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THE CAMP FIREL

THE ONTARIO CONFLICT.
(Tune:—*“From Greonland's
Mountain.”)
1 From scemes of wealth and splen-
dour,

Where wines pass {reely round,
From bar-room and from gutter
Where filth and vice abound,
From highest and from lowest,
From poor and rich tho same,

The call comes to deliver
Our lind from drink's domain.

Iy

¢ What though of wealth uncounted
Our vountry's foes may boast!
What though their infiuence reach-
oth
Where fluence counteth most!
The cry of starving chlldren,
Of Wtomes and wivoes forlorn,
Will surely break our slumbers,
And mako us sloth tu scorn.

& What though
friondless
Of human power devold!
What though by foes despised
By traitrous friends destroyed!?
Wo know our God is with us,
Wo need not be afraid;
‘Faint not for T am with thee,
Fear not nor be dismayed.’

we're  poor  and

4 From villngo and from hamlet,
From towns or near or far,
Thoere comes the sound of confliet,
Tho clash and din of war.
Soon witt tho fight be over,
Tho mists be rolled away;
And on our own Ontario
Shaill dawn a brighter day
IT Mortimer.
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THE REIGN OF DRINK.

Do jou hear an ominous muttering,
as  of thundering gathering
rouand?

Do you hear the city tremble, as an
earthquake shakes the ground?

"8 the walking of a people—'tis o
mighty battle sound.

Do you hear the grand uprising of
tho people in thelr might?
are girding on the armour,
they are arming for a fight,
They are golng forth to battle for
the triumph of the right.

They

For tho power of drink has bound us,
and the power of drink hath
reigned,

Tl the glorlous robes of Literty are
tarnished, torn, and stained,

Tl the struggling city shudders, as
its forees lie enchained.

It hath trampled over hearthstone,
amed hath left it desolate;

1t hath siain the wife and mother,
it hath filled the town with
hate;

It hath wreeked s noblest man-
hood, and hatl laughed to seorn
the great.

Shall it longer reign in trinmph, long-
ar wear its tyrant crown?

Shall it firmer wield the fetters that
now bind the city down?

Shall this grand old city longer bow
and tromble 'neath its frown?

No! let every heart re-echo; rouse,
vo gallnnt men and true!
Rouse, 3¢ broken-hearted mothers!

s00, the night is
through ;
Rouse ye, every man and woman—
Gol is calling now for jyou.
~Selected.
THE VOICES.
“Why urge the long unequal fight,
Since truth is fallen in the street,
Or lift anew the trampled light
Quenched by the heedless millions’
{oot?

“Givo o'er thy thankless task; for-

snke
The fools that know not ill from
good,
Eat, drink, enjoy thine own, and
take

Thine ense among the multitude.

“The work is God's, not thine; let
Him
Work out a change {if
must be;
The hand that planted best can trim
And nurse the old unfruitful tree.”

change

80 spake the tempter, when the light

Of sun ard stars had left the sky,

1 listened through the cloud and
aoight,

And heard, methought, a Voice
reply:

atmost |

Thy task may woll seem over-hnrd,
Who seatterest bn o thankless toll

Thy life as seed, with no reward,
Suve that which duty gives to toll

|'l‘h-~ ment unshareld is food unblest,
W heard in valn what love should
spend,
SeM-euse Is pruin; our only rest
Is labour for a worthy end.

| A toll that gains by what it ylelds,
Al seattors to its own lncrease,
Aud lars  while  sowing outward
ficlds
The harvest song of inward peace

What is it that tho ~rowd requite

Thy love with hate, thy truth with
lios?

And bat to faith and not to sight

Tho walls of Freedom's temple rise?

Yot do thy work; it shall succeed
In thine or in another's da);
And, if denled the victor’s meed,
Thou shall not lack the toiler's
pay.

| Lovo's

Self-offering Is a trinmph won,

P And each good thought and action
MOves

The dark world nearer to the sun.

Then faint not, falter not, nor plead

Thy woakness; Truth itsell is
strong.

The Lon's strength, the eagle's speed,

Aro not vouchsafed alone to wrong.

Hast thou not on some week of
storny

Seon the sweet Subbath breaking
fair

And cloud and shadow, sunlit, form
The curtains of thy tent of prayer?

So. haply, when our task shall end,

The wrong shall lose itself in right,

And all our week-day darkness blend

With the long Subbath of the light!
—J. G. Whittler.

The Commander.in-Chief, Lord Ro-
berts, has jusl Issued to officers in
| command of trocpy at lome some
suggestiony ay to the reform of the
preseni systhm of canteen mannge-
ment. His object 18 to promote tem-
perance amongst the men by im-
proving the system under which reg-
imential institutes are conducied, in
corder that they may bo rendered
"more attractive to the troops, and
itlmt the reereations anl comlorts
 provided may be dissecinted as far
las possinle from the consumption of
alcoholic dripnks.

The regimental institutes, with
| thwr exception oi the cantecu, shonld
lbc under one roof, aud the refresh-
iment room should “be fitted up some-
Cwhiat on the liney of a modern res-

taurant, with small tables, baving
f:; b refreshment bar at one end,
rat wkhich suppers, tea, coffee, ming
eral waters, ele.,, could be ubtalneq,

At the other end a stage should be
erected, where the entertainments
| now given iu the canteen as well as
| others could be held.  Smoking to
1 be permitted, aad men to be allowed
| io purchase one pint of beer to drink
Pwith their suppers.”
| In connection with this room there
s srould be reading mows, and hbeary,
i billinrl-room, and games-room, and
| writing room “wlich could be used
iaw o studv,” and the grocery store
-should also be a portion of ihis es-
tablishment., It is suggestcd that
, the “liquor bar should be at a short
Jdistance [rom the institute, and that
‘while it should be cowmfortably fit-
| ted up with suach requirements as
mny be necessary, it shoulkl not vie
with the other institute as vegards
attractiveness.”

Lord Roberts further suggests that
' all the institutes sticuld be umder one
committee, the profit of both por-
tions to be used indifferently for
either, and adds “that to make the
gystem a succesd It must not be
worked as conducing to the profits
of eithier & company or an individ-
jual, but for the wood of those for
whom it I8 conducted.”

WHAT LIQUOR IS AND DOES,

It is not pleasant to read or write,
of the revolting tragedies that are
every day enacted in some part of,
our falr country as the direct re-
mit of the legalised facilities for the
mupplying of strong drink. Ewvery.
fssue of the “Camp Fire" could be
filed with records of smuch cases. To,

Faith shares the Future's promise;
[}

curs, and names  and dates would
harrow the feellngy of the alremldy
sorely tortured victims of this ter-
rible evil. As an insiance, however,
1o remind our readers of the kind
of ruin this evil works, we take the
following report from a recent Bos-
ton daity paper. The survivors of,
the tragedy are strangers to us and
it le not likely that thiy statgment
will affect them, while it may be
useful in reminding ovur readers of
the nature of the liguor tralfic
which Sir Oliver Mowat sall is the
cnuse of three-fourths of the crime
that curses our country. The Bos-
ton Post snys:—

Mrs. Bridget Kilroy died in her
hrome in the basement of 200 Marion
street, Enst Boston, yvestewrday fore-
noot, supposedly from the clfects of
| blow

reciie the record would be nimpl,\'l
to tell what everybody knows ot-.

| tho heavy breathing

Fainter amd more falnt came the
moans of the dying woman, until at
st all was hushed in the room save
of the man and
the stifled sobs of the children.

Kilroy called to his son, and though
the giant could have lifted the corpse
eusily, he forced the boy to ald him
in lifting tho woman onto the couch.

The gray light of morning began
to stream in through the low base-
ment windows before there was any
change in the house. Returning day
seemed to rouse Kiiroy,who got up
and went out after threatening the
children should they leave the house.

For four hours the boy and his
left alone with their

slstor were
dead. About 10 o'clock Mrs. Mary
'Boyan, who lives ln the rear of 298

. Marion street,

# and kicke ndministered by her.

i drunken busband, Michael J. Kilm_\,f

who ¥ held on the charge of murder.

Kilroy I» 1 big coal heaver, and a
' few months ago was gontenced to
;o month In the house of correction
for wife beating.

Five children, the eldest a boy ©
thirteen, were witnesses of the asa
i the two eldest were the sole gunrd-
i fan® of the corpse after their brutal
i fntlver had left th - house.
' Kllroy, according to the ne

war always In a quarrelsome mood
j wken he had been drinking, which
"wane usually whenever he could ob-
i tain the money.

e worked two or three days last

weeks and  was pald off Saturday.
"night. About 11.80, after the sa-

loonw had closed, he returned to his
. home, three il lighted rooms in ‘the
bausement of the house. The family
 bad been living here but a few
weeks, as Kllroy paid kis rent so ir-
regularly that he way forced to
. move at short intervals.

| Mrs. Kilroy went out washing and
iclean-ing, doing any work that she
could find to earn money with which
to feed her children, but this was
not much.

The wife had been watching for
her husband all of the night, ns she
knew that he was to be paid off,
and ho had promised to give her
money to buy the children clothes,
which they sorely needed.

But the coal heaver had spent
nearly all of his earnings in the sa-
loon, and when he was asked for
money he answered with a blow,
knock'ng his wife down.

Johnuie, aged 13, and Mamtie, aged
19, were awake at their father's en-
| tranee, and the sound of his loud,

angry voice, aroused the other three
! ehildren, who had been sleeping on
! they couch
I Mrs. Kilroy struggled to her feet
jand put up her hands to ward off
|th~.,~ attack, crying: “Don’t, Mike;
i you will kill me!”

But Kilroy. erazed with liquor, was

her, and when she

boots, the five children
about, wide-eyed and frightened.

on the floor, bleeding from a dozen
cuts, moaning and helpless, Kilroy
sank into a chair and surveyed his
work moodily.

Mamie Kitroy started on & run for
the door to scek the pelice, but with
an oath her father was upon her
and flung her heavily into n corner.
A dash by the 18-year-ola son met
with a similar treatment.

Until nearly 4 o'clock the woman
lay upon the floor suffering untold
agony. In a few montle she was to
have become a mother again, but
her pitiable condition did not touch
the heart of her husband.

The girl Mamie hurried the other
chitdren into another room and put
them to bed, soothing them to sleep
like tho little mother she was to
them.

When the last palr of eyes were
securely closed she tiptoed back to
the kitchen, where her brother and
father were with her dylng mother.

Once Mrs. Kilroy came to herself
sufficlently to ask for some water.
Her husband dld not stir, but Vittle
Mamie ran to her mother's assist-
ance. The womaen raised herself a
little to receive the eagerly awalted
draught, but before her bloodstaln-
ed lips touched the edge of the. dip-
per Kilroy struck it away, spililag
the water over the floor.

It she wants a drink let her git

ap an’ git it,” he told Mamle.

t | enough to turn

|
I snult on tieir mother, und for hours: wounds on

| had pressed their way
ighbors, | })‘Ider

merciless. Blow after blow he struck Education
fell, unable to) Farm rews
rise, he kicked her with his heavy | House rents
stundingi Linen

When the wife and mother lay up-| Sugar

gsent her little girl
over to the Kilroys® for some water.
Tho child came buck with startling
news &o that Mrs. Boyan hastened
over. )

She found the Ltwo children of ner
neighbor sobbing on her dead body.
Under Mrs. Boyan's direction the
boy hurried to notify the police.

The sight that confronted her was
the most hardened
sick at heart, There were jagged
the woman's head and
throat was discotored
strong fingers
into the flesh.
body was black, blue and bruis-
od., Appearances indlcated that she
had been kicked heavily on her sides.

Tho father and mother slept on &
couch in the kitchen. Besides the two
sleeping places there was a chalr or
two, tho remnants of a table, &
few cracked pieces of erockery and
o bit of a stove. Nothing else ex-
cept dirt was in any of the rooms.
Not long ago there were (WO more
occupants of this place called home
by tho Kilroys, but illpess had ended
in their death.

Kilroy had madoe no effort to es-
cape, but bhad waondered about the
neighborhood. When apprehended he
was on Havre street and sald that
he was on the way to give himself

i}

Her
showed where

face.
and

gl‘he voy Jonnnie was also locked
up by the order of Captain Irish, to
bo held as & wibtness.

The other children,
Frankie, aged 8 Lizzie, aged 2, and
Joseph, aged 1, were taken n by
Mrs. James H. Quinn of 213 Marion
gtreet. They will eventually be tak-
en to St. Vincent's Home.

Mamie, aged 93

ABOUT G REA'I‘—BRITAI N'S DRINK
BIL

L.

Great Britain’e dvink bill i up-
wards of 81:10,000,000, wbhile the
amount spent on other articles of
home produce I8 small 10 coempari-
g of somc of these

son. The ri'p;nre‘
ttems are as follows: .
Butter and cheese .. .. $165,000,000
Bread . e o revenenes 350,000,000
Cotton ..... 89.000,000
CORL ovree coomnr oneiee . 853,000,000
75,000,000
800,000,000
875,000,000
....................... 35.000‘%
....... 165,000,
MUK e 130,000,000
Ten, colfee, COCON ... .o 120,000,000

If the amount sp-nt in drink were

turned into more sensible channels
trade and home comforts would be
enormously increased.

THE POST
Fountain Per.

IS A MARVEL CF

SIMPLICITY, DURABILITY
and RELIABILITY.

It is the onl SELF-FILLING an
SELF-CL%ANING Pen manu-
factured. Every one who
sees it, wants it.

PRICE THREE DOLLARS
(Postage Propaid)
Address, CAMP FIRE,

52 Confederation Life Building, Toront

1f you would like to receive one of the.
splendid Pens

ABSOLUTELY FREE

us a post card and we will exph
how you can obtain it, and at the sm.
time do some very useful work for the te.
perance cause, with no trouble to yourse

Drop



