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Don’t rorget
Don’t forget that there is a big conference of

business men to be held in Washington December 16
to urge upon congress the need of amending the inter-
state commerce law so that it will no longer serve as
a shield for bootleggers in dry territory.

Don’t forget to write your congressman, asking
about it and asking him if he will not support it.

Don’t forget to come yourself, if you can, and
don’t forget that until this act is passed you will
never get the best results from your state or local pro-
hibition law.

The Taverns of Liege
In the beginning of the Thirteenth century, the

taverns of Liege, as well as the churches, had the
right of asylum or refuge.

What a distance the world has traveled since then.
Who would now think of flying to a tavern for

refuge, unless pursued by a policeman. Even then he
wouldn’t go there unless he had the price of a drink.

The church now establishes hospitals to bind up
the wounds of those assaulted and maimed in the
saloon.

The church now establishes relief stations in the
slums as places of refuge for those robbed and being
pursued by the saloon.

The church is still the place of asylum or refuge,
especially for the victims of the tavern.

Royal E. Cabell
Royal E. Cabell draws pay from the government

as “commissioner of internal revenue.”
His time seems to be taken up largely in boosting

the liquor traffic and slamming the Prohibitionists.
Whenever the liquor interests get into trouble, a

shrill cry is heard from the internal revenue woods,
like that of a ventriloquist calling for his mate.

At the late Wholesale Liquor Dealers’ convention
held in Philadelphia, Cabell was there telling the alco-
holic brethren that they were the most “conscientious”
people that the revenue bureau had to deal with.

Then, when there is need for it in the liquor camp,
Cabell will get out some report or give out some state-
ment showing that most of the lawbreaking is on ac-
count of Prohibition.

When former Chief Officer Johnson, of the in-
terior department, after having convicted a lot of Cali-
fornia wine men of selling liquor to Indians, was
quoted in the newspapers as saying that he was
having more trouble with the licensed wineries than
he was with the bootleggers, Hfe quickly found himself
knee-deep in hot water in Washington.

But Johnson was treading on sore corns.
It would be more satisfactory to the respectable

citizenship of the country if Commissioner Cabell
would attend to his business of collecting dirty money
for the government and not turn the internal revenue

bureau into a press agency for the criminal liquor in-
terests of the nation.

Substitute for the Itch
The “substitute” man is again abroad in the land.

Rev. James J. Burd, rector of the Church of the Holy
Cross, of New York City, comes out in a paper urging
“substitutes for the saloon.” Several movements of
this sort have been made in the past two decades, but
they all ended in a joke. The non-drinker had no
business there. The drinker always went where the
drink was, and the “substitute” went broke.

The social settlements of the big cities, which
have been developing rapidly during late years, have
done and are doinga mighty work in social betterment
of the slums and, in away, are undermining the ad-
verse work of the saloon. But these people propose
no “substitute” for the saloon.

The saloon is wholly an evil; and as such should
be rooted out.

Westerville, the publishing home of the American
Issue, is just now wrestling with diphtheria. The as-
sistant editor is quarantined out of his own house, and
one of the advertising clerks is quarantined in. Medi-
cine men even stalked into the American Issue office
at night and burned sulphur till the neighbors said
some one had tapped the infernal regions.

Is Health Officer Dusenbury hunting around after
some “substitute” for diphtheria?

Not on your life; he is going about stamping it
out, quarantining, fumigating, and has about succeeded.

Nobody is yelping about being deprived of their
“personal liberty” by being quarantined in or out of
their own home.

In the days of the tallow candle the tavern did
supply something in the nature of club life for the
community. But practically all this has been legis-
lated out of existence, chiefly by the saloon men them-
selves as a, matter of self-preservation. The chairs,
tables, lunches, music and those things are largely
under the ban of the law.

There is nothing left but the saloon.
It is all very well to substitute good for evil, but

when the evil has been eliminated there is nothing left
but the good.

The trouble is that our license system has elim-
inated whatever good there is in the institution and
left the evil—the saloon.

Eliminate the saloon and the good will reassert
itself.

The chief thing that the poor man wants is a
square deal before the law.

Poking him off in the slums and then filling the
slums with licensed saloons where he must live is any-
thing but a square deal.

In the meantime, despite the dirty environment,
inflicted upon him by greed, the working man is him-
self organizing thousands of clubs and unions, and,
through them, looking after the welfare of his fellow
workmen.

Give him a square deal and he will take care of
himself
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