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TEMPERANCE COLUMN. 

Contributed by the I. O. G. T. 

    

All lodges, and others interested in 

temperance work, are earnestly solicited 
to contribute for this column. Corre- 

spondence to be sent to Secretary, Cam- 

bridge Union Lodge; McDonalds Corner. 

  

“Let all who love our Order and desire 
its progress—who love our Order and de- 

sire its maintenance 
a knowledge of our beautiful organization, 
and perpetuate its principles, which aim 

to promote fraternity, to unite men and 

women in acts of benevolence and incite 

them to a generous emulation for the 

good of all mankind, that our Charity 

may be co-extensive with the universe, 

winning by gentle influence and example 
the erring and unfortunate victims of the 

tyrant alcohol to a place in our inner 

sanctuary, where sweet Peace sits en- 

throned, and Purity has an abiding place, 

and Love is the guiding star, unite in a 

determination to sustain and support this 

Temperance Colunin. 

                     

W. E. B.) 
  

INTEMPERANCE., 

It seems to me that it is about time for 

the seventeen million professors of reli- 

gion in America to take sides. It is go- 

ing to be an out and out battle between 

drunkness and sobriety, between heaven 

and hol, between God and the devil. 

Take sides before your sons are sacrificed 

and the new home of your daughter goes 

down before the alcoholism of an embrut- 

ed husband. Take sides, while your 

voice, your pen, your prayer, your vote, 

may have some influence in arresting the 
despoilation of this nation. 

Oh, how many are waiting to see if 

something cannot be done! Thousands of” 

drunkards waiting who cannot go ten 

minutes in any direction without having 

the temptation glaring before their eyes 

or appearing to their nostrils, they fight- 

ing against it with enfeebled will and 
diseased appetites; conquering again and 

surrendering again, and crying. “How 

long, O Lord, how long?” 
How many mothers there are waiting 

to see if this national curse cannot lift: 

Is that the boy who had the honest 

breath who comes home with breath dis- 
guised. How quickly these habits of 

early coming home have been changed for 

the rattling of the night-key in the aoor, 
long after the last watchman has gone by 
to see if everything was closed for the 

night. 

Oh, what a funeral it will he when that 

boy is brought home dead. How mother 

will say: “Is this my boy that T used to 

fondle, that I held to the baptismal font 
for baptism, whom I toiled hard for that 

that he might have a good start in life, I 

‘wonder who struck him that blow across 

the temples. I wonder if he uttered a 

dying prayer. Dead! dead! dead!” Oh, 
Absalom, my son, would God I had died 
for thee.” 

Is there any one who can estimate how 

many mothers there are waiting for 

something to be done. There are 
many wives waiting for something to be 

done. There are many wives waiting for 

domestic rescue. He promised some 
thing different when the hand and heart 

were offered and accepted. What a hell 

on earth a woman lives who has a drunk- 
en husband. The sepulchre at midnight 
in winter is a king's drawing-room com- 

pared with that woman’s home. Itis 

not so much the blow on the head that 
hurts, as the blow on the heart. How 

many wives are waiting to shake °these 

frosts of the second death off the orange 
blossoms. 

Yea, God is waiting, the God who 

works through human instrumentalities, 

waiting to see whether this nation is go- 

ing to overthrow this evil; and if it re- 

fuses to do so, God will wipe out the 
nation as he did Phoenecia, as he did 

Rome, as he did Thehes, as he did Baby- 

lon. He is waiting to see what the church 

of God will do. If the church does not 

do its work it shall be as the churches of 
Ephesus, Thy atira, eardis. : 

The Protestant and Roman Catholic 

churches today stand side by side gazing 

on this evil which costs the country more 
than a billion dollars a year to take care 

of the paupers, criminals, idiots and bury 

the drunkards. 

Put on yur spectacles and take a can- 

dle and examine the platforms of the two 

leading political parties of this country 

and see what they are doing for the ar- 
rest of this evil, and for the overthrow of 
this abomination. Resolutions—oh, yes, 

but not one against the scalding, “all-con- 

suming damning tariff of strong drink 
put upon every financial, individual, spir- 
itual, moral, national interest. Let us 
look in another direction. 

The church of God is the grandest and 
most glorious institution on earth. What 
has it accomplished for the overthrow of 
drunkenness? The church holds the bal- 
ance of power; and if Christian pedple— 
the men and women who profess to love 

Christ, to love purity, and to be the 
sworn enemy of all uncleaness and sin— 

if all such would march side by side, this 

enemy would soon be overthrown. 

Think of the churches and Sunday 
Schools marching shoulder to shoulder. 
How very short a time it would take them 

to stay the evil, if all were armed on this 
subject. 

Young men of America pass over into 
the army of teetotalism. Whiskey, good 
to preserve corpses, ought never to turn   

you into a corpse. Tens of thousands of 

young men have been dragged out of re- 

spectability, ovt of purity and out of good 
character, by this infernal stuff called 

strong drink. Never, never touch it. 

A 

RALPH CLARKSON'S GUARDIAN ANGEL. 

By P. B. Bostwick. 

‘Like ivy. woman's love will cling 
Too often round a worthless thing.” 

It was night in the city of A——, the 

various places of business and amusement 
were closed, and the homeless wanderer 

sought the dark alley which had shelter- 

ed his wretchedness many a miserabie 
night, and lay crouching to the wall, as 

the policeman paced heavily by, lest he 

might be dragged forth from his hiding- 

place and deprived of his sole remaining 
possession, personal liberty. The streets 
were deserted, save by the midnight rev- 
eler, the abject and the vicious; but 

through the fashionable thoroughfares, 

carriage after carriage, laden with manly 

and beautiful life, rolled by, their splen- 

dour but half revealed by the blaze of the |. 
enameled lamps they carried. 

A fashionable party was being given at 

one of the palatial residences in the east- 

ern part of the city, and, long after the 
street lamps had burned tbemselves out, 

lordly equipages rolled to and from the 

illuminated mansion. The rainbow light 

that streamed through the drapery of each 

tall window, had fallen on many a beau- 

tiful form gliding up those marble 
steps; but in no instance had it touched a 

being more lovely than the fair young 

girl whe paused with modest grace to 

gather up her scarf before she followed 
her companion, an elderly lady, through 
the labyrinth of statues that lined the 

broad staircase. 
She: reached the drawing-room, as mu- 

sic was swelling through the glittering 
crowd assembled there, and the dancers 

were threading the light, cheerful waltz. 

A glow rushed over her cheek, and the 

folds of azure that covered her bosom, 

rose and fell with its pleasant throbbings, 

"till the sprig of white jasmine that gath- 
ered them at the throat, trembled as if 

shaken by the night wind. 

Grace Alington was seventeen, and this 

was her first ball; the first time she had 

ever stood an equal in that gay throng. 

It seemed like enchantment te her; the 

glitter of diamonds, the swelling music, 
and the crowd of breathing life, bathed 

in thesoft light of the gas jets above 

and around her. 
As she descended from her carriage, 

two young men were crossing the street, 

arm in arm. They had just come from a 

neighboring clubhouse, and, if the light 
had been sufficient, an observer might 

have detected the glow of wine upon their 
cheeks, and a wild light in! the eye that 

betrayed excitement, if not conhrmed 

inebriety. One of them, a dark haired 

young man, with jet black eyes, and feat- 
ures such as one dreams of for a reveling 

poet, uttered an exclamation of delight. 

as his observation was drawn to the young 

girl; and springing forward, he stood 
in the shadow, grasping his com- 

panion’s arm, and with his eyes riveted 
on the girl, ’till she disappeared from 
their view. 

“Come! fortunately I have an invita- 

tion,” he said, forcing his companion to- 
ward the door. 

“Surely, you will not attempt it; 

member the wine you have drank. 

are already half intoxicated.” 

“With the beauty of that girl, Ned, not 

with wine. Come!” 
“No; if you wish to present a to 

the company in this condition, I will be 

no party to the outrage. Why, man, the 

hair is falling over your forehead like an 

unpruned grape-vine.”’ 

“Confound such comparisons! You 

can think of nothing but grapes and the 

blood of grapes. 1 tell you the sight of 

that beautiful gir! has rendered me as 

sober as a cardinal,” and as he spoke he 

dashed back the raven curls that had, in 

truth, almost concealed his forehead, 

gave them a twist from the temples with 

his hand, and turned with a laugh to his 

friend. 

“There, will that do? Am I sufficient- 

ly presentable?’ 

“As you will, 

re- 

You 

to-night,” replied the 
more reasonable companion, smiling in 

spite of himself, for there was something 

so spirited in the handsome face turned 
toward him, so frank and determined, 

that he saw no hopes 1 contending 

against his project of entering the house, 
and could only resolve not to bear him 

company. : 
“So, you will not go?” 
“Most assuredly I will not!” 

“Good-night, then;” breakfast with me 

to-morrow, and I will tell you all about 
her.” 

“Good-night.” 

They shook hands. 
The next minute Ralph Clarkson was 

ascending the marble steps of that palace 
dwelling, as composedly as though it had 
been his own. He urged his way through 
the crowd, and reached the drawing-room. 
The object of his search was there, sitting 
by the side of the lady who had entered 
with her. He took a position opposite 
the window they occupied. 

Many a smiling look fell on him as they 
whirled by; eyes brighter than the dia- 
monds that flashed above them, were 
turned upon him, for Ralph Clarkson was 
the lion. 

Though a younger son, wild, impal- 
sive and prodigal, his great personal 
beauty, his accomplishments, and the   

fascination ef his address, rendered him a 

favorite even among the elder ladies, who 

could not make ‘up their minds to dis- 
countenance him altogether, though ter- 
rified every day of their lives lest he 

might persuade some of their aristocratic 
daughters to throw themselves away, and 
share his extravagance and poverty, or 

redeem him from the latter. 

“Hallo!” Ralph, are you here playing 
the wall flower?” said a young gentleman. 
“How is it that I have not seen you 
among the dancers?’ 

Ralph muttered some vague answer to 

this address, and did not seem inclined 

to become more sociable. 

The speaker was passing on, but that 
instant he caught a glimpse of Grace, 
where she sat half concealed by her pro- 

tectress. An expression of pleasant sur- 

prise came over his face, and after con- 

vincing himself by a quiet glance# hat it 
was impossible to cross the roth, he 

bowed. Ralph was looking at the young 
girl; he saw the smile, accompanied by a 

gentle bend of the head, with whifli she 
acknowledged his friend's recogmition, 
and turned eagerly toward him: 

“Do you know the lady?’ he asked. 

“Know her! “of course Ido. How 

beautiful she has grown! Shall I present 

you?’ 

“Certainly.” 

His friend looked up. 
It was not" usual. that the fastidious 

young man permitted an introduction— 

now he seemed eager for it. 

“But you must dance. I can see hy 
her face that she is dying for a partner— 
unfortunately, I am engaged.” 

“With all my heart,” replied Ralph. 

“But who is she?” 

“A young lady of good family, and 

wealthy. That elderly lady with her is 

her aunt. How her diamonds light up 

the beauty of wy lovely friend, as she 

leans over her?” 
When the next waltz struck up, Grace 

Arlington stood with young Clarkson, her 
small feet trembling to the music, and 

her cheeks glowing with blushes, called 
forth from the admiring eyes that fell up- 

on her from every direction, now that 

her beauty was rendered conspicuous by 

the attention of a partner so distinguish- 
ed. 

The dance was over, and Ralph still 

lingered by the side of his partner. The 

wine which he had drank, the brilliant 

beauty that he gazed upon, music and the 
voluptuous breath of flowers, all served 

to excite his wondrous powers of pleas- 
ing. The warm, mild poetry of his na- 
ture was aroused; it burned upon his lips 

and gave expression to his eyes. 

The young girl listened, and it was en- 
ough. 

The rich tones of t Int voice seldom 

found their wav to a heprt winch wasfnot 
subdued by their a and earnest- 

ness, for though wayward and dissipated 
Ralph was always sincere. His faults 

were the more dangerous that there was 

a dash of chivalry, and much that was 

noble always mingled with them. 

They had been conversing perhaps half 

an-hour, when their tete-a-tete was ab- 

ruptly interrupted, much to Ralph’s an- 

noyance, by Grace's aunt, who entered 

the room, and approaching her, whisper- 

ed a few words. She arose, and beg- 

ging to be excused for a few minutes left 

the room, and Ralph to'his own reflec- 
tions. Whatever they might have been, 

thep were soon interrupted by the daz- 
zling gas lights being suddenly turned 

down, and at the same moment the cur- 

tain rose and displayed to expecfant eyes 

the first tableaux vivant. 

It was strikingly beautiful. A dark, 

fierce-looking slaveholder stood behind a 

Persian girl, from whose graceful form 

and face he had just withdrawn the veil, 

thereby revealing to the gaze of a volup- 

tuous looking Turk, seated on a pile of 

cushions, so rare a galaxy of charms, that 

not only his eyes, but those of all the 

spectators were riveted upon her. 

(To be Continued.) 
  

Lesser Slave Lake. 

Willow Point, Oct. 9, "98 

Special correspondence to Edmonton 
Bulletin. 

This place was the scene of a very rare 

event this week, the occasion being an 

old time half-breed wedding. The con- 

tracting parties were Miss Augusta, 

youngest daughter of Louis Callao, late 

of Lac St. Ann, now of Willow Point, 

and St. Pierre Ferguson, of this place. 

The affair was strictly-up-to-date in every 

respect. The bride was bewitchingly at- 

tired in white and was attended by her 

sister Miss Callao and her cousin, Made- 

line Callao. The groomsmen were Rich- 

ard Norris and H. Villeneuve. The 

wedding procession was formed at Willow 

Point and, amid much shouting and mer- 

ry-making, the gaily decorated horses and 

carriages started for the Catholic mission, 
four miles away. The bright rays of the 

sun, shining on the smiling faces of the 

merry party, recalled to mind the oft 

quoted line, ‘‘Happy is the bride that the 
sun shines on.” It was scarcely 12 

o'clock when the distant, dull report 

caused by the firing of a blank cartridge 
down the road, told the eager watching 

crowd of natives that the wedding party 

was approaching and the fun would soon 
begin. As they rounded the last turn in 
the winding trail every man and boy ap- 

peared to possess a gun and began to 

blaze away as long as the magazine had 
any cartridges left, the noise was simply 
deafening and made one recall what that 
old Matanzas mule must have felt like 
when the American fleet bombarded him.   

Everyone interested kissed every other 
person interested, or otherwise, and the 

eating started. As to that eating it was 

marvelous, wonderful, simply stupendous 

a gigantic gastronomic gorge. According 
as the table was emptied of one outfit 
they adjourned to the large, commodious 

front room of Mr. Boseau’s house and 

tripped the merry ‘Red River jig” and 
every other dance known to science. 

This eating and dancing lasted 36 hours 

by the watch, and T never saw so many 

laughing, good natured faces in the same 
space of time in Canada’s largest town. 

Some things I learned at the dance and 
feed were: : 

Every person, without distinction of 

color or creed, was invited to come and 

have a big time. 

Up to the time of writing I haven't 
heard of anyone who didn’t go. 

No person stayed away because so-and- 
SO was going. 

Or because they hadn’t a new dress and 

didn’t want to go in the old one dyed 
over. 

The writer counted 465 Roiky dogs in 

and around the premises where the 

“wedding breakfast” was held. 
The only place in America where one 

man is as good as another, 

And where the women do not say, 

“There’s Miss so-and-so with her 
mether’s made over skirt on.” 

Among other things consumed were: 

Three head of steers, 20 bushels of doa 
toes and 15 fiddle strings. 

The only paper in the world which had 
a representative there was the Edmonton 
Bulletin. 

Treaty is all you hear of now a days; 
and no two natives tell the same story 
and no two seem to understand what 

treaty means. The different traders here 

try to enlighten them, 

their line exactly they do not succeed any 

too well. I don’t know much about this 
treaty business myself, but my own opin- 

ion is chat the Indian department might 

send up a good man at treaty time to ex- 

plain the matter, and they would profit 

by it. 

Eight boat loads of general trading 
goods have arrived h°re withing a week. 
This will about wind up the boat arrivals 

for this season. A vast amount of goods 

has arrived here this summer. Two 
hundred tons is a fair estimate. This is 

| exclusive of Klondikers. This country is 

receiving a good deal of attention just 

now for stock raising purposes. A vast 
amount of hay can be put up here, and 

next summer, with the treaty payments 

coming off, will help very much to show 
this section off to advantage. 

Your correspondent wes met the other 
day by a few traders, and enquiries made 

as to the mail services, etc. Now I could 

give them no intelligent answer. What 
they want to know is: Cannot a regular 

mail route be established from Edmonton 

to this settlement? What do they have 

to do in order to call the attention of 
the post office authorities to their claim 
for a regular service? In fact any infor- 

mation on the subject will be hailed with 
delight. 

Mr. Paul, and wife, arrived in per 
boat, from the landing. He is building a 
house and will open out with a full line 
of trading goods. 

Al. Brick and wife also arrived in safe- 

ly and have gone on to Vermillion with 

their winter's supplies. To Mr. Brick 

belongs the honor of bringing the first 
news of the circus which visited Edmon- 

ton. His power of description is away 
up. He held us spell bound for a solid 
hour with his most graphic delination of 

the proceedings. His explanation of the 

series of flim-flams is the stock story of all 

the knowing ones here, and when he 

sprang the picture of ‘‘Bovalapas” on us, 

excitement was at a fever heat. Two 

cases of ginger and one of peppermint 

were consumed before we could think of 

letting him depart. He got away at last, 

however, and his name will always bring 
back memories of two pleasant hours mix- 

ed with Bovalapas and ginger. 

Ewen Macdonald, H. B. Co. factor, 

arrived safely as did also Father Husson, 

of the Catholic Mission. 

Insp. Routledge has come and gone and 

the old town has settled down the 
even tenor of its ways. 

The mornings now-a-days out here 

wear a light fancy veil of white and are 
decidedly raw around the edges. But 

! The bay is all put up, the 

to 

who cares! 
vegetables are well housed, the cattle are 
rounded up and in the corrall, and thous- 
ands of tish are waiting for the winter's 
consumption. Everyone wears a con- 
tended look and seems happy, so what's 
the odds. 

Nine Lives Lost 

BEReveLstoke, B. C., Nov. o54.—The 
steamer Ainsworth, plying between Koo- 
tenay lake points, was swamped last 
night five miles south of Balfour. Nine 
men were drowned, including the engi- 
neer, fireman, first officer, steward and 
three passengers. 

  

  

CTIVE SOLICITORS WANTED EVERYWHERE 
for *“The Story of the Philippines” by 

Murat Halstead, commissioned by the 
government as Official Historian to the 
War Depariment. The book was written 
in army camps at San Francisco, on the 
Pacific with General Merritt, in the hos- 
pitals at Horolulu, in Hong Kong, in the 
American trenches at Manila, in the in- 
surgent camps with Aguinaldo, on the 
deck of the Olympia with Dewey, and in 
the roar of battle at the fall of Manila. 
Bonanzo for agents.  Brimful of original 
pictures taken by,government photograph- 
ers on the spot. Large book. Low 
prices, Big profits. Freight paid. 
Credit given. Drop all trashy unofticial 
war books. Outfit free. Address, F. T. 
Barber, Sec'y., Star Insurance Bldg., 
Chicago. 

but it is not in 

  

THE 

MUEENS COUNTY 
GAZETTE. 

The Queens County Gazette will 
be issued from the office of 
Jas. A. Stewart, 

Main Steet, Gagetown, N. B. 
EVERY 

WEDNESDAY MORNING, 
In time for Desptach by the 
earliest mails of the day. | Eo ~- 

The Subscription price will be 

$1.00 PER YEAR IN ADVANGE. 
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Job Printing 
Uepartment 

is equipped with good press, new type nd a 
complete stock of material. We keep on hand a 
large and well assorted stock . all kinds of 
Stationery. We are in a position to do all kinds 
Job Printing, such as 

Letter Heads, 

Note Heads, 

Bill Heads, 

Statements, 

Envelopes, 

Business Cards, 
Visiting Cards, 

Pamphlets, 

. 

Dodgers, 

Posters, 

Circluars, 

Labels, 

Tickets, 

Tags, 

Books, 

Ect., Ete. 

MAIL ORDERS PROMPTLY ATTENDED 10. 
Address all communications to 

A. Stewart, 

Publisher 

Gagetown, N. B. 

Jas. 

  

    
 


