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protection and care of husbands and fathers were it
not for the open saloon.

Their eyes, though they may not know it, are
turned toward Springfield. Their future happiness is
at stake. They have no votes, no political influence,
but they have a right to demand the help and protec-

tion of the manhood of Illinois, and this great host of
farmers and artisans and merchants and professional
men who make up the county option army and who
have votes and influence are anxious to render that
help and protection, and will render it when they get
the weapon in the ballot through county local option.

Chicago Woman in Desperation Smashes
Saloon Mirrors

It is cause for wonder that so many women have
borne in silence for so long a time the persecution of
the saloon. Their self-restraint from resorting to
physical violence cannot be laid to cowardice; it is a
tribute to their reverence for law. And this only in-
creases the wonder because they are made the victims
of law defiance by a privileged class of lawbreakers.
Carrie Nations have been few indeed, considering the
grievance. After all, is a woman to be censured for
fighting for her children?

Is not this plaint from this Chicago woman suf-
ficient to arouse resentment in the heart of every man
against the damnable saloon business? She said, “I
asked the saloon men not to sell liquor to my husband.
They laughed at me. My two little girls, May and
Edna, know what it means to have a father who is
abusive in his cups.” Is it not enough to arouse men
to a desire to help such as these in their unequal
struggle? There is away. Vote, man! vote! Make
it safe for public officials to enforce the law against
these persistent lawbreakers; make it unsafe for any
public official to stand in their defense. The story of
this Chicago Carrie Nation as told by the Tribune of
last Friday follows:

Mrs. Annie Quinn, of 2847 Southport avenue, startled the
hibitues of Peter Balmes’ saloon, 2825 Southport avenue,
when she entered abruptly and sent a brick crashing through
the mirror behind the bar. Hatless and without a coat, she
appeared—an enraged wife—with a brick in each hand.

It was only a fraction of a second later when she threw
the second brick into the hundred dollar mirror. Glass shiv-
ered, split, and flew.

The convivial company in the saloon dispersed. Over-
turning chairs, they melted toward the rear exit. A cry of
“auto bandits” accelerated their speed. One man alone re-

mained in front of the bar. This man was Thomas Quinn,
the woman’s husband, who is a teamster. But he left his
glass of liquor untouched on the rail before him and gazed
in wonderment at his wife. Never had she done anything so
audacious as to follow him to a saloon. This in all the
twelve years of their married life.

Tells of Shattered Home.

Mrs. Quinn made a round hole in the east end of the
mirror, this time with a lump of hard clay.

“You have shattered my home, now I’ll shatter your
mirror,” she cried hysterically as a bartender caught her
around the waist and pushed her toward the front door. She
braced a foot in the doorway, screaming:

“I won’t go without my husband.”
The saloon man shouted for some one to send for the

patrol wagon.
Then Quinn found his tongue.
“I will pay,” he said, “Don’t arrest my wife. I’ll go

home.”
“One hundred dollars for that mirror,” said Peter Balmes.
“I’ll pay,” repeated Quinn.
“He shall not pay,” said Mrs. Quinn. “If he does I'll

throw a brick through your windows. I have no regret for
what I have done. I am willing to lead an army of women
to shatter every saloon in Chicago—the whole 7,000 of them.
I know what it is to live in a drunkard’s home. My two little
girls, May and Edna, know what it means to have a father
who is abusive in his cups.”

Woman Tells Why She Did It.

“I asked the saloon men not to sell liquor to my hus-
band,” said Mrs. Quinn yesterday. “They laughed at me.
All day my husband had been away in the saloon. He left
at 9 o’clock in the morning and stayed away until late in the
afternoon.

“I have suffered so much and have been deprived of so
much because of my husband’s weakness for drink that I
wish to break up every saloon in the world. My husband is
good when he is not under the ‘influence.’ ”

Is He Making Good ?
We reproduce below a photographic copy of a

letter which was sent to the saloonkeepers of Chicago
by special messenger, just prior to the primaries last
spring. The powers that be did not choose to entrust
it to the care of the postoffice. The query above might
be enlarged upon. For instance, “Is he delivering the
goods?” “Is he disappointing his friends who reposed
so much confidence in him?” In view of the attitude
taken towards saloonkeepers by Mayor Harrison’s ap-
pointee to the office of city prosecutor, we are justified
in saying that the last paragraph of this letter sent out
by the Personal Liberty Alliance is being fulfilled:
“Work for him the next five days and he will work for

you during the next four years.” That is the promise.
Is he making good?

The Chicago Tribune of last Sunday, in showing
up the work done by the city prosecutor’s office, says,
“Fifty-four per cent of the saloonkeepers obtained non-
suits or were reported not found, as against twelve
per cent for other alleged violators of the city ordin-
ances.” This record certainly reveals a striking par-
tiality on the part of the city prosecutor in favor of the
saloonkeepers. We call special attention also to some of
the names signed to this remarkable document, which
so faithfully foretold the kind of city administration
Chicago would have under Mayor Harrison. Most of
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