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Governor Emmitt O'Neal
Emmitt O’Neal is governor of Alabama. It was

a Prohibition state when he was elected.
Emmitt O’Neal took a solemn oath to obey his

oath of office and enforce the law.
Instead of obeying his oath of office and enforc-

ing the Prohibition law, O’Neal made mockery of his
oath and deliberately encouraged violations of the
law, because he said Prohibition was not the thing,
but that local option was what was needed.

He created such a condition of lawlessness that he
succeeded in getting the state-wide law repealed and
local option enacted in its stead.

There is pending in Congress what is known as
the Kenyon-Sheppard bill, designed to protect local
option districts as well as Prohibition states from law-
less interstate shipments of liquor.

Such a measure would help protect the local
option districts of Alabama from blind pigs operated
under federal protection.

Where is Governor O’Neal in this crisis?
Instead of helping to enact the Kenyon-Sheppard

bill, which would protect the local option districts of
his own state, he comes out in a three-column article
in the newspapers opposing this same interstate bill
in the interest of the blind tigers of his own state.

In other words, Governor O’Neal is just as dis-
loyal to his own local option law as he was to state-
wide Prohibition.

The oath that he took to enforce the local option
law is worth no more than the oath that he took to
enforce the state Prohibition law.

It is a sorry day when the oath of the governor
of a great state is worth no more than the passing
profanity of Gyp The Blood.

Pussy Wants a Corner
It is easily within the memory of living men that

the liquor traffic sat in the seat of a lord, showing
itself that it was lord. It ruled in politics, business,
social affairs and even sought to lay its foul hands on
the church of Jesus Christ.

But things have changed. Your one-time liquor
lord is now cooing like a sucking dove.

The church has anathematized the whole damn-
able business. The business man greets the saloonist
with “Scat.”

The medical profession has served notice of
ouster on alcohol from the medicine kit.

The railroads have eliminated alcoholics from
among their employees.

The manufacturers are rapidly taking the same
position. Hence it is, when some misfit preacher,
frayed politician or backwoods scientist speaks even
in the slightest degree favorably to the liquor business,
there is much shuffling of shoe leather in the liquor
camp, and the “sissy” liquor press teems with items
about the “Reverend Dr.” or “The Eminent Scientist,
So-and-So.”

The miserable traffic has been hit with a brick so
often recently that it whines and yelps when a decen.
man looks at it.

It no longer demands the earth. The sure pos-

session of even a small corner, safe from the attacks
from the militant temperance hosts, would provoke
gladness in the liquor heart; but that corner it can-
not find. Public sentiment is rapidly changing in
reference to the liquor traffic, and will soon issue an
edict for its entire destruction.

The Colored Brother
The Maryland Anti-Saloon League has organized

a department for colored men. It has a separate office,
in charge of Rev. D. DeWitt Turpeau, former pastor
of an A. M. E. church in Baltimore.

The movement is worth while—abundantly so.
in the past, drys have complained much about the

adverse vote of the black man in Prohibition contests.
There may have been and doubtless has been much
justice in such complaints.

But maybe the drys have some cause to chide
themselves for having so generally left the black man
out of consideration in the campaign.

The colored man is one of the chief sufferers from
the licensed saloon. It is generally a drunken mob,
spewed out of a licensed saloon, that lynches a negro,
and often gets the wrong negro.

In West Virginia, as much attention was paid to
arousing the negro to his own interest as the white
man. A colored Prohibition bureau was run in charge
of a young colored prince, L. W. Farrar, and so ener-
getic did Farrar work that his own home was mysteri-
ously burned one night, and Farrar and family barely
escaped with their lives and clothes.

Let us print the result in black-faced type:
If there had not been a single white vote cast in

the amendment contest in West Virginia, the state
would still have gone for prohibition; the colored vote
alone would have decided it right.

Sit down on a log by the roadside and think this
•ver.

“Why Set Us to Fighting?”
That is what the Ogden (Utah) Examiner says

in its complaint about the address made in that city by
former Governor Robert B. Glenn, of North Carolina.

Examiner says, “All good citizens agree with Mr.
Glenn in his eloquent presentation of the evils of
strong drink.”

Governor Glenn proposed to fight these same ad-
mitted evils and to quit protecting them by law. But
Examiner protests:

It is to be regretted that salaried agents of . the Anti-
Saloon League and men ambitious to ride tfier issue the
League raises, are out at work to force our people to fighting
each other again, and to destroy the peace and serenity of a
people who are forgetting the wounds of the old battle.

“Why set us to fighting?”
The chief difference between a MAN and his

mouse is that a MAN will fight a vested wrong; he
will fight when his home is assailed; he will fight
when his country is attacked; he will fight for the
good of his own city. When he sees a vested wrong,
even if it is pretty strongly intrenched, he will fight it.

The mouse will run for its hole squealing, “Why
set us to fighting?”

If you are a man, be a MAN; if you are a mouse,
be a mouse.
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