
The time has come when the Christian voters 
of Illinois must march with solid ranks into 
the Prohibition party and there, with voice 

a_.and purse and vote, do battle, not merely for 
the overthrow of the saloon but for the sal- 
vation of religion and morality. 

Nor will the hour brook delay. Every 
moment of waiting will be used to the full 
by the politician to smooth over and paliate 
the mortal insult; to disguise and cover up 
the revelation that has been made of treason 
and godless anarchy. The passage of a week 
ought to see the whole Prairie State on fire 
with, not protest, but vote-armed revolu- 
tion against the two parties that stand today 
confessed to be what they long have been— 
the enemies of all good. 

And the ministers of God ought to lead 
and God’s temples ought to be the watch- 
towers and the rallying posts of the revolu- 
tion. 

GRAMMAR AND DEMOCRACY 

Speaking before a great audience in the 
Grand Theater in Atlanta last week, the 
Hon. Seaborn Wright said: 

‘‘If the southern Democracy would go to Den- 
ver, take Tammany and the Chicago bums and 
throw them out, then place a Prohibition plank 
in the platform, we would sweep the country.” 

We disagree, not so much with Mr. 
Wright’s idea, as with the grammatical 
construction of his sentence. If he would 
substitute “could” for “would” the state- 
ment would come very near to being an ax- 

iom, but, as Shakespeare says—does he not? 
—“There is much virtue in the if.” 

The Democrats of the South can not res- 

cue the Democratic party frym the drunken 
v £'rip of the debauched Democracy of the 

North. Such a- dream is as futile as the im- 
agination of the few good people who still 
believe—or profess to believe—that the Re- 
publican party is the agency ordained of God 
for the overthrow of the saloons. Probably 
Mr. Wright himself appreciates that such a 

feat as that which he suggests lies wholly 
outside the range of possibilities. 

We beg to submit to the eminent southern 
gentleman a sentence in which his “would” 
will fit: 

If the southern Democracy would desert 
the old pirate ship that pretends to carry its 
once honored flag, and would come to Colum- 
bus and unite with the real Democracy and 
the true Republicanism of the only clean po- 
litical party upon the continent, the good 
citizenship of the North and of the South 
could be welded into a thunderbolt of right- 
eousness that would overthrow Tammany 
and the “Amen corner” and Chicago’s 
“bums” of both old parties AND SWEEP 
THE COUNTRY. 

Possibly we may be allowed to add that 
the latchstring at Columbus will not need to 

hang out, for the door will be not only wide- 
open, but nailed open. 

COLLIER’S RIGHT AND WRONG 
The current number of Collier’s Weekly 

(April 25) presents perhaps the most reliable 
article up to date in that periodical’s study of the 
“saloon problem.” The field of study in this 
case is New York city, and the subject unfolded 
is the responsibility of the brewer for the “bad” 
saloon. The writer of the article evidently speaks 
out of a plentitude of information and lays bare 
the secrets of the question relentlessly. 

The story told is almost fascinating. It paints 
the brewer in colors fully as black as the most 

radical Prohibitionist ever indulged in and leaves 
the reader almost inevitably thinking of him as 

an entrenched robber, heartless as a tiger and 
vile as a vulture. Of the city government, the 
state excise department, the legislature and, back 
of all. the befooled people, the reader gets enter- 

taining glimpses. 
But when Collier’s undertakes editorial com- 

ment upon its own story the amateurishness of its 

investigation crops out at once. Says the editor- 
ial writer: 

“The high-grade business cafe, sealed like a 
tomb on Sunday, with no deplorable annexes, 
has never menaced the community.” 

What nonsense! Irresistibly the reader is re- 

minded of the blatting of a milk-fed calf, until 
the trained ear catches the suggestion of an 

undernote altogether too mature to be calfish. 
I'lie editor of Collier’s can hardly need to be 

told—yet he shall be told a few facts that his 
readers, too, ought to learn: 

That above-described cafe—what innocent so 

verdant as to be deluded by the imported name 

under which the gin mill is a gin mill still?—that 
cafe, “sealed like a tomb on Sunday,” exists no- 

where in New York where Sunday customers are 

to be found for it. 
The saloon—let’s get rid of that masking little 

oxytone, “cafe”—the saloon that has no “deplor- 
able annexes” is so rare, in New York as well 
as elsewhere, that even the generous salving per- 
centage in the Sodom and Gomorrah story would 
be too severe a test for it. Gambling and that 
specific infamy which we mean when we say 
“vice” are directly or indirectly associated with 
so nearly every saloon in New York and all our 

other cities that the exceptions are not worth 
while to consider in a study of the infamous 
whole. The man who has studied the gin mill 
and not discovered that fact has pursued his 
studies with eyes and ears fast shut. 

And, finally and most importantly, Collier's 
shall be told that its “high-grade,” “no-deplorable- 
annexes,” “sealed-like-a-tomb-on-Sunday” cafe, 
in such small measure as it may exist at all, does 

menace the community. The chief menace of 

any saloon lies, not in its “annexes” or adjuncts, 
but in the one fact that makes it a saloon—the 
sale of a poison for the bodies, brains and souls 
of men and women. 

HEDGING IN THE DOG 

“I think the Methodist bishop was right who, 
when asked whether he would hedge in or kill a 

mad dog that was biting children, replied that if 
he had been shooting at the mad dog for forty 
years without hurting him, he would hedge him 
in.” 

A good Prohibition worker writes to us the 
sentiment quoted above in a brief discussion of 
the merits of local option. At first sight it looks 
plausible, but perhaps it depends very largely 
upon the view point. 

If the Methodist bishop would hedge the mad 
dog in, in his own door yard, there might attach 
an altruistic advantage to his argument. But the 
bishop would propose that the mad dog be 
“hedged in,” not where he and his family might 
make noble martyrs of themselves for the general 
good, but in some neighbor’s dooryard, or perhaps 
in the section of the city where the poor and less 
cultured live, with their large families of children. 

And that is the policy of the local optionist or 

at least of the local option method. There is no 

spirit of noble self-sacrifice apparent in hedging 
the liquor traffic away from your own dooryard 
or your own town. It is the perfection of selfish- 
ness, seeking self-protection first and declaring in 
effect that every other family or community must 
look out for itself. 

The bishop, or the church, or the community 
that “hedges in” the liquor traffic in some other 
neighborhood, is blind to the fact that it is not 
merely the saloon that needs to be destroyed, but 
the entire license system by which the saloon is 
created. 

The saloon is not so criminal as the license sys- 

tem to \Vhich the good citizen who confines him- 
self to local option effort continues to consent. 
Destroy the saloon, individual and collective, 
wherever you can, but never at the expense of 
the greater war upon the license system by which 
the entire nation is cursed. 

An individual, flourishing the name of Allen 
Sangree—whether the same be his lawful appel- 
lation or an assumption for convenience—is trav- 

eling over New York state, writing letters to 
certain of the daily papers about the “failure” of 
local Prohibition. Anyone who knows the Em- 
pire State knows that in scores of towns the peo- 
ple content themselves with voting no-license and 
then put in office Republicans and Democrats 
who. before election, are practically pledged to 
allow the no-license law to be violated, but, at 

the same time, anyone who knows New York 
knows that there are scores of towns in that 
state where, under no-license, no liquor has been 
sold for years past and scores of others where 
the sale of liquor has been reduced to an almost 
negligible minimum. Of course it does not fol- 
low that these towns are protected from all the 
evils of the liquor traffic. They arc not. Their 
products are sold in the cities in competition 
with the saloons; their boys go away to learn 
habits of drunkenness in license towms; their 
girls marry drunkards; their farmers trade in 
the nearby villages and drink up their farms. 
Yet conditions prevail in those towns that w’ould 
enable Mr. Sangree to write very different 
stories—if that were what he is paid for. 

The Youth’s Companion, in publishing Dr. Bar- 
ton’s article, “A Hundred Years of Temperance.” 
would have done well to have refrained from al- 

lowing Dr. Barton to tell the hundreds of 
thousands of future citizens who read that ex- 

cellent paper, that the “party Prohibition move- 

ment appeared needlessly to divide men and pre- 
vent co-operation in the practical work of tem- 
perance.” Such a statement is as viciously par- 
tizan and unfair as could be imagined, though 
Dr. Barton is perhaps to be thanked for plainly 
confessing in the same paragraph that the Anti- 
Saloon League movement grew “out of a reac- 

tion against the third party Prohibition move- 

ment.” 

There are probably 2,500 men connected with 
the liquor traffic in Memphis, and perhaps 10,- 
000 people are dependent upon it. If Prohibi- 
tion is adopted these people will be without any 
means of support.—Memphis Commercial-Appeal. 

Well, pass the hat and raise a pension for them. 
It will cost you a mighty sight less than it does 
to support them now. 

There has been drinking to excess for thou- 
sands of years, and their will be drinking of in- 
toxicants while the world wags, in spite of all 
that may be done to prevent it.—The Scrantonian, 
Scranton, Pa. 

The transmigration of something (we refrain 
from saying “souls” for obvious reasons), is 
proved. This same fellow ran the Cragville 
Hozvler, in the year 7000, B. C., and wrote that 
famous sentence, “There will be wife-eating while 
the world wags.” 

It is only fair to remember also the peculiar 
position in which many good citizens who have 
gone into the liquor business will be placed if 
Prohibition comes now.—The Times, Hartford, 
Conn. 

Oh, why did we never think of that before? 
What a mass of unfairness our laws are! The 
“good citizen” who has gone into bank robbing, 
the “good citizen” who makes his living by 
gambling, the “good citizen” whose interests de- 
mand election frauds, the “good citizen” who cor- 

rupts jurors and buys witnesses—what a “peculiar 
position” our harsh laws place them in! 


