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TEN NIGHTS IN A BAR-ROOM.

NIGHT THE FIR8T.
The ¥ Sickls ond Sheaf™

Tex vears arc, basipess reguired me to
pass & day in Cedarville. It was late in the
afternoon when tho stage set me down at
(1T -;Eiﬁk]n and ?IM new i.mwrﬁ,jusl\
npEn & new la in a mew house,
built with the speeial end of providing * ae-
eommodationa for man and beast? As I
stepped from the dusty old vehicle in which
I had bees jolted nlonp s rough road for
aoma thirty miles, feeling tired and hungry,
the good-natured face of Simon Slade, the
Iandlord, beaming as it did with n hearty
weleome, wad really a plensant sight to see,
and the grasp of his hand was like that of &
true friend.

I felt, pe 1T entered the new and ncatly
furnighed sitting-room adjoining the har,
that I had indeed found a comfortable rest
I:ng;{ilam after my wearisome journey.

“All a8 nlce as p new pin,” said I, approv
ingly, as I glanced sround the room, up to
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B TEN NIQHTS IN A BAR-ROOM,

the ceiling—while a8 the driven snow—
and over the handeomely carpeted floor
“ Haven't soen anything so inviting as this,
How long have you been open '

“ Only a few months," anawered the grati-
fied landlord. * Buot we are not yet in good
roing order. It takes time, yom know, to
hﬁn.%mrﬁrgﬂﬁm into the right shapa. va
you dimed yet

“No. Kveryvthing looked so dirty =t the

g-house w wa stopped to get dinner,
that I eouldn’t vendure npon the experiment
of eating. How long before your supper

will ba ready 2*'
*In an hour,” replied the landlord,
“rfhat will do. Let me have a nice piecs

of tender stenk, snd the loss of dinner will
apon be fo i

“Yon ahzll have that, cooked fit for an
aldermen™ swid the Iandlord. “I call my
wife the beat cook in Cedarville.”

Ag he apoke, 8 neatly drossed girl, about
eixtesn yoars of age, with rather an atituet-
ive conntenance, Em-eaed throngh the room.

# My danghter.” gald the landlord, as sha
vanished through the door. There was &
sputkle n[dprida in the father's ayes, and a
gertain tenderness in thoe tones of bis voics,
as he said * My davnghler,” thot told me
ghe was very deanr to him,

“You are a happy man to have so faira
child,” said I,aprl.-ﬁ_{ng more in compliment
than with a careful choice of words.



NIQHT THE FIRST. 8

“1 am a happr man,” wie the landlord's
smiling answer; his fair, round face, un-
wrinkied by a line of care or fronble, heam-
ing with self-satisietion. * I have always
been o happy man, and always expect to be,
Himon Blade takes the world as it comes,
vud tukes it eazy, My son, gir,”" he added,
aa-8 boy in his twelfth year came in.
* Bpeak to the pentloman.”

The boy lifted Lo mine a pair of deep bine
eyes, from which innocence beamed ae he
offercd pue his hand and zaid, respectiully—
“ How do yon do, gir? I eonld not bot ra-
mark the pirl-like beauty of his Lo, In
which the hardier irmnags of the boy’s char.
acter was already vieible.

“What is your nense 77 1 asked,

* Frank, mr.”

 Frank ir his pume,” 2aid the landiord—
% wi ealled him after his oncle.  Frank and
Flora—the names seund pleasant to owor
ears. Dul, you know, parenis ate apt to be
w litdle partial and over-fond "

** Batter that extreme than its opposita,” I
remarked.

“Justwhat Talways say. Frunk, my son”
the lundlord spoke 1o ihe bov, * there’s spme
one in the bar, You can wait on him as
well a5 I can™

The Ind glided from the room in rendy
ebedience,

“A handy boy that, gir; & very handy
boy. Almost as good in the bar as a man.
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Hu mixes o toddy or a punch just as well as
I can.”

“But" I suggested, "are yvoo not a litile
nfraid of plocing one 80 young in the way of
Lemptation 7 |

* Temptation ™ The opon brows of Bimmon
Blade contructed a little, * No,sir!" he re-
E]ferl‘ emphatically. * The till is safor ander

12 care than it would be in thatl of one man
in ten, The boy comes air, of homest pa-
remta.  Himon Slade never wronged anybody
ouk of u farthing.™

“0h asid 1, gnickly, " voo altogethor
misapnrehend me. I had no refetehcs o
the f1ll, buk to the bottie?’

The lnndlord’s browa were instantly un-
hent, and a hrosd smile cireled over hig
gomd-homorcd e,

it @ thal all¥ Nothiog to fear, I ¢an oe-
sure vou.  Frank has ne tusle for ligquor, and
maight pour it ool for months withoot o drop
finding it3 way to hia Bpa. Nothing lo np-
prehend there, sir; nothing.”

I saw that Terther sopeeations of danger
wollld Le nseleas, and ao remained silent.
The arrival of o fpaveller called away the
landlord, and T was left alone for ohasrva-
tion wod reflection.  ‘The bar pdjoined the
neat sitting-room, and 1 could a=e, throneh
bl open door, the enatomer upon whom the
lad was attending. Ile was a well-dressed
young man—or rather boy, for he did nof

appear to be over nineteen years of age—



