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bis friend. A few minutes later lie was in the village smithy
waiting while bis borse was being sbod.

le Hot work, Saunders," lie said when the job was completed,
as the smith wiped the beaded swveat from bis brow and brawny
breast. IlMakes you thirsty, don't i ? "

leYes, that it do. I've driuked about a gallon of water this
merning," said the smith.

IlBad for;your constitution, so mucli water. Take a drink of

new cider-nice and cooling you know," aDd Jake handed him
the jug.a

etDori't mind if I do," said Saunders, and lifting the jug te his
lips, he drank a long and copious drauglit.

"Tastes queer for eider," lie said as lie set down the jug and
went on with his work.

«May be some of last year's wuz in the bottoma of the barrel,"
said Jake, and taking another drink hiniseif hie offered it again
te Saunders.

Scarce knowing what lie did, the smith drank again and again,
tili between them the jug was emptied. By this time Saunders
was visibly under the influence of the brandy. The slumbering
appetite was aroused within him, and like a tiger that bas tasted
blood was clamouring for more.

It required slight persuasion te, induce the half-demented man
te accompany Jake Jeukins te the tavern te appease the in-
satiable craviug whieh was rekindled in bis breast.

IlCow.4- at last, have ye ?" sneered Larkîns, «l 1 knowed ye
couldn't st-ty away long, l'Il set up drinks for thse crowd, just
te, welcome ye back te your old friends. Corne, boys 1 " and ho
gave emeli what he asked, except that when Saiders bicocughedJ
eut a request fer cider, he filled his glass with brandy.

The unhappy mnau madly drank, and drank, and drank again;
tili delirium buiît its fires in hie brain, and the seoundrel tempter
sent hlm raving lika a inaiume te his home. As he reeled throughb
the door of bis cottage, bis wife wbo had been singing gsily I
lier work, stopped suddenly, her face blanched white as that of à f
corpse, and she burst inte a flood of tears. Her small home- f
palace, but now se happy, seemed shattered in ruins te, the
beomed like aran f he lipsei, that vro ery mors a
grond Thke aubagd fid le loveic thet ahr lery babes had
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