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THE CAMP FIRE.

shaw!l which covered her otherwise
bare shoulders, she drew forth hey
naked babe, and holding 1t forth at her
bouy arm’s length, said, ** You can take
this if you like.”

The woman afterwards was heard to
sob out in the ears of her dark world’s
one friend, *I wor so mad that |
hardly knew what I wor doin.”

3. DRINK'S WOE.

Who can tell its story? What pen
could write its tale? What heart
could ery the griefs of drink and woe ?

Look at this procession if we can.
Let God touch our imagination and
help us to do so,

Their tread is ever languid ;

Their faces never smile ;

Their hearts are ever bleeding.

Each day for them but brings new
curses—new bratality—new hunger—
new fear, and new dread.

they pray, then with every
awakening morning and every setting
sun they ask God, the Creator, by piL%
of the sorrow, to number them wit
the dead.

A crowded court in Toronto --thiscity
—in the prisoner's box stands a forlorn
and  desperate looking woman -a
creature to whom one blushes to give
the name of woman.

No small consternation iy caused by
& police otlicial carrying over a chairto
place on the steps where the witnesses
stand.

The tiny hand clinging to the ~trong
fingers of a stalwart constable is that
of a baby witness, only four years old,
whose little, frail form is lifted up on
the chair. You might have thought
the sunlight concentrated all its golden
glory in the ringlets of the hair, the
skin was of snowy complexion, the
features pinched with want, but
correctly tnarked, and the eyes two
large windows for the soul to look
through.

Little Maggie was her name; she

was the child of the woman in the

prsoner’s dock. She had been swang
round and round by the hair, in her
mother's drunken rage, and

of the story.

“Did your mother do this?”" the
child was asked. The lips parted to
answer it the affirmative, when the
little fuce was lifted to the pitiable
object opposite her. Seeing the
woman standing between two big
policemen, she took in her mother’s
woeful position, and lifting her large
eyes to the judge, with a trembling
quiver in the baby lips, and the wound
plainly showing in her head, she said,
“No, sir: my mother never did it, my
mother never did it !”

What a reversion of God's ]ovin{,'
purposes. A\ four-year old haby shield-
ing and pleading for its mother.

IN CANADA,

This is not in a heathen land ; thisis
in our own. This is in no barbarous
country-- this is on our doorstep; it
runs through our streets. They are
our own fair girls, and our brave sons
who sink beneath this dark tide, and
are drawn into the vortex of this
whirlpool!

Do I believe it? Yes, not only be-
cause I've heard so much of it, but be-
cause I've seen so much of it.

Why, only just near my own office
a little time ‘mck. in this beantiful
city, a father killed his own son
through driving the tailor's scissors in-
to his heart, He was drunk, When
sober, and told what he had done, he
lost his reason with grief. Does it
not bhehove us, as Christian  en
and women, should it not compel
our churches where the word of God is
upheld, where righteousness is con-
tended for, and solace for all grief is
proclaimed, should it not constrain ns
as a Christian country to arise. and
e«‘luippin ourselves with the weapons
of Truth and Righteousness with
irresistible pevseverance, strike out at
the enemy in season and out of season,
with a force which springs fromm the
knowledge of this sin, and from the

cry of the accummulated wrongs.

oppressions, griefs, sorrows, tears of
Drink's Woe.

LAW AND RKVENULE.

It has been argued. ‘¢ But you can-
not make peolple sober by Act of
Parliament.” | am not so sure ahout
that,; hy shutting up the dens you can
certainly minimise the evil, since you
remove the temptation from those
who are too weak to resist it, and
rrgvent other feet from being caught
n the snare.

But what would become of the
revenue? is further argued. Revenue?
What will hecome of the Kingdom that

was '
brought to show the wounds, a proof

destruction of its subjects, and that
draws its revenue from their very
graves? And to the plesx that plenty
of eminent Christians do it, and see nou
harm 1 it, [ can only say, more the

ity, for, as the Awerican Revivalist,
er. Charles Finney, has said, it would
be almost as easy to get up a revival in
I bell itself as in a church whose mem-
bers support the traffic, and some at
least of whom may well be supposed to
bo the sluves of the evil.

Strike out at tiis giant foe of virtue
and pearce with a hand that will not
stay, and a heart that wiil not relent,
and feet that will not halt until we
have driven the enemy withiout
our gates, and Canada stands an
example of soberness and happiness
in the front rank of all the countries
lof the world.— War Cry.

ELi PERKINS JOINS A DRINKING
cLus.

BEING TOLD THAT THERK 18 MORK
DRINKING THAN EVER IN MAINE
AND KANSAS8, HE MAKES A
PERSONAL INVESTIGATION.

“Sellin’ whisky in Kansas!” ex-
tclanimed  the  purple-nosed railroad
passenger, as he bit off a chew of plug
tobacco while the train was pulling out
of Topeka. ** Drinkin’ whisEy { hy,
theyre drinkin’ more whisky than
they ever did before |”

** But we never see any bar-rooms,” |
remarked.

**No, they ain't no bars an’ they
ain’'t no signs of a har; but they's
drinkin’.”

Then I rode thru the state without
seeing a barroom, a drunken man, ora
sign up where whisky was for sale.
Valuable corners were occupied by
stores, and the money that used to go
into the open saloons was going into
the stores. 1 found that Kansas used
to send out $15,000,000 a year to Peoria
and Kentucky for whisky, and now
she is sending out about a million a
year. [ found that Kansas is uow
saving thru temperance $14,000,000 a
yvear, and in ten years will save $140,-
000,000 ; and still that rednosed lounger
in the smoking-car is continuaﬁly
screeching thru the car:

*They’s drinkin’ more whisky in
Kansas than they ever did before !”

Up in Maine I heard the same
whisky-drinkers’ refrain. It never
came from a church member or from
a prosperous moral business man. It
ralways came from a drinking man. So
during my last trip thru Maine 1
jdecided to investigate and find if the
[law preventing drunkenness doubled
| the drunkards--if the law preventing
{ the sale of whisky really increased the
| sale of it,

I Well, a lecture engagemnent called

| Lewiston.
| Saturd
z Sunday,

i Lewiston.
SHOW,

*“This is atemperance state, isn't it?”
I said to the stablemman as he was hitch-
ing up his team.

*“Temperance state!” he exclaimed;
*why, they've pourin’ down whisky
here —-drinkin' more'n they ever did
before.”

 Hadn't you better take a hot milk
punch before we start. ¥ 1 said.

*“ Hot milk punch !” he said, his eyes
snapping with joy: ‘‘yes, it would
taste good; but vou can't get those
fancy drinks up here. No bars, yon
kuow, an' you've got to make them
funcy drinks home.”

““Bat when there is so much drink-
ing there must be hitrs near by, I said.

“ Well, they’redrinkin’, all the suune,
but we don’t have bars. We have to
manage a little, and it takes time, you
kunow.”

So we started off for the long 25-mile
ride thru the snow,

We passed severil hotels, and stop-
ped and warmed. There were no bar-
i roows, and hot lemonades were the
onlv drinks to be had.

We found Farmington without a har,
and a thoro temperance town. The
audience that greeted meshowed temp-
erance, intelligence, and prosperity in
their faces.

Coming back the next morning, I
said to my driver:

*It. is strange that people will so
traduce this temperance state.”

“They don’t traduce it,” said the
driver. **They’s drinkin' goin’ on here.
1 can get you a drink.”

“*You can_get me a drink.” I said
with an accefit on the **can.” * Why,
of course you can,” 1 said enthusiasti-
cally; ‘“and when we get to Lewiston

As the engagement was for
ay night, and as no trains ran on
I had to drive up from

It was a $10 ride thru the

!

!
!
I
1
!

me up to Farmington, 25 miles north of | ¢

looks for its sustenance from thelwe'll have some nice hot whisky, won't}

we ?“ 1
I noticed my man didn’t enthuse. :
Then after a moment’s thought he |
remarked : !
* ' afraid I'l] be too busy putting’
out my horse; but I could get voua:
drink if I had time.”

“But I'll pay a boy for unuitching
the horse,” 1 said, as we drove into
the Lewiston stable. ** Now, let’s have
the drink, come on!”

‘*All vight,” said thedriver. *“ think
I can get a drink: but mebby the
whisky 18 out, and we'll have to take
bottled beer.”

Then I followed him thru the dried
weeds and snow along the river-bank.

‘_‘i’l‘his isn't the way to a saloon 1
said.

*Na, I'm going to Mike Grady's.
Mrs, Grady has some beer left over
from a funereal.”

When we reached the rear end of
Grady's cabin, the driver knocked on:
the door,

* Be aff from there!” said an h'iﬂh-!
woman’'s voice. *[U's no use comin’
rounnd here. The perlice has bheen
‘round here, and poor Moike has gone{

driver

wid ‘em.”

“(Con—found it:’ said m
striking his left band with Kis right
fist 3 **the police are always gettin’ on
to the end of a wake. But [ can get
you adrink yet.” Thenhe looked at me |
quizzically, and said : \

* Will you ;oin aclub?”

“A what!’

A club.”

“Yes, I'll join anything to get the
drink. ['ll join the masons, joina hose ;
company, join a church,—anything.” |

** Come along, then. [ know where:
it is.”

Then 1 followed him across the bridge
and on up Maine street. Then he turn-
ed up a pair of stairs, and I followed
him up three stories to a door with a
little wicket door in the center, where
he guve three knocks and the wicket
flew open. Then commenced some low
whispering, and then the big door
slowly opened.

‘“Fifty cents is the price of member-
ship,” he said, holding out & card with
my mame upon it. Then we went into
the next room, where therr was a bot-
tle of whisky on the table. I took it in
my hand and swnelt of it.

‘““What is 1t?” I asked.

“Oh, dom't be afraid of it!
whisky.”

It was whisky-—Maine whisky, but
such whisky! My man had kept his
word. I looked at the bottle and then
at the membership card. [ have the
card now. I''n & member in go d
standing.

“Well,” I said, *‘thisis pretty near
prohibition. If walking cight blocks,
climping up three pairs of stairs, join-
ing a club of drunkards, and paying 50
cents to look at a bottle of vile poison,
ist}:t prohibition, I never expect to see

Its

If any clergyman reading this article
doubts the truth of my story, [ will
send him my membership ticket by re-
turn mail--with my affidavit appended.

Prohibition does prohibit whisky
about as much as the law prohibits
stealing. They still steal, but they steal
less, If the penalty against liquor-
selling were as strong as it is against
murder, there would be as few liquor-
sellers as murderers ; and there would
be less tears and less poverty in this
world, and leass sulfur in the next. EL1
PERKINS.—in the ¢ New Voice,”

OBITUARY NOTES.

Jerome Plummer, of Independence,
Pa., recently died leaving a large
estate in the hands of a Board of
Trustees to be appointed and continued
by the court. Full provision for his
family was made and the remainder of
a great fortune was directed to be used
‘* in such manner as said trustees shall
deem wise to promote and develope
the causeof temnperancein this country
and to prevent the licensing of saloons
therein.”

The death of Rev. Dr. Chiniquy, at.
Montreal, on the 16th inst., closed the
career of one who in his early days was
the most powerful and effective
Canadian advocate of temperance
reform. While yet a priest, Father
Chiniquy gave up his local work to
hecome the apostle of the crusade, for
his services in which he was highly
honored and voted an “address” and a
handsome gratunity by the Canadian
Parliament. He did a great deal of
the seed-sowing which is bearing fruit
in the prohibition parishes of Quebec

to-day.

IMPORTANT.

TonronT, 1804,
DrAar FrRIEND,—

You are respectfully requested to
carefully examine The Camp Fire,
a neat four-page monthly Prohibition
paper, full of bright, pointed, con-
venient facts and argwmnents ; contain-
ing also a valuable summary of the
Iatest news about our cause, 1t is just
what is needed to inspire workers
and make votes.

The victory won last year was

only the opening of a campaign in
which the liguor traffic will do its

j ntmost to block, delay, and if possible

prevent our securing the enactment
and enforcement of prohibitory law,
we have plenty of hard fighting ahead
of us, We must keep posted and
equipped, knowing all that is being
done by our friends and foes, and
sophistry and misrepresentation that
will be advanced.

The Camp Fire wili beoneof the
best aids you can have in the struggle.
It will contain nothing but what you
need. Every number ought to be
preserved. You cannot afford to be
without it, and the subscription price
is only nominal, Twenty-five cents
per year.

While a necessity to every prohibi
tion worker the The Camp Fire will
also be of special value for distribution.
Literature won the plebiscite victory.
We must keep up the educating work.
Printed wmatter tells. It does its work
continuously, silently, fearlessly and
No form of literature is so generally
read and so potential as the up-to-date
perivdical. IL comes with the force
and interest of newness and life. For
this reason the form of a monthly
journal has been selected.

This journal will be in every respect
reliable and readable. Every article
will be short, good and forcible, con-
taining nothing sectional, sectarian or
partizan. The literature of the old
world and the new world will be
ramsacked for the most helpful and
effective m:aterial. The price is very
low.

Such literature wiil convince many
a man whom his neighbors cannot
convince. It will talk to him quietly,
in hisown home, in hisleisure inoments,
when he can listen uninterruptedly,
when he cannot talk back and when
the personality of the talker cannot
interfere with the effect of the talk.

It will ply him with facts, arguments
and appeals, that will influence,
instruct and benefit him. It will set
him thinking. This is half the battle.
Its wide circulation will swell the
victory that we are about to win. This
is its object.

Your help is asked in thisgreat work.
Every society should subscribe for and
distribuie hundreds of copies. This is
the easiest and surest plan of making
prohibition votes. Look at the terms :

Twenty copies will be sent
to any one address every
month for six months, for ONE
DOLLAR, payable in advance.

On no other plan can & small invest-
ment he made to produce so much of
educative result. One hundred and
twenty copies may he placed in as
many homes, and have more than
HALF A THOUSAND readers. One dollar
will cover this placing of the claims of
our cause before five hundred people.
Ten dollars may reach FIVE THOUS-
AND. WwILL YOU HELP US ?

Address,
F. 8. SPENCE,
61 Confederation Life Building,
Toronto.



