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Dear Mr 

Will you please go to day and see Mr. Myers of 

the Manhattan Browing Co., 39th street and Emerald avenue and ask him 

for a contract with his company for a years' business. He can take 

the space at any time during the year. He should subscribe for not 

less than 2,500 lines at twelve andxme-hgXfr cents a line. 

Mr. Myers is familiar with the work we have dono and are doing for 

the brewing interests, and he knows we have in a way stemmed the ti- 

dal wave of prohibition and that it is a matter of keeping up the figh 

or dismantling the breweries. We are now arranging for some important 

picture matter and for some future legislative work which we will 

carry to completion provided we. meet with a liberal advertising pat- 

ronage from the people whom we are helping most. 

Our time is limited in which to get these contracts. Please 

have It. Myers give you this order to-day. We have almost exhausted o 

our purse and our friends in this great fight for principle and we 

do not want to stop. Ninety per cent or our reders are users of 

be.;r. As a business man Mr Myers can readily see thae value of 

space in our columns. As a brewer he needs no argument. 

Very Respectfully, 

ILLINOIS PUBLISHING CO., 

ay 

Adv. Mgr. 

—bi mi in i-) 

As every reader of the Illi- 
nois Issue knows, there is a 

man connected with this pa- 
per, who is very much ad- 
dicted to writing verses. 

We will say for him that 
for years he has been making 
a heroic effort to break him- 
self of the habit. He has 
taken every known cure. His 
friends have done what they 
could to help him. But 
among all who know him 
best it is generally conceded 
that his case is hopeless. 

He is unable to resist the 
slightest temptation. Even 
the most prosaic things will 
start him. He is capable of 
breaking into verse over a 

problem in algebra. 
Of course when this type- 

written letter which is here 
reproduced and the accom- 

panying picture fell into his 
hands he was immediately 
seized with an uncontrollable 
desire to write a lot of dog- 
gerel about “The Man That 
Milks the Cow.” The only 
way to prevent him from ac- 

complishing his fell purpose 
was to lock him up and de- 
prive him of all writing ma- 

terial until the attack had 
subsided. 

Even now, as lie sits in his 
cell, without any means of 
putting his thoughts on pa- 
per, he is thinking doggerel, 
and through the still (stem 
winding) watches of the 
night any one who passes 
that way can hear him mum- 

bling his jingle about “The 
Man that Milks the Cow.” 

But it wasn’t fair to let 
him have this theme all to 
himself. It’s too easy. He 
ought to give somebody else 
a chance. So before we turn 
him loose we are going to 
give all our readers an op- 
portunity to compete with 
him. 

Get into the contest. It’s 
a free-for-all. Rich or poor, 
old or young, wise or fool- 
ish, handsome or homely, big 
or little—send in your jin- 
gles on “The Man That 
Milks the Cow.” 


