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Hinshaw and the Grains of Wheat
At the recent National Conference of the Prohi-

bition party at Indianapolis, National Chairman Hin-
shaw made some reference to the party being as a
grain of wheat that might die and germinate into a
greater movement.

Immediately a “heresy hunt” was organized on the
part of some addicted to this vice and Hinshaw is com-
pelled to “explain” which he does in these words:

The thought which I had in mind and which I have still
is that the present organization of the Prohibition party, its
present state secretaries, state chairmen, and state commit-
teemen, its present national chairman, national executives,
and national committeemen, scattered over the country must,
in my judgment, be the grains of wheat which fall into the
ground and die and give birth to a greater organization—-
* * * * *an organization which would, by virtue of its mem-
bers, its efficiency, popularity and power, get hold of the
reins of government, and do that which we have been seeking
to do for more than forty years past.

I for one want to die in just that way. I want to repre-
sent, not the grain of wheat that rests upon the rocks and
withers under the blast of the rays of the sun, fearful to
vegetate else it lose its own identity. But I want to be the
grain of wheat that falls into the ground and bears fruit in
the form of a greater Prohibition party organization which
shall achieve the victory we so long have sought.

When Abraham Lincoln, the abolitionist, was elec-
ted president by a party that ignored abolition in its
platform; when Lincoln, the abolitionist actually ve-
toed the abolition proclamation of John C. Fremont;
when Lincoln the abolitionist dallied with slaveholders
even offering to compromise on the principle of com-
pensation for their freed slaves, a howl went-up from
the abolition camp that echoed from Boston to Alton.

The Abolition party joined in with the slavehold-
ers in the vitrolic abuse of Lincoln.

No man in history ever suffered more malignant
abuse and vicious misrepresentation than was heaped
upon Abraham Lincoln by the Abolition party of his
day.

And yet Lincoln kept silent under the barbed
thrusts with a patience that stamps him as almost
divine. He kept his counsel and at the psycological
moment, sent forth the bolt of lightning that struck
the manacles from 4,000,000 human beings.

The Abolition party sowed the seed in the ground
where it germinated and the harvest of freedom
sprung up.

But the memory of the old Abolitionists is marred
by the historic fact that they died spitting fire and
brimstone at the very ones who made abolition an
accomplished fact.

There is the instinct of the prophet in the words
of this young man Hinshaw. He sees the hand of God
working in the temperance reform and is glad—not
resentful.

“Bawds Between Gold and Want”
That is the epithet which Apemantus applied to

“rogues and usurers men” in Shakespeare’s vitrolic
play, Timon of Athens.

How closely it fits the saloon man of today. The
saloon man skins the hovels of want of its pennies,
but little of the coin does he keep.

After the skinflint of a landlord gets his, after the
political committee gets its share, after the brewer and
the distiller gets theirs, after the corrupt district at-
torney gets his and the dirty cop gets his, after the
guilty taxpayers get theirs, and his mistress gets her
portion, how little is left for the saloon man.

Verily he is the “bawd between gold and want.”
And how often is the saloon man himself the least

guilty of the outfit? How often he is the “Oliver
Twist” forced into the game by circumstances, by the
Fagin of a landlord and the Bill Sykes of a politician,
both operating expressly under the law enacted by the
state for that purpose.

Getting right down to the essence, the taxpayer
is the Fagin who keeps the “fence” and receives the
stolen goods; Bill Sykes is the dirty politician who
fixes up the deal in the alley while the saloon man him-
self is merely the “bawd between gold and want.”

What a cancer is this that has grown up in this
our national life.

This is not a war on the poor devil of a saloqn-
keeper it is a war on the “system” and the vultures
who thrive in it.

Tripping Up the Giants
Jim Jeffries, marvel of physical power, went up

against the drink and was knocked into a bleeding
pulp by a negro. Drink sapped his power like rust eat-
ing into the mechanism of a battleship.

John L. Sullivan went the same way—so did most
of the others. The negro, who walloped Jeffries, is
now traveling in the same path.

The other day, Jeffries, in his struggle to save
some of his vitality out of the wreckage, bet $1,400 with
Barney Oldfield that he had strength enough left to
abstain from drink for twelve months—a wager of
more than SIOO per month for the year.

Oldfield, knowing the power of the hooks of ap-
petite, put up the cash on the contingency.

Has Jim the power to do this simple thing?
The people have licensed saloons to trip him up if

They can and they will do it if they can.
Has the nation the right to set these traps to

decoy into pits of destruction its own citizens, even its
giants of weakness as well as of strength who struggle
to redeem themselves?

The government ought to be in better business.

Emmanuel Zimbrakakis, Reformer
The intelligent newspaper correspondents inform

the people that the government of Athens, Greece, has
issued a decree making it a misdemeanor to wear large
hats in the theater. Offenders are fined S4O, which
may be paid by her escort on the spot. In default of
payment—to jail for fifteen days.

Emmanuel Zimbrakakis, head of the police depart-
ment, is the author of the decree. He urges that the
men who pay good money to see the show are entitled
to some rights.

Attention of the various “personal liberty leagues”
of this country is called to this egregious infraction
of the right of people to do what they guy-hea please,
regardless of the effect on man or beast.
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