RAVELLER'S STORY

VILLAGE BAR-ROOM. ||







oR

NEW

THE

YORK

L I

LOG@G







VILLAGE 3JAR-ROOM




8T HI{Y;

] broke'
ing hﬂck
h magde
and widy
« h;mg;c-s in the
h too, Deat,
t quiet valley,
18 were thepe
ch the moss and wilg
traced nameg that
as “L)’ own,
angle formed by the
trch and yieldad to
} Tow many of
the grave were
aps my fathep|
t was indeed
! And then
I remembered th d voice, the tender
i €, the last look of our parting
v night in thoss
head on my pil
heremembrance of my mothers
ing resting like the dew u.f' heaven
y heart, And often amid scefzes
‘mptation and peri., had her wumlzg
volce wi 1spered witLao me, "My somn,

L wind w

eimns




pot this ore

God” I longed, yet dreaded, to lo

again upon the circ ) one
for I cou LIt L

hem gate creak «
hing 1 witl ¢
further into the deepening dows, 1
witnessed a scel [« n t [
An old man, witl le, to 1
which he vainly endeavored t
with his oaken staff, ep wlv un
path toward the churc H white
locks and p: face were in sad ke
ing with his threadhar othes

As he approached, I could ob rve the
strange n\ m of cou %
which now sec d 1 d w untu
and most vivid
hopeless imbe. & ] [
me that I co 1 v t ¢ 111 |

lottering tow

|lran<j upon a tombstone ¢
trembling limbs, | ne

and rocking himself 1, 1 fro

low Muttering







dead.

mmcoherent

they bec
with start
m

the recollect

« Yes, ye are
ot one left of
| sent y¢
father, who sho
and stay, was
are 1!\1*4! 1

while 1

here
happiness agal
are a fit rewal
the grave

I lie down besi

of the depth
pentance. W
worm that die

my vitals,. The

18 already kind
¢ bring me 1
can not hide 1
offended God.
arms wildly

shriek, he fell

tling ea

of w

YOI

th not,

led in

ne

upward

prostrat




RAVELLER'S STORY:
H

m, and raising him §
ar 1 cold handg ang
\:. t c Isness.
he 1 y \'\’ilhdl'awiu
sIf Fiee n down on the new
wde prave, ar urst into tears,
i 1 bitterly he wept., 1 'dis
trive to ¢ fort him, fop I well
hat there is no balm &y soothiy,
e bruised and b

ken spirit as the
repentance. I stood beside him
T t subsided, and then
| nd  comfort.

” said he in ‘Stern and
I talk not to me of comfort,
r1 up its dead—recall

ds o |

©, and then bid me
),”" said he, sorrowe
i d, “it is all oyes
Tl ( never come to me—
rcan I go to them! WWoniel
el eping beside them™

e he thus unconsciounslyuteres
1oh oud, I looked ﬁx"ﬂ:;
1 the grave-stoness

s 1d frie and the wreteh:

na

tremb




OR THE YILLAGE BAR-ROOM.

friend and nearest

indeed, was 8 sad '.\'h.rl: I
1d man of his lost children,
It with doating

my father’s

bor.

2]

a to the 0

he wept as he dwe

s on their memory.

ity I prevailed on
m to leave the place, and suffer me

him home. Home, alas ! he had

The alms-house was his only ref

and having conducted him thither,

P my father’s house. It was a

meeri.ug. I was like one

Bhe dead, and although I missed

: bright, happy fuces ifrom among
up that welcomed me, yet tl

T shed for them were mi igled with

fade to the good Shepherd, who had

the lambs of the flock to his

an their years of innocence and

ith much entre:

s restored

' pall inquiries were satisfied, and
Mhoughts turned from ourselves

8 and neighbors, I leained the

ey of the old man I had seen in the

gevard. When [ left home, he was

Mistrious, thriving farmer, with a




| =
£
m
]
=]
=
=




Bn THE VILLAGE BAR-ROOM. 11
fine children, the oldest
the second a daughter
boy of seven years.

and three
& on of eighteer
! fifteen, and a little

kind, gentle creature,
an invalid, but who
for her husband

wife was a
had long been
ed to live (»l.])
children. Her dau

S girl, was far too i1 1 to contend
the fierce storms of life. The
rude blast withered the delicate

er, a swe

s - 0 4 .
r,Imum o on with my story Sdon

1 left home, there came a stranger

: 'lide in the neighborhood. Hither-

as there was little or no travel through
quiet valley, it had not been thought

ary to have a house of public
ment. All who came that way
welcome to the hospitalities of our
des. A stranger came to establish
It would, he said, induce travellers

B visit the neighborbood, when it was

that there was a good public
se on the road. He was welcomed
kindness, and took up his abode
g us. It soon began to be wl

that the new tavern did not de







The
wines ¢
made the poot
Soon the

aced blo

11 hours

come.

door, 01
last niight’s
their vict

whose ruin seeme
that of the ill-fated .
and night he was t
that hateful taver
of character and

loss of busi

broken h

1. been
Frace was m
Next,

Thrust
& drer hing

again, and soon



THE

TRAVELLER’S s7¢ RY;

‘oung Bond on a Carouse.







out his hea
> restored the
Intemper; ine
hed its work. Hx\umnnl fam-
its fi ictims in our hithert 0
And it soon
1 \,\ the sober and
ortest road to de-
w/': in this 'u«/’r' and the nezt,

% the village bar-room |

a !\ admutt




ACCOUNT BOOKS,
nd PASS B(

y ke

SCHOOL,
SCEITANENNS RANKE

“LLANRNECUUL OUURDO

1d Domestio

STATIONERY,

{o the inspection of w.

of Twelve Books eack
Y ILLU ATED




	trav001.jpg
	trav002.jpg
	trav003.jpg
	trav004.jpg
	trav005.jpg
	trav006.jpg
	trav007.jpg
	trav008.jpg
	trav009.jpg
	trav010.jpg
	trav011.jpg
	trav012.jpg
	trav013.jpg
	trav014.jpg
	trav015.jpg
	trav016.jpg
	trav017.jpg
	trav018.jpg
	trav019.jpg

