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the room, where stood the terrified
landlerd and several of the neigh-
bors, who Dy this time had collceted
together to wonder at this strange
proceedure.  They started back as
she approached, and Mr. Teddy-
stick made special haste to get ocut
of the way.

“Don’t bhe vlarmed,” exclaimed
the poor woman, addressing her-
self to the landlerd. «I shall not
harm you. IfI should spill your
bloed as T have your liquor, I should
yid the world ofa curse; but the
law would punish me for killing a
man. But never would there be a
greater mistake! What, you a
mar,—you who deliberately ruin
your neighbor, soul aud body, for
time and cternity!

“You smiled on my husband
when he came to this place ten
years ago, a yourg man snd a re-
spectable physician. e was sober
then, and we were happy in our

- new home. You sct the bottle be-
fore him and urged him to take a
glass with you. You often sent a
hottle of wine or brandy to our
house, and {requently called him
in when he was passing by, until
your object wasaccomplished, He
began to want your liguors, to seek
your bar-rom to spend his leisure
hours where his wit and song

omused your customers, instead of

cheering his own fireside. Yox a
man !

“ At length he became a drunk-
ard, his business was neglected, the
people lost confidence in him, an-
other physician took his place, and
he was going fast to ruin. T caize
to plead with you to have merey
on his poor family, to let him have
no more yum. He told me if you
would refuse him he avould do
well,enongh, as there weas no other
place to get it in the village. I
plead with you to refuse him, hut
wyou ordered me {rom your house
with sbusive words. 1 fell onmy

knees and wept hefere yeu, and
you vepelled me with violence.

“ Again I visited youand ofltred
to pay you weekly as much as you
would get of him for liquoy, if you
would refuse him, but you heeded
menot. Andwhywasthis? Yes,
wiy? You had a mortgage on our
house and lot, and if he did not
continue to erink you might not
have the privilege of turmng his
wife and children out of doors,
houseless, pennyless, and friendlcss,
as you have the families of poor
Peterson and Anderson, who are
now in the poor-house, while you
receive rent for the houses they
once owned! You must have cur
house, too. You A sax!

“ Last night my husband came
home intoxicated. He asked for
feod that I could not get for him.
In his madness, he upset the table,
broke the dishes, smashed up the
chairs and fell to beating the child-
ren. I interfered to save them,
and he threw me on the floor, and
bruised and heat me as you sce.
The noise called in the neighbors,
who came in time to prevent him
from killing his family. But he
fancied that he bad done it. And
through the night he has been rav-
ing with deléirium tremers. The
doctor says he must dic, and soon
you can take cur home, while I
must go with my little children to
the poor house. Or youn may send
me to jail for this work. The law
will protect you and your rum, but
for me, and my home thereis no
protection!

“« You aman! No! a monster,
A FIesn!  Go on, fill up your cup.
Twill not harm you. Butremem-
ber that God has said, ¢ vengeance
is mine I will repay P’

The frantic weman went 1o her
home to find her hushand a corpse.
He was soon buried by the town,
and she with her children went to
the poor house, while the Tavern-



