
? ? ? THE ASK CLUB ? ? ? 

_Superintended by E. W. MASON, Royal Oak, Micb. 

Conditions of Membership: 1. Signature of Pledge attached- 2 The 
securing of five signatures to the pledge, or five Subscribers for The Na- 
tional Prohibitionist, or five Signers and Subscribers. 

Every member will receive a Certificate of Membership. 

§ PROHIBITION PARTY 
£ VOTER'S PLEDUB 

Believing that the license system is the bulwark of the 
; Liquor Traffic, I hereby promise that I will not vote for any 
: Political Party that fails to declare openly against legalizing 

a. such traffic, and that in order to press this issue into promi- H nence as the question next in order for settlement, 1 will co- 
: ! operate with the Prohibition Party in Local, State and National 

politics. 

; Name. 

j Post Office.State.*. 
R. F. D. or Street.No... 

PUBLIC MEETINGS 
The “Ask Club” judges every public 

meeting by one test, namely: “How 
many votes did it make?” “Let’s see 

the signed pledges.” 
Let us illustrate: Mr. A. Wesley, a 

young man trying to work his way 
through college, goes to hold a public 
meeting in a hall. Rain pours down 
and he is not even met at the car. So 
he wades through the muddy, dark, 
country road for a mile to the closed 
hall—and converts the janitor. 

The janitor takes a bunch of Voters’ 
Pledge Cards, and so far has returned 

17 signed. 
That meeting was a success. 

It will show election day results. 
* * * 

Another meeting I know of in which 
a prominent speaker worked the au- 

dience up to a high pitch and they 
cheered to the echo. Many swore they 
would hereafter vote the Prohibition 
ticket. 

They were not pledged. 
When election day came around, the 

vote did not increase and that $25 
speech “went up the flue.” 

That meeting was a FAILURE. 
It might have been a success. 

* * * 

When a temperance lecture is to be 
given in your town, be on hand with 
the pledges. If the Anti-Saloon League 
holds a meeting, the W. C. T. U. or the 
Young People’s Society, be there with 
the pledges, and the moment the meet- 

ing is dismissed, step up to a voter and 
say, as you hand him a pledge: “Is this 
medicine too strong for your blood? 

People are taking it all over the United 
States by the thousands.” 

Talk to just one man at a time. Look 
him in the eye. The moment he reads 

100 Pledges on cardboard 25 cents, 
postpaid. 

100 Pledges on bond paper in tab- 
lets, 15 cents. 

These supplies can be ordered from 
E. W. MASON, Supt., Royal Oak, 
Mich., to whom all signed pledges 
should be returned. If you desire an 
answer to your letter to Mr. Mason, 
inclose 5 cents. 

Certificates of Membership will be 
furnished without cost. 

to the last line, hold a pencil to him. 
Think at him: “Sure, sign it.” “That’s 
the thing to do.” He will sign. 

“Thank you.” 
Then hurry across the isle to another 

fellow who is not in a group and give 
him the same dose. 

Keep it up until every one is gone but 
the janitor—then land him. 

* * * 

Remember, never show your pledge 
to over one man at a time, unless the 
others who are with the man you want 
are avowed Prohibitionists and signers 
already. 

You will fail nine times out of ten if 
you ask of men in groups. You will 
succeed three times out of five if you 
follow these instructions. 

The articles we publish from week to 
week in story form are to furnish you 
the language and methods used in suc- 

cessfully landing voters into the Prohi- 
bition fold, and all we are campaigning 
for is votes. If you can secure a friend, 
or an enemy, to vote the Prohibition 
ticket, you have performed a valuable 
service. 

* * * 

This is a “hashy” dope I am serving 
up this week, but, do you know, I had 
rather land a Democrat or a Republican 
into the Prohibition fold than to go a 

fishing—more fun, too. When you throw 
out the Voters’ Pledge to a fellow, he 
will bite it with as much confidence as 

a pike down the trolling line. He will 
kick around considerably, too, but like 
an experienced fisherman pulling in the 
line, you know he is coming all the time. 
All you have to do is to keep pulling 
in till he comes up exhausted, then land 
him. 

* * * 

Every voter who becomes a convert 

during revival meetings I ask to sign; 
and never I had but one refuse. That 
shows most converts are sincere. Get 
’em quick after they go forward—if you 
don’t they will be like some of the other 
church members whom we sometimes 
pray for. How many men have you 
asked this week? 

None? 
Shame on you! 

WILLIE'S “JOB.” 
A Story for Boys. 

By NELSON A. JACKSON. 

“Mother, here is my chance,” said 
Willie Turnman as he handed the morn- 

ing paper to his mother, pointing to 
the advertisement. Thus it stood in 
clear type: 

“Wanted a boy to do light work about 
an office before and after school. Apply 
at Number 378 Huntington Avenue.” 

“I have been thinking,” he went on, 
eagerly, “that I should like to begin to 

earn something and to start a bank ac- 

count in my own name.” 
“Well, Willie, I approve of your plan 

and advise you to apply this morning 
on your way to school,” his mother said 
with an encouraging smile. 

Willie started out with the merry 
whistle of a fourteen-year-old boy on 

his lips and made his way to the proper 
number. He went up to an imposing 
residence and rang the bell. He was 

ushered into the presence of several 
other boys who were waiting their turns 
to be interviewed. His heart sank some- 

what at the sight of others, he had not 
thought of competition. When it came 

his turn, he found himself before a 

pleasant looking gentleman seated in an 

easy chair. 
“Well, my young friend, if I should 

give you the job, what would you do 
with the money?” the gentleman asked. 

“Start a bank account, sir.” 
“Well, well, now that sounds like bus- 

iness, that is the first sensible answer I 
have had to that question.” 

Willie blushed with pride and the 
thumping of his heart grew less. Af- 
ter a few more questions, Mr. Joy, for 
such was the gentleman’s name, said, 
“I guess you will do, report at the office 
tonight, after school.” 

Willie took the card which Mr. Joy 
handed him and went on his way, but 
his first feeling of elation had been 
somewhat dampened. He knew the 
part of the city to which the card di- 
rected him and he knew that there was 

there situated a large wholesale liquor. 
store, conducted by Joy & Company. 
He wondered if this might be the same 

Joy. 
The boy did more thinking than 

studying that day. The idea of earning 
some money was very attractive, but 
was he willing to work about a place 
where they handled liquor? It was the 
first hard struggle he had ever faced, 
and he fought the battle all day. 

“Why not take the position?” some- 

thing seemed to reason. “He would not 
have to touch the stuff, his work would 
be running errands and keeping the of- 
fice clean.” But something else seemed 
to insist upon the other side of the 
question that he would be with those 
who were handling and selling it and 
that a boy is apt to be classed with those 
with whom he keeps company. 

“Yet,” the other side debated, “he was 

away from the busy part of the city and 
none of his companions wrould know 
where he was working.” 

This last idea frightened him. He 
asked himself, “Am I thinking of work 
of which I am ashamed? Would I be 
willing for mother to find me working 
amidst bottles, barrels and kegs of li- 

quor? No, sir. 
His mind was made up. After school 

he made his way to Mr. Joy’s office, 
which, as he expected, he found in a 

liquor store. 
“You may dust the table,” said Mr. 

Joy. 
“Mr. Joy,” said Willie, “I don’t be- 

lieve I will take the position.” 
“Why not? You seemed anxious 

enough for it this morning.” 
“I don’t like the business you are in 

and I don’t care to help you,” said Wil- 
lie firmly. 

“Now see -here, young man, this busi- 
ness is all right. Don’t get any fancy 
ideas in your head. This is just as 

good as the grocery business. We do 
not retail and there are no rough people 
about here. You had better go to 

work,” said Mr. Joy and turned to his 
desk. 

Willie drew himself up and his young 
eyes flashed fire as he said: 

“No sir, Mr. Joy, I do not want the 
position. I will not work around this 
terrible stuff. You say that there are no 

rough people about here, but you sell 
the stuff that makes people rough, that 
destroys homes and makes beggars— 

“That will do,” broke in the liquor 
seller, half rising. “I did not ask for a 

sermon. You may go.” 
When Willie arrived home he told his 

father and mother the whole story and 
ended by saying, “I lost my ‘job.’bjff; ! 
feel good inside.” 

BEAUTIFUL HANDS 

Such beautiful, beautiful hands— 
They are neither white nor small, 

And you, I know, would scarcely think 
That they were fair at all. 

I’ve looked on hands whose form and hue 
A sculptor’s dream might be, 

Yet are these aged wrinkled hands 
Most beautiful to me. 

Such beautiful, beautiful hands— 
Though heart were weary and sad, 

These patient hands kept toiling on, 
That the children might be glad. 

I almost weep as looking back 
To childhood’s distant day, 

I think how these hands rested not 
When mine were at their play. 

Such beautiful, beautiful hands— 
They’re growing feeble now, 

For time and pain have left the mark 
On hand, and heart, and brow. 

Alas! alas! the nearing time 
And the sad, sad day to me, 

When neath the daisies out of sight, 
These hands will folded be. 

But oh! beyond the shadow land, 
Where all is bright and fair, 

I know full well these dear old hands 
Will palms of victory bear— 

Where crystal streams through endless years* 
Flow over golden sands, 

And when the old grow young again 
I’ll clasp my mother’s hands. 

A willing slave for years, 
l strove to set men free; 

Mine were the labors, hopes and fears, 
Be theirs the victory. 

—Gerald Mi 

For courage when tempted look up^ 
To succor the tempted look down; 
To locate your tempter look in; 
For constant temptation look out. 

'Be strong! 
We are not here to play, to dream, to drift; 
We have men’s work to do, and loads to lift. 
Shun not the struggle; face it. ’Tis God’s gift. 


