
YOUR NAME IN GOLD 
Stamped on High Grade ©■« 

PENCILS tip. Tost- 
FuUUafth !»<<• lOo. Set of ft 

In ^Pencils all same name. Assorted 
Colors, in a Handsome Floral Hesi^n 

gtfT\Jp^^^lio*.Post|aU8fto. Five Sets $1.00. 
Sent In HOLLY BOXES lor CHRISTMAS 

U. S. postage stamps accepted. 

L^G. FARRAR, 10 Spruce St., New York City 

“Profit andLoss in Man” 
By Prof. A. A. Hopkina. 

Arrangement* are at length com- 

puted to produce thia splendid mas- 

terpiece. It will be a book of about 
MO pagaa, which wa hope to have 
(roan the printers about October IS. 
Those who have subscribed lot ad- 
mace copies should seed their money 
at once, and be among the first to re- 
ceive the book. Others will find H 
me of the best contributions to the 
Prohibition reform. Price, by mail, 
mm dollar. Addbuae 

The National Prohibitionist 
87 Washington St., Chicago 

Subscribers' WCents 
Readers of The National Prohibitionist 

may use this column for publishing their wants 
or wares. The charge is three cents for each 
word, the cash to accompany orders; 200,000 
interested people read this column each week. 

APPLE TREES, 15c; cherries, 80c; plums, 
85c; roses, five $1.00; other trees and fruits 
accordingly. Cyrus Harvey, Altoona, Iowa. 

GILLETTE and other safety razor blades 
need not be thrown away when dull. We 
resharpen them (better than new) for two 
cents each and return postage. Send address 
for our convenient mailing wrapper. KEEN- 
EDGE CO.. 778 Keenedge Building, Chicago. 

WANTED—Agents, $30 to $76 a week. A 
fact; we can prove it. Agents who make 
only $30 to $40 per week in other line* are 
taking order* for Velvet toothpicks, a new 
patented specialty that sells on sight; any 
one who has ever used them will not touch 
an old style toothpick again. We will give 
you the names of Boston agents now making 
$6 to $10 per day. Write at once. Send 10c 
to cover cost of samples and postage. Velvet 
Toothpick Co., 1S4 Summer St., Boston, Mass. 

YOUNG MAN, one of the best organizers, 
newspaper men and speakers of the west, 
wants an eastern job. Accept contingent salary 
under favorable conditions. Has had marked 
success. Address, Organizer, National Prohi- 
bitionist. 

THANKSGIYING POSTAL CARDS— 
Finest assortments ever offered in 3 lots: 
No. 1, 20 all different cards, 25 cents; No. 2, 
40 all different cards, 45 cents; No. 3, 100 
assorted, splendid Thanksgiving subjects, $1.00. 
C. W. Hughes’ Book Store, Mechanicsville, 
N. Y. 

HIGH CLASS POST CARDS.—Thanksgiv- 
ing, Christmas, New Year’s. No Trash. 20 
for 25 cents. Money back if not pleased. 
F. A. Holmes Card Co., Brewster, New York. 

STAMPS FREE. 100 different stamps for 
the names of two Collectors and 2c postage. 
20 Russian Stamps, 10c; 20 Japan, 10c; 20 
different Foreign Coins, 25c. We buy 
stamps; buying list, 10c. Toledo Stamp Co., 
Toledo, Ohio. 

SEND TEN CENTS to John Danner, Can- 
ton, Ohio, and he will send you fifty illus- 
trated Prohibition documents, stickers, etc. 

EUROPE—MOST POPULAR TOURS. 
Free Tour and Commission for organizing 
small party. Rev. George Nason, Wilming- 
ton, Del. 

Saturday Night * STS 
at Home 

~ 

Inspiring. 11 
THE HOLY CITY 
BY DR. FELIX ADLER 

Have you heard the golden city 
Mentioned in the legends old? 

Everlasting light shines o’er it, 
Wondrous tales of it are told. 

Only righteous men and women 

Dwell within its gleaming wall; 
Wrong is banished from its borders, 

Justice reigns supreme o’er a’.l. 

We .are builders of that city; 
All our joys and all our groans 

Help to rear its shining ramparts, 
All our lives are building-stones. 

But a few brief years we labor, 
Soon our earthly day is o’er, 

Other builders take our places, 
And our place knows us no more. 

But the work which we have builded, 
Oft with bleeding hands and tears, 

Oft in error and in anguish, 
Will not perish with the years. 

It will last and shine transfigured 
In the final reign of Right; 

It will merge into the splendors 
Of the City of the Light. 

“Rain-in-the-Face” 
’T*5 TA Thanksgiving Story 

It was on the morning of the last 
Thursday of November. 

A tall, well dressed man was hur- 
rying down a Chicago street. Every- 
body hurries in Chicago. It is a trait 
of character of which the people of 
that western metropolis are proud. 

But the man referred to had reason 

to hurry. He was to eat Thanksgiv- 
ing dinner with a company of friends, 
and a hundred and one belated busi- 
ness matters must receive attention 
before he could make good his ap- 

pointment. He stopped suddenly be- 
fore a bootblack’s stand. The sight 
of that little business establishment 
had brought to him a consciousness 
that the condition of his shoes was 

not in harmony with the rest of his 

apparel. 
“Here, boy,” he exclaimed, “give 

me a shine in a hurry!” 
A boy, apparently about fifteen 

years of age, turned mechanically to 

obey. He was a street urchin, yet his 
was a face not easily to be forgotten. 

c.-s. 
f DIVIDENDS 
MAY- NOV 

GET IN LINE 

EVERY PROHIBITIONIST ! 
And every other wise man desires a steady 
income. He can have it by making wise 
investments. 

Stock in the Conservative Securities 
Company is a wise investment. The com- 

pany is a Colorado corporation, now earn- 

ing and paying dividends. The more 

money it has the more it can make for its 
stockholders That is why it is selling 
stock. This stock is preferred to the ex- 
tent of 7 percent. 

I am personally acquainted with the 
officers, F. C. Dinsmore, Pres., and S. H. 
Alexander, Sec’y-Treas., and know them 
to be thoroughly reliable and well fitted for 
their work. 

Send for “Information”—the book 
that tells you all about it. Look us up in 
Bradstreet—then you’ll want some stock. 
Act at once—there's profit in promptness. 

For a 

Steady 
Income 

J. E. CLAYTON. 250 18th St.. Milwaukee, Wis. 
Please send me “Information”—the book that tells about the Con- 

servative Securities Company—now earning and paying dividends. 

Name._. 
Address. 

Sturdy, gray eyes looked out from j 
under a brow that indicated great 
strength of purpose; brown hair over- 

hung the forehead, with a slight dis- 

position to curl; the mouth was firmly 
set, and over the face was an expres- 
sion of studious thoughtfulness sel- 
dom found among the boys of the 
street; the body was well knit—pli- 
able, yet strong, and full of energy. 

These characteristics were observed 
by the man as he seated himself in 
the bootblack’s chair, while the boy 
prepared to serve his patron. 

With blacking box in hand, the boy 
turned to look at his customer’s face. 
The act was purely mechanical; he 
had not wasted a second in his prep- 
arations. But his gaze seemed fas- 
tened upon the face of the man before 
him. 

“Well!” exclaimed the man after a 

moment’s pause, “what are you wait- 
ing for?” 

The boy did not reply. He set 

down his blacking and brush and 
called to a fellow worker near by, 
“Hey, Limpy, ye want a job?” 

“What’s up?” asked “Limpy,” who 
came to the stand as rapidly as a 

deformed limb would permit. 
“Black this feller’s shoes, if ye want 

to,” returned the lad. 
“What’s the matter, Rainy?” 
“Nothin', only I’ve got business 

some’er’s else and can’t stop,” and 
the first boy turned and walked away. 

“Who is that boy?” asked the man, 
who had been impatiently waiting to 
have his shoes blacked. 

“Oh, that’s Rain-in-the-Face,” re- 

plied “Limpy.” “Don’t yer see how 
glum and cloudy-like his face was 

when he left us without passin’ the 
compliments of the day?” 

“Is that why you give him such a 

name?” 
“That’s partly why. Yer see his 

name’s Wainwright; but that’s too 
long fer us fellers to handle easy ’n 
so we cut it down to ‘Rainy/ and then 
when he gets glum we calls him 
‘Rain-in-the-Face.’ But he’s all right. 
He’s the squarest feller ther is among 
the boys. They all say so ’n’ Rainy 
can have anything from us he asks 
for.” 

“You say his name is Wainwright?” 
said the gentleman. 

“Sure—dat’s wot I said,” answered 
the urchin. “It’s a great name fer 
a feller wot shines shoes—don’t yer 
think?” 

“Where does he live?” was the 
other’s query, without noticing the 
comment of the gamin. 

“Wy, I ain’t quite sure ’bout dat. 
I’ve been thar, too. But it’s over on 
de West Side, some’er’s on Halsted 
street, near Eighteenth.” 

The job was completed, and the 
boy received his pay, while his cus- 
tomer hurried away into the crowd 
that thronged the street. But rap- 
idly as he walked, his thoughts trav- 
eled over the lapse of years with 
greater speed. They reached a sta- 
tion fifteen years back, and flew back 
and forth over a few happy months. 

He saw himself a young man again, 
with a future bright with hopeful am- 
bitions and a radiant love. He saw 
the maiden whom he had led to the 
altar, against the will of his proud and 
wealthy mother. He remembered that 
the “pardon” he had expected was 

grimly refused—unless— 
He caught his breath, man fashion, 

as he recalled the unrelenting condi- 
tions upon which he might be rein- 

stated in the favor of a purse-proud, 
ambitious parent. Manfully he had 
adhered to his young wife until— 

Well, it was a painful story, even 

now, though it was buried fifteen 
years away. They had him 
proofs that his bride had dtMeived 
him, and, marrying him for his ^.ealth 
and position, she was not the embodi- 
ment of purity that he had believed. 

Against his bitter protest they had 
poisoned his mind into believing all 
their charges, but their bitter work 
brought them no comfort, for in de- 
spair he had left the home town and 
hidden himself in the great “West,” 
which is so large that a man may 
lose himself from all old associations, 
except pursuing memories. 

Business successes had come to 
him, and he tried to make himself be- 
lieve it had been all for the best, but 
here he was on Thanksgiving morn- 

ing with the bitter accumulations of 
fifteen years of heart-hunger! 

And this was the boy—the baby 
that had not yet made its advent 
when he went away! He could see 
the mother’s features reproduced in 
the child; there could be no question 
of identity. 

Business engagements were forgot- 
ten. He turned his steps instinctively 
toward “Halsted street and Eight- 
eenth.” 

* * * 

Down among the poorer quarters 
of the city, an hour later, the same 

boy dashed into a small apartment, 
where sat a woman sewing. 

“Oh, momsy! I seen him!” shouted 
the boy. 

The woman’s face paled. Oh, 
manhood! what a face was that! If 
you have an ideal of womanly beauty, 
fix your mind upon the ideal and then 
see the mother of this boy of the 
streets. Not more than thirty-three 
years old, was she, and slight of form. 
A glorious crown of brown hair, now 

sprinkled thickly with gray, was set 
above a face that was beautiful in 
spite of a look of perpetual, gaijefit 
sadness. 

“Saw whom, my son?” she an- 
swered. 

“I seen the man—the man that—” 
But the boyish lips refused to speak 

the words that choked him for ut- 

A FAT BABY. 

Usually Evidence of Proper Feeding. 
Babies grow very rapidly and if 

they do not get the right kind of 
food they grow backwards instead of 
forwards; that is, when their food is 
not nourishing they grow thin and 
cross and some of them die from the 
lack of the right kind of food. A 
girl writes: 

“My aunt’s baby was very delicate 
and was always ill. She was not able 
to nurse it and took it to one doctor 
after another, but none of them did 
the child any good. 

“One day mother told my aunt to 
try Grape-Nuts for the baby, but she 
laughed and said if the doctors 
couldn’t do the baby any good, how 
could Grape-Nuts? But mother said 
‘try it anyway.’ 

bo my aunt put one tablespoonful 
of Grape-Nuts in a quarter cup of 
hot water and when the food was soft 
she added as much milk as water 
and gave that to the baby. 

“In a month and a half you would 
hardly have known that baby, it was 
so fat and thrived so fast. A neigh- 
bor asked my aunt what made the 
baby so healthy and fat when only six 
weeks before it was so thin. She said 
‘Grape-Nuts.’ The neighbor got 
Grape-Nuts for her baby and it was 
soon as fat as my aunt’s child.” 

“There’s a Reason.” gjff 
Name given by Postum Co., Battle 

Creek, Mich. Read, “The Road to 
Wellville,” in pkgs. 

Ever read the above letter? A new 
one appears from time to time. They 
are genuine, true, and full of human 

i interest. 


