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Impoverithes imUviiluali, mutt aUo impoverwh the ptiMir. Alt moii "f

expended, and all the labour liiiil out on that n-hi<:h '* prolitcih not."

la so much dead loss. 11' all the niooej which U nxpeuditd iit ipirtt-

uoua liquors in Canada, and all the npiritout liquors which it pur-

chascawere aunk in the bottom of the St. Lawrence, the public wo>di

not be one penny the poorer. And if thut inonoy could be raised tigairf

from the depths of the waters, it would pay all the evpensos, ot

civil government, thoroughly school every child in the province,

provide all iti inhabitants with the ministrations of the Gospel, and main-

tain all its poor, who would then be dimini.shed, by at least one half.

Besides this saving of property, which would be effected by tijtf

ibolitiori of ardent spirits, what art amount of domestic mi ry »ou>d

then be prevented! Even the moderate use of spirituou iquors

renders the temper more irritable ; but when a man proceeds tho<«

lengths that conscience daily puts in het ncci'sation, when his affairi

become perpleied* and the very sight of the partner of his former

prosperity, is an accuser, it is then, that he becomes peevish, and

tyrannical to the last degree. Ko example of probity and industry is

' meanwhile set before a rising fatiiily, who either despise, or dread

their parent. Often he tutors his children in the art of tippling, and

raises up a family of drunkards. His wife may have seen better days,

she married him in the full proiiiise of young manhood. He was then

nfTectionate and kind. Perhaps it was the custom of taking his mornin;;

bitters, for his stomach's sake, perhaps his noonday libation, when he
met n friend, perhaps it was the glass introduced in the evening circle

to give zest to the game, or sprightliness to the conversation—the ways,
indeed, are innumerablev by which, a man may generate an unnatural
appetite ; and when once generated, like the grave, it never cries
'• enough." Oh ! how changed that husband from what he once was !

how low ! how hopelessly fallen ! Many an hour she sits by night,

awaiting his return. The scalding tears run down her cheeks, and
uncomplaining sorrow feeds upon her heart. His footstep is heard not
with gladness, but with trembling. Long has she bitterly experienced
that where she has ventured all, she has lost all. If tnere be on this

side tlie grave a being, most to be pitied, one io whom are wrung out
the waters of a full cup—it is the drunkard's wife.

But we have yet to contemplate that ruin of intemperance, which
transcends all other ruins, as much as eternity oat measures time, as

much, as the soul is more valuable, than the whole world.
Satan does not employ at this day, one engine in the whole system

of his expedients, to injure the kingdom of Christ, and people, hell,
which is, more successful, than the use of ardent spirits ; which destroys
with a sweeping, hopeless, wholesale execution. Where war slays its

thousands, intemperance slays its ten thousands. *• Therefore hell hath
«nlarged herself, and opened her mouth without measure, and their
glory, and their multitude, and their pomp, and he that rejoiceth, shall
descend into it." How many have we reason to believe," when their
minds are awakened by the strivings of the Spirit, drown their convic-
tions in the stupifying glass. Of how many other sins, is the intemper-
ate use of ardent spirits the fruitful source! how much blasphemy.
idleneis, wwte, anger, contention, how much adultery, and impurity,


