
Anti-Saloon League Tramping on Whisky
Dealers' Corns

Below is given an exact reproduction from the National Liquor Dealers’ Journal for September 18.
It indicates who is hurt and who is doing the hurting.

A MATTER OF EDUCATION

The Anti-Saloon League is sending out tons of literature at-
tacking the saloon.

The League is carrying on its work in every State in the Union
—secretly where it must do so, openly where it can work above-
board.

To live, the Anti-Saloon League must fight the saloon, that’s
why it came into existence. And the men engaged in its service
are steadfastly opposed to the saloon, because it pays them to be so. j||[

p|j Every saloonkeeper should educate himself on this all im- p|j
portant question by being fortified with facts and figures to offset

™ the sentimental appeals of the League.
To live, every saloonkeeper must fight the Anti-Saloon League. §§=

M This cannot be denied.
ig| Every saloonkeeper should be a subscriber to a paper that is
® fighting his battle.
HJ THE NATIONAL LIQUOR DEALERS JOURNALis just such a

periodical. It is fighting for the brewing interest and the general
liquor trade against the Anti-Saloon League.

THE NATIONAL LIQUOR DEALERS JOURNAL has estab-
lished its own Literary Bureau to send out literature to combat the
common enemy.

Saloonkeepers everywhere should be readers of THE NATIONAL
LIQUOR DEALERS JOURNAL, so as to be able to talk intelligently
against the arguments of the Anti-Saloon League.

Subscribe for THE NATIONAL LIQUOR DEALERS JOURNAL

PRICE $2.50 PER YEAR

Be a Good Boy. Good-Bye
How oft in my dreams I go back to the day

When I stood at our old wooden gate.
And started to school in full battle array,

Well armed with a primer and slate,
And as the latch fell I thought myself free,

And gloried, I fear, on the sly,
Till I heard a kind voice that whispered to me:

“Be a good boy; good-bye.”

“Be a good boy; good-bye.” It seems
They have followed me all these years;

They have given a form to my youthful dreams,
And they scattered my foolish fears.

They have stayed my feet on many a brink,
Unseen by a blinded eye;

For just in time I would pause and think:
“Be a good boy; good-bye.”

Oh, brother of mine, in the battle of life,
Just starting or nearing its close,

This motto aloft in the midst of the strife,
Will conquer wherever it goes.

Mistakes you will make, for each of us errs,
But brother, just honestly try

To accomplish your best. In whatever occurs,
“Be a good boy; good-bye.”

—John L. Shroy, in Saturday Evening Post.


