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The Battle of Lexington
Liu Ling was a jocular, philosophical old soak who

lived in P’ei (Modern Kiang-su) about 300 A. D. He
was one of the “Seven Sages of Bamboo Grove;” a de-
votee of literature as well as the wine cup. On one
occasion, he wrote a skit about an “old gentleman,”
really referring to himself. Herbert A. Giles translates
it as follows:

An old gentleman, a friend of mine is never
for a moment without a wine flask in one hand, a goblet in
the other. His only thought is wine, he knows of naught
beyond.

Two respectable philanthropists, hearing of my friend’s
weakness, proceeded to tax him on the subject; and with
many gestures of disapprobation, fierce scowls and gnashing

> of teeth, preached him quite a sermon on the rules of pro-
priety, and sent his faults buzzing around his head like a
swarm of bees.

When they began, the old gent filled himself another
bumper, and sitting down, quietly stroked his beard, and
sipped his wine by turns, until at length he lapsed into a
semi-inebriate state of placid enjoyment, varied by intervals
of absolute unconsciousness or of partial return to mental
lucidity.

His ears were beyond the reach of thunder; he could not
have seen a mountain. Heat and cold existed for him no
more; he knew not even the workings of his own mind. To
him the affairs of this world appeared but as so much duck-
weed on a river; while the two philanthropists at his side
looked like two wasps trying to convert a caterpillar (into
a wasp as the Chinese believe is done).

It was at Lexington, Massachusetts, that the first
battle of the Revolution was fought. Differences of
opinion were there fought out. The map of the world
was thereby changed and a complete new theory of gov-
ernment established on the face of the earth.

This American Marathon is now a dry spot sur-
rounded by territory in drink and supremely contented.

Some time ago, the Massachusetts Anti-Saloon
League sought to present the saloon question to the Men’s
Club of one of the Lexington churches. The “respect-
able philanthropists” sought to “tax” old Man Lex-
ington on the subject. But, unwilling to be disturbed, the
Men's club declined, replying:

The subject is one upon which I feel sure the members
of the club differ radically, and it is the policy of the club In
avoid discussion of any subjects which are likely to arouse
feeling among the members.

The little Spartan village of 1776 threw down the
gauntlet to the greatest nation in the world. These Lex-
ington farmers fought the finest army on earth rather
than to pay a little tax on their tea.

This church made up of descendants of these people,
contented in the saloon filth around them stop up their
ears to avoid hearing the cry of their victims and wear
blinders that they may not see.

How pat does old Liu Ling’s description of himself
fit the situation at Lexington.

“His ears were beyond the reach of thunder.”
“He could not have seen a mountain.”
“Heat and cold existed for him no more.”
“He knew not even the workings of his own mind.”
And this is in Lexington.
Supinely indifferent to the traffic in human misery

out of which their taxes are paid, these descendants of
heroqs now sit on the fence watching the snails go by.

A church like this fills about the same field of use-
fulness in Lexington as would a dead Scandinavian sea
cow.

About That Grogless White House
Recently, American Issue commented favorably up-

on Washington reports that no liquor was to be served
at the White House during the present administration
These stories of a dry White House under a Democratic
administration provoke both the credulity and the wrath
of a good friend who writes commanding that his paper
be stopped. Says he:

Tiro, Ohio, April 17, 1913.
Ihe American Issue: Kindly discontinue my paper. Am

in full sympathy with the temperance movement, but like
something nearer the truth than “No Drinks at the White
House” in March 22 number. If Mr. Wilson is for temper-
ance it surely should Be known, for he is as much out of
his place in the Democratic party as a minister would be in
a pool room.

I am a soldier of the Civil War and have been proud that
the Republican party has been instrumental in doing almost
all that has already been done for the temperance cause.

MOSES PUGH.
The same day that Mr. Pugh’s letter was received,

the wires bring the further disconcerting news that Secre-
tary Bryan, at his first official dinner to the foreign diplo-
mats served unfermented grape juice instead of bottled
foity rod.

Words must fail to assuage the grief of Brother
Pugh at this bewildering spectacle. It is suggested that
he might get out an injunction restraining the adminis-
tration from drinking buttermilk on the ground that the
saloonkeepers must live and 'that it is disloyal for a
Democrat to keep sober.

Unbending partisanship does lead unthinking folk
into curious performances occasionally.

Economics of Prohibition
Under the above caption. National Liquor Dealers’

Journal introduces nearly three columns of dissertation
with this bon mot :

When the Prohibitionist makes his declaration that he
wants to drive the brewery and the distillery from the face
of the United States, he signifies by that word that he wants
to wipe out industries that represent at this moment $3,748,-
825,562 of investment. That is a pretty big contract.

Esteemed Journal has got several figures too many
of its estimate of capital employed in the trade, but that
makes no material difference with the argument. For
the bigger the investment, the greater urgency for the
abatement of the nuisance.

Nearly four billions of dollars is altogether too much
to have invested in the business of tearing down our
citizenship, polluting our cities, multiplying our taxes
and filling our jails with criminals.

Prohibitionists would drive this capital out of this
traffic and into some industry that builds up rather than
tears down national honor and prosperity.

Compelling the burglar to use his jimmy for a pick
axe instead of using it for burglarizing houses does not
destroy the burglar’s “capital.”

Compelling the gambler to use his crap table for a
work bench does not destroy the gambler’s capital. It
merely compels him to use it in a useful pursuit.

Liquor dealers have a queer point of view.
The undertaker does not clamor for the abolition of

the Life Saving Service on the ground that it interferes
with his business.

The doctors do not oppose sanitary measures on the
ground that it interferes with their practice.
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