
The Honored Lincoln Dishonored
Lincoln’s anniversary was observed last week in

Springfield, his home city. In Oak Ridge Cemetery,
near Springfield, Lincoln is buried. His monument is
visited every year by thousands of people. The guard
in charge of the monument recently gave us the in-
formation that within one month, a few years ago,
there were visitors from every state in the Union,
north, south, east and west. Springfield has a right
to be proud of Lincoln and his work. It is right to
celebrate every year the anniversary of his birth, but
it is to the shame of the people of that city that the
celebration should be in such away as to bring dis-
honor to his name. It is a well-known fact that Lin-
coln was an aggressive temperance man. When we
stop to think what Lincoln would be doing were he
living today, we are not apt to think long until we
come to the conclusion that he would be in the very
forefront of the army that is fighting the saloon. We
commend the action of the ministers in Springfield in
the stand they have taken in protesting against the
use of liquor at that banquet. We believe their pro-
test will bear such fruit that never again will a cele-
bration be held that will in like manner dishonor the
great Lincoln. To show the spirit of protest made
by the ministers of that city, we commend to our read-
ers the following pulpit editorial which was given by*
Dr. A. C. Piersel, pastor of the First Methodist church
of Springfield, at his Sunday morning service, Febru-
ary 9:

Abraham Lincoln stood for some certain things, and that
is why we honor him.

A fitting observance of Lincoln’s anniversary should
be in keeping with the large and enlarging ideas and ideals
for which he stood. This attitude should certainly character-
ize such an observance in his home city.

The observance by the Lincoln Centennial Association
for this year seems to be contrariwise in a two-fold sense
as regards menu and message.

Contrary to the well-known temperance precepts and
practice of Lincoln, the association is again to serve liquor at
its annual banquet and that too in the face of the fact that
other organizations and societies with no such historic and
holy relationship, but only in keeping with our advancing
civilization, are increasingly doing away with the use of
liquor on their banqueting occasions. Os course, the man-
agement of the association, vested in one or in many, has the
personal liberty thus to do, but it is a personal liberty that
overrides reverence for personality—and such a personality!
We would here and now make our respectful protest not
only against the management for thus arranging, but we
would also make our protest against the men and the
members ci like mind with ourselves who swallow their
chagrm and shame with protest.

As to the American who gives the message on this
occasion of the celebration, we mark that he is celebrated
but not as Lincoln. Public opinion generally accepts him
as having stood and as standing for those interests and indi-
viduals, for those men and measures against which Lincoln
stood and would now stand. And such is the verdict of the
people of his own state and party. The eloquence of his
tongue may flow with oily smoothness, but against the invita-
tion extended to such as he we politely but positively protest
in common with many others who may sit in silence.

The Lincoln Centennial Association announces again to
the American people and to the world, “We honor Lincoln
in the observance of his anniversary.” The American people
and the world ask, “How do you honor him? Fittingly and
faithfully, in simplicity, in sobriety, in sincerity?” And the

conscience and the common sense of the common people will
yet revise the declaration of the association, so that, fitting the
facts, it will say, “We dishonor Lincoln in this observance
of his anniversary.”

In imagination we fancy we see the great-souled Lincoln
on this day—the holy Sabbath day—coming again to his
home city to revisit the old familiar places that were to him
so dear. And now, it being the hour of worship, he wends
his way to the house of prayer to occupy again the familiar
pew. The old church stood at the corner of Washington and
Third, facing the railway station. Till recently we pointed
it out to travelers with a touch of tenderness. But as the
returned Lincoln visits the sacred spot, what a change comes
ever his face, caused by the change that had come over the
place. The old church gone, a business block stands instead,
and such a business, being transacted on this very Sabbath
day, contrary to the, law of the state, for which Lincoln
stood. It is just an ordinary, up-to-date American saloon,
built for the purpose, by whom and for whom we need not
mention. As Lincoln draws near he hears voices within, and
the name of God is used, but not as Lincoln used it—“Let us
do the right as God gives us to see the right.” With his
shoulders stooped a little more under the weight of another
burden, and another furrow of care and concern plowed in his
brow, he hastens to the corner of Eighth and Jackson streets,
but finds to the joy of his heart that his old home-place has
not been supplanted.

On the evening of his anniversary Lincoln wends his
way to the great banqueting hall, and amidst the scene he sits
in silence. With some things, human-like, he is pleased; but
these are overwhelmed with the overflow of other things
that hurt in the heart, and with the silent prayer, “Father,
forgive them, they know not what they do,” he passes out and
away. And we are left here face to face with these three
facts, still saying and singing

“I hope to see my Pilot face to face
vVben I have crossed the bar.”

“Whither bound?”

A Tribute from the Traffic
The fact that the Champion of Fair Play, the

retail liquor dealers’ journal, in its last week’s issue,
devoted three and a half columns of the first and edi-
torial pages to articles in opposition to the work of
the Anti-Saloon League, is one of the best tributes we
could secure as to the effectiveness of the League’s
work. This is a case of the “enemies themselves being
the judges.” If they did not believe that the Anti-
Saloon League was a terror to their traffic, they would
not give over two whole columns on the first page of
their paper and a column and a half on the editorial
page, together with some editorial material besides, to
an attack upon the League.

One of their articles has a caption, “Why Fear
the Anti-Saloon League?” and yet they place the
articles in one of the leading columns in an effort to
make themselves believe, or rather in an effort to
make some of the men who give and guard legisla-
tion believe that the Anti-Saloon League should not
be seriously considered.

But why should this journal not use its space to
fight the Anti-Saloon League? That is the purpose
of the paper. The Anti-Saloon League stands today
as the liquor traffic’s most hated and feared enemy,
and the work of the temperance agencies throughout
the state is well worth while if for no other reason
than the trouble they are causing the liquor traffic.


