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righteousness must mean temper-
ance and charity, hionesty and gen-
erosity, purity and helpfulness, tlie
right use .of sacred things, and the
fear of God.

The world cannot give free rein
to appetite. Its business is .nv:t
sensual, gratification and pleastirc.
Life is a stewardship. It hias a
tremendous accountability. M en
have no right to withdraw their
powers froin the miity strife, to
blunt tlîem, to deprave them. They
stand for too much, they are related
to interests the value of whichi al
humnan wisdom cannot compute.

We ail suifer whien any part of
the body politic is diseased. The
hunldred thousand drunkard graves
hold the brothers and sons and
fathers of the sober men of tlîis
country, and liave withidrawn an
arniy of producers and world build-
ers before their timne. The sanie
is truc of tlie lctting- dow'n of any
moral standard, of the inculcation
of anv irreverence, the liccnsing of
any loose tendeincy in ethics. If
the narrow, shallow thinking« that
would secularize the Sabbath, that
%vould z'ive commercial respecta-
bility to drunkard making, would
herd by itself and gather its de-
structive work into its owvn zone,
it would soon be exterrninatcd 'by
rapid processes of annihilation.

The saloon fits the motto: "tcEat,
drink, and be merry, for to-niorrow
we die." But God expects better
things of you. And whien you
corne wvith every power at its best,
cool, clear, strong, capable, the Son
of Manx hands you your commis-
sion, and looking around iapon Ris
works and upon you, savs:
" Greater works tlîan thiese shiaillve
do."y

Tliink of the saloon as prepara-
tory to these treniendous tinies.
like a cohle.ge or a Christian school!
\\hat agreemient liathi lighit wvith
darkness? It is somiething wve
mlust gret rid of at cvery cost. Every

discovery, every invention, evcry
new force, evcry extended horizon
of thought, every revelation of des-
tinv in every formi of progress, al
condemnn us. The superintendent
dare flot put a drunken man on
the engine of the Emipire State
Express. Howv dare wve go into
theice Ic\Century with our leading
business a drunkard-making indus-
try, with millions of capital that
intimiidate polEticians and hiush to
silence pulpits an(l subsidize the
press and defy 1awv?

'fle question is one t'iat is assuin-
ingr alarrming proportions. It in-
creases in wealth and extends its
borders, it is daminingl societv and
borrowingy the Iivery of the Churcli
and'enlisting ministers as its apolo-
gists. It is a volcano, quietlv ac-
tive; chiurchi beils ring on its peace-
fuI slopes, villages cluster about its
crater, children pick flowvers among
its quiet lava beds. A puif of
sinoke, a distant rumble, a flash of
suiphurous fire, a thin shower of
ashies. Thiese alarm some. But
they are nervous people. They are
fanatics. Yes, but there wvas a
crevasse that opened last year and
a hutndred thousand wvere swvallowed
up. The church belis tolled, te-
quieins were heard and things wvent
on as before, onlv there are or-
I)lials plenty and mnultitudes of
widows and many widow graves,
the svimbol on the tonîbstone-a
broken hieart. But then the cre-
vasse wvas on the other side of the
miounitain. One lias openied everv
vear for ten vears, for tvenity vears
-ai million graves, two m1illion-no0
man can numiiber. But it is an iii-
active volcano. And the crevasse
xvas on tlîe other side. It wvas not
under Vour homne.

But it is a volcano. Our con-
gress is built on it, our legrisiatures
aire in its valîcys, our honmes are ail
up its sides, our churches, our
schools, our mianufactories; our
siîhips are harbourcd at its base.
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