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CANADA TEMPERANCE ADVOCATE.

which I heard her account of your ncw course,” said the doctor.

“ Why, is it possible you doubted me ™

“Ah! my dear ma’um, I had so often scen such hopes blasted,
that I daved not encourage your anticipations, but one glance at
your husband’s face and fori huve done wonders; the teachinga
of sickness have mude hin a wiser and a better man.”

* Yes doctor, those teachings, coupled with your warnings and
my wife’s tears, have saved me from an ecarly and dishonoured
grave. God bless you, and ever give you moral courage to warn
the winc-bibber.”

The following is the much celebrated * Deacon Galew' Distillery,”
as it originally appeared in the Salem Landmark ;—

“INQUIRE AT AMOS GILES' DISTILLERY.”

Somn~ time ago the wiiter's notice was arrested by an advertise.
ment in onc of the newspapers, which closed with words siniilar
to the following; ¢ Inquirc at Amos Giles’ Distillery.” The
readers of the Landmark may suppose, if they choose, that the
following story wasa dream, suggested by that phrase :

Dzacon Giles was a man who loved moncy, and was never
troubled with a tenderness of conscience.  His father and his
grandfather before him had been distiliers, and the occupation had
come to him as an heirloom in the fumily. The stillhouss was
black with age, as with the smoke of furnaces that never went out
and the fumes of tortured ingredients, ceasclessly converted into
alcohol. It looked like one of Vulcan's Stithies translted from

the infernal regions into this world. Its s'cnch filled the atmos.
phere, and it seemed as if drops of alcoholic perspiration might be
made to ooze out from any onc of its timbers or cliphaards on ay
slight pressure.  Its owner was a treasurer to a Bible Socicty, and
Lichad a little counting-room in one corner of the distillery where
bo sold Bibles.

* He that is greedy to gain troubleth his own house” Any one
of thase Bibies would have told him this, but he ¢'mosc to learn it
from expericnce. Tt is said that the worm of the still lay coiled in |
the bosom of his family, and ccrtain it is that onc of its members I
had drowned himself in the vat of hot liquor, in the bottom of
which a skelcton was some time after found, with heavy weights
tied to the ankle bones. Morcover Deacon Giles’ temorr was
none of the sweetest, naturally, and the liquor he drank, and the
fires and spiriusus fumes among which he lived, did nothing to
siften it.  If his workmen somctimes fell into his vats, he him.
self oftener fell out with his workmen. This was not to be won.
dered at considering the nature of their wages, which, according to
:‘1‘; :kufrcqucm stipulation, would be as much raw rum asthey could

. *

Deacon Giles worked on the Sabbath. He would ncither suffer
the fires of the distillery to Zo out, nor to burn whilc he was idle;
® he kept as busy as they. On Saturday afternson his wokmen
had quarelled, and all went off in anger.  He was in much preplxi.
ty for want of hands to do the work of the dovil on the Lord’s day.
In the dusk of the cvening a gang of singular looking fellows cn.
tered the door of the distillery. Their dross was wild and uncouth,
their eyes glared and their language had o tonc that was awful,
Tbcy offersd to work for the Deacon ; and he, on his part, was
ovenpoyed, for he thought within himself that s they had probably

turned out of employment clsewhere, he coul enghge them
00 his own terms.

He made them his accustomed offer; as much rum every day
when work was donc, as they could drink ; but they would not take
it. Some of them broke out and *old him that thicy had enough
of hotthmgs where they came from, without drinking damnation
in the quullcry. And when they said that, it seemed to the Dea.
con as if their breath burned blue ; but he was not certain and
eould not tell what to make ofit. Then he offercd them a pittance
ofmaney ; but they set up such a laugh, that he thought the roofofthe
building would fall in. ~They demanded a sum, which the Dcacon
mid he could not give, and would not, to the best sct of warkmen
thatever lived, much lesstosuch piratical looking scape-jails asthey.
~Fiually, be said, he would give half what they asked, if they
would take two thirds of that in Biblcs. When %ic mentioned the
word Bibles, they alf looked towards the door and made a stcp
tackwards, and the Déacon thought they trembled, but whether it

not tell.  However, they winked, and made signs to cach other,
aud then one of them, who appcared to be the head man, agreed
with the Deacon, thatif he would let them work by night instead
of day, they would stay with hun a while, and work on his own
tarins.  To this he agreed, and they immcdiately went to
work.

The Deacon had a fresh eargo of molasses to bo worked ap,
and a great many hogsheads then in from hus country customers,
to be filled with hiquor.  When he went home, he locked up the
doors, leaving the dustillery 10 his new workmen.  As soon as ke
was gone, you would have thought that one of the chambers of
hell had been transposed to carth with all its inmates.  The distils,
lery glowed with fires hotter than ever before, and the figures of
demnons pussing to and fro, uud leaping and yclling in the midst of
their work, made 1t look Like the entrance 10 the bottomless pit.

Some of themn sat astride the raitems, over the heads of the
others and amusing themselves with blow:ng flames out of their
mouths. The work of dstilling scemed play to them, and they
carried it on with supernatural rapidity. It was hot enough to have
boiled the molusses in any part of the distillery, but they did not
scem to wind it at all.  Some lifted the hogsheads ay casy as you
would ruyise ateacup, and turned their contentgintothe proper recep.
tacles; some scummed the bolling liquors; some with huge ladles
dipped the smoking fluids from the different vats and raising
it high in the air, sccmed to take great delight in watching the
fiery sircam as they spouted it back aguin; rome drafted the dis.
tilled liquor into cmpty casks and hogsheads; some stirred the
fires ; all were boisterous and horribly profune, and scemed to engage
in their work with such familliar and malignant satisfaction, that
I concluded the business of distilling was as natural as hell, and
must have originated there.

I gathered from their talk that they were going to play a trick
upon the Dcacon, that shouid cure him of - ffering ruin and Bibles
to his werkmen ; and ¥ coon found out, from their conversation,
what it wus. They were going to write certain inseriptions on
all his rum casks, that should remain invisable until they wercsold
by the Deacon, but should flame out in characters of firc as soon
ac they were broached by his retailers, or cxposed for the use of the
drunkards.

When they had filled a few casks with liquor, enc of them took
a great coul of fire, and having quenched it in a misture of ram
and molasses, proceeded to write apparently by way of experiment,
upon the heads of the diffcrent vessels.  Just as it was dawn they
left off work, and all vanished together.

In the morning the Deacon was puzzled to know how the work.
men got out of the distillery, which he fornd fast locked as he
had left it. He was still morc amazed to find that they had
done more work in one night, than could have been accomplished,
in the ordinary way, in three weeks,  He pondered the thing not
a little, and almost concluded that it was the work of supernatural
agents. Atanyrate, theyhad donesomuszh that he thought he could
afford .o attend mecting that day, asit wasthe Sabbath. Accord-
dingly he went to church, and Ecard his minister say that God
could pardon sin without an atonement, that the words hell and
devils were mere figures of specch, and that all men would ecer.
tainly be saved.  He was much pleased, and inwardly resolved
he would send the minister a haif cask of wine, and as it was
communion Sabbath, he attended meeting all day.

In the cvening the micn came again, and again the Deacon lock.
cd them in to themselves, and they went to work. They finished
all his molasscs, and filled all his rum barrels and kegs, and hoghz
heads, with liquor, and marked them all, as on the preceding night
with invisible incriptions. Most of the titles ran thus: “ Consump.
tion sold here.—Inquirc at Deacon Giles’ Distillery.” ¢ Convul-
sions and cpilepsies.—Inquire at Amos Gilee® Distillery.” ¢« In.
sanity and murder.—Inquire at Decacon Giles’ Distillery.”
¢ Dropsy and rheumatism.” ¢ Putrid fcvers and cholera in col.
lapse.—Inquirc at Amos Giles’ Distillery,” ¢ Delirium tremens.
~—Inquire at Amos Giles Distillery.”

Many of the casks had on them inseriptinns like the following :
*Distilled dcuth 4nd liquid damnatioo.”—*TheElixir of Hell for
bodics of those whoee souls are going there.” Somc of the demons
had even takeu sentences from the Scriptures, and marked the

heads thus: * Who hath wocs 7—Inquirc at Deacon Giles®

was with anger, or delirium {remens or somothing elsc, he could

Distillery.” Who hath redacss of eyes ?—Inquire at Deacon Giles’



