THE CANADA CITIZEN. '

579

Look at the experience of California. The Fourth Annual Report of
the Massachusetts Board of Health, contains the following from a dis-
tinguished clergyman, formerly of New England, but who has resided many
years in California :—

**It 13 more and more evident that the abundance and cheapness of our wines,
as well us thar guality (buth plrasans and strong), mcreases fearfully the amount of
mtemperance i Cnhforma.  In our vine-growing districts—and these are everywhere
—there are very few faunlies who do not use wino freely.  Whole communities are
saturated with wine—men and women, young aud old, ~ Nor does the drinking stop
with wine.  Beginning 1with this comparatively pure product, it yraduates speedily into
the use of brandy and whiskey, and l’ae worst of udulterated ligtors.”

Rev. A. L. Stone, D.D,, after residing some years in California, said:

**1 bad entertamed a sort of hope that the manufacture of pmie wines, and their
introduction into general use, would crowd out the gross, strong liquors, and diminish
intemperance. [ am sully convinced that this hoy e was groundless und delusive. 1t is
in evidence that fully two-thirds of all the wine manunfactured is comerted by the
manufactu-ers into hrandy. It also appears that m the w 'ne-growing distncts intemn-
perance 13 on the increase, extendimg sven to the youth of both seaes,”

The cditor of The Pacific, published m San Francisco, writes under
date of April 15, 1872

*“ Lager beer has been freely made and used in this Stato for muny years. Itis
not lnmited by any means to the German gopulation, and 18 cousumed in large quanti
ties in mining districts, grain districts, frut districts, and wine districts. ~ Nothing
displaces it, ner doces it displace anything. We have never heard of it as a temper-
ance drink ; lager drunkenness is too frequent for that.  Our impression is, that the
lowest, slowest, most illitcrate, most unimpressible, most ummprovable, 3f not vicious
gopul:mon outside of the great aities, 18 found n the ollest wine districts in tlus

tate, and that the use of the product of vineyards has been the most active cause of
this condition of the population ; that the increased production and consumption of
wine on thir coast in the most recent years has diminished the use of neither distilled
liquor nor lager beer, but rather ancrcased the demand for both, We never hear of
people who forsake hiquor and beer for the sake of wine, but we hear of niany who
never use an intoxicant till they learn to love wine, and then have abandoned wine
for romething more stimulating. In n word, wo do not belicve that wines referr.
anybody, and we do believe that they begwile many into drinking habits, and finally
into dranhenness, who would niever liuve drank a drop but for wine.”

What has now been said is before you, not as an appeal to
imagination, nor as an attempt to address prejudice, nor with any pre-
tence to eloquence ; but as a plain, honest statement of facts. The ap-
peal is to your intelligence, and no doubt is entertained that your conscien-
tious verdict must be, that to exempt'fermented drinks from the operation
of a prohibitory law, would be to fly in the face of all history, to foster the
most deadly enemy to health, prosperity and morals, and t0 nvite the
defeat of all your efforts to suppress intemperance.” ~

@ales and Shetches.
BIB AND) TUCKER.

Once upon a time two hittle boys lived in a cabmin in a wood. Their
names were Joseph and John, and tharr father’s and mother's names were
Barncy and Betsey Stokes.  Betsey, their mother, was a careful and tidy
woman ; and, when the small boys came to the tble, she protected their
jackets by a napkin with a strng upon it, which she called a bib. Their
tather used to say to them playtully at dinner time, * Come along, Bib ,”
« Come along, Tucker ;" and, after a time they came to be called by those
names more than they were by their own.

‘They were very jolly hittle fellows, and played all day long in the woods.
They gathered mosses and flowers and ferns for the cluna vases over the
chimney ; they picked berries for their supper, wild strawberries and black-
hemes in their season, and the hittle, red, shining ¢ checkerberry,” with its
spicy, pleasant taste.  They worked a linle, too, in the garden that had
been made at the back of the house in the cleanng ; and piked up bush.
cls and bushels of chips about the saw-mill which stood on the stream.
This mll on the niver was * no end of fun " to the two buys.  Its whirmng
sound and tiic huzz of 1ts saw, as the great logs dnifted 1nto its gnp, was
the only noise they heard, except that of the wind and the bitds.  They
hiked to waich thair father at the saw, and longed for the day when they
should be oid ¢nough to help him at his work.  Barncy was very fond ard
proud of us hitle bovs, and a very good lather indced, except—ah, 1 am
sorry to say 1t t=—except when he left the mill on Saturdays and went away
through the woods tothetown,  Somctimes Biband Tucker went part of the
way with him, and told him what they wanted him to bring; for it was on
these cccasions that Barney bought supplics for the iable, and clothes, and
somectimies toys for his boys. So Saturday, all through their childhood,
was their one day of cxaitement and pleasure ; the day in which their new
aud pretty thangs came home.  Mother always hastened through her labors,
and tidied up the house, and had a good supper ready, and sent the boys,
and sometimes went herself, 1o meet papa.

But onc sad Saturday there came a change. It had been a long,
bright day, and Barney had gone carly to the town, and he was to bring a
new dress to the mother, and a jacket for Tucker, and a pair of shocs tor
Bib, and there were plums 0 be bought for the pudding for their Sunday
dinner, and that alonc was cnough to muke them very happy boys.  To-
ward night, the house looked uncommonly nice, and the two boys went
away to meet thor father, and Mother Betscy stayed bchind to keep the

firc going under the kettle, that the supper might be already when the three
returned.  Hand in h*nd, the boys ran along the road in the wood, hold
irg cach other fast, so that they should not fall and soil their clothes, which
were their best, and fresh and clean.  The chipmunks called to them, and
the birds kept chirping for them to stop, but they were in too much of a
hurry for that. Soon, with a shout of joy, they saw their father wuming,
and ran ferward to meet him, when they noticed that lns clothes were dirty ;
his face was scratched and bleeding, and he was staggening from side to side
of the road.  Of course, they were frightened anyway, for never in all their
lives had they seen any one like this; but when Barney saw they were
frightencd, he was very angry, and started to run after them, and to call
them ugly names, and to curse and use dreadful words, such as they had
been taught were never used by any but wicked men.

In trying to seize Bib by the arm, his father lost his bundles, and the
boys picked them up and managed to keep beyond his reach.  Poor Bib |
he saw there was only one of his new shucs tv be found, and the paper of
plums was all broken, and the nice sweet things were nearly all lust upon
the ground. :

In sorry plight enough they reached home, and ran screaming in at
the gate. O mother, mother! what is the matter with father? He can't
waik, and only runs round and falls down!” “And he hit Tucker
on the head, and said bad names, and tried to hit me, but I dodged and
ran,” put in Bib, very much out of breath. “O mother, he's coming "
apt}l‘ they both got behind her as the poor, dirty, drunken creature came i
sight.

And mother Betsey turned very pale, but she went out to meet him
and helped him in.  He was very loud and rough and quarrelsome, and 1t
was long after dark before he grew sleepy and she could get um away to
bed. The she went for her liule boys, whom she had sent out mnto the
garden ; for the father seemed very angry at them, and determined to give
them a beating.

And Bib, who was the cldest, had been doing his best to comfort
Tucker, and, altogether, they felt very wretched, sitting shivering in the dark
on a log in the edge of the wood, waiting for their motker to tell them they
might come in.  She comforted them with some of the nice, hot soup she
had made for their supper, but they ate it with rather scared glances toward
the bedroom where their father lay asleep.  After supper she went up with
them to their little bed, and sitting down on the bedside, after she had
tucked them in, she talked to them of this dreadful thing that they had seen.

1 love your father, aud so must you, my hairns,” she said, shaking
Bib’s hand ; “but you are big buys now, o]d enough when mother 1s in
trouble to help her to bear it, and to know what it means. Now, when
your father wasa young man he learned to drink rum and whisky and gin
and just what you saw to-night is what it makes of men and boys. You
can sce for yourselves and judge if you would like to be that way. \When
you were very small we lived mn the town, and the chance came for your
father to take the mill, and I left allmy friends and came here to live in
the woods, for I thought that here he would not be tempted to drink. 1
am glad we came, for it has kept him from it until Yately , but now he seems
to have begun again, and I want my little men to be brave, and help me
tu keep him home away from the whisky, and to keep the swhiskey away from
him. You nced not be afraid, for he loves you when he is not drunk  and
when he is he staggers so that you can always keep out of his way. Se you
must never be afraid any more, and I want you to help me, for 1t will take
us all to save him.”

‘“\What can we do, mother ? ™ asked Bib, trying to fecl very brave.

“Well, you will have to stay and keep the house whenever he goes to
town, so that I can go with him if he will let me, or you will both have to
go sometimes if he will let you, for if we were with him I think he would
be ashamed to go into the dreadful places where the drink is sold. But the
worst of it is, that when he begins to drink he wants more and mare. Now,
to-morrow when he wakes he will be sober and ashamed, but that will not
keep him from drinking the liquor he has brought to-night.  He often used
to bning it and hide it, and that is what he will do again. I wamt jou to
notice the places where he gocs about the mill or the house, and to find ™e
bottles whenever you can. I don't want you 1o break thein and pour the
liqumdo,t’lt, but to take them away in the woods and bury thun decp in the

ound.
R Why can't we spill it, mother?” asked Tucker.

“ Because I don't want you to get used cven to the smell of the vile
stuff,” she said. I wouldn't let you touch it if there was any otker way.
But I can't look about the mill. It would make him very angry, and so
you must do that, for together we have got to save and cure him. He is
100 good a man to be lost.”

There was much more camest talk, and before the mother prayed with
them and left them in the dark, they had promised never to drink, and 1o
help her in every possible way.  Then she crept down stairs and came back
soon, with two bottles in her bands.

* Are you asleep, Bib2"

**No mother,—Tuck is -"

* No, I'm awake,” said Tucker drowsily.




