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PUTTING HIS CONGREGATION TO SLEEP

auditors to sleep, but few, or perhaps no more than
one, would confess this as his guiding purpose. The

case, however, is not as frivolous as is indicated by the opening

statement, tho Mr. Bruce Barton, who draws the picture, fills it
out rather unecclesiastically by imaging “a church whose altar is a

D: enough preachers are successful in putting world even the police have not discovered. On the next Sunday
night the chaplain found himself confronted with a ready-made

audience of fifty unshaved, homeless men, lined up in a ragged
column of fours. That night at the end of his sermon he passed
the hat, and again the ragged portion of his congregation was
provided for by the better fed. And every Sunday night since
and every Wednesday night as well he has preached there bare

headed in the heart of the square.

“THE CHAPLAIN." of MADison SQUARE.
The front pew is the most popular in this church, for the holders get the first “sleep tickets.”

On one side, marshaled into a rude
column, the bedless horde has waited,

their gaze wandering from the face
of the preacher to the faces of those
other listeners opposite, who from
time to time slip forward to drop
their contributions in the preacher's
hands. It is the only church I know
of where the front pew is more popu
lar than any other, for he who stands
first in line receives the first bed
check, and many a cold night the
back row, having stood until mid
night, finds the checks exhausted
and returns to its dreary all-night
march.”

The sermon these men hear is “not
such as any other church on Fifth
Avenue would pay regularly to hear,

but those who stop a moment or
more to listen are visibly imprest,

partly by the sermon, partly with
the fiftyfold text.” We read:

“Here is a lover and his lass; she
leaves him on the corner for a mo
ment while she steps across to give

their pittance. He is a shipping
clerk and she works all day long in
one of the department stores. They
can not afford the luxury of many
charities, but they have this one,

and every Sunday night for more
than two years they have stopt to
drop their mite. A white-fronted

fire-box, its chancel-rail a curbstone, and its pulpit a hydrant.”

Its location is Madison Square, New York, and the preacher's

name is Chaplain Frederick Rotzler, who has been in pos

session of his charge for twenty-one years. The audience are
“down-and-outs,” and the hoarse anthem they sang on Christ
mas eve—just outside the range of the carols by the illuminated

tree in the middle of the square—was “the angel's song, peace

on earth, good will toward men.” “But even an angel would
hardly recognize it,” adds Mr. Barton, who gives in The Con
tinent (Chicago) an account of Chaplain Rotzler's work:

“Twenty-one years ago he was preaching in that spot to an
audience made up of equal portions of those who expected to
sleep in the neighboring hotels and those who were certain to
sleep in the park, when a man pushed through the crowd and
dropt some money into his hand. He tried to return the money,
but the man had vanished. And the chaplain's gaze, following
the path which he had taken, came sharp against the figure of a
poor wretch buttoning a newspaper inside his ragged jacket
and stopt. The search for the man who had given the money was
ended; here was the man who needed. When the sermon was
ended the chaplain gathered out of his audience the fifteen or
twenty vestless and stockingless ones, marched them across
town to a cheap lodging-house, and, using the money which had
been given him, put them to bed.
“By what channels news is spread through the unwashed

clubman pauses with his two com
panions, and as they reach into capacious pockets for their
change you hear him tell the history of the chaplain. “It don’t
make any difference how cold it is

,

he says; “it may be down to
zero, but this fellow's always here. I’ve been seeing him now
for years, and I tell you he does more good than any church in

this town. They pass on, and a group o
f light-hearted young

fellows stop their laughing to listen for a moment, contribute
their few pennies, and go on more quietly. An automobile
halts to allow a pretty girl to step down; she offers her contri
bution, goes back, and is whisked away into the night. The
chaplain neither asks for the contributions nor acknowledges
them; he stands there upright and dignified, a conscious repre
sentative o

f

the Almighty. And his sermon goes on to the
end unhalted either by the shopgirl o

r

the daughter o
f

the
millionaire. There is a benediction delivered while the crowd
stands hats in hand, and then ‘God Be with You Till We Meet
Again" sung from throats long ago burned out.
“‘Tull we meet; tull we meet agin, the musty notes come
forth—and a

s your eyes run over the serried faces o
f

the singers
you pick out here and there one who will never meet in that
company again. That white-whiskered old man whose knees
tremble in the chill—he has met his last defeat a

t

the bottle;

before another Sunday night he will have passed on. And the
slim young chap, two rows back in the center, there is a light o

f

resolution in his eye which was not there before the chaplain
began speaking. He does not belong here, anyway; he will not
be here again. The singing ceases and the chaplain distributes
his checks, each one entitling the holder to a 15-cent bed. You
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go home, for it is nearly midnight, but there is no sleep for the

chaplain. From lodging-house to_lodging-house he trudges on

his weary round to be sure his poor ‘misfortunates' are in bed.

And at each bedside he pauses for a word of silent prayer.

“It is his work; he is chaplain of the sockless, confessor of the
unshaved. To-night it will be four o’clock before he sleeps, and
to-morrow he will. be up and in the prisons or the workhouses
or the hospitals. taking the magazines and fruit which he has
collected from goodness knows where, speaking words of kind
ness and doing little deeds of help. They are his people, and it
does not concern us that he speaks of them as ‘poor, desponded
chaps' or tells us that they travel under ‘consumed names.’
The love of God which he carries to them has not one single trace
of self-seeking to adulterate it; if prayers in heaven are answered
in the order of their sincerity, his stand high upon the list.”

A MORAL SELF-INVENTORY BY THE
LIQUOR BUSINESS

HEN AN INSTITUTION that has been the object
of reforming efforts takes to reforming itself, or to

preaching its own need of reform, its enemies may

take comfort. The Antisaloon League and Woman’s Christian
Temperance Union have withstood the railings of many, points

out The Christian Work and Evangelist (New York), but their
efforts to amend the Constitution of the United States so that
the manufacture. sale, and importation of liquor shall be pro
h'ibited is taken as no joke by the liquor interests. A liquor
dealers’ journal is quoted in what The Christian Work calls a “re
markable prophecy of the downfall of the liquor trade." Their
"betrayal of fear" is no longer masked, and their leading journal

calls upon the liquor dealers to prepare their defense, for their

day of trial is frankly at hand. In these words the liquor
dealtfs' journal presents what it avers is “a truthful statement"
of how matters stand publicly on this question:

“It is always best for normal people to look at things as they
are. Reality may be obscured to the sick or feeble-minded in
certain circumstances, but deception is a poor evidence of friend
ship. Partizanship with blinded eyes only leads the way to
ruin, and self-deception is the worst of all. Let us look at
things as they are, and in the face of the enemy dare to con
sider and concede their strength. Knowing his plan of battle,
we can better arrange our forces for his defeat; rightly estimating
his strength, we can better provide to meet it. The prohibition
fight henceforth will be nation-wide, and contemplates writing
into the National Constitution a prohibition of the manu
facture and sale of all alcoholic beverages. To accomplish this
result will require the ratification of thirty-six out of the forty
eight States in the Union. Of these nine are already in line
through State prohibition—Maine, Kansas, North Dakota,
Oklahoma, Mississippi, Georgia, Tennessee, North Carolina,
West Virginia. The last five have been added within a period
of six years. In addition to these there are eighteen States in
which a major part of the people live in territory made dry by
local option, in which we may be assured prohibition sentiment
predominates. If the people in these States who are opposed
to the liquor traffic demand it, their legislatures will undoubtedly
ratify a national amendment.

_ “The most influential argument against prohibition is that
it is not effective; that ‘Prohibition don’t prohibit.’ This is
not_basic or moral; the fact of failure to enforce is no argument
against even the expediency, much less against the moral issue
involved. Ultimately all questions must be settled by moral
standards; only in this way can mankind be saved from self
effaeement. The liquor traffic can not save itself by declaring
that government is incapable of coping with the problem it
presents; when the people decide that it must go, it will be
banished. We are not discussing the benefit or justice of
prohibition, but its possibility and its probability in present

circumstances. To us there is ‘the handwriting on the wall,’
and its interpretation spells doom. For this the liquor business
Is to blame; it seems incapable of learning any lesson of advance
ment or any motive but profit. To perpetuate itself. it has
formed alliance with the slums that repel all conscientious and
patriotic citizens. It deliberately aids the most corrupt polit
ical powers, and backs with all of its resources the most un
worthy men, the most corrupt and recreant officials. It does
not aid the purification of municipal, State, or national ad

ministration. Why? Because it has to ask immunity for its
own lawlessness. That this condition is inherently and inevitably
necessary we do not believe, but it has come to be a fact, and
the public. which is to pass on the matter in its final analysis,
believes anything bad that anybody can tell it of the liquor
business. Why? Let the leaders of the trade answer. Other
lines of business may be as bad, or even worse, but it is not so
plainly in evidence. The case of the liquor traffic is called for
adjudication by the American people, and must be ready for
trial. Other cases may be called later, but the one before thi
court can not be postponed. But, as in the past, the men most
concerned are playing for postponement, not for acquittal. Is
it because they fear the weakness of their defense that they fear
to go to trial? There are billions of property involved, and an
industry of great employing and taxpaying ability; but when
the people decide that the truth is being told about the alcoholic
liquor trade, the money value will not count, for conscience
aroused puts the value of a man above all other things. The
writer believes that prohibition is theoretically wrong, but he
knows that theories, however well substantiated, may be over
thrown by conditions, as has often been done in the world's
history. In this country we have recently swept aside one of
the fundamental theories of the framers of our Constitution in
going from representative to direct government; we are on the
verge of universal instead of male sufi'rnge, and there is a spirit
abroad which reeks little of tradition, of precedent, or of vested
rights; and on liberty used licentiously and destructiver it
will work short shrif t. Prepare the defense, friends; make
your case ready for court, the trial can not be postponed!"

THE CONVERSION OF GOVERNOR
PATTERSON

I'

I
\HE TRANSFORMATION of Saul of Tarsus into Paul
the Apostle irresistibly occurs to writers in the religious

press when they consider the conversion of cit-Governor

Malcolm R. Patterson to belief in Christ, the making over of
his private life, and his complete change of front on the liquor

question. “The same power that smote Saul to the ground
‘brought this modern statesman to the dust of repentance," says

one, while another wonders at the similar “suddcnness and com

pleteness of overturn." The country's “ablcst champion of the
liquor interests" now declares from the platform that he is

marching under the same flag with the Antisaloon League,

"actuated by the same desire to destroy the trafiic in liquor
and redeem a nation from its curse." The message accompany
ing Governor Patterson's veto of the prohibition bills passed

by the Tennessee legislature is said to have been “regarded as

the strongcst argument ever put forth by the friends of liquor."
-But “no refutation of saloon apologies could be more convinc
ing." declares The Continent, than “refutation from the same
lips that uttered them.” And the eloquent ex-Governor has
sworn himself “an everlasting enemy” to fight with tongue and
pen and influence “not alone against the saloons of Tennessee
but against the saloons of America."

The story of Governor Patterson's conversion is perhaps best

told by the man chiefly responsible for it, the Rev. J. L.
\Veber, D.D., of Memphis, Tenn. While hIalcolm R. Patterson
was in politics, says Dr. Weber in Zion’s Herald (Boston),

"he was surrounded by influences that made him the champion
of the liquor interests of the State. He was forced into close
and intimate relations with men of convivial habits and some
times of low ideals. He made compromise with his home train
ing, and while never a habitual drinker, he was often overcome
and led into debauchery that was repulsive to his best nature.
It was while on one of these debaucln-s that he was humiliat
ed by arrest and exposure. That humiliation was (iod's
opportunity.”

God’s—and Dr. Weber’s, it seems. For, as this Memphis
Methodist pastor modestly tells the story in another account
in The Congregationalist (Boston) :

“It was during his humiliationthat my acquaintance with
him began. I had always opposed him in his political ambitions
and had never spoken to him; but my heart went out to him in
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