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"One of Britain's foremost Prohibition 
Advocates" 

JOHN H. ROBERTS 
At Liberty for Lectures and Campaigns 

Anywhere In United States 
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Prohibition Party Chairmen, W. C. T. U.’s and other 

temperanoe organisations are invited to communicate re 
tatoe, terms, testimonials, etc. 
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Concise, Explicit, Thorough, Con- 
vincing. Proves to any fair minded 
man that No-License is vastly bet- 
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ments of the License advocate. The 
author has had many years’ experi- 

Ience 
in no-license work and has met 
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appreciated. Every no-license worker 
should send 10 cents in stamps to 
the author and secure this latest ad- 
dition to no-license literature. 
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cent postpaid on 

receipt of IS cents.; Per 
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teranee. 1 lie mother gasped for breath. 
She knew instinctively what the boy 
would say. 

“Have you seen your father, 
Noble?” she exclaimed. 

“That’s it, momsy; he looked just 
like that picture you’ve got, and— 
and—” 

The boy paused, and the mother sat 
in utter silence with hands clasped 
upon her lap. 

“But it’s no use, Noble,” she said 
at length, “I am sorry you saw him. 
Tell me how it happened.” 

“He wanted me to black his shoes 
for him, but I’d see him in—” 

His mother’s hand lay gently across 
his mouth. 

“No, no, my son; he is your father; 
and though he has done me fearful 
wrong, I cannot blot his image from 
my heart. You must not say hard 
things about him.” 

“But, momsy—mother—I’ll get after 
him and make him come back and get 
down on his knees to you and ask 
your forgiveness or else—” 

The boy paused. 
“Or else what, Noble?” his mother 

asked. 
Ur else 1 11 kill him! replied the 

boy grimly. 
It was a big threat for a fifteen- 

year-old boy; but his mother shud- 
dered. 

“Noble, come here,” she said. 
The boy came close to her and sat 

down on a low stool, resting his arms 

lovingly upon her knee. 
“Noble, I don’t want to see your 

father. I have tried to hate him, and 
I can’t do that. When I pray ‘For- 
give us our trespasses as we forgive 
them that trespass against us,’ I stop 
sometimes, lest I condemn myself by 
my prayer for pardon. I have for- 
given him; but oh, Noble, he was my 
very life!” 

The mother was weeping now and 
the boy felt that no words of his 
could assuage a grief that had kept 
fresh for more than fifteen years. But 
when the sobs finally ceased, and the 
tears no longer stained those pale 
cheeks, he spoke again: 

“Mother, you remember your 
heart’s grief; but don’t you know 
that I have a grievance against my 
own father? I owe him no love or 

gratitude. Some day he must make 
good the things he has robbed me of 
or—” 

“Noble!” 
“Mother, don’t try to talk goodness 

to me. You are good, but I can’t be. 
I hate the man you say is my father. 

“Noble, promise me that you will 
never bring bodily harm to him!” 

lhe boy laughed. 
“Why, momsy, he is a man grown 

and rich, and maybe I shall never see 
him again. But I promise you I 
won’t kill him, even if I ever get a 

chance. But I am almost a man now, 
momsy,” he continued, kissing her, 
“I am strong and well, and you have 
taught me much of books. I’m going 
to look out for you first of all, so 

don’t you worry about your bad boy 
any more!” 

There was a rap at the door and the 
boy answered the call. The vision 
standing in the doorway that met the 
mother’s eyes sent the blood rushing 
back to her heart. Pale and weak, 
she uttered a low cry and sank into 
her chair, covering her face with her 
hands. 

With hesitating step The Man en- 

tered the room and stood before the 
woman whom he had deserted years 
before. 

“Marion!” 
A timid school boy could not have 

been more humble. 
“Marion! I was wrong. Can you 

ever forgive me? We both have suf- 
fered—you more than I. But I would 
make amends if I can!” 

Still no answer came, and the face 
remained concealed from the visitor, 
who felt more than ever that he was 

an intruder. This feeling was accen- 

tuated by the attitude of the boy, 
whose grim countenance would have 

fully justified the sobriquet of his 
street companions — “Rain-in-the- 
Face.” He stood with clenched hands 
as if waiting only for the word from 
his mother to throw this outsider into 
the street. 

There was a long pause; the visitor 
shifted his weight to the other foot 
and cleared his throat, but he felt 
helplessly around in his mind for ad- 
ditional words that would be fitting. 

* * * 

But, reader you know the conclu- 
sion. Bare your head and turn silently 
away, for the scene is too holy for sacri- 
ligious eyes. 

It was some hours later; indeed a 

Thanksgiving feast that had not been 
planned in the morning had been dis- 
posed of. A look of peaceful con- 
tentment rested upon the face of the 
mother. The boy’s face was thought- 
ful, but not unpleasant. The man ap- 
peared as if a heavy burden had rolled 
suddenly from his shoulders. 

“Dear,” he said, “this is Thanks- 
giving Day. I am thankful above all 
else that I am forgiven. And you?” 

“And I am thankful that I could 
forgive,” said the wife, with the old 
lovelight in her eyes. 

And the boy pondered these things 
in his heart and remained silent. 

_THE SAD-EYED 
JOKESMITH 

“Why have you named your airship the Sir- 
loin?” “I had an idea that would make it 
go up if anything would.” 

The Sunday-school class was singing, “I 
Want to be an Angel.” “Why don’t you sing 
louder, Bobby?” asked the teacher. “I’m sing- 
ing as loud as I feel,” explained Bobby. 

“You have three pairs of glasses, professor.” 
“Yes; I use one to read with, one to see at a 

distance, and the third to find the other two.” 

Guide (before statue in museum): “This 
piece of work that you are now looking at goes 
back to Praxiteles.” Visitor: “What’s the 
matter? Ain’t it satisfactory?” 

The Rev. Dr. Somers was in the habit of ad- 
dressing his wife, Sarah, in polysyllables when 
he wished the children to leave the room. He 
never dreamed that they understood until nine- 
year-old Jack, recovering from measles, was 

one day enjoying the dear privilege of hearing 
his mother read aloud. The doctor ventured 

in, and began softly, “Sarah—” Up rose Mas- 
ter Jack in bed. “Sarah,” quoth he, "elimi- 
nate the obnoxious element.” 
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in'Six Months from 

20 Hens 
r To-the average~poultryman'"that would seem irapos 
sible, and when we tell you that we have actually done 
a $500.00 Poultry business with 20 hens on a corner in 
the city garden 30 feet wide by 40 feet long we are simply 
stating facts. It would not be possible to get such 
returns byjanyjone of the systems of poultry keeping 
recommended and practiced by the American people, 
still it is an easy matter when the new PHILO SYSTEM 
is adopted, ‘Sselatea-JN _ 

Sa.The]Philo'System Is Unlike All Other Ways of 
IE ui;Mb^v Keeping Poultry I 

and'in"many'respects is just the reverse, accomplishing 
things in poultry work that have always been considered 
impossible, and getting unheard of results that are hard 
to believe without seeing; however, the facts remain the 
same and we can prove to you every word of the above 
statement. 

The New System Covers All Branches of the work 
Necessary for Success, 

from selecting the breeders to marketing the product. It 
tells how to get eggs that will hatch, how to hatch nearly 
every egg and how to raise nearly all the chicks hatched. 
It gives complete plans in detail how to make everything 
necessary to run the business and at less than half the 
cost required to handle the poultry business in any 
other manner. There is nothing complicated about 
the work, and any man or woman that can handle a 
saw and hammer can do the work. 

Two Pound Broilers in Eight Weeks 
are raised in a space of less than a square foot to the 
broiler without any loss and the broilers are of the very 
best quality, bringing here three cents per pound above 
the highest market price. 
Our Six Months Old Pullets Are Laying at the Rate 

of 24 Eggs Each Per Month 
in a space of two square feet for each bird. No green 
cut bone of any description is fed, and the food used is 
inexpensive as compared with food others are using. 

Our new book, the Philo System of Progressive 
Poultry Keeping, gives full particulars regarding these 
wonderful discoveries with simple, easy to understand 
directions that are right to the point, and 15 pages of 
illustrations showing all branches of the work from start 
to.finish. 

Don’t Let the Chicks Die in the Shell 
~ 

One of our secrets of success is to save all the chickens 
that are fully developed at hatching time, whether they 
can crack the shell or not. It is a simple trick and be- 
lieved to be the secret of the Ancient Egyptians and 
Chinese which enabled them to sell the chicks at 10 
cents a dozen. 

Chicken Feed at 15 Cents a Bushel 
Our book telk how to make the best green food with 

but little trouble and have a good supply any day in the 
year, winter or summer. It is just as impossible to get 
a large egg yield without green food as it is to keep a 
cow without hay or fodder. 

Our New Brooder Saves Two Cents on Each Chicken 

J|No lamp required. No danger of chilling, overheating 
or burning up the chickens as with brooders using lamps 
or any kind of fire. They also keep all lice off the chick- 
ens automatically or kill any that may be on when 
placed in the brooder. Our book gives full plans and 
the right to make and use them. One can be easily 
made in an hour at a cost of 25 to 50 cents. 

A FEW TESTIMONIALS 
Your system of poultry keeping should appeal to al 

poultrymen. The advantages of your system are many 
and the quality of the large flock of poultry you have 
raised on your city lot is the best evidence of its success. 

Geo. L. Harding, Binghampton, N. Y. 

Valley Falls, N. Y. Sept. 5, 1907. 
9 It was'my privilege to spend a week in Elmira during 
August, during which time I saw the practical working 
of the Philo System of Poultry Keeping, and was sur- 

prised at the results accomplished in a small corner of 
a city yard. “Seeing is believing” they say, and if I 
had not seen, it would have been hard to believe that 
such results could have followed so small an outlay of 
space, time and money. (Rev.) _VV. W. Cox. 

£ '»'■£ * Windsor, Vt., March 8, 1908.TJ 
I consider the one dollar I invested in the Philo Sys- 

tem, Poultry Review and American Poultry Advocate 
the best investment for the money I ever made. 

R obert L. Patrick. 

Jacobs Creek, Pa. 
I received the Philo System Book mailed to my home 

address, Beechtree, Pa. I am highly pleased with it, 
and am anxious to spread the good news as far as I can. 
I am a preacher of the gospel engaged by the Baptist 
Association to do Evangelistic work. I am on the road 
all the time, have about 14 days in each town. I am 

very much interested in the hen and will do all I can 
to help the other fellow to know how, and to spread the 
good tidings received in the Philo System. 

Rev. F. B. Williams. 

Special Introduction Offer 
are able to give for only $1.00 the book, with the right to 
use all plans. One year’s subscription to Poultry Re- 
view. A monthly paper for utility breeders. One year’s 
subscription to the American Poultry Advocate. Upon 
receipt of $1.00 you will get the book by return mail and 
your subscriptions will start at once. 

Copy of the Philo System book and a year’s 
subscription to Poultry Review and the 
American Poultry Advocate, all for $1. 

American Poultry Advocate 
371 Hogan Block, Syracuse, N.Y, 


