
Peoria Whisky, and Personal Liberty
Pathetic Story of Amber Fisher and Goldie Juanita

Peoria famous or infamous as the whisky center of
the world can hardly hope to escape its share of the
blast and the blight, the heartache and heartbreak,
which—in solution—it sends to the uttermost parts of
the earth.

And that it does not escape is sufficiently proved
by even a casual persusal of its daily press. The price
of "Personal Liberty” must be paid but God pity those
who must pay it.

The following stories appearing side by side in the
Peoria Star, of July 9, are not unusual—they are rather
typical, but all the more because they are, should they
bring the blush of shame upon the face of every man
even remotely responsible for the thing which makes
fathers over into brutes. And they should fire the
blood of every enemy of the saloon and lead him to
swear anew eternal hatred and opposition to it. How
any man, with a spark of humanity in his heart can
read these pitiful stories and still apologize for the sa-
loon is to 11s a greater riddle than any held by the sealed
lips of the desert Sphinx.

FATHER BRUTALLY BEATS SON.

Sensation reigned at police headquarters last night when
Amber Fisher, a delicate looking boy of eleven years, un-
covered his frail shoulders and revealed the ghastly stripes
not yet healed, which had been inflicted by his father, Anton
Fisher, in a fit of drunken rage.

The boy had been brought to the station by a neighbor
named Reinhart to whom the child had fled to escape further
brutalities at his father's hands.

His story was a horrible one. He said that his father
coming home drunk on the Fourth of July, had found him
with some other boys, firing off firecrackers. Without warn-
ing, Fisher fell upon his son, dragged him to the back of the
house and seizing a 2x4 plank, beat him almost into insensi-
bility. So cruel were the wounds he received that the boy
was unable to walk for four days. When, at last he was able
to crawl about, the inhuman father had thrown him out of
the house and told him never to show his face there again.

He made his way to the Reinhart home, where he was
given shelter until his case could be brought to the notice
of the police. A warrant for Fisher’s arrest was issued this
morning and as he is an old offender and known at head-
quarters as a drunken ne’er-do-well, his punishment is likely
to be a heavy one. Meantime the boy has been given head-
quarters in the detention room and steps are being taken to
put him out of his father’s reach in future.

Appearing as a companion story to the above was
this no less pathetic tale of a mother’s and children’s
sufferings on account of another father brutalized by
alcohol:

GOLDIE JUANITA.

And the Cruel Things That Befell Her and Her
Mother and Sisters.

Holding a sleeping baby to her breast, and with two tiny
girls weeping and weary, stumbling at her side, Mrs. Clarence
Brisben stopped an officer at the corner of South and Adams
street at three o’clock this morning and begged to be taken
to the police station in order that she and her babies might
have a shelter for the night.

The woman and her three children had been brutally
turned out of the family home at 1428 Antoinette street by
her husband, who then locked both doors against them, tell-
ing the woman she could find quarters elsewhere hereafter.

Good to Me When Sober.

This morning the woman told her story to a little group
of officials and newspaper reporters, who listened with evident
pity and indignation to the piteous recital. “My husband is
a well driller,” said Mrs. Brisben, “and when he is sober and
has steady work he is good to me and the children. Lately
he has been out of employment and has spent a great deal
of time at a saloon near where we live.

“Not long ago he drove our oldest boy, who is fifteen
jr ears old, out into the streets and the child has had to sleep
on the porch of neighboring houses for several weeks, only
venturing into the house when his father is not there. Last
night my husband came home late—he had been drinking—-
and picked a quarrel with me. I had borne all I could bear
and told him so, and then he began to beat me. He dragged
me all around the yard by my hair and pinched and beat me
so that I screamed out with pain.”

The unhappy woman showed the cruel bruises on her
arms and neck where the brute had struck her, while the tears,
ran down her cheeks at the remembrance of her suffering.

Throws Baby Out of Window.

“Then,” she proceeded, “he drove me and the two little
girls out of the house. The baby was screaming inside the
house and I begged him to let me have it. At first he would
not let me have it, but finally he picked it up and threw it out
the window at me as if it had been a dog. I caught it in my
arms and we hurried away for fear he would come out and
hurt us.”

During the telling of this tragic story the baby, a veritable
cherub, sat on its mother’s lap, laughing and gurgling in
infant glee. The oldest of the three, a wee little woman of
six, was hovering over the younger girl, aged four, who was
asleep on the couch. With charming solicitude she fanned
the blushed cheeks and covered up the little bare feet from the
flies which swarmed about and then seeing the object of her
solicitude sleeping quietly she went to the baby and although
the traces of a sleepless night were plainly evident in her
pathetic little face, lavished her care and endearments upon
it, to relieve the exhausted mother.

Goldie Juanita.
“What is your name?” asked a reporter, who had looked

on delighted at the pretty picture.
“Goldie Juanita,” returned the little mother, swelling with

childish pride at the splendid appellation.
A warrant has been issued for Brisben’s arrest and he

will be properly punished for his brutality. Meantime, charit-
ably disposed persons can find no better opportunity for the
laying up of treasures in heaven than by doing something for
this worthy woman and her helpless little brood.

Supreme Court Sustains
Widow’s Claims

The following press notice appears under date of
July 13:

In the case of Dora Deel vs. Heiligenstein, Mrs. Deel’s
husband was killed by a railroad train near Shumway, Effing-
ham county, while under the influence of liquor, a portion
of which was purchased from Heiligenstein. His widow se-
cured a verdict of SIO,OOO against Heiligenstein.

During the trial she appeared in court with her little child
and it was claimed that this circumstance, together with
feeling, references to the widow and child, made to the jury
by her attorney, influenced the verdict. The supreme court
refused to concede this claim, no objection having been made
by the defense at the time.


