THE CAMP FIRE.

't’w!l'ing. lest if I did not fortity his{ Thesaloum isabready outlawed, Now
i principles, inherited tendencies to drink | why treat itas a favored conviet whowm
i night destroy him,

Selections. A LIFE PICTURE.
—- T T The followin l;:t;-lwvu nurrated by
WILD OATS. a well-known ‘fectnrev as A tale that

had been tokd to him by an aged woman
in the same words, as nearly as may
be, in which he gives it: -

> T was marvied young, too young--'
Oh, that was the terrible mistake of my
life. My husband determined to go
West. T must lenve my howmne,

*Father was o drunkard, mother an
invalid, with a large family younger
than myself around her, Many a time
[ have stood between her and an in-
furinted father maddened with liguor,
Oh, these weve sad duays, from which jt!
is not to be wondered that I longed to
escape.

*“The day came for parting. My
dear invalid mother clung to me ina
passionate fload of tears, and it seemed
as if she could not let we go. 1 knew
I should never see her again,

*Oh, that last scene in my father’s
family ! [t I8 present with ane to-day
~those sad despaiving looks of my
gentle mother: the nnrvestrained grief .
which filled the roomm with sobs and'!
cries from my dear little brothers andi
sisters !

I suw o fair youth, with brow broad
and white,

And an eye that was hurning with
intellect’s light ;

And his face seemed to glow with the
wealth of his mind, I

And 1 said, “He will grace and

ennoble mankind ;
e is nature’s own king.”

We met yet again.
stand,

With n bowl that was flowing and ved
in his hand ;

He filled it again, and again did he

I «<aw the yvouth

quatf,
And his friends gathered round him,
and said with a laugh,
** He is sowing ﬁis aats,”

Ah! his eye was too bright, and his
cheek was too red.

And 1 ﬁa'/.ed on the youth with n
feeling of dread,

And again as he laughingly lifted the
bowl,

I turned from the
shuddering soul--

It was terrible seed.

scene with a

to my western home, it seemed to me
that no heavier sorrow could ever be-,

the banks of & sinall river, put it under
a heavy mortgage, for our purse was,
light, and lx-‘um n struggle for life, '

‘Children blessed our home, and we
were gaining slowly, when the demon !
which had made m{ life thus far
miserable came on again in hot pursnit.’
My husband, in his visits to the neigh-
boring city for market, was ensnared
by designing men,

T was too well skilled in reading
»even the smallest signs of the presence
of alcohol not to mavrk the beginnin
of my husband’s voin, [ pleaded wit
Have you thought how yowr God will {hun.” 1 told him thoe history of my

require some day i father. He promised, but it 18 the old
Anaceount of the life you are throw- . story I have to tell, Menntime ounr
ing nway ? ,oldest, child was stricken with a fever. |
Have you thought. O rash | We hung breathless over him forseven

vouth ? nights »nd days, and then, at sanset,

i s rone evening, while a crimson’ glory

It will soon be too late, there is no ' filled the west, our little one was taken
. time to waste ; iin the unseen arns of angels and car-|
Then throw down the cup! do not pied to the bosom of the Father, i
touch, do not taste ! .+ Aw we stond above the white face |

It is filled with destruction, and sorrow, yof the dead, and g"zed into the calm
) and pain ; .and pninless features of our firstbovn,
Throw it down! throw it down ! do. once so pain-distorted, I asked my hus-
not Jift it again ¢ baud solemnly to pledge himsel? never

It will soon be tou late, to touch, taste or handle the nccursed |
~Watclicord, thing, He promised, and a star of |

hope shone in the rayless darkness of |

"this great sorrow, ;

* A year passed and the star sank to
rise no more. Late in antumn, while
mwy husband was revelling in drunken
orgies in the city, a tervible stormn!
arose, the river overflowed its banks,
and in the morning a scene tervible
enough to appal the stoutest hearts
st upon iy view, ‘The waters were
threatening to carey away our litile
house every moment, aud we st flee
for our lives, Upon boards and logs
"we tried to float. but. one by one I saw

Over forchead high and fair, : : .
A the helpless little dears cast n look at
Rosebud mouth, its smiles all lost., i me, nt‘ter 2 cry of despair, mnd sink

Face grown pale with pain and cure, o A6 e ,
'l'ntbereﬁ garments, bare, brown feet,ll’e"e"th the waves, | escaped with a

A drunkard’s child—but oh, how sweet! b“.‘."{‘l,' on nty boson.

We et but once more, | found in the
stroet
A corpse half enveloped in mud and in

sleet ¢
A foul bloated thing : but 1 saw in the

nee

Something that told of his boyhood’s
grace —

He had reaped the dive crop,

0O, youths that are sowing wild oats,
do yon know

‘That the terrible seeds you are plant-
ing will grow {

LITTLE NELL.

Little Nell, the drunkard’s child,
Down the storm-swept. city street,

While the winds blew flerce nnd wild
And the vain in torrents beat,

Ran to u rnme-shop door and har,

Crying, **Oh, where is papa ?”

Golden curls the winds had tossed

1en the fither became sober

* Manmma'sdying! Where's papa
This the child's heart-broken cry.
** Whero the lowest rum-shops are
I shall ind him, Mamma'll die
And leave her little Nell alone,
Oh, ¢ven now she may be gone !

he uttered
lfrom that time forth
lentirely to his ap

& groun of despair, nmll
yielded himself!
stite  for strong

(died in a drunken fit,

* It may be papa will come , ' rov
l-lomey witl‘axn‘n): when mamma's gone, | g}?‘,{ﬁ;ﬁ,‘:;ﬁ'ﬁ%i%“tf};”,‘,‘f&"w','.f;“ﬁxé ;
A!i‘(llwdnﬂll;tl},lnob}“ﬁm'gh?tmwll rum. from me by fraud, and I was alone with
0 ittice Nelt won alone 3 my babe in the world. ‘

And papa will he good to me, I cannot tell you what a fearful!
And Rind as once he used to he, ‘struggle I had tg supply

She hurried on to find the place, wants, Ol
But in the wild storm lost her way. ’ iness, puverty, toil, waut an
Paler grew the sad, sweet face,

Kisse(’l'ol:‘;'): grown cold, the soul had h..l determin}t;d lh e help of God
. t son should not_follo :

Nevermore to be alone. ! &f,:?t';’g; ﬁ{ hlig mth?,l; and gméxdfatheri

! eave him no dowry o

W‘h"” lt;hs ”{‘"b";"’ bea3 'li"""“ and wild, svealtl?,o T would leaye him my Wi e ,

. .\Pa?nn?as die('ie a:::l le??%er child tarnished name and those Godly prin- |

ciples_of truth and soberness which
Tm‘a‘mnfn?eﬂ:xﬁn%&?#sr& ghould make & man of hini. He was

And took her home with Him to dwell. bright and receptive, and_promised to

But, the father—~where was he? |
Voter { drunk in your ssloon !

Not {oum ? Then whose canit be?
Like words and music of a tune,

You write the words—then play and

xpectations.
¢ ‘?.ciiut necessity compelled me to bind
him over as an apprentice to & man

ing inducewents. Soon I found out
my sad mistake, With his other wog:‘i
thet ms? kep't‘: balr lusi‘y son objec!
to tending a bar;

with » :gm-ml hatred

-

sings
You license—they hells music ring.

—Mra, P, R. Gibgon in N. T'. Advocate, of the traffic,

~name of policy and coninon gense, do
we allow rum to trail its serpent blqi
wn our land, over and under |

"enough to comprehend the situation 'up and do |

om government, in and through our
homes ?

{ < i ; d know to be n curse,
drink, and in less than thvee months m':tl:rw o ey fon we license it.

‘At each of these blows I thought I !do not license four mills and candy
knew what sorrow was, but a still ; fuctories: Onun
lay a restraining
upon vt ?
public epemy,

; ‘acy with ram!
M Lt AR A (f fmll(f;f:i‘- u.n¥l sell to our enemies the right to

] N .
ing!1 T would bear tiil my heart seemed ! destroy them to give their guns e ron fhrat aine 19 as dellcions aw e

| : ) o | tic
AdToe sut frsc mowning puy | bArstiog then an sncontrolianle floud Ue!, SOWA N thdon o Hght to

' h
the help of God ?::'Zﬁﬂ ltmsk ? Why build homes, those

st sacred of altars, and cxchange
}.ll‘\(em sﬁfr the wherewithal to build
almshouses and jails?

t
be the fulfilment of the fondest mother’s ﬁi?:ﬁivm avery heartache and every

sigh and eve
1| the liguor tra

ACCO iu coin. Does anybod
knew little of, but who held out flatter- 38“"" A h‘xi‘:t:ho ‘despimble vl ;'cm t{

thrice what it pays in license ; costs in
public ;alls, in poorhonsesd in
filled his soul P

** Oh, it was a demon to whom 1 had
committed my boy. He used brute
violence to make him tond that bat,
My boy would come home some nights
- he had to run away to do it—and
show me grent blne marks across his
back, and he wounld beg of mo not to
let him go back.

" Buat [ was helpless, The man \\'usE

rich and inflnentinl, and determined.
So | told my boy to bear it the best he
could till his time expived. 1t is & long
and terrible story, the story of that
boy’s wrongs, [ eould see that blows
and taunts and hrow-beatings were
doing their devilish work.  Besides, by
sante art or other, he had been induced
to drink.

“1 shorten the story.  Inarage one
day he slew his drunken master: was
tried, found f;uilby. and sentenced to
be hanged. spent the Inst night of
1y poor boy's life with him in prison,

He wmade o full revelntion of all the

wrongs he had suffeved. At times I
felt my brain whirling, seething like
molten metal on fire. The memory of

* am has been the bane of my life, [

home., Rum robbed me of a father's
love and killed m?' mother by inches.
ftut bereft my children of u father's
help and buried them in the waves of
a Hood, Rum filled my youngest son's
life with all the bitterness and degrada-
tion of slavery, and at last stole away
his senses, his manlinesy, his sweet
yvoung life itself. \When this last blow
crne—so crushing, so tervible, { knew

then what sorrow was - never before,”

[ cannot produce the pathos of this
story, nor tell how it has burned in my
memory ever since. That sorrow-lnden
life was soon ushered into the Pragence
where the wenry are at rest. But
woman's wrongs remain.

Oh, aleohol, thou withering cuse,
drying up the springs of dowmestic love,
social happiness, oternal hope, as if o
sirocco blast had swept a desert into
the human soul !

Pile mountains high the wrougs that
women have borne from every other
source, and they dwindle to mole-hills
beside what she has suffered from
aleohol, Tt will put a consunnmation
to the deepest human miseries, whic
will ke them all but faiut shadows
of this terrible spectre,

Ovet the doors of one of the horrible
places of his imagination Dante wrote

s Who enters here must leave all
hope behind.”

My young friends, he who crosses the
thrreshold of the dramshop leaves wmore
than hope behind ¢ he leaves his honor,
his veputation, his earthly prospects
and hopes of immorvtal glovy. The
Germuntown Gaide,

STOP THAT BARGAIN., CITIZENS,

Wiy in the name of religion : why
in the name of renson: why in the

Its bulwark is the saloon, This we
We traat it as an

On no other industry do we

What a weak, cowardly, criminal

our daily | relation is this govermnental confeder-

Would we build forts

e? \Would we plant forests and sel

trees if they ouly paid us

If our moral natures are too numb to

perceive this iniquity, are our eyes of
shrewd sense

too dim to distinguish
dollag for

he folly of throwing awa, s, subtract

In other wo

wreck of soul for whic
¢ is vesponsible and cast

police

rotection, to protect it and to pursue

ts victims?

3

we let loose for o consideration ?  Stap
that bargain, fellow-citizens, mul stop
it now!  The Ram’'s Horn.

A TRUTHFUL FORTUNE.TELLER.

A wnn wais having his fortune told,
*fsee,” aid the “seventh duonghter of
the seventh danghter,” contiacting her
vyebrows, [ se¢ the nume of John,™

“Yes,” snid the sitter, indicating

ht |

We!

imposition. Why |
Because we know it is a'
and if it must forage off |
' our vitals it must render partial tribute.

that he had heard the nane before,

“The name seemws to have given yon
» great deal of trouble,™
i It has”

*'This John is an intimate friend,”
. Thab's 80, he said wonderingly,
¢ And often leads you to do things
vou are sorry for,”
* True ; overy word.”
© e His influence over you is bad,”

* Right again.”

* But. you will gooti huve a servions
quarrel, when you will hecomes s
' tranged.”

i P oglad of that, Now spell ot his

that night after a lapse of thirty years whole nae,”
** The end caume, and as | j“‘“‘“"yedguflm) turns my days and nights into'

| sleepless ngony.

The fortune-teller opened one eye nnd
_eavefully studied the face of the vigitor,
, Then she wrote some enbaldistic men-

fall me.  We bought a tract of land on | woke to conscionsness in a drankard’s | snge, and handed it to him in exchange

for her fee,
v Do not vead it until you are at
thome,” she said solemnly. It is your
, frind’s whole naume,”
. When he reached home be lit the gas
yand  greavely examined  the  papor

. There he rvead, in picket-fonce chiene..
ters, the name of his friend: © Demi-
LJohn  Detroit Free Press,
1

SOME PARAPHRASES,

I.\!-H\ VYOURBELF IF THEY DO NOT HHAVE
N PERSONAL APPLICATION,

~ Cuvering a sin by licensing it is
abont as safe as coddling an angrey
rattlesnake,

You can mensure a nmn’s prohibi
*tion sentiments by his ballot.
| Enach citizen aids the cause of rume.
cremtoval much by what he says but
“most by his ballot.
ro A man may  become it sucecessful
hypocrite by Pmying for **temper-
ance” on three hundred and sixty-four
tdays, and voting for license-vestriction
on one day in the yeur,

Liguor *regulation ™ is the devil's

leoncession to the hypocrite’s love of

[ vespeetability.

The man who insists upon * voting
"the ticket that is most certain to win *
rmust part company with honesty be-
fore he cn do it

Wihen the devil goes to churceh he

usually sits with a liquor-license mem-

-ber in the family pew.

Therve is something wrong with one's

Pnlitics when they merit the protest of
‘h

is prayers.

It takes no longer to reach hell by the
,side donr than by the frant one of a
) licensed saloon.

Why need a Christinn spend his time
“pregulating” what Christ e to
destroy ? .

While the devil can Kkeep o nan
voting for1mun, he loses no sleep over

| any racket he may make about religion,

— The Constitution,

DASH DOWN THE CUP.

«The waters have gone over me, bug
out of the black depths, could | be
heard, I would cry out to all those who
have set a foot in the perilous food,
Could the youth to whom the flavor of

opening scenes of life, or the entering
upon some newly discovered paradise,
look into my dissolution, and be made
to understand what a dreary thing it is
when he shall feel himself going down
a Preciplce with open eyes and ive
will-to see all godliness emptieq out
of him, and yet not able to forget the
time it was otherwise—tao bear about
the piteous spectacle of his own miin;
counld he see my feverish eye, foverish
with last night’s drinking, and feverish
looking for to-night’s repetition of the
folly ; conld he but feel the body of
death ont of which I cry hourly with
feebler outery to he delivered, it were
enou& to make him dash the spark-
lin verage to the earth, in all the
pride of its mantling temptation,”—
Charles Litanh,
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