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OFFICIAL J O U R N A L  O F  N E W  O R L E A N S .

S Ü R E T IM E .

Sometime, « lu  n a ll life's lessons bsvefi« en Issrned, 
And tun »ud s ta rs  f re?« m o i»  kav*- »«t.

Tlie th ic g t which our w tuk  iudgment h ire  nave 
tp u in td , . ... , ,

The thing« o 'er n h ic li wc grieved w i.h l.sn e «

W ill flush before ub out of lift s d rrk  night.
A« star« thine m o it in deej <t  tint« ot blue:

And m  «hall »ee liow ai! God s plai s were right. 
And to w  w ta t  s t t n e d  repn  of v a i  lave most 

true.

And we «hall «ee, while we frown »nd sigh 
Goo'# plans go on as le t  t lor you and m< ;

How, when we call« d, he liteded not our cry, 
Because Hi« wiadoiu to t he end could tee.

Ai <1 e m  a t p ruden t ta re n t*  disallow 
Too m uch of sw eet to  craving babyhood,

So God, perhaps, ia ke« p ng  from u« now 
Lift « sw eetest thing« because it «etm eth good.

And if, sometimes, commingled with life'« wide,
We find th e  wormwood and icbel and shrink,

Be sure a wisi r  hand than  jo u is  or mine,
Pour» o n t thi» p« i tion for our lips to  drink.

Ard if  tom e frie td  we it ve Is lying low,
W here hum an kisses can wot teach  lna face,

Oh, do not blame th e  lot irg  Fath« r *o,
But b e a r  your sh t o w  with ob ed ien t graet!

And you «hall ehortlvknow  th a t Icng'licned hi aath 
Is not th e  sweetest girt God «ei da His triend.

A id th a t, senre' lines, the  «able fa ll of death 
G enera l»  the fallest boon His love can »end. 

if we r orJd push «jar th e  gal es of life,
ADd « tard  within, and all God's w alk ings ie .\

We could m t« rp ic ts ll  tl ie d iu b t  and stiife,
A ni for tac h  m ystery could find a  key.

But not tc-cay. Tin n b ectn ten« ,poei h e a rt:
God s pie ns,* 1 ke lilies pure and wl ice. u n f ild.

W» m ust not tear i he el ««e-shut leaves ap a rt -  
Time will rev«* I the  ealyxes o f gold.

And if, t l  rough ja t i i  n t toil, e»e reach the land 
Wl ere tiled feet, with sr Ufa's loose, may last, 

When » e  » lall cleeilv  know and n rd t istand ,
I th ink  th a t we will say th a t  “God knew best.”

For the  New Orleans ILpuhlican—Prepared from 
the oiiginal m anuscrip t]

M V L IF E 'S  L E S S O N S .

BV M. F. 11IGNEV.

C h a p te r  111. '
AT WAllIINUTON— I SECURE A PLACE IN THE 

TREASURY— GO TO NATURE FOR INSTRUC
TION— MOLLIE’S MARRIAGE—AIY REFLEC
TIONS— A DAYf8 SPORT— MY THREE SHOTS, 
ETC.

Being a goed penman, and haring main
tained a good reputation throughout the 
period of my military service, 1 applied at 
Washington for employment in the Treasury 
Department I found, however, that it 
was far easier to obtain the position of a 
soldier in times of war than government 
employment in times of peace. For every 
plaoe there was a regiment of applicants, 
and plaoe, I found, went quite as frequently 
by favor as by merit. Without influential 
friends it was impossible to obtain any
thing, and even when tbs aid of such friends 
was secured, the process was extremely 
elow. Ited tape demanded its formal sacri
fices of time, and the average official was 
nothing loth in complying with it%demands. 
True, it was impossible to accommodate all 
who applied for position, yet the torture of 
waiting and the pang of disappointment 
were cruelly intensified in thousands of in
stances where there was no thought from 
the first of yielding a favorable response.

I, however, was one of the few who came 
out successfully in the end, and when duly 
installed in Uncle Sam’s cashbox, as the 
Treasury was familiarly styled, I felt my
self at the commencement of a civil career 
in which merit might fairly hope to secure 
advancement.

The regular routine of the office was 
soon mastered, and I settled down into my 
new vocation with a full intent to remain 
in it as long ae poeeible.

I soon acquired the good opinion ot my 
fellow clerka, so far ae I was thrown in oon- 
taot with them, and began to study on 
every possible opportunity what in Wash
ington is so emphatically known as “so
ciety.” I had myself no ambition to be 
reoognized ae an available part of that pre
tentious integer, nor had it any deeire to 
encourage Buch ambiticu on my part. So
ciety, I found to be exceedingly obsequious 
to wealth and rank, but full of scorn for 
any unfortunate mortal who happened to 
ventnre into its presence without having on 
a wedding garment. Even Jenkins, when 
he approached to make his daily note of its 
decorations and amusements, was barely 
tolerated, and to secure a continuance of 
sueh tolerance he was compelled to invest 
his mental resources in all the highest 
superlatives of adulatory expression.

From the whispers which used to get into 
circulation I discovered that sooiety was 
not entirely free from envy and other little 
frailties of that kind. Mrs. Moneybags 
would pour little titbits of scandal into the 
diamond-guarded portals of Mrs. Bijou’s 
ears, to the serious detriment of the worthy 
and immaculate Mrs. Shoddv.

It

mine, I found the sweetest of sweet en 
couragement in snob a bright anticipation 
of future bliss. It showed bow utterly art 
less my Mollie was when she could talk in 
that encouraging way, and especially when 
she deepened the loving attractions of the 
picture drawn by the roseate shadow of a 
blusb, which seemed the .very reflection of 
virgin innocence.

Even if the thought of oar wedded life 
was simply a piece of imaginative jocu
larity on her part, it was still suggestive 
ot a delightful possibility, and I bugged 
the dear delusion to my soul as an inspira
tion and a prophesy.

For about four months Miss Bay was to 
my infatuated imaginings almost angelic. 
My love grew into worehip. She wae the 
object of my waking thoughts, and the 
idol of my dreams

Indeed, I regarded her as loo perfect for 
any mere mortal ever to become. All the 
frailties of the flesh were held by her in 
such utter horror, that to imagine her in 
connection with any impurity of thought or 
speech seemed like the desecration of a 
vestal shrine.

In the presence of so much purity I felt 
that I too was becoming purified. Strong 
drink no longer proved a tempter, and the 
doubts which poise seed me disappeared- 
I felt ennobled in the love of one so young, 
so pure, so good, and to be worthy of he*-1 
strove to become purer and better. She 
was still in her teens and in the triune glory 
of youth, beauty and innocence she ap
peared at once the realization of human, 
aud the anticipation of divine perfection.

Thus matters continued till one golden 
day in June, when some carpenters were 
called in to make a few alterations and re
pairs in the treasury room in which my 
desk was situated. Two days were re
quired for this work, and I consequently 
received, with other occupants of the room 
a leave of absence for forty-eight hours.

I accepted the furlough with delight, and 
at once promised myself the luxury of 
walk with my own darling Mollie 
would be a surprise to her. but what of 
that? I thought it would be all the dearer 
on that account.

I dressed myeelf with more care than 
usual, and turning my steps in the direction 
of Georgetown, where my charmer resided, 
found in the brightness of the sky and the 
beauty of nature such cheering omens as 
made my prophetic heart already palpitate 
with gladness

The house I sought stood at a short dis 
tanee from the street, and in the rear there 
was a garden, gay with bright blossoms and 
creeping vines,

The door wae open and I entered unan
nounced, hoping to meet Miss Mollie in the 
parlor.

She wae not there, but her work was. 
beautiful bouquet, deftly prepared, ae 
knew, by her own cunning fingers, was ly 
ing on her table, and she had copied it in 
water colors with such skill and fidelity 
that I knew not which to admire most, the 
work of nature or the work of art.

Then, on the piano I found the piece of 
mnsio ehe had last played: “I Love But 
Thee!”

With a seif adulation I am now sincerely 
ashamed of, I congratulated myself on the 
possession of a delicately responsive heart, 
rendered fonder by absence—one whose 
amusements were all innocent and even 
whose melodies were mine. Iu the fervor 
of devotion an unuttered prayer took form 
in my heart of hearte: “God bless my dar 
ling Mollie !

Feeling assured that ehe wae in her fa
vorite arbor in the garden I crept out, de
termined to startle her by a sweet surprise, 
The way was clear, and I approached with 
fond anticipation. Every step carried me 
nearer and nearer to the dear one I so 
loved and whose love I so highly prized 

A sound fell on my ear. It was sibilant 
as the hissing of a serpent. What oouid it 
be? j Perhaps she bad fallen asleep, and 
while in the innocence of her angelic 
dreams a serpent had really entered the 
arbor, and the sound I heard was but the 
premonitory signal of a serpent’s sting. 
The thought filled me with alarm. I has
tened to the door of the arbor and there, 
horror of horrors! beheld ftie object of my 
blind adoration seated on the knee ot a 
young merchant celebrated for bis gal
lantry.

One look was enough. The mol I had 
worshiped as a saint was no longer mine.

liberties she permitted to another as an 
open proof of guilt

That she was too proud or too indiffer
ent to attempt an explanation was to my 
mind evidenoe of her utter heartlessness, 
and I had dropped her from my affections 
as one whom it was weakness to remem
ber.

the spokesman; “why that ’ere dog is the 
very beet huntin’ dog on the whole Poto
mac. That dog! that dog's worth a hun
dred dollars of any man’s money. Why, he 
saved a life once, that dog did, and he 
hasn't his equal in the land. JuBt see,

land over, he would give me a chance to I fired. There was a crash, and as the cat i 
make more money in a day than I ever I not run, I concluded that it was killed, 
made in a week before. But he forgot to I But the discharge of the gun aroused the 
say what house he lived in and what I neighbors. After loud inquiries without
sthrate it was upon. When I went to the I any satisfactory response, the alarmed
city tax office they did not know Mike's I neighbors returned to their beds, and 

poor fellow, how he’s lickin’ his dear I mme at all. By dint of inquiry I found, at crept down stairs in my night clothes to re-
heart’s blood from his poor stained coat. If last, he had been collector of ashes, offal move the carcass of the -cat, fearing that

But now that she was married, I felt I I thought he would die I wouldn't take any I and sthrate dirt, but after a while got the the neighbor who owned it would be an
• ’ - ...........  ' gold fever and went to Californy. noyed at ita untimely taking oft.

“Then the devil whispered in my ear that Judge of my disgust when I found that 
I should follow Mike to Californy, and, instead of killing a cat, my third shot bad 
having no money, I stharted off wid my I shattered a large white china vessel whioh 
shellelah in me hand and my other shirt in I had imprudently been left in the yard to air, 
the bundle under me arm. When I got as I then returned to my chamber, and as 1 
far as the West I got losht one night on the | did so, the voice of the preacher, “All is

A

The sibilant sound was explained. With a 
When society had a wedding, it put Cana I ^asty apology for my unwelcome intrusion 

of Galilee to the blush; when it received, it I 1 retired from the scene a saddened and a 
assumed conrt aire of the severest style; I maddened, perhaps—a wiser man. 
when it effulged in the ball room, it made I ^ha cooing doves fluttered their wings as 
itself the ape of fashion and the exponent 1 Wllen 1 entered the garden it was 
of extravagance; end when it buried its paradise; when I retiied it was Sahara, 
dead, it was sadly humiliated by the un- I At first my anger made me brave, but 
fashionable intrusion of its poor relations. | a^ r I returned to my lodgings the cruel

It will therefore be perceived that the 
life of society is not altogether sunshine; 
that it is subject to annoyances from which

disappointment I had experienced, and the 
cruel revelation which had followed my 
hopeful genesis, tilled me with tearful emo

even the ccinmon herd are comparatively I ®*on> ar,<f I cried as strong men seldom cry. 
exempt, and that to its wonderfully deli- I But the fountains of feelings do not al- 
cate sensibilities, a mouse iu a closet or a I waYB flow. When the lachrymal glands 
spider on a toilet table may occasion panga I dry the tears will stop. In this condi
greater than those felt when a giant dies.

But while I thus refer to the frailties and 
shortcomings of society I muet not omit 
those which are peculiarly my own.

During my experienoee as a soldier I ac
quired a fondness for whisky which, even 
after I bad settled down into civil service,
I found it impossible to shake off. I made j 
a great many virtuous resolutions on the

tion, I concluded to revenge myself on the 
entire sex by refusing to be duped from 
that time ff rth and forever. Alas for the 
vanity of human conclusions! Mau pro
poses and God dispoaea.

Endeavoring to turn my thoughts in a 
new direction, I spent my spare hours 
thereafter away from the busy haunts of

__ men and women, determined to study
subjeot, and was disgusted with myself foi; I nature in her more innocent and less artful 
the frequency with which I broke them. I I forms, and to profit by the lessons thus im- 
had, moreover, lost a goodly portion of my I ported. In summer I found occasional reore 
faith in human virtue, for the camp is hör-1 »tion in pursuing Isaak Walton’s gentle 
ribly incredulous, and in Washington so-1 art> and in winter my gun and game-bag 
oiety, whether in its higher or lower phases, I did me effective service. But, truth to aay, 
I tound it difficult to regain the faith I had I 1 waB rather a sentimental hunter 
loBt- I otherwise. I never killed entirely for sport.

Theaffectional requirements of my nature I Either real use or the interests of eeienee 
made constant demands for a companion-1 were always oonsulted in my quest for game, 
ship I had not yet experieneed—the com- I I found, however, that I was rapidly be- 
panionship of a true and loving woman— I coming a hermit in my disposition, and a 
but I had been too deeply schooled in I love for strong drink began again to assert 
lessons of doubt to accept as gold every-1 itself. The fiat iiaek, familiarly known as 
tbirg that glitters. I a pocket pistol, waa the oompanion I looked

If I ever loved I was determined that my I to in my wanderings for comfort and in
love should be bestowed upon one not only I spiration; however unworthy it might be, 
lovely bnt worthy of being loved, and I I it would never deceive me as the woman I 
felt sure that with my caution and my ex-1 had loved.
perienoe I could not be deceived in a matter I About eight months after the idol I had 
of sueh moment. I worshiped fell from the radiant pedestal

F inally I became acquainted with Miss I erected for her in my holy of holies, a 
0 ® ff*y« a young lady who appeared to I fashionable marriage ocourred in George- 

me the Yery personification of refinement I town. Misa Mollie Ray waa led to the altar 
and purity. As to know her was to love I a blushing bride, and the merohant, whose 
her, I of conree loved. Nor was this all. gallantry I once considered little less than 
I thought myself a highly favored lover. I criminal, so honored her with his love and 
Brushing up my poetical recollections, I I confidence as to make her bone of hia bone 
oalled her a  "gem of purest ray serene,” I and flesh of hia fleah. 
and in response she pleasantly said I was | This fact gave a new reading to the rid-

sligbtly inclined torejadge my former judg
ment. It became evident that I had been 
merely a second string to MissMollie’s bow. 
I was, it the same time, the over-confident 
and over-modest lover, while my rival, 
with a dash and daring I had no desire to 
emulate, had carried off the prize.

What I had condemned as a wrong to 
virtue and to me, was, perhaps, only the 
seal et a plighted faith between “ two souls 
with but a single thought.” I bad assumed 
rights which I did not possess, an i made 
the covenant of love betwixt two responsi
ble human beings a damning proof of frail
ty. It was the bridal that redeemed the 
bride in my estimation. It, furthermore, 
raised bim I had cursed as a libertine into 

true iover and a cherished husband. I 
then made inquiries concerning Mollie, but 
found that no breath of suspicion, save my 
own, had soiled her fair repute. The facts 
inclined me again to charity. I blamed 
myself for the hasty judgment I had formed 
and the lois I had sustained.

At this time I occupied a single room in 
house kept by Mrs. Murray, a widow 

with four children, and the cheerful, faith
ful way in which this poor woman fought 
the hard battle of life, tended to elevate 
the whole of the gentler sex in my estima
tion. She reminded me of Mrs. Glover. 
Her kind, motherly way, and the wonder
ful skill with which she evolved comforts 
from restricted means and contentment 
from privation, made her a marvel in my 
eyea. With all the experimental knowl
edge I bad acquired, I found that I waa
i till sadly ignorant of that myttery of I skillful way.

money tor him; I’d just sue for damages be
fore the Court of Claims. Only think; that 
dog's purps are worth twenty dollars 
apiece. Don’t ask me to take less than 
twenty dollars.”

The negotiation was long and tedious, 
but I persisted in offering less than $20, and 
half that amount was at length accepted. 
After this amicable adjustment was effected 
the two hunters pulled homeward with 
their wounded deg, whose name, curiously 
enough, was .Swar, and Pat and I pro 
ceeded in quest of birds and adventures 
amoDg the rushes.

“Faith, an’ it wae a schwan you etot, 
onyhow. an’ a dear cchwan at that, to be 
sure. These felleye 'ill think the goose was 
at our end of the gun.”

Though a litt!« annoy« d at Pat's imperti
nence, I could not but ernile at the manner 
in »hieb be id« nt;lied himself with me and 
left the goose of his joke an undetermined 
factor.

Before anymore gerne came in sight I 
louded the discharged barrel of my towl- 
ing-piece, and told Pat to let the boat 
drift along at its own wild will, so that if 
any duike should happen to fly over they 
would not be alarmed by our movements.

Alter we bad diifted a short distance, I 
observed a beautiful brown crane standing 
provokingly on one leg einong the reeds 
not far from the little channel we so care
lessly navigated. Taking aim, I fired at 
once, and the bird, after fiuttering for a mo. 
ment, fell in ibe little pool ia which it had 
been ljunting its pise&toriai game in its own

mysteries—creation’s last best gift.
We are told that the proper etndy of I 

mankind is man. I think the philosophy 
of the remark would be deeper if it ran: 
“ The proper etndy of mankind is woman.” 
Men have some faint conception of their 

own motives and peculiarities, but I find 
that as a general thing they are quite ae

“I he dogged,” says Pat, “if we haven't 
got a echwan this time. There’ll be no ten 
dollars to pay for that shot, onyhow.”

But Pat reckoned without hia host, ae we 
eball see hereafter.

The boat was rowed to a point opposite 
the dead bird end grounded on the sedge 
bank, which wae composed of black mud,

ignorant as I of those delicate springs of I too thin to walk upon and tco thick to 
action which make woman at once a puzzle I BW‘m iu.
to their hearts and brains. I O, for a dog, I prayed; but no dog came.

I took my frugal meals with Mrs. Murray, I ®oi ng to the bow of the boat, I reached for
as much for the purpose of assisting her as ward as far as possible, and my finger tips 
of securing myself from the annoying in- I ca me within six inches of the crane's long

a  darling fellow, and that when we were 
married we should show the world an ex- 
ample of perfect happiness.

Am I  hud noyer seriously asked her to be

die of the arbor. Though I bad neyer 
aaked the fair Mollie to become my wife, 
yet I considered our intimacy as équiva
lent to an engagement, and the affeotional

timacy with which a few of my fellow 
olerka seemed disposed to persecute me.

One fine morning in Ootober, when wild 
ducks began to be plentiful in the Poto
mac, I took my gun and went out for a 
day’a sport.

In my game bag I had a fair supply of 
sandwiohea and a pint of superior Bourbon, 
and thus felt myeeil equal to any fate.

Simultaneous with my departure, Mrs. 
Murray started with her four children to 
Baltimore for the purpose of attending the 
funeral of her only eister, and as she did 
not expect to return till the following day, 
the house wae left to my sole care and 
bachelor discretion.

Haying arrived at the coal wharf in 
Georgetown I employed an eccentric Hiber
nian named Patrick Seedy, who was pro
prietor of a little flat bottomed skiff, as an 
essential part of my day’s amusement.

Pat waa a curiosity in his way, and I was 
glad that I had fallen in with him. His 
heart was as light and his wit as fresh as if 
no shadow of misfortune had ever crossed 
his path.

“Step in. yer ’onor,” was his remark as 
he steadied the rickety boat; “step in, yer 
’onor, an’ if there’s any game to be found in 
these waters Pat Seedy’s the broth of a boy 
that kin help ye to it.”

I stepped in and he rowed me across the 
Potomac to a point near the lower end of 
An dloaten island, where a narrow channel 
opened the way into a low forest of still 
green rushes. Scarcely had we entered the 
channel when I observed something white 
at a short distance in advance. Supposing 
it to be a swan I directed Pat to row with 
extreme caution. He did so, and when he 
got far enough I motioned him to stop. 
The white object began to move among the 
reeds, and, being afraid of alarming it, I 
drew a bead and discharged one barrel of 
my fowling piece.

There waa a stir among the rushes. My 
first shot for the day had evidently done 
some execution. The swan had not flown, 
and we bad only to pull around the corner 
to secure the prize.

“The divel echrub me wid a hard brush,” 
exol aimed Pat, “if that wasn’t a purty shot. 
Keep on, yer 'onor, an’ wo’ll have the punt 
filled before the blessed sun goes down.

ou’ve made a goose cf that schwaa at 
oney rate.”

“ Now, Pat,” eaid I. “row briskly around 
that projecting point, and we’ll get our 
game.”

“Sorra a dhrop of thechreature will I put 
into my lips till that same project of a point 

rounded.”
Pat knew that I had a bottle of prime 

usquebah in my game bag. and hia allusion 
to the creature waa a mere hint that a few 
drops of v hieky would not be objeoted to.

J  net aa we had rounded the point we met 
a filibustering skiff, manned by two stoat 
men, who appeared to be paying attention 
to a white, whining, wounded dog. Our 
first salute was a volley of curses whioh 
larded the lean inquiry: “Why in thunder 
did you shoot onr dog?”

“I didn’t shoot your dog. I never saw him 
before”—waa inv respectful answer.

“Didn't shoot him, heh ? The h—1 yon 
didn’t ! Come now; that’s a little too thin. 
Whether yon shot him or not, yon must pay 
twenty dollars for him, and if you haven’t 
got the money we’ll hold vonr bloody gun 
tor seonrity till you get it, or sink your in
fernal skiff.”

“Sink the skiff, is it? yon misbegotten 
pirates,” exclaimed Pat. “No ye wont in- 
dade. We two are as good as ye’s two oney 
day, an’ may be ita yer own retton carcasses 
and yer own punt would go to the bottom 
first.”

Not oaring to further irritate the already 
angry hunters, and suspecting that possibly 
I had mistaken the white dog for a swan, I 
requested Pat to keep quiet while I pro
ceeded to investigate the matter with a 
view of determining what the equities de
manded.

There being nothing in the shape of a 
bird where I supposed I bad killed the 
swan, and as the dog was freshly wounded, 
it eoon became evident that I was uncon
sciously the offender in the premises. I 
therefore offered to give the hunters five 
dollars for the injury I had done the dog.

The readiness with which I made this 
proposition indnoed them to insist on better 
terms.

bill.
“ Push her a iittie further, Pat,” I cried, 

an d by a vigorous effort our lines were ad
vanced to the extent ot about three inches.

“Sera a bit further can I get her,” eaid 
Pat, “if the birred’s yellow legs were 
gould.”

“ Steady, then," eaid I; “I think the game 
is now within my reach.”

Stretching over the bow again, I succeed
ed in getting my fingers within about two 
inebea of the bird's head.

“ Be careful, your 'onor,” exolaimed Pat, 
“or the crane will send you a longer bill 
than the ethwan did.”

With another hitch forward I elongated 
myself so far that the bill of the bird was 
firmly grasped, but as eoon as I undertook 
to pull the body toward me I lost my bal
ance and, falling forward, descended sev
eral feet headforemost into the black 
marshy mud, burying my game at the same 
tim« to an unknown depth.

“Didn’t I told ye so'” inquired Pat; but 
iu my plight the inquiry was lost.

With my bead three feet in the mud I 
was of course utterly helpless and in dan
ger of almost immediate sufiocation. But 
the faithful Pat came to my relief. I felt 
him tugging at my extremities end in a 
short time be got me back into the boat. 
My crane was, however, irretrievably gone] 
and with it my beautiful hunting cap, 
in which I had invested a small amount ot 
my funds and sporting vanity.

“By the holy mother of Moses, that was 
a narrow eebcape. The saints be praised for 
yer preservation.”

While Pat gave voice to this pious utter 
anoe he attempted to free my mouth, nose 
eyes, ears and clothes from mud, but the 
best that he could do in that direction fell 
sadly ehort of wbat either he or I desired 
Had I fal ien into a pool of printer’s ink I 
could as easily have been made presentable. 
The filth clung to me as color to the Ethi- 
ope, and the odor as musk to the box in 
which it has been stored.

While yet speechless I motioned to Pat to 
get the whisky. He comprehended the situa 
tion in a moment, knocked the top of the 
bottle off with the skill of a headsman 
and turning his back toward me, deejdy 
tested the virtue of the medicine before be 
ventured to administer it. He then held it 
to my lips, with considerate regard lest I 
should choke myself, and took another deep 
potation before he returned it to the game 
bag.

We then he’d a consultation as to what 
was best to be done under the oircum 
stances. I could not remain as I was, and 
there was a picnic on the island whioh pre 
vented me from going there to wash myself 
and clothes. Pat suggested that we should 
return to bis cabin and have Biddy wash 
the clothes while I luxuriated in his Sun
day enit. As the proposition was the beet 
that offered I accepted it heartily, but be
fore we reached the cabin the last drop of 
the whisky bad been drained, and Pat and 
I were as merry as Tam O’Shanter was 
wflen be set ont on his famous ride.

I was glad to get quietly into Pat’s re 
treat, and after I bad taken off my soiled 
clothing, thoroughly washed myself and 
made Pat’s garments for the time my own,
I was so far recovered as to laugh at my 
own pli ght and my own mischances.

Biddy commenced her work at once, and 
I sent Pat out for another bottle of what 
be jocularly called the “Od»e-joyful.” 
When he returned we feasted oi^eand 
wiches and washed them down with “old 
rye.”

This over, to relieve the tediousness of 
waiting, I began to question Pat concern
ing his past life.

“How long have you been in this coun
try, Mr. Seedy?” I inquired.

“Just as long, yer ’oner, as in ould Ire
land.”

“And how long was that’”
“Divil a barleycorn more nor five feet 

nine inches.”
I could not but smile at Pat’s conceit, 

and proceeded to inquire whether he had 
been fortunate or unfortunate since his ar
rival in thia country.

“I landed in New Yark,” he replied, “in 
April, 1862, and the few shillings I had 
melted away into whiahky before I waa 
twenty-fonr hoars older. I couldn’t find 
my brother Mike, who wrote back from
New Yark that he had been elected a city 

Five dollars for that dog!” exclaimed | collector, and promised, if I came from Ire-,

big prairiee, when a thunder ethorm wae 
abroad, ^md aftber wandering half the 
night I nearly knocked my brains out by 
etbriking my Head against the sharp corner 
of an abandoned cow house. At length I 
found an opening, an’ glad of the shelter, 
ep bread some sthraw bin jath me and wae 
soon sound aebleep.

When I awoke the bleesed sua was 
shining in upon me, as much as to say, 
‘Get up Pat, ye lazy spalpeen, sure an’ its 
time ye were lookin’ after yer breakfast.' 
I rubbed my eyes an’ began wanderin' wid 
them aroun’ the buildin’, when, holy Mary 
an" all the sainte! what ebould J^ee above 
me but a dead man bangin’ to a cross-beam! 
There he was, wid his dead eyes starin’ an 
hie tongue loilin’ at me in a meet disgustin' 
manner. Had I known that a corpse was 
so close, barrin’ my way to heaven, its no 
schleep that Pat would have had the blessed 
night that was gone and past. In the cor
ner where I slap*’, there lay the dead man’s 
bundle.

“The thought came to me that the poor 
man wouldn’t want his bundle any more, 
so I took the liberty of bolding a erowoer’s 
quest upon it. I found in it a fiae pair of 
black pantaloons, a dirty shirt, a German 
book, and half a loaf of bread. Poor fel
low. says I, may bs ’twas go.n' to Californy 
ye were, just like myself. Oneyway, I’ll 
follow you no further; but I’ll take the 
liberty of making myself your heir, an' so, 
wishin’ ye a safe passage through purga
tory, I bid you good-by till doomsday.

Here Pat paused in bis story, and sug
gested the propriety of “wetting the 
whistle” before proceeding further.

The hint being acted upon, he raised the 
glass to his lips, and eaid: “Here’s luck, 
your 'onor, or as the Germans say: “Get 
soon tight.” He evidently meant Gesund 
heit.

Thereupon he went on with his story as 
follows

“A country without trees or houses didn't 
suit me. I turned my nose in a southeast
ward!.? direction and during the day came 
to a large stock farm where I wae engaged 
bv a drover to assist in driving a herd of 
cattle to Cincinnati. When the cattle were 
sold I was paid off; I then took the cars for 
Washington and have been here ever since, 
acting the treble part of coal beaver, boat
man and husband to my Biddy, who mar
ried me on blessed St. Patrick's day. three 
years agone.”

“Now, here it goes: Great luck to ye 
again. Mishter Blank.’

By this time Biddy reported the clothes 
on the “harse,” and finding the whisky 
bottle empty, complained that she had nçt 
been fairly “ treated.” “A dhrop of the 
chreater” was the very thing she wanted 
after her “dhurty jib .”

I then advanced more money for sup
plies, when she went out and got a pint 
of whisky in a pitcher, together with 
loaf of bread and half a dozen smoked 
herrings.

Being in Pat's clothes, I really believe I 
was more like Pat than like myeelf. Had 
the three of ue been at a wake in Tippe
rary we could not have eDjoyed ourselves 
more royally. We pledged each other 
grandly, and finally became' so uncon 
trollably merry that we all fell fast asleep.

When L had slept I know not how long 
I was awakened by tumbling off from the 
bench on which I bad stretched myself, 
and in the fall my nose was badly dam
aged. It was then pitch dark. The noise 
of my fall awakened Pat and Biddy, 
whereupon we all got up, and I proceeded 
to exchange Pat’s clothes lor mine, with a 
view of getting to my own baohelor lodg 
ings as soon as possible.

Instead of the fancy hunting cap, which 
was buried so unceremoniously with the 
carcass of the crane, I was compelled to ac
cept a rimless straw, and when my attire 
was thus completed, I settled with Pat and 
Biddy and bade them an affectionate fare
well.

vanity,” echoed strangely in my ears.

WIN

The street cars were still running, but I 
was ashamed to enter one lest, with my

C h a p te r  IV,
NEXT MORNING —  JUDGING AND OEING

JUDGED—DOVES OF THE TREASURY—A
TRIP AND ITS RESULTS— WOOING,
NING AND WEDDING.
On the following morning I was awak 

ened by the return of the Widow Murray 
and her children. Though they had been 
away on a mournful mission the light of the 
glad sun was in their countenances, and 
they unquestionably felt far more cheerful 
than I, who had spent the hours o f  their 
absence in wbat the world calls sport. The 
widow seemed filled with the pleasing con

sciousness of a duty faithfully performed, 
and perhaps was net wholly insensible to 
the respectable prominence she had just 
enjoyed as chief mourner at a funeral. 
True, »he funeral was her sister's, and she 
was heir to the little that her eister left; 
still I expected a more pronounced exprès 
sion of sorrow than waa apparent on her 
countenance, and in my jaundiced view of 
things it seemed that I could detect a sus
picion of triumph playing in chili selfish 
ness above the shadows of her regret.

The troth is, I felt annoyed at the widow 
for having disturbed by her return the 
slumbers I so greatly needed. During tbe 
entire night I bad been tossing restlessly 
about, like a crazy ship in a maddening 
storm, and in keeping with tbe frailties of 
poor human nature, became as uncharita
ble as I was miserable. That “next morn
ing” bitterness, which so frequently follows 
a night of dissipation, rested on my brain 
and stomach- with all its gall and worm
wood and made me bitter toward all the 
world. Thus it was that I mistook the 
calm light of Christian faith and pious 
resignation, which illumined the faoe of 
Mrs. Murray after her return from the 
f nneral, for the gleam of a cold and heart
less selfishness utterly foreign to her feel- 
i ngs. But this injustice did not long con
tinue. When I observed tbe good woman, 
in  her patient, quiet way, take up tbe 
thread ot her busy life, where she had 
d ropped it, when called away by the sad 
e rrand which had taken her to Baltimore,
I reconsidered the erroneous judgment I 
had hastily rendered in the court of my 
o wn conscience, the appeal being not unlike 
th at taken from Philip drruk to Philip 
sober.

The every day works of this poor woman 
were filled with records of trial aud tri
umph. Uncomplainingly she met and 
mastered the difficulties of her situation, 
and whatever her hands found to do she 
did with a patient zeal and honest earnest
ness of purpoee which would add a grace 
to the very highest phases of human effort 

When I contrasted her position with my 
own I felt humiliated. I, a man, with no 
incumbrance but myself, bad become 
morose and fallen into evil habits, while 
she, under burdens sadly disproportioned 
to her strength, toiled on with an unfal
tering trust which was at once heroic and 
religions. She had no words of complaint 
tor those who despitefully nsed her; no 
teehngs of envy against those who were 
better off. Wbat her duty demanded she 
struggled to perform. Her faith 
sublime in its unquestioning trust; her 
charity so latge that she thought no evil 
of her neighbors.

As soon as my brief leave ot absence ex 
pired I returned to duty in tbe treasury 
buildings, and though I kept myself as free 
as possible from the entanglements of so
ciety, the busy muimurs of scandal wonld 
sometimes reaoh my ears. Though chaste 
as ice, a handsome woman m the Treasury 
Department can not escape calumny. Moet 
of the stories told concerning treasury girls 
are doubtless untrue, yet for so much talk 
there muBt be some foundation in special in
stances, and the fact can not be denied that, 
aocording to the popular estimate, frailty 
has obtained an alarming foothold in the 
federal temple of finance.

Occasionally a soiled dove of the treas
ury is sent away to seek her olive branch 
elsewhere, and now and again, one who has 
kept her wings unsmirched succeeds in cap-

bruised nose and rimless bat, I should be turing a member of Congress or some high 
recognized by some acquaintance who might federal functionary, though usually there- 
suspect that I had strayed away into the after she cuts her old acquaintances 
by and forbidden paths of impropriety. The winter wore away without effecting 
Besides, I thought that the walk home any material change in my condition. I
might serve to settle my brain and correct read a good deal, sometimes tor amusement 
the lingering eccentricities of my gait. sometimes for instruction, and practiced

When at length I arrived at my lodging shorthand writing until I became as expert 
house I washed my face and head in cold as most of those who make such writing 
water, and tumbling into bed addressed I their profession. *
myself to sleep. But nature's soft nurse Meanwhile the country was startled by 
proved extremely shy. I got up and took I occurrences of the most exciting character 
another drink of whisky, thi- king that the but as they have no direct connection with 
hair of the hound might, as the old proverb this story I will pass them by unnoticed, 
runs, cure the wound. But my eyes re- Their record is, however, deeply fixed as 
fused to oloee. I opened the window for j with a pen of irc-n, in the history of the 
fresh air, and again stretched myself upon Kepuhlic’a House of Life, and their influenoe 
my couch. will continue while that House and that

The patent spring mattress beneath me I Life lasts, 
became vooal with complaint. If I turned Spring came at length, and on a glorious 
over it groaned in agony. If I but slightly day in May, when the government generous- 
moved it piped in tremulous treble. Each | ly proclaimed a holiday for its weary

workers, I concluded to take a trip down 
the Potomac for the double purpose of 
amusement and observation.

Going down to the foot of Seventh street.
I took passage on the steamer Arrow, which 
conveyed passengers to Mount Vernon, and 
from that point extended her tripe to Mar
shall Hall. The air on the bay was delight
fully fresh, and the trees, as if in honor of 
the occasion, had put on their brightest 
robes of verdure. On board there were 

■ , , . . . . .  « numberB of Pilgrims to the tomb of Wash-
had previously warmed into complaining ington; some filled with strange reverend 
life. My brain was bursting, and unless the | for the illustrious rebel whoVas

war, first in peace, and first in the hearts of 
hie countrymen;” and others, only with 
a tourist’s idlo curiosity.

Every seat was occupied in the saloon 
and on the promenade deck, and after I 
had become tired Of standing, and wearied 
of watching the changeful panorama of

attempt to secure ease was followed by one 
note or other ot the gamut of uneasy wires, 
which twined like serpents beneath my 
Procrustean bed. I had never before 
known that mattrees ee wakeful or so 
spiteful.

Determined to keep it quiet by lying en
tirely still, a new cause of anger and alarm 
burst upon my startled ears. Two cats set 
up an outrageously discordant dnet be
neath my window which completely 
drowned tbe hissing of the tame eerpents I

caterwalling ceased I feared I should g» 
mad.

I arose and flung one boot at the cats. It 
fell into a hogshead of rain water.

After a moment’s pause the duet com- 
menoed again. I flung the other boot, and 
it fell crashing through the glass roof of a 
hothouse in the adjoining yard, seriously 
damaging the tropioal plants whioh were 
onr neighbor’s special pride.

While pansing in doleful contemplation 
of my own stupidity the detestable ooncert 
was renewed. I then determined to use a 
more effective weapon. There was still one 
charge in my gun. In the faint moonlight 
I spied a large white oat standing on a table 
in the yard. The opportunity was mine. I

banks, bearing curions evidence of the geo
logical changes effected by aqueous forces 
in the ancient times, and of tb«

dtwnT Z  V *  Whi0h We *Uded‘ I went down to the bar-room, on the lower deck,
? UrP°ae °f “ dosing in a quiet dnnk and a quiet smoke.

These end. attained, I concluded to ro
t a «  to the upper dock, just as the tolling

bell began to indicate onr approach to 
Mount Vernon.

It so happened that as I approached the 
stairway leading to the saloon I was startled 
by a shriek, and a vision of loveliness was 
saved from injury by falling with uncon
scious force into my open arms.

Behind me there waa another shriek. It 
was that of a mother «ho had deeeended 
the stairway in advance her daughter, 
and was alarmed lest the vision of loveli
ness before referred to was seriously dam
aged by its precipitous desoent.

The fact is, I had become, all unworthily 
and unexpectedly, a hero. One of the most 
beautiful young ladies I had ever beheld, 
through a chance slip on a smooth brass 
plate which crowned the upper step of the 
stairway, afforded me an opportunity of 
performing, almost unconsciously, an act of 
gallantry which made ns botb, for the time 
being, the observed of all observers.

The tableau wae an interesting one. There 
stood I, with a lovely burden in my arms: 
there lay the half fainting girl, more like 
an angel than a thing of earth, and there 
etoed the grateful mother, weepirg through 
her smiles, smiling through her tears, and 
weaving poetic fancies concerning an ac
quaintance so romantically commenced. I 
would not have changed the situation if I 
co uld; I could not if I would.

“I owe you so many thanks,” exclaimed 
tbe mother, “ 60 many, many thanks. And 
you a strenger, tco. Bcmentic, isn't it ? 
Just think how wonderfully things are 
ordered in this world. There was my Cora_ 
poor darling girl, as innocent and sprightly 
as a gazelle. I never knew her to fall be
fore since she was a little child; sud here 
she must slip on that nasty, smooth brass 
plate, and yon, my dear sir, as a merciful 
Providence would have it, were there to 
catch her. I t’s almost a miracle, isn’t it l 
I f  you hadn’t been there, my dear, good 
sir, she might have had her neck broken at 
the least, and that would have been so sad, 
so sorrowful and so ridiculous. It's far 
better as it is. I’m so glad that yon were 
there. Cora, my dear daughter, thank the 
gentleman for having saved your life.”

All this was said with such glib and 
tender volubility that it wee over before 
tbe lovely girl bad recovered the full use of 
her powers, physical and mental. While I 
accepted the fortunate accident as a favor
able omen, and waa really glad it had oc. 
onrred, I protested that I was entitled to 
no thanks. What I had done any gentle
man in existence wonld have done with 
cqnal readiness; so I declared, with a 
touch of sentimental flattery, wholly 
foreign to my nature, that the privilege of 
being of service to tbe charming daughter 
of so fair a mother was one I was pioud of 
and should ever remember with delight.

Here Co*a intervened—the gentle, fas
cinating Cora—with such a precious flow of 
precious thanks that I was bewildered with 
my own good fortune. I felt that I had 
never before met with any one so pure, so 
1 ovely, so attractive. Tbe dcubt and «lis- 
trust .which bad ccme to me as a part of 
my worldly wisdom, disappeared in the 
presence cf the fresh yonng divinity which 
had descended to me ae a spirit from su
pernal realms. iTo donbt her would be 
utter infidelity. I would not doubt. Love 
at first sight bad taken possession of me. 
That day a dream of Paradise was in my 
brain which rendered all else worthless.

It is needless to tell how we formally in. 
troduced each other; how, when most of 
the other passengers got off at Mount Ver
non, we—that is, tbe mother, daughter and 
I —proceeded on to Marshall Hall, and how 
delighted we all were at the romantic mis
chance which gave each an interest in the 
other’s fate.

The two ladies, Mrs. and Miss Simon, 
elung to me as to a guardian angel. I felt 
honored by their confidence, and was de
lighted to guard them in their rambles and 
assist them at their picnio dinner.

It seemed a little strange that though 
they were residents of Washington they 
appeared to be wholly nnacquainted with 
all the other excursionists; but, after think- 
ing the matter over, I concluded that it was 
all natural and proper—that Mrs. Simon 
and her daughter were quiet, unsophis
ticated people, who kept themselves aloof 
from the alluring vanities of this wicked 
world, and passed their modest lives in vir
tuous seclusion. What a privilege it was to 
become acquainted with euoh people.

Our return to the city served to deepen 
tbe favorable impression already made. My 
fair companions were delighted with the 
trip. The soft moonlight threw lines of 
silvery radiance across the waters, and 
gave to the banks of the Potomao a splen
dor whioh the bright sun could never give.

I accompanied the fair ones to their 
residence in the city, a quiet, cosy little 
place, whioh seemed pervaded with an at
mosphere ot comfort no amount of luxurious 
appointments could of themselves bestow.

“This," said Mrs. Simon, “is onr little 
hermitage—Cora s and mine—and since the 
death of her dear father we have been very 
njuch alone. We see very little company, 
and it seems almost as if Providence had 
in you, sent us a new acquaintance.”

I thanked her for the compliment im
plied, and before we parted Cora was so 
cordial, that in addition to thinking her 
supremely beautiful, I began to think my
self supremely happy. Through the little 
holiday incident my whole view of lifo wae 
changed. Humanity seemed brighter and 
better than before. Mrs. Simon, I thought 
would make a nice mother-in-law, and Mise 
Simon a still nicer wife. W!,en I left, I 
had a cordial invitation to call again, and 
on my way to my solitary lodgings a lover’,  
dreams began to take form in my brain to 
be repeated in a thousand shapes darin- 
the visions of the night. “

The reasonable reader will not be sur
prised to lea «  that I became a frequent 
visitor at the residence of Mrs. Simon and 
the more than friend of the gentle Co«- 
There was sueh an appearance of utter art- 
leaeness in this fair girl’s simplicity, so 
much °f refined delicacy in her intercourse 
with her mother and myself, and so many 
pretty conceits in her playful fancy, that

uitUmn8^ ntly gr«W in my *00d «Pinion, untd my love at first eight increased into 
unquestionable worship. Occasionally I 
took her to places of amusement, sometime, 
m company with her mother, and. still 
oftener we three went to the old city of

L f,1*’ °r rfpeated our visit to Mar- «ball Hall.

J “ ‘ h i 8  manner the m onth, wore away,
“ d tIh® ° ? r8f  0f my true love ran smooth- 
ly. I had about $5000 in bank, and Cora

The tim 1D£V1 made Dp “ Y mind to marry.
6 8et f°r this important ceremony 
an"lveM"Y  of the day on whioh 

we first met, and I anticipated the event by 
tmg a neat little house on Capital Hill 

and furnishing it in a manner suited to my 
condition in life and future prospecta. I 
mow  that it was not all that my Co« da-


