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Temperance and Prohibition, 

BREESE EEEERECREEERERRE: 
WHO IS TO BLAME? 

The bars are wide open in our little 
town, 

And doing their best to succeed 
In debauching our morals, and drag- 

ging us down 
To serve the saloon-keeper’s greed. 

There are some who think 
An occasional drink 

Is a thing at which good people sively 
might wink; 

Though their talk is all nonsense, 
their reasoning lame, 

The bar-rooms are open, 
And 

who 
is to 

blame ? 

And then there are others you will 
not find loath 

Each argument, threadbare, to seize - 
To decry moral law—and ar with 

an oath, 

The right to do just as they please. 
And such people will, 
Of course, guzzle and swill, 

And deposit their funds in the bar- 
keeper's till; 

Unlimited license and freedom they 
claim; 

The bar-rooms keep open, 
And 

“who 
is ‘to 

blame? 

We have plenty of churches ‘and 
+ good people too, 

As respectable folk we are great; 
In comparison drunkards and brawl- 

ers are few 
To the many who keep themselves 

straight. 
We have, by the way, 
AY. M.A, 

And devotional service at noon every 
day; 

Yet ‘the truth must be spoken with 
sorrow and shame, 

~ The bars are still open. 
And . 

who 
is to 

blame ? 
—Frank Beard, in Ram’s Horn. 

Fo 

WHAT WHISKEY DOES. 

“This Man Knows Whiskey” is the 
title of an article in the Cleveland 
Post. The article is in the form of a 
comment upon the statement made by 
a young man who was under arrest 
for killing his stepfather, a crime that 
he had committed under the circum- 
stances of great provocation. Here 
is the article: 

“I would not touch whiskey if it 
was to save my life. I have seen too 
much of its work. I have seen the 
misery it has made for my mother. I 
have seen, too, the brute it made of 
my step-father when he was under 
its influence. If it were not for 
whiskey, our trouble would never 
have happened and I would not be in 
jail. I never touched the stuff, and 
I've made a vow I never will.” 

These are not the words of an i 
passioned temperance theorist. They 
are the calm, deliberate utterance of 
a young man who killed his drunken 
pee in defence of his mother 

  

and was incarcerated in a Cleveland 
police station. A police lieutenant 

“had pressed a glass of whiskey upon 
him, urging him that his weakened 
condition demanded it. But he knew 
whiskey and had no use for it. 

Here is what might well be accept- 
ed as an expert opinion upon the ef- 
fect of whiskey. 

This young man has had experi- 
ences that have shown him what 
whiskey will do. He does not need 
to theorize. 
information, 

But for whiskey he would not have 
been in jail. 

Decidedly true. And equally true 
it is that but for whiskey few other 
people ever would be in jail. It is 
not putting it too strongly to say that 
whiskey causes nine-tenths of the 
crimes that get people into jail. 

This young man has seen the mis- 
ery whiskey has made for his mother. 

And who cannot call up from one’s 
own recollection dozens of mothers 
‘whom whiskey has made miserable? 

Scarcely a community or social 
circle but has several—often good, 
patient, uncomplaining heroines who 
‘have given up hope, and whose deso- 
lated hearts are left to feed on She 
agony of despair. 

They bear the Sbrivation; the neg- 
lect, the abuse, the blows, and utter 

“no moan, but in their hearts there is 
moaning always. 

The earth has been salted with 
tears shed by mankind in sympathy 
with the brave women who send their 
husbands and sons to battle, sitting 
alone at home with their tears and 
fears; but such women are happy, 
proud, exalted, compared with the 
drunkards’ wives, crouching ~ with 
tears and fears and shame; while 
their husbands give their lives up to 
the devil, Drink. oH 

The bright, sweet hopes of their 
bridal days have become a 
The vows upon which they staked 
their life happiness have proved light 
as air. The love that once bade fair 
to be a shelter in every storm has 
been beaten down and torn to ruin by 
whirlwinds of bestial 

There are millions of women like 
this. 

“I have seen, too,” says this young 
man, “the brute whiskey has made of 
my step-father when he was under its 
influence.” 

Yes, there is the truth, It makes 
a man a brute. He may be good and 
kind and tender, when he is sober; 
but whiskey makes him a brute. He 

wine may be Het and 

Sobbr: he dy sot bo-dhis ti pes 
alize that he can be a brute when 
drunk. He may be the last one to 
know the misery that his drunkenness 
causes in his home. He cannot view 
himself in correct perspective. 

But this young man who was sent 
pobre gh Se cg 

THE RELIGIOUS INTELLIGENCER. 

He speaks with positive 

will do in another. What it makes 
of one man it has made of millions. . 
The woe of this one woman is a woe 
that ever goes crying and moaning 
throughout the earth. 

en : 
DRINK DID IT. 

Booked for her husband's murder 
on her return from that husband's 
burial, Mrs. Mary Flynn, 66 Larrabee 
Street, sunk her face in locked hands 

at the Chicago Avenue police station 
recently, and sobbed out the saddest, 

most forcible temperance sermon ever 
framed by human lips. 

It was her own story, surcharged 
with grief and remorse, the story of 
two lives wrecked by twin passions 
for liquor, the story of a blind, in- 

sensate battle to the death, the story 
of three childish lives over which 

whiskey has cast the blight of crime 
and shame. 

“As God is my judge, I don’t know 
just how it happened, or what I hit 
him with, or what happened after- 
wards. I was drunk, God forgive me, 
and Jim was ‘drunk, too, or he 
wouldn’t have hit me, 

“I'm not fit to talk about the sor- 
row and the trouble that lies in 
drink. 

“I don’t want to aesich. If 1 did, 
God knows, there’s no better word I 
could give my children and other 
people than to warn them away from 
whiskey. 

“It put me here in prison. It put 
) Sa ‘husband in his winter grave. It 
has_spoiled my children’s lives. 

“It’s been a curse to me and mine, 
and it will be sorrow and misfortune 
and disgrace to every one who touch- 
es it, 

“God knows I was not a drunkard,” 
“Mrs. Flynn took up her story when 
she had mastered her choking voice. 
“My mother brought me up to be a 
good woman, and it was not till after 
I had married Jim that I took to 
drink. It was the housework and the 
children and the need of something 
to strengthen me that started it. 
Then we drank together, Jim and me, 
and after a while we had to have 
liquor almost every day. 
“We were both mad with drink on 

January 25, the Sunday this awful 

the leg—the place is black and blue 
yet. 

“He hit me a couple of ie; and 
when I broke away from him he 
threw a plate and the sugar bowl at 
me. I emptied the kettle on him, and 
then when he started at me with a 
poker or something like ‘it, I caught 

a hammer or hatchet and struck 
him."—Chicago American. 

FF 
WHAT ONE DRINK COST HIM, 

A press despatch, dated Kingston, 
Ont., March 22nd, says: “Elmer Bid- 
dle, at the police court, on Saturday, 
pleaded guilty to two coats 
and a hat from Melville Revington, 
and carrying a loaded revolver. Bid- 

WOULD MAVE TO STOP HER 

| Rudyard Kipling, ies stories 
thing happened. Jim kicked me on 

| I became a prohibitionist. Better i 

{ with swea   

The best Cough Medicine. 

ABSOLUTE SAFETY 
should be the first thought ang 

must be rigorously insisted} 
upon when phe tee medicine. 
f upon its’ safety deg 
oon’ 's Plife. ALLEN'S 

   

   
           

     
   

   

   

  

   

   

  

   

  

   

      

       

    

   

  

   

  

      
   

  

   

     

  

i and prompt in cases of 
! Colds, deep-seated Coughs: oy 

Try it now, and be convinced. gy 

WORK AND SIT DOWN, A 
Ser dW 

MILBURN'S HEART 
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fused the prisoner's request. i 0 
him to the Central Prison.’ 

ER 
HOW KIPLING WA 

‘poems are read by all-the Eng 
speaking world, tells how, in a ¢ 
cert hall in the city of Buffalo, he s3 
two young men get two girls ¢ 
and then lead them down a 
street. Mr. Kipling has not been 
total abstainer, nor have his w > 
commended temperance, but of th 
scene he writes: 

“Then, recanting previous pes iC 

is that man Fans po witha us > 
in public places, and content h 

at the narrow-misn 
ness of the majority; better it: | 
poison the inside with very vile 
perance drifiks, palabra 
tively at back doors, than to 
temptation to the lips of 
such as the four I had mt 
derstand now why the p ea hers r 

SEL Grist. T hate said 8 he 
no harm in it, Ragiras. 

yet my own demand for beer helpe 
directly to send these two girls 1 ree 
ing down the street So lone 
knows what end. If liquor is worth 

     

       


