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THE STORE BOY.

CHAPTER L
BEN DARCLAY MEETS A TDAMP,

“GIve me a ride?”

Ben Barclay checked the horse he was driv-
ing and looked attentively at the speaker. He
was astout-built, dark-complexioned man, with
a beard of a week’s growth, wearing an u]d and
dirty suit, which would have le:lm:ul any
tailor to lIE’ﬁ]‘iHiI‘ if taken to him for cleaning
and repairs. A loose hat, with a tern crown,
surmounted a singularly 1]] flavored vizage,

A tramp, and a hard-looking one ! said Ben
to himself.

He hesitated about answering, being natn-
rally reluetant to have such a traveling com-
panion.

Well, what do you say?' demanded the
tramp, rather impatiently. “There's plenty of
room on that seat, and I'm dead tired.”

“Where are you going? said Ben,
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2 The Store Boy.

“Rame way you are—to Pentonville.”

“Nou ean ride,” zaid Ben, in a tone by no
meang cordial, and he halted his hioese till his
unsavory companion climbed info the wagon.

They were two miles from Pentonville, and
Ben hiad a prospeet of a longer ride than he
desiredd under the eireumstances. s com-
panion pulled out a dirty elay pipe from his
pocket, and filled it with tohacen, and then ex-
plored another pocket for a mateh, A mut-
tered oath showed that he failed to find one.

“Got o mateh, hoy 77 he asked.

“No," answered D en, g.Jﬂ!'i to have escaped
tha offensive f1:|l'l‘||?F- of the pipe.

“Tust my Inek !” growled the tramp, potting
back the pipe ‘ﬁlﬂl a look of disappointment.
“If yon had a mateh now, I wouldn't mind let-
lm,r_f von have a whifl or ‘lu. 0.

“1 dom't smoke,” answered Ben, hardly able
to repress a look {rf iligznst.

“Bo vou're a good hm‘. ch?  One of the Bon-
day-school kids that want te he an angel, hey?
Pah!” and the tramp exhibited the lilhguﬂ*
which the idea gave him.

“Yes, T go to Bunday-school,” said Ben,
coldly, fu.’]lllg more aml more 1*91]{1]1130 by his
companion,

“T pever went to Sunday-school,” said his
companion. “And I wonldn’t. It's only good -
for milksops and hypoerites,™ < ati

“Do you think you're any better for not go-
ing?" Ben couldw’t help azking,
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“1 haven't been so prosperons, if that’s what
you mean. I'm a straightforward man, [ am.
Yon always know where to find me. There
ain’t no piety about me. What are you laughin’
at?

“No offense,” sald Ben. “1 believe every
word you say.”

“You'd better. 1 don’t allow no man to
doubt my word, nor no boy, either. Have you
got a quarter about yon?™

.il}'n.}?

“Nor a dime? A dime'll do.”

“I have no money to spare”

“T'd pay yer to-morrer.”

“You'll have to borrow elsewhere; T am
working in a store for a very small salary, and
that 1 pay over to my mother.”

“Whaose store?”

“Rimon Crawford’s; hut you won’t know any
better for my telling von that, unless yon are
acquainted in Pentonville,”

“I've been through there.  Crawford Keeps
the grocery store.” :

¥ eg

“What's yonr name?"

“Ben Bare lay,” answered onr hero, feeling
rather annoyed at what he considered mt:-ume
curiosity.

“Barclay ! replied the tramp, quickly. “Not
John Barclay's son?”

It was Ben's turn to be snrprised. e was
the son of John Barelay, deceased, but how
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conld his ill-favored traveling companion know
that?

“Did you know my father?" asked the boy,
astonished.

“T've heerd his name,” answered the tramp,
in an evasive tone,

“What is your name?” asked Ben, fecling
that he had a vight to be as corious as his com-
paniom.

“T haven’t got any visitin® cards with me,”
answercd the tramp, dryly,

“Nor I; but I told you my name.”

SAN right; I tell you mine, You can call
me Jack Frost."”

“1 gave you my real name,” said Ben, sig-
nificantly.

“I've almost forgotten what my real name
ig,” said the tramp. “If yon don’t like Jack
I'rost, you can eall me George Washington.”

Ben laughed.

“T don’t think that pname would suit,” he
gaid.  “George Waghington never told a lie”

“What d've mean by that?” demanded the
tramp, his brow darkening.

ST was joking,” answerad Ben, who did not
care to get into difficulty with soch a man.

“I'm going to joke a litfle myself,” growled
the tramp, as, looking quickly about him, he
observed that they were riding over a lonely
section of the road lined with woods,  “IHave
you got any money about you?”

Ben, taken by surprise, would have been glad
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to answer “No,” but he was a hoy of trath, and
could not say so traly, though he might have
felt justitied in doing g0 under the ciream-
stances,

“Come, I gee you have, Give it to me right
off or it'l be the worse for you™

Now it happened that Ben had not less than
twenty-five dollars about him, He had carried
some groceries to a remote part of the town,
and collected two bills on the way. All this
money he had in a wallet in the pocket on the
other gide from the tramp.  But the money was
not his; it belonged to hiz employer, and he
was not disposed fo give it up without a strug-
gle, though he knew that in point of strength
he was not an equal match for the man beside
him.

“You will get no money from me,” he an-
swered, in a firm tone, though he felt far from
comfortable.

“I won't, hey!” growled the tramp. “D’ye
think I'm goin’ to let a boy like you get the hest
of me?"

IHe elutehed Ben by the arm, and seemed in
a fair way to overcome opposition by saperior
strength, when a forfunate idea struck DBen.
In his vest pocket was a silver dollar, which
had been taken at the store, but, proving to be
counterfeit, had been given to Ben by M.
Crawford as a curiosity.

This Ben extracted from ]:ua pocket, and
flung out by the roadside,



