THE CAMP FIRE.

Delections,
WAIT TILL WE ARE MEN.

Some say teototalers go too far,
And ne'er will gain their end,
Although they labor hard and long.
Much time and money spend.
“T'is folly e'er to hope to see
A day in this land when
‘The liquor shops shall all be closed—
But wait till we are are men.

With drunkenness our land is filled,
$ur homes with grief and pain,

‘t'he ounly free are thore who from
All poiscn drinks abstain,

‘The wise and good are praying for
That glorious season when

‘I'he demon drink shall be o'erthrown—
But wait till we are men.

The tounders of our glorious cause
Were earnest, true, and brave,

And labored hard midst many foes,
The slaves of drink to save.

tur noble leaders boldly dare
Propose to close each den

\Wheredrinkis sold: we'll be as brave—
Just wait till we are men.

A noble army, brave and strong,
Increasing every day,
s now in training for the fight,
Make ready—clear the way !
Boldly defying all the powers
Of alcohol, sir, then
We'll show the world what we can do—
Just wait till we are men |
Your loving, UNCLE JIM.

PUT IT THROUGH.
Come, freemen of the land,
Come, meet the last demand;
Here's a piece of work in hand ;
Put it through'!

tiere's a log across the way,

We have stumble:l on all day ;

liere's a plougeshare in the clay ;
Put it through!

flere's a country that's half free,

And it waits for you and me,

I'o say what its tate shall be;
Put it throvgh!

\While one traitor thought remains,
While one spot its banner stains
tme link of all its chains;

Put it through!

fear our brothers in the field,
<teel vour swords as theirs are steeled,
Learn to wield the arms they wield ;

Pug it through !

For the birthrights yet unsold,

For the history yet uutold,

For the future yet unrolled,
Put it through!!

Lest our children point with shame,
o the father’s dastard fame,
Who gave up a nation’s name ;

Put it through!

Here's a work of God half done,

Here's the Kingdom of His Son,

With its triumphs just begun :
Put it through!

“l'is to you the trust is given!

"Tis by you the bolt is driven

Ry the very God of heaven,
Drive it throngh !

THE TOAST.

Pop! went the gay cork flying,
Sparkled the gay champagne ;

By the light of a day thut was dying
He filled up their goblets again.

* Let the last, best toast be ¢ Woman—
Woman, dear woman,' " snid he :

‘* Empty your glass, my darling,
When you drink to your sex with me.”

But she caught bis strong brown fingers,
And held him tight as in fear,
And through the gathering twilight
Her voice fell on his ear:
‘ Nay, ere you drink, I implore you,
By all 1hat you hold divine,
Pledge a woman in tear-drops
Rather by far than in wine!

** By the woes of the drunkard's mother,
By his children who beg for bread,
By the fate of her whose beloved one
l.ooks on the wine when 'tis red.
By the kisses changed to curses,
By the tears more bitter than brine,
By many a fond heart broken—
Pledge no woman in wine.

I'been my rain. | am alone in the warld |
;now ; no one to love, and none to care!
tfor me; but I will soon be out of the,

|

jeach other a moment, when one sail:.
, % Charley, yon can drink if you want o,

“ What has wine brought to woman?
Nothing but tears and pain.

It has torn her from her Yover,
And proven hor prayers in vain H

And her household goods, all scattored,
Lie tangled up in vine.

Oh 11 prithee, pledge no wowan
In the curse of s0 many—winet "

—Mary Kyle Dallas.

TIM CONNER’'S CONVERSION.

“Stand aside, you drunken bum,and
make rvoom for these gentlemen who
want to be waited on,” growled the
saloon keeper, as old ‘T'im Conner moved
farther down the bar.

“dive me some more drink to cool
this burning thirst, and [ will leave your
house forever,” answered the old man,

% Not. another drop do you get in this
house unless you pay for it; and, what is
more, if you don’t get out and quit
ann ying me, [ will eall the police and
have you run in, Now, get. I have no
raom for loafers and bums who are in
my way and have no money to spend.”

“ What will you heve, young geuntle-
men?” he asked, turning to the two
well-dressed young men who were stand-
ing at the bar, The young men had
ordered their drinks; but before they
had tasted their liquor, the oll man
walked up to whare they stood, and,
addressing the barkeeper, said: “True,
[ have no money. True, as you say, [
am nothing but a drunken bum. | came
into this town three days ago in u box
car and for three days have begged cold
morsels from kitchen doars, My man-
hood is gone, and I am nothing but
the physical and moral wreck you seo
me. But it was not always thus. The
time once was when [ could have bought
a dozen establishinents like this. 1 was
a happy and prosp. rous business man,
with & happy little family, but drink has

way. [ am going now ; but, before | go,
I want to say to you, young gentlemen,
look st me and take warning. [ wasonce
as respectable as you, but cee meo now!

I Ah ! for heaven's sake, let the accursed !

stuft alone, for it will bring you to the
same condition.”

With that the old man slowly left the
room, and the young men looked at

but [ am done With that he poured
the contents of his glass upon the floor.
# Here's to you, Joe." and tho other
followed his compunion’s exumple; * if
you will quit, so will [; but it remains to
be seen who holds out the longest.”
With this they both left the suloon,
while the berkeeper bitterly cursed the
okl man for interfering with his trade,
and called the young men fools for
listening to such an old fogy. .
After leaving the saloon old Tim
wandered aimlessly about the street,
passing & large and handsome church,
into which great crowds were pouring,

*“This is no place for me,” he muttered ;!

but, just as he passed, the organ pealed
forth and the choir began singing—

Jesus, lover of my soul,
et me to thy bosom fly.

It had been a long time since old Tim
had heard that song, so he paused and
listened. It seemed that he had never
heard such rapturous music in a'l his
life. As the song proceeded he felt
drawn to the place, and, turning slowly
back, he stoie around to the rear of the
church anJ seated himselt on the steps
leading into the pastor's study that ho
might hear more of it. By the tnne the
song was ended the audiencs had
gathered in the chureb, and he sat and
listened, as song after song was suny,
and the minister had prayed a ferveut

rayer, in which God'« mercy and pity
gud been invoked upon those who were
wandering in sin. ‘There was something
in that prayer, as woll as the songs, that
touched him, and the poor old man sat
and wept as a flood of memory came
rushing upon him. His mind went buck
to a happy home, in the long ago, when
he had ieard a happy young wife singing
those same songs. T[he minister began
his sermon, but old Tim heard in not,
for he was dreaming of the past. He
saw the bloom of heaith and happiness
fade from a fair young tsce as the demon
of drink slowly won a hushand from his
wife. He saw the pence and happiness
of » home slipping away as the husband
plunged deeper and deeper into ruin.

He saw the elogant home and its elegant
furnishings all go to satisfy a demon's
craze for drink. [fe saw n sad-faced
little woman slowly pine away as she
toiled day after day over the washtub
to earn A soant living for herself, her
baby boy and a drunken husband. He
heard her prayers and saw her tears full
unheeded, and at last saw her laid away
in a plain Ylne box in the potter's tiel,
and her child given into the fostering
care of an orphan asylum. He saw a
drunken, depraved man, wandering for
moro than twenty years, a drunken
tramp, begging from door to door, while
manhoad, healith, self-respect and respect
for his tellow man had all slipped away,

“() God, why didn't [ die before she
did?"” he moaned. “ What have [ to
live for? I am not fit to live among
decent people, and God knows [ am not
fit to dio."”

‘The services in the church wore over,
and he heard the minister announce that
the evenming services would begin at
7:30; so0 stowly the old moved away
before the well-drossed throng should
see him. .

‘The hands of the great clock in the
tower of the neighboring City Hall had
Jjust passed the hour of seven, and old
Tim was again seatod on the steps of the
pastor's study.

“I must hear more of that sweet
music, if nothing more,” mused the old

man,*and [ want to be here in time to
hear it all.”

He had fully determined to move on'
after the long service; but bhefore it
began a sweet little girl of twelve years
came running up the stepy, and thinking )
| he was the janitor, said : « Won't you,
i please opon the study door for me, Mr. |
Johnson? [ want to get a book for pupa
before tho services begin.” ?

[ beg your pardon, tiss, said old Tim,
L1 ] H

| rising and lifting his tattered hat.
i am not Mr. Johnson, but—"
“Oh, excuse me, sir, I thought you,
were the janitor.” X
[ only stopped to isten to the sing.,
g, sard the old man, apologetically, as:
| he prepared to move on. :
. *Uh, won't you come inside whoie.
iyou can get a good seat, sand you can
hear 1t so much better? ‘They will begin
“in a few moments,” said the little girl.
%“No, I am not fit to go mto such
"nice place as that,” replied the old man;
“ hesides, they would not want suchas |
i there.”
* Oh, yes, they do, sir,” «aid the little
gl ¢ My papa is the pastor. and he
always likes to have the old people come .
to hear him " !
it is not because I am oll, but be.
reause | am not fit to be with such nice
rpeople. I am ragged and dirty, und I
am wfraid | am not & good man " :
. As the old man uttered these words:

the child saw tears trickling down fuis |

D'withered cheeks and, going up to him,!
,she Inid her little hand in his while she,
“looked up into his face and said :

i Jesus laves you, and ‘s able to make
‘you a good man, just like my puapa, if
i you will let him. Do come with me, and
you shall hear all the sweot songs and
hear papa preach, and I kunow it will do
i yon good.”

i Like one in a dream he suftered him
self to be led around and into the church,
i whers he seated himself far back and
: shrank from ull who entered. The house |
« wus soon crowded, aud the choir arose to
"sing. Never had he heard such music;
and the prayers thut followed were so
earnest, 80 tender, so loving, that it
seemed that each one was offered in his
behalf,

I'he minister arose and read his text:
“1 will arise and go to my father, and
will say unto him, Father, [ have sinned
against heaven aad before thee, and am
no more worthy to be ca'led thy son;
;make me as one of thy hired servants,
And he arose and came to his father
But when he was yet a great way off,
his father saaw him, and had compassion,
and ran and fell on his neck, and kissed
him.”

‘Then the preacher portrayed the love |
of (God for lost sinners, and his wonder-
tut mercy and goodness, in such a way as
old Tim had never heard it before. He
drew & picture of the wretchedness of
the pl‘odlfll, his yearnings for home, his
finai 1esolve, and how that resolve was
put into execution. When the preacher
reached the climax, in which he pictured
the prodigul clasped in his loving tather's
embrace, there was scarcely & dry eye in
the house.

“Thus,” satd the minister, * our loving
heavenly Father stands ready to wel

come the wanderer to himself, Iln
stands with outstretched arms to.night,
roady to receive the most sinful and
give them the kiss of pardon, and place
upon the n the robe of righteousness, if
they will only come to him.”

With an earnest appeal ho closed his
exhortation, and the choir began singing.
Numbers of men and women went for.
ward to confesa their faith in Christ ; and
as old Tim looked up, through his tears,
he saw the two young men whom he ha:l
seon in the saloon give the preacher
their hands. They, too, had gone for
ward to confess the Saviour,

At the sight of them the paor old
man’s head dropped forward, and he
sobbed liko a child,  Perhaps his words
of warning had helped to save them, oven
if he himaelf was beyond control.

As he wept aloud, he {elt u soft hanid
upon his shoulder. Looking up, he suw
the mimster's littlo daughter standing
beside him, and as he looked into her
face he thought it shono like an angel's.

“Won't you come and give your heart
to Jesus 2" the sweet voice said.

“0Oh, I can’t," he sobbed. *I am tao
far gone. [ am a miserable, wretclied
sinner, and there is no hope tor me.”

“‘I'hough your sins be as scarlet, they
shall be as snow,” quoted the child.
“Jesus can save to the uttermost. o
cowe, and he will help you. Unly trust
him, and he will make you whole.”

It must have caused a flutter of oxeite

| ment as the audience lookel upon

scena theliko ol which they had never seen
belore ; and as little Mary, the preacher's
danghter, led an old, groy-haireqa man te
the tront aml placed bis hansd i that of
her futher, and loud © Amen " was beard
from different parts of the house.

Trembhingly the old man took the seat
pointed out to him, drawing himself s
faraway from the others ns possible, lust
he should defile them. Omne by one they
arose and confessed their taith in the
Saviour ; and when the preacher came to
Tun and extended his hand to hiw, the
old man sard :

“Sir, [ am not (it to be a Christian, 1
am wretched and andone, 1 thought
there was no hope for me, but you said
God was willing to save, even to the
uttermost. [ must tell you my history ;
then you must decide if there is any
hope for mo. Lot me stay when the
prople are gone, and [ will teil yon all.”

Assuring him of God's mercy and
willingness to forgive, the preacher ol
him t3 remanin; and when the audiance
was dismissed the two went into the
study, where the old man told the
preacher the history of his life.

As he concluded his sad story, the
preacher’s cheeks were bathed 1n tears,
and, trembling with emotion, he askned
the old mun’s name,

“ My name is Conner—Tim Conner—
but I am best known as ¢Old Tim, the _
dron.ard.”

“ Father, father, my long lost “ather!"
exclaimed the preacher, as he guthered
the old man 10 his arms.

« t'uther, | am your own Willie, the
boy you left at the orphan asylum. Gl
has been gracious to mo in sparing e
to be the means of bringing my own
dear fnther back to the fold. For long
years | have huunted for you, but had
gven you up as dead.”

The futher then laarned how his boy
had been taken from the orphanage,
rewred and educated in a Christian
tamily, antd had mado the great preachor
he was.

It wns a bLeautiful sight the people
witnessed tha next night, as the grey.
haired futher was led down into the
baptismnl pool and buried heneath the
yielding wave by the hand of his son.
And when, on emerging, a pair of little
arms were thrown around his neck, and
a sweet voice saill ** Grandps, this is the
happiest hour of my lhfe,” the good
pastor responded with & hearty * amen,”
and that whole congregation joined with
earnestness in singing—

“ Praise God {rom whom nll blessings
flow.”

“Qld Tim, the drunkard,” is known
uo more, but, ¢ Father Conner,” aus
he is familiarly known, is loved and
respected by al{ l1e no longer begs for
s cold morsel at the kitchen door, but
avery Sunday may he seen, a neutly
dressed old man, led by a sweet-faced
little maiden, as they happily walk to the
church, and Pastor Conner has no more
attentive listeners, nor has that church
two more devoted workers, than grandpa
and little Mary.— W, B. Carnes, in the
XN. T. Advocate.



