any other 

thing. The “boozing pen” character of 
thousands of aristocratic clubs, political and 
social, and the beer soaked condition of al- 
most every gathering of Socialists and Lib- 
erals make impossible, upon either side, sober 
consideration of the vital questions at issue. 

Tell the subject of a monarch that his 

king never considers public interests except 
when he has drugged his brain into untrust- 
worthiness, and you bring him news of na- 

tional disaster. Let the American citizen 
know that hundreds of thousands of the men 

upon whose views and votes the future of 
our institutions depend form their political 
conclusions under the influence of the dead- 
liest of all brain poisons—alcohol. How much 
of real statesmanship is to be found in the 
howling drunks that pass for national con- 

ventions of the “great” parties, where gov- 
ernmental policies are outlined an,d the high- 
est officials of the nation named? How well 
qualified to direct progress, to outline social 
change, is the average crowd of Socialists in 
a saloon’s back room or a beer hall? 

It comes to pass that when in politics the 
complaint of the “masses” rises to the'“rul- 
ing classes,” it is maudlin, and when the re- 

ply comes back it is drunkenly arrogant. Is 
there hope for harmonious progress thus? 
As well expect two disputants upon any 
other involved question to come to a just 
and harmonious conclusion as to expect the 
diverging classes of society to arrive at a 

just adjustment of their differences while 
each is putting an enemy into his mouth to 
steal away his brains. 


