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The Saloon
Is an Outlaw!

THE SUPREME COURT HAS DE-
CLARED IT.

NO CITIZEN HAS AN IN-
HERENT RIGHT TO SELL
INTOXICATING LIQUORS!

Don’t you want to learn more about this
and other famous court decisions which
have knocked out all the legal props from
under the saloon business? Then read

BENCH vs. BAR
By Lemuel D. Lilly of the

Columbus Bar.
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In a neat little pamphlet of 47 pages he
gives you all the facts in the case; a com-
pilation of all the important court decisions
on the liquor question facts which the
average person could never obtain outside
of a splendid law library. Here they are,
condensed, boiled down, convenient for
reference, and absolutely accurate.

There is so much misrepresentation about
the rights and privileges of the liquor traffic
that you need to ha-’e the facts at hand for
your own use.

“Bench vs. Bar” gives the decisions of
the various state courts and the United
States Supreme Court proving that the leg-
islature has the fullest powers to promote
the public welfare and protect the public
morals; that no coiporaton or individual
can acquire any rights which the govern-
ment may not annul and take away if the
exercise of such rights becomes detrimental
to the public health or public morals, and
that the liquor traffic is a menace to the pub-
lic health and publi- morals. These all
lead up to the famous decision of the Unit-
ed States Supreme Court, (Crowley vs.
Christensen, 137 U. S. 86, 11 Supreme
Court Report 13):

“There are few sources of crime
and misery to society equal to the
dram shop where intoxicating
liquors * * * * are sold indiscrimin-
ately to all parties applying. The
statistics of every state show a
greater amount of crime and mis-
ery attributable to the use of ardent
spirits obtained at these retail liquor
saloons than to any other source.
* * * * There is no inherent right in
a citizen to sell intoxicating liquors
by retail. It is not a privilege of a
citizen of the state or of a citizen
of the United States.”

This is the most crushing blow ever
given to the liquor traffic by any judicial
tribunal. It makes the liquor interests
gnash their teeth whenever it is mentioned.

These judicial opinions are a part of the
common law of the nation. You need to
know all about them.

Single copy, postpaid, 10 cents. Special
prices on quantities.

Order from

American Issue Publishing Co.,
Desk 17. Westerville, Ohio

Billy Sunday on Saloons
[Sermon Delivered at the Tabernacle, in Columbus, 0.,

Sunday, January 26.]
The open saloon is the most damnable, Bin-reeking, health-

destroying, home-breaking, filth-breeding monster that ever staggered
out of hell.

You say the saloon is all right in its place. Yes—and its
place is in hell.

I defy any man to show me that the saloon has ever lessened
the burden of taxation.

I defy any man to show me a town that has saloons where the
taxes are lower than in a town without saloons.

Eighty-two per cent of all the crimes are caused by liquor.
Five points, New York, was a spot as near hell as any spot

on earth.
The licensed liquor business is the cause of three-fourths of

all the cost of our criminal system.
To license such a thing as the saloon is the most low-down

stinking thing the American people can stoop to.
Booze is the parent of crime and the mother of sin.
To license such an incarnate fiend of hell is the dirtiest, most

damnable business on top of this old earth.
The saloon comes as near being a rat hole into which to pour,

money, as anything on this earth.
They’ve lied about me for years, all up and down this land;

and the blackest liar of them all is that dirty old imp of hell outi
there in Chicago, old Windle.

If you would throw an emetic into hell, and it would vomit up
all its hideous vileness, about the last archangel thrown out would
be better than Windle, in my estimation.

That stinking little sheet (meaning Windle’s paper) is a com-
bination of polecat, jackass and rattlesnake.

I say to all you bull-necked, red-nosed scoundrels who have
been working with the old devil and have villified me and lied about
me and my wife, that I’ll fight you to a finish.

The whisky gang has threatened my life . . . but I’ll never
quit preaching against the damnable saloon.

There are some who are so low down that they will hold a
dollar close to their eyes and it will shut out everything else.

The average workingman gets about S6OO a year for his labor
and it costs about $1,200 to take care of each of our whisky criminals.

I’d rather see a workingman come home at night with an empty
dinner-pail than to see one .come to a happy home and wife and
children with enough to eat and wear, than to see the money go to
that pussy-gutted, bull-necked, blear-eyed, beetle-browed, pimple-
nosed, hog-jowled gang.

Do you say to do away with the saloon would kill busihess?
Well, to begin with, your a dirty liar. In the second place, even
if it were true, it would be better to die in the Lord than die in booze.

The booze question is the one big question before the American
people.

If you want to consort with the blackleg and the thief and the
drunkard and the prostitute, go to the saloon.

The salonkeeper takes your decency and your manhood. The
murderer only kills your body. The saloonkeeper kills yoyr soul.

I stand for civil liberty. Damn the kind of personal liberty you
advocate.

The saloon may pay you an extra dividend and you'll get it in
the shape of delirium tremens.

You’ll always find the saloon in alliance with corrupt politics.
It fights every movement for good government and for the uplift-
ing of men.

Good government is not approved by groggeries.
The saloon is a liar; it promises good cheer and sends sorrow.

It prompts the man who outrages woman’s virtue. It lights the fires
in the soul of the man who commits a crime against a little girl.

It is the moral clearing house for rot, and damnation, and pov-
erty, and insanity, and it wrecks homes and blights lives.

It is God’s worst enemy and the devil’s best friend.
The saloon needs two million boys a year to take the place of

the drunkards who die off or are sent to the penitentiary.
The saloon cocks the highwayman’s pistol. It puts the rope in

the hands of the mob. It is the anarchist of the world, and its dirty
red flag is dyed with the blood of women and children.

The saloon is outside the pale of respectability and the saloon-
keeper is out there, too.
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