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- The saloon must go, * - vam.

The umﬂ.; of a Temperance Fanatic. door.

remarkable temperance meeting I ever
attended. I have just listened to the
most remarkable temperance address
ever delivered. The speaker was a
woman that I knew five years or
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THE RELIGIOUS "INTELLIGENCER,

drunk,” said the young fellow at the
door, trying to block his passage.

“Oh, let him come in,” sajd an old-
er man, “let him comg in,”

“You'’re a gentleman,” said Jack,
with an uncertain accent and a lurch
against the door, as he endeavored to
shake hands with the man who had
befriended him. “You're a gentle-
man! Have something on me.”

Up in front the evangelist and the
pastor were urging the gospel inyita-
tion without apparent success.

“If you’re a sinner and need a Sa-
viour, Jesus Christ can save you to-
night. Will you come?” pleaded the
evangelist,

“I'll come!” shouted Jack, and
marched down the aisle to the plat-

w  Temperance and Probibition,
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THE SALOON MUST GO.

The saloon must go,
With its crime and woe,
~And all of its evils that burden us so.
The careless church member—
Who fails to remember
That duty should spurn him to master
the foe— »
His actions say not;
But yet it will go.

her in her modest sitting room in
East Lynn, when the great tragedy of
her life reached its climax. That was
before she was known as Mrs. Went-
worth, the temperance fanatic. That
was before she moved strong men at
will by her peerless logic and her-
wonderfully sad-sweet voice.

I remember well the scene in her
sitting room that early autumn even-
ing. Two beautiful children, a boy
and a girl, clung to her side, as she
sat in a low, willow rocker, and en- form. There was a buzz and a rustle
tertained me with her bright talk, all over the.v church. Some thoughf-
while a happy light played on her . less girls giggled, and an old Phari-

face. She had married rather young See frowned, but the men of God on

—at twenty—Jack Wentworth, a free- -the p!‘atf‘orniz. chmbed_‘_down to greet
hearted, careless fellow two years thﬁ prodigal, i
older. Somehow, she never discover- “Could he save me, mister?” asked
ed until after they were married that

Jack, in a saner tone and nfanner.
Jack was fond of his glass occasion- “Do you think he could save me,
ally; and when she did discover it,

sure ?” :

though it gave her a little pang of : “S“fe:” said the evangelist. “He

regret, she set about bravely to rem- Came into the world to seek and save
> n ;

edy the matter, with never a fear

the lost.” -
but what she could keep her young “Tha?’s me, I guess,” said Jack. “I
husband from his growing habit, want him to save e if he fan (!0
But, like many another woman, she It right off now. I can’t wait. 3 m n
failed. Jack did not care, as he once 2 hurry. I've got to get home.” .
did, to do a thing simply becasse it The evangelist l,afd one arm
pleased her: he wanted his own way @cross the poor fellow s shoulder and
now, and he had it. Frequent]yhe Spok_ﬁ to ]um eamestly in a low tone.
came home in a half-dazed, half-ugly Ina moment or two they were kneel-
condition, and the poor little wife ing side by side and one was pouring
begged and pleaded in vain for re- out his heart to God for his wayward
form. Then their first child was born  Prother, and Ja.ck hlms.elf was sober
—a boy—and for a time Jack seemed €nough to sob like a child and to call
more like the old Jack, and his little ©n God for e «
wife thought the victory was won, That was th?'bxggmmg‘of a new
Not so. After a while he returned life. He went into church that night
to his old ways again, only with this pitifully d‘n‘mk, but he came out 50-
change—his fits of intoxication be- ber, and with a strength and a will
came more frequent and more gross. Peyond his own, he perseyered until
This continued for two years more, there was sunshine again in the little
and then with the coming of another home, and Annie and the children had
little stranger—a girl this time—his 3 husband and a father worthy of the
: wife hoped again to win him from e ' e ’
his intemperate ways. But all in ,-! ack Wentwortlf 1s surely convert-
in. The new little angel in the (elfl& » evekr{boii{y _sa}ti hoxﬁnd} .'hiio'w l;;

Th 4 house brought no change to the -dic b ¢ go of s o
While hvi?v:ig;v e ou}::al::)a’cheS, the Wretched father, but he kept on in sin  companions as no one else coutd, e
eesme Sy - " and sank deeper and deeper in the Won th;m away ]from dnnk‘lto sqbgr.
The brewer and the vender, mire. R e U e -.n:.s ;3 ou rarcly heard him gpeak
In spite of their splendor, The little home, once e happy, . ‘f) 0% c?x;)ver;xon—pe Jvas 100 moglest
Must shoulder though for it they showed traces of the pinghsgg'ﬁngers' gr_.thi:;d ut he knew in his h.eart that
heaven forego. - of poverty. Often there was very little fltl‘ er%e 5 bl‘:e“ worked a miracle on
The saloon must go, . to eat, and in the cold days of winter his al f y that same Jesus that
Though the devil shouts no! sometimes no fuel for the kitchen met S - h,ls jontey toward  Da-,

| e n Jack el Nhe;‘ir- mzc?:w mon‘ths after his cc o
ily. He never was really brutal to his . - Mo ai o O S DORVRTSION
;}Xﬂ‘ﬁé 5::;:::;1;?:! | f:'mily, but he seldots:l came home the '.‘m;-:lcense vote of the previous
That still in the con's;:ience are ;lum- sober, and often in a surly mood. But- Decem If wenl: T e kv
. bering low, ‘ ‘ the poor man was not the only one Oﬂ::-lp yn'lilht € ‘aw was pretty well
While the victi.ms are weeping to blame. He had SOt & woak e:l <oy d nig wereﬂnq SN Spen
Can Christians lie sleeping ! : will, and he was sorely tempted and :- m’Ua: s;: 0. Sariay tenllpta-
For God and His cause strike the 38 sorely fell.. s Af'mn"& g e NG Jack
death-dealing blow But one night there was a change, t‘:‘m «h‘i’;‘?as‘e’ to resist his old appe-
The saloon must go g and Jack came home sober. He had U °:—l it:él?ve%now’ occasionally as-
For God’s word sa;rs A been to a new place. About 9 o’clock ”'ltl SEH. l“t the city liked so
, -—-R'am’s'Hom as he was going up Union street, he WeU no open saloons that she voted

Py * heard singing in the St. Paul’'s Metho-

The saloon must go,
Though the drunkard says no,
For blear-eyed and wretched he hugs
his worst foe.
While for a short season,
Bereft of his reason,
The poor hardened sinner his “wild
oats” will sow. 3
But oh, the sad reaping,
The wailing, the weeping !
‘The saloon must go,
Though drimkards say no.

The saloon must go,
Though brewers say no,
For profits unrighteous from beer
~ barrels flow, :
They ?nd their chief pleasure,
In heaping up treasure
‘That’s wrung from hearts broken
with sorrow and woe.,
Though the brewers say no,
The saloon must go.

The saloon must go,
Though the barkeepers say no,
While each year more hardened and
shameful they grow,
They ruin the lives
Of the children and wives,
They cause all the sorrow,-the hun-
ger and woe, :
That evermore confe
To the victims of rum,
Barkeepers say no;
But still it must go.

no” for two more years. " In an evil
dist Church, and staggered up to the day, however, the. city elected a

An evangelist was holding a, Mayor about whose temperance con-
special meeting. The sermon. was victions - very little was known, and
over, and the congregation were sing- . under his administration and that of
ing a hymn. As Jack reached the his appuinttee, the city marshal, rum
door, he heard them sing : S
“Just. as I am sad wa;r:n'g not iy dls.guste\'i the voters, .and the
To rid my soul of on d;:‘fx blot, 0ld, foolish, wicked cry, “If it going
To Thee };vhose blooed can ¢l , 1o be sold any way, let’s have the

BY GEORGE EDWARD DAY.

I have just returned from the mést

was sold freely and almost openly, | Stood still as Mrs, We EWoE )
to the door and opened it with feve
ish terror. “My God! my God! It
my Jack! it's my Jack{ Oh «Jack!
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Lung Balsam

It never fails to cure :} (S)II?lI)P’L’%
1 COLD, HEAVY aud. |
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Large Bottles $1.00. iﬂe:!lrm_fh’o 63¢.
Sinall or Tria! Size £3¢. :

Endorsed by a!l who have tried 1t.

People in every walk of life are
Have you a Backache? If y
is the first sign that the idne;
. working properly. e
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-but she said “nothing and kept up
stout heart. But Jack never wavere
He stood by his guns like
soldier, and so the spring slip
summer, and summer into
and love and reason were 4
the throne, : S “heeR
As I sat with the mothi in the
cosy little sitting room that :
~and saw the two lovely chi dre
Py and well cared for, I rea
never before, how much differ
made to have the father sober
dustrious, [ R
“I have almost forgotten w a
is,” she said, with a happy light.
her eyes. “I used fto WOrTy a gre:
deal at first, and especially last Ma
when the saloons were open :
If men could only know how
other men are tempted by an

saloon, no amount of money w
hire them to vote yes” T REwE
The two little heads at her
were drowsy with sleep, and
mother put them to bed, returnin
presently to finish our conversatis
“Jack is the best of h sbands,” ‘sh
went on. “He seems to be. trying |
atone for those few years of u
piness he gave me. = But'I forgave
him long ago. I love him tos welP\-
she paused with a sudden start an
look of fright swept over her
Some one was coming up the
with the shuffling, uncertain bl
ing of a drunken man. My

g N li.ceq_ce money,” was raised and car- | Jack! Jack! what shalgl do’?:’
"gore ago as a frail, diffident creature, 1ol Rpot. B e ga o riedthe day. S She sank into a chair dazed,
s rih 2 jolly' spirit and a passion-. | S of s, Wentworth had a secret dread | pefied, overcome. Jack staggere
Ly ogte Wmestbess. g fack & was st . 4L % the coming of the first day of May | the room. “Well y
o Bive yeug ago tonight that 1 sat with ** «No whett the saloons' were to he opene | he stammered, with
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