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Do not hasitate to take'
this paper from the Post!
Office. If you have not
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PAPERS WANTED

We are anxious to secure a copy of
THE CAMP FIRE issued in June 1895
and one of December 1895,

Any friend who can send one of
these papers, to this otfice will oblige
as very much.

THE TRAIL OF THE SERPENT.

It would be zmctimlly impossible in
the space which the Uamp Fire atfords,
to gwe anything like a description
of the fearful results recorded from day
to day by newspapers in different parts
of the continent as the direct result of
the liquor traffic. Reports of riots,
rows, murders, assaults, sudden deaths,
brutalities of every description, are so
common as hardly to excite interest.
Merely as specimens of this shocking
harvest of legalized wrong, we submit
the following list of some of the

Cianadian occirrences of the month of | P

July that are directly ascribed to the
liquor traffic.
A horrid outrage is reported from
Moutreaiwhere st(:me row‘d o ﬁ:te‘ata.ln-
ves by pouring lige (]
over the hody of a drunken man wlzo
was 80 badly burned by the corrosive
fluld that he died shortly after One
of the criminals is under arrest.

Two men living at Verona,
Qutaria, on the evening of July #th,
went for a drive, both bheing drunk.
During & quarrel the buggy was upset
and one of Lthe men was so seriously

injured that he is not expected to live.

At Kincardine on July 8th, a citizen
was fined seventy-five dollars and costs
for giving liguor to an Indian on
Dowminion Day.

On the evening of July 9th a woman
who kept a disteputable house in
Montreal, was shot by a drunken man
who immediately after the murder
committed suicide,

‘William Fingland, living near
Centerville in Cambden township,
Frontenac County, on the evening of
July 12th, while under the influence of |
liquor, yuarrelled with a companion
whom he stabbed and seriously injured.
Oune man lies in a dangerous condition
and the other is in jail awaiting the
result, of the assault.

A Coroner’s inquest was held at
Ottawa oun the evening of July 2Ist on
the body of Albert Beausejour.
Evidence showed that this hoy and
another had been drinking heavily of
beer, after which they went to swim in
the Rideau River. The deceased’s
companion feil asleep on the bunk and
woke to find his comrade drowned.
The verdict was death by drowning
while under the influence of liquor.

The Montreal Witness of July 22nd
tells of the heavy fall on the stone
floor of a drunken man who was
committed to the police cells. The
sccident resulted in a serious injury
expected to prove fatal.

KiLL IT.

It is about time that good people
ceased their attempts to improve the
liguor traffic. Itisa hopeless task, as
fiard as trying to make an empty bag
stand upright, or to determine just
where is the point to apply
regeneration toa thoroughly bad egg.
“The one logical thing to do with the
tiquor t ¢ is to kill it.—The Voice

THE CURSE OF THE NATIONS. |

Oh the folly of teymg to restrain an|
evil by Goveérmment tariff! If every,
gullon of whiskey inade, if every flas
of wine produced, should be taxed a
thousand dollars, 1t would not be
enough to pay for the tears it has
wrung from the eyes of widows and
orphans, nor for the blood it has dashed
on the Christian church, nor for the
catastrophe of the millions it has de-
stroyed for ever,

A COMPARISON,

[ sketch two houses in this street.
The Brst is bright as home can be. The
father comes at nightfall, and the
children run out to meet him. Luxu-
riant evening meal.  Gratulation, and
sympathy and laughter, Music in the

arlor. Fine pictures on the wall
‘ostly books on the stand. Well-clad
household. Plenty of everything to
make home happy.

House the second: Piano sold yester-
day by the sheriff. Wife's furs at pawn-
broker's shop. Clock gone. Daughter's
jewelry sold to get flour. Carpets
gone off the floor.  Daughters in faded
and patched dresses. Wife sewing for
the stores. Little child with an ugly
wound on her face, mmade by an angry
blow. Deep shadow of wretchedness
falling in every room. Door-bell rings.
Little childeen hide. Daughters turn
ale. Wife holds her breath. Blunder-
ing step in the hall. Door opens. Fiend,
brandishing his fist, cries, **Out! out}
What are you doing here?”

Did I call this house the second?
Nou; it is the same house. Rum trane-
formed it. Rum embruted the man.
Rum sold the shawl. Rum tore up the
carpets. Rum shook his fist. Rum
decrolated the hearth. RUM changed
that paradise into a hell.

A FEARFUIL PASSION.

1 do not care how much & man loves
his wife and childven, if this passion
for strong drink has mastered himn, he
will do the most outrageous things;
and if he could not get drink in any
other way, he would sell his family into
eternal bondage. How many homes
have been broken up that way no one

but God knows. Oh, is there anything
that will so destroy a man for tgis lite
and damn him for the life that is to;
come? I hate thatstrong drink. With|
all the concentrated energies of my1
soul I hate it. Why, there are on the

roads and strects of this land to-day

little children barefooted, uncombed

and unkempt—want on every patch of

their faded dressesandon every wrinkle

of their prematurely old countenances;
—who would have been in churches
to-day and as well clad as you are but |
for the fact that ram destroyed their
parents and drove them nto the grave. !
Oh, rum, thou foe of Gol, thou de-:
spoiler of homes, thou recruiting officer }
of the pit, 1 hate thee! |
THE DRUNKARD'S WILL. !

I eall attention to the fact that therve
are thousands of people born with s
thirst for strong drink—a fact too,
often ignored, lo-g some ancestral!
lines there runs the river of temptation.
There are some children whose swad-,
dling clothes are torn off the shroud of !
death. |

Many a father has made a will of this,
sort: “In the name of God, amen. |

i

I bequeath to my children my houses
and lands and estates ; share and share‘
shall they alike. Hereto I affix my,;
hand and seal in the prusence of wit-|
nesses.” And yet perhaps that very
man has made another will that the,
people have never read, and that has|
not heen proved in the courts. That
will, put iu writing. would read some-
thing like this: * In the ngme of dis-
ease and appetite and death, amen.

bequeath’ to my children wmy evil
habits, my tankinl: shall be theirs,
my wine-cup shall be theirs, my de-
stroyed reputation shall be theirs.
Share and share alike shall they in the
infamy. Hereto [ afix my hand

and seal in the presence of all the
applanding harpies of heil.”

LONGING FOR REKLIEF.

Oh! how many are waiting to sce 1f
something cannot bedone. Thousands
of drunkards waiting, who cannot go
ten minutes in any direction without
having the temptation glaring before
their eyes or appealing to their nostvils,
they tighting against it with enfecbled
will and disensed appetite, conquering,
then surrendering, conquering again
and surrendering again, and crymng:
“How long, O Lord! how long before
these infamous solicitations shall he
gone?”

A WEARY WAIT.

How many mothers there are wait-
ing to see if this national curse cannot
lift! Oh! is that the boy that had the
honest breath who comes home
with breath vitiated or disguised?
What a change! How quickly those
habits of early coming home had been
exchanged for the rattling of the night-
key in the door long atter the Iast
waichman has gone by and tried to see
that everything was closed up for the
night. Oh! what a change for that
young man who we had hoped would do
something in merchandise, or in artis.
anship, or in a profession that would
do honor to the family nane long after
mother's wrinkled hands are folded
from thelast toil! Allthat enchanged
for startled look when the Qoor-beil
rings, lest something has happened ;
and the wish that the scarlet fever
twenty years ago had been fatal, for
then he would have gone directly to
the bosom of his Saviour. But, alas!
poor old svul, she has lived to ex-
pyrience what Solomon said: A
toolish son is & heaviness to his
mother.”

BROKEN HEANTEL.

Oh! what a funeral it will be when
that boy is brought home dead. And
how inother will sit there and say, * Is
this my boy that [ used to fondle and
that I used to walk the tloor with in
the night when he was sick? Isthis
the boy that I held to the baptismal
font for baptism? Is this the boy for
whom 1 foiled until the blood burst
from the tips of my fingers, that he
might have a good start and a goud
home? Lord, why hist Thou let me
live to see this? Can it be that these
swollen hands are the ones that used
to wander over my face when rocking
him to sleep? Can it be that thisis
the baby forehead that I once so
rapturously kissed? I’oor boy! how
tired he does look. 1 wonder who
struck him that blow aeross the temple.
I wonder if he uttered a dying prayer.
Wake up my son; don’t you hear me?
Wake up! Oh! he can’t hear me.
Dead, dead, dead! *O Absalom, my
son, my son, would God that 1 had
died for thee, O Absalom, my son, my
son!"”

I am not much of a wmathematician,
and I cannot estumate it; but is there
any one here quick enough at figures
to estimate how many mothers there
are waiting for something to be done?

A DRUNKEKN HUSBAND.

Ay, there are many wives waiting for
domestic rescne.  That man promised
«omething different from this when,
after the long acquaintance and care-
ful scrutiny of character. the hand and
the heart were offered and necepted.
What & hell on earth & wuman lives in
who has a drunken husband. O Death,
how lovely thou art to her, and how
warm thy skeleton hand! The sepnl-
chre at midnight in winter is # king's
drawing-room compared with that
voman's home It is not s, much the

low on the head that hurts as the
blow on the heart. The rum flend
came to that beautiful home, and
opened the door and stoad there, and
gaid: ¢ I curse this dwelling with an
unrelenting curse. I curse that father
into & mmauniac. I curse that mother
into a pauper. I curse those sons into
vagabonds. [ curse those daughters
into profligacy. Cursed be bread tray
and cradle. Cursed be couch and chair,
and family Bible with record of mar-

riages and births and deathe  Cupee
upon curse.”  Oh! how many wives
are there waiting to see if something
eantuot be done to shake these frosts
of the second death off the orange
blossoms !

GOD 1N WATTING.

Yen, God s waiting, the God whe
works through human instrumentah-
ties, waiting (o see whether this nation
is guing to overthrow this evil; and if
it refuse to do »o God will wipe out the
nation as He did Phanicia, as He did
Rome, as He did Thebes, and as He did
Babylon.

NO COMPROMINE,

The hardest blow the temperance
reformation has had in this century
has been the fact that some reformers
have halted under the delusion of the
high-license miovement. You kuow
what it is. It is the white flag of truce
sent out from Alcoholism to Prohiln-
tion, to make the battle pause long
enough to get the army cf decanters
and demijohns better orgunized. Away
with that tlag of truce, vt I will fire on
it. Between these two arvinies there
can be no truce.

On the one side are (iod and sobriety
and the best interests of the world,
and on the other side is the sworn
enemy of all righteousness, and either
ram must be defeated or the Church of
God and civilization. ‘\ hat are you
trying to compromire with? Oh, this
black, destroying urchangel of all dia-
bolism, putting one wing to the Pacific,
putting the other wing to the Atlantie
coast, its fiithy claws clutching into the
torn and bleeding heart-strings of the
nation that cries out: ** How long, O
Lord, how long?"” Compromise with
it! You had better compromise with
the panther in his juugle, with the
cyclone in its flight, with an Egytinn
plague as it blotches an ewmpire, with
Apollyon, for whom this evil is recruit-
ing oficer, quartermaster, and com-
mander-in-chief.

Oh, my friends, let us fight this
battle out on the old line, for victory
is coming as surely us rvight is right,
and wrong is wrong, and falsehood 1s
false, and truth is truth, and God is
God.--T. He Nt Talmage.

DRINK AND CYCLISTS.

Zimmerma., the world’s chamnpion,
says to cyelists:—* Don't smoke; it
depresses the heart and shortens the
wind. Don't drink : drink never wins
races. | have trophies at home which
would have belonged to others f they
had left hquor alone.”

And J. Parsons, the fifty-mile Victor-
ian champion, who does not smohe and
has given up alcoholic stimulants,
says:— [ abandoned even moderate
indulgence n liguor, because | could
not win races when so indulging.
Since [ vefrained altogether trom
drink [ have started in five races and
have won four--the fifty-mile chan-
pronship, the Victorin rosd race, and
the half-mile and ten-mile races in
Adelaide.”

While Mr. Tebbutt, on being ashed
his opinion, rephed: -** Well, 1t some
times happens that a non-abstainer
winy, but invariably they have kept
uff the drink for some titme presvious to
the race, and when they start drinking
again their ‘ form’ goes off. In racing
you require your head clear, for so
much depends upon your judgment
from first to last.  In the race yester-
day I rode better in the final thanin
the previous races, and without feeling
the least excited, though there wete
twelve of us—all intent on winmng.
The excitement caused by partaking of
liquor would have taken away my
cool-hendedness.”

And he added:—* A voung fellow-
cyclist recently uccom‘mnied e on a
long road journey which caused us
sonie fatigne. He fancied a glass of
whisky would stimulate him a bit,
Well, it did for a quarter of an hour,
but after that he was ten times worse,
and I had to slow off to enable him to
keep up with me at all. This is only
one case out of several of similar effect
which have come under my notice, —
Leagve Jowrnal.



