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the original manuscript.]
MY LIFE'S LEBSBONS.

BY M. F. BIGNEY.

Chapter V.

WEW STAGES IN LIFE'S JOURNEY—A WAIT-
ING-ROOM INCIDENT— DOCTORS DIBAGREE—
THE BROKEN SOLDIER AND HIS WIFE—
NIAGARA—CLOUDS AND RAIN—RETURN—
THE RUNAWAY COUPLE—OUR GENESIS IN
HOUSEKEEPING.

In setting out on our wedding trip I de-
t-rmined that the event should be attended
by no vain display. I called a back, and we
were driven to the Baltimore and Ohio rail-
road depot, just as might have been the
case with any ordinary travelers. My wife—
how strange that word seems to me as I
write it now—my wife was a young creature
otill in her teems. She eeemed to me the
wvery incarnation of all that is pure and in-
nocent; but I had detected in her a some-
what wayward fancy and a desire for vain
ehow which, I thought, ought to be gently
yet firmly ourbed. In short, I wished to
elevate her thoughts into a higher and
grander plane—to make her mind as char-
aoteristio of high womanhood as her charms
and virtues already were. She was young
and beautiful, and, as it appeared to me,
all that she needed was appreciative guid-
anoce to make heras distinguished for mental
and moral endowments as for pereonal at-
tractions. I determined therefore to be not
only her husband, but her ‘‘guide, philos-
opher and friend”—to teach her so far as I
was capable of being an instructor, and, as
the fruitage came, enjoy the triumph.

It so happened that we arrived at the
depot at Jeast twenty minutes before the
departure of the train, and after having
taken our seats in the waiting room, ounr
attention was attracted by a fine-looking
gentleman, about six feet high, whose well-
shaped head, oval face and long beard ren-
dered him conspicuouns in the not very dis-
tinguished crowd that happened to be pres
ent.

As this gentleman was walking elowly
and in an apparently thoughtfal mood up
and down the room, the door opened and a
ahort, stout man, with a face like a full
moon, entered.

Casting an eye upon the new comer, the
tall gentleman approached him ocordially
and said: “Why, James, my dear fellow,
where do you spring from? I haven’t seen
you for lo these many years.”

The person addressed was evidently in-
clined to pomposity. He thought himself
no common mortal, and was determined to
demand of others the same respect that he
paid unto himself.

“Who are you, sir, and by what right do
you thus take the liberty of addressing me
by my given name. I am Dr. Reed, Dr.
James Reed, if you will, and if you ever
spoak to me again you will please remem-
ber these facts.”

In saying this the rosy and rotand physi-
«cian not only brought his professional dig-
mity into preminence, but showed how
prominently self-esteem and love of appro-
bation were developed in his He
held his nose as far from the ground as
possible.

Over the brow of the tall gentleman there
Paseed a slight expreesion of magnificent
<contempt, but it scon gave way before s
mere genial and generous impulse.

“Right, dootor,” said the tall gentleman;
“I bad forgotten what a stickler for eti-
quette you always were. I am George
Brown, or, if you are so particular, Dr
Goorge Brown, and I certainly did not sup-
pose that you would stand on ceremonies

with an old olass and room mate in the
University of Pennsylvanis. You must re-
member that the aristocratic M. D. is bat's
ahoopakin distinotion after all.”

Dr. James Reed was surprised to find an

.old soquaintance in the bearded stranger,

follows the barberous works of the barber
on oold winter days.”

At this juncture the train-bell rang, and
the smorting lecomotive gave note of &
speedy departure.

1 had become intereated in the conversa
tion of theese disagreeing doctors, and I
must give my Cora credit for baving dene
80 likewise. 8o, hoping to profit by the re-
mainder of their discourse, we took our
seats fo front of them in the same oar and
awaited the result. Dr.Brown, it appeared,
resided in Philadelphis, and Dr. Reed in
Virginia. They had been separated by the
war, and probably entertained very differ-
ent views conoerning its causes and conse-
quences; but each bad experiences which
were instructive, and I, for my part, listened
with attention.

“Now, my dear James,” said Dr. Brown,
forgetful of the rebuke which that form of
addrees bhad so recently provoked, ‘‘tell me
how you are getting on in the practice of
your profession.”

“Up to the time of the war,” responded
Dr. Reed, 1 got along but poorly, but since
the close of the unpleasantness my business
bas materially increased. I will zivegyon &
special instance, by which you can judge
how my practice bas improved.”

Here Dr. Reed went on to relate how he
usually spent the summer months at the
Sulphur Springs, and how, during the previ-
ous summer at the springs, the pretty
daughter of one of his neighbors—an old
miser named Blouter—was completely cap-
tivated by & young merchant from New
York. They, indeed, went so far as to be-
come engaged. Bat the paternal Blouter
frowned. He would stand no such men-
sense, The devoted lover of his darling
Maggie was ooarsely driven from his
premises and threatened with direful disas-
ter should he ever venture to return.
Thomas Wise was the name of the yeung
merchant, and be certainly proved wise in
his day and generation. Next season
Maggie went again to the springs, and a

Wise reappered upon the stage. Two dave
of billing and cooing were followed by a
temporary absence. Then there was a trip
to Washington, and the Miss Maggie
Blouter that was returced to the eprings
Mrs. Wise that is.

Maggie thought that to bring home a
bandsome husband would soften her
father's heart. But she reckoned without
her Lost. Old Blouter refused to be paci-
fied. Indeed, he induced his daughter to
sccompany him into one of his strong
upper rovms, and locking her in, kept her
there a close prisoner.

There were no courts in the vicinity to
which the young man could appeal, and he

few days after her father’s return home Mr.

Cors was quite interested in Dr. Reed and
his talk. She was glad, she said, that the
old miser had tumbled down from the tree
and killed himeelf, and that true love had
triumphed in the persoms of Maggie and
her lover, though she was inelined to ocem-
sure Wise for not rushing more hastily to
the rescue of her whose protection he had
80 solemnly assumed.

Dr. Brown was then questioned as to
what he bad been doing during the long
years in which he and his friend had been
separated

The bearded professional replied: ‘Pre-
vious to the war I continued to reside in
Philadelphis, practicing my profession with
eome degree of succées. When the war
came on I took the field as surgeon of &
Pennsylvanis regiment, and I have just now
been to the War Department and pension
burean on behalf of some brave soldiers
whose claims have been too long neglected.
Besides, I was anxiouns to look through the
army medical musedm, where our oM
friend, Father Schafhirt, is engeged as
professor of anatomy. You remember that
he was ome of the corps of professors in the
University of Pennsylvania when we both
were students, and he is in reslity the
founder of the museam, which is now the
most interesting place of the kind on this
oontinent. Indeed, through the demon-
strations he was enabled to make, I have
learned more on the subject of comparative
anatomy within two days than I .ever be-
fore mastered in two full years.

Then sprang up betweemn these two pro-
fessional gentlemen a singular dispute con-
oerning the position which the African oc-
cupies in the order of creation. Of this I
took extended notes, but will not use them
for the present.

While I was thus engaged, Cora seemed
to be studying the character of & lady who
bappened to be in the car, and finally,
pointing her out to me, whispered that she
was ‘‘pot decent.” I marveled by what
process of worldly wisdom she had arrived
at this conclusion, for, as far as I was oon-
oerned, I counld see nothing objectionable in
the lady’s conduot.

At length we reached Philsdelphis, some-
times known as the City of Brotherly Love,
but the first object which attracted our at-
tention when we left the cars gave touch-
ing evidence, not of brotherly, but of wifely
love.

Btanding in front of the depot was a
young and really beautiful woman, who
propelled & small carriage in which the
maimed remains of a soldier—her bus-
band—ssat. Both his lege, and his right
arm, above the elbow, bad been amputated,
leaving him & sad wreck. To his wife he
was an object of tender solicitude; to the
public an object of compaseion. She asked
for alms in » most respectful tone, and re-
ceived, sometimes » favorable response,
sometimes an impertinent rebuke.

One gentleman asked her why she did
not send the cripple to the Soldiers’ Home,
where he would have good care taken of
him, while she, hereeif, could earn a living
by her daily labor, instead of wandering
about the streets like a worthless beggar.

‘*Bir,” she replied, “you may be a hus-
band and a father; if so, I feel that I have
& right to your sympathy, and I demand it.
When I became bone of the bone and flesh
of the filush of my poor hueband there, ke
was as sound and bealthy, aye,and as geod
looking as you are. Would it be right, I
ask you, would it be dutiful, would it be

iy in me to abandon him now in his
great need, and go elsewhere to seek conso-
lation and enjoyment! No, no,” ssid she.
As she did so she approached the eripple,
and throwing her arms lovingly aronnd his
neck oalled him her dear William, and

d tender kisees upon his lips. She

could not conveniently get s besieging
army to attack Blouter in his castle, and,
a8 a knight of old, carry off his lady love.
Blouter pretended to disbeli the story
of the marriage, and with a malicious per-
sistency, as dissgreeable as it was ridicn
lous, placed his house in & position to laugh
a siege to scorn.

In front of the Blouter mansion were
four large sycamores, which, with their
well developed branches, protected it from
the soorching rays of the Southern sun; but
he determined to cut off some of the
branches, in order that his field of observa.
tien might be extended, and the app h
more securely guarded. To yield up his child
toa d—d Yankee was an evil compared
with which even the fall of the Confeder.
acy was but a trifie. Blouter’s patriotism
all ran in the line of prejudice, and his
hatred was as bitter as 1t was boisterous.
He determined to shoot his pretended son.
in-law on sight, and thus rid the world of
a scoundrel and a fraud. His only child
should not be taken from his custody un-
less he knew the reason why.

To cut off the the white-armed branches
of the sycamores which obstructed his view,
the strategic parent got a long ladder
which he posted againet one of the offend-
ing limos, and then with an old carpenter’s
saw, proceeded with his work. He, how-
ever, proved an unekillfal workman. In-
stead of sawing outside of the ladder, he
plied the saw between the ladder and the
tree, and just as he was about to congratu-
late himself on his sucoees, the llqb broke
and he tambled down, injuring himself so
severely that he could scarcely move.
Young Wise, who was on the lookout be-
hind some cedar trees in the vicinity, felt
oertain that the old man had broken his
neck; he therefore rushed to the spot on a
double mission ot mercy and marital in-
terest. Blouter was bleeding frem the
mouth, and it was evident that he had re
oeived severe internal injuries. With the
aid of two negro women the young man re-
moved the patient to the house, and I was
sent for. The case was, however, a hope-
less one from the first, and after lingering
for about & week the old man died. *“Now.
for my servioe in the premises I received a
fee of $300, and it is clear that I would have
had no such opportunity had the old and
pectdliar institution of elavery still existed.
A darkey would have been ordered te cut
off the branch, and he certaitly would have
had more practical common sense than te
have sawed himeelf off with the offending
limb. To save fifty cents the miser under-
took to do the work himeelf, and in doing
0 he lost his life, while I gained a mice fee
and the young husband entered into peace-
fal p jon of a bl ing wife and a
handsome fortune.”

The story, illustrative of the pompous
deotor’s successes, I have abreviated from
the dootor’s inflated style into my own
plain prose. It is a romance in whioch the
cruel miser and parent rushes on his own

ruin, to the advaptage of a worthy doctor,

then added: “I will never leave you nor for-
sake you. The vow I took before the altar
made me thine till death.”

This was spoken so tenderly, and carried
with it an air of such sinoerity, as to bring
tears from the eyes of several spectators,
unused though they were to the melting
mood. Contributions flowed in generoualy,
and the faithful wife felt that her efforts on
behalf of her wounded husband were not
only appreciated, but rewarded.

Cora and I determined to remain for a
day or so at Philadelphia, 80 we took rooms
at the Girard House, on Chestnut street,
and after dinner engaged a ocarriage for a
drive through Fairmount Park. The beau-
ty of the drive was a surprise to both of us,
for the scenery on the Schuylkill up as far
as Bellmont is beautiful indeed.

It wae dark before we returned, and after
a comfortable night's rest I arose and
thanked God for the great blessing He had
provided for me in the genmtle and lovely
Cora. Next day we visited the United
States Mint, Lemon Hill, and various other
attractive places, for which the city of
Penn is 8o justly celebrated.

My fair bride seemed to emjoy all this
amazingly. She spoke of what she saw in
terms of high poetic appreciation, and ap-
peared to be as proud and happy as a
queen. It was yet morning in my wedded
life, but the sunrise had been sweetly
bright and the auroral rays gave promise of
& pleasant day. I felt that tor me at least
Paradise had been redeemed. My love was
great, and its reward was greater.

On the following day, we left for New
York, and when we had taken our places m
the railway car, found the seat just behind
us occupied by an old, white-haired gentle-
man, about seventy years of age, and a
young man of about thirty. Both seemed
to be farmers, and their conversation was
oconcerning an agricultural fair which they
bad recently attended. The old gentle-
man’s name was King; he lived at Chelton
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in the ‘way of incident, for we had taken &
night train and saw bus little of the country
thrpugh which we passed. 4

isgara greeted our approach with ita

ted thunders, but the weather became

and disagreeable just after our arrival,
snd Cora’s sympathetic disposition seemed
sadly affected thereby. Her sky was over-
cast. She pouted. To ber there was no-
thing “mice” about Niagara. It was a
damp disagreeable place. The rain preveat-
ed her from going out in the day time; the
noise kept her from aleeping at night. She
‘was restless and dissatisfied.

In vain 1 urged that we should be all in
all unto each; that as she was my sunshine
I also should be hers.

She demurred. She did net believe there
could be any sunshine at Niagara for any-
body. For her no msinbow spanned the
Falls. She wanted to leave and go back
home at once. I could mot acoount tor her
strange reluctance to remain, and began to
fear that she was too sensitive a plant for
every-day weather, and that I might find it
difficult to make her as happy as 1 had
wished. :

1 reaconed with her; told her that after
the storm there would be fine weather; that
she should not permit herself to be brought
80 utterly under the control of exterior in-
fl uences; that we had joined hands for bet-
ter and for worse and should bravely ac-
cept whatever fortune came.
like Rachel without
Rachel’s cause. She refused to be comfort-
ed. My utmost efforts failed to summon
that hopeful cheer which so becomes the
bride. It annoyed me to find her given up
to humors as unwise as they were unkind,
and we were on the verge of a guarrel be-
fore either was aware of the possibility of
such an occurrence.

The clouds were yet lowering when we
left the Falls, but we had scarcely got fifty
miles away before the sun came out in his
glory, and when we reached New York the
weather was al that could be desired. We
remained there all night, and when we en-
tered the train the mext day we found the
oars were filled. Just opposite to where we
were seated were a gentleman and lady, ap-
parently just eetting out on their bridal
tour. They sppeared to be excessively fond
of each other, so much 80, indeed, as to be
utterly oblivioue or indifferent to the pres-
enoce of strangers.

A little betore the train was ready to
move, the conductor, sccompanied by an
old gentleman and a New York detective,
advanced to the loving couple. The old
gentleman was storming like & madman
and demanded his daughter as earnestly as
ever Shylock demanded ducats. He de
clared she was trying to run off with a
Southern vagabond whom she had indis-
‘creetly become soquainted with, and he
was there to demand hisrights and prevent
her flight.

The lady screamed; declared that she
was lawfully married to the gentleman be.
side her; that the marriage certiti was
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Cogs, however, seomed plessed with my
provident arrangements, and exprested her-
self delighted ‘with the situstion of the
bouse and the guality of the furniture. As
our meals were to be sent from a neighbor-
ing restsurant, she agreed to commence
bousekeeping without a servant, and in the
course.of & fow days we found ourselves
drifting along in the matrimonial current,
with what appeared to be a complete re-
turn of sunshine and good feeling. Indeed,
I began to reflect seriously on myself for
condemning my Cors, simply because she
had expressed a preference for a rich old
man as » husband over a poor young tailor
who happened to be his rival. The prefix
of merchant to the trade designation of
tailor, in the premises, I was willing to re-
gard as probably a fietion. Under this
change the cloud I had dreaded lost its
darknees and a rainbow took it place.
Things having thus become settled down
into every day quietude, I found that ten
days cof my furiougk still remained. Just
then it happened that & mumber of the
treasury clerks had arranged for a little
fishing and picnio excursion to Cooney Is-
land and in consequence of my new promi-
nence as & married man I was invited to
join the party. Indeed,it was a married
men’s party, and the busbands were ex-
pected to take their wives along.

When I first proposed the matter to Cora
she seemed to be delighted. A trip on the
water, she eaid, was altogether better than
rolling over the country in dusty oars; she
wae anxious, besdes, to seq Fortress Mon-
roe and to show ber skill in fishing in"the
deep waiers of the sea.

Buch were her views on Tuesday;so I
made arrapgements for our departure on
Thursday. with the rest. Bat on Wednes-
day an unexpected change came over the
epirit of her dream. She said that in the
visions of the night she had been disturbed
by a remewal of the horrors of the
Wawaset—a steamboat disaster which had
occurred nearly a year previously—and, ac-
oepting the vision as a warning, she had
deterpined not to go. Now, this Wawaset
disast®r bad been in reality a very serious
aflair. The boat had been burned on the
Potomao, and many lives were lost. Cora,
however, generoosly suggested that 1|
should not forego the pleasure of the trip,
because she, through a perhaps idle fancy,
bad changed her mind. Indeed she urged
me to go with a persistency which was
suggestive of either  lack of faith in her
own dream, or & possible willingness to be-
come a widow. The rainbow began again
to lese ita colors, and as it did so the dark
cloud returned.

Chapter VI.

MY TRIP—A LITTLE GAME OF DRAW—THE
BIRTHDAY. FEAST—A LIGHT IN CORA'S
CHAMBER — HOFFMAN'S ANODYNE — GRAY
CLOTHES EXCHANGED FOR BLACK—THE
PLETHORIC POCKET BOOK—MY REVENGE—

* THE END.

When Thursday morning arrived my
in t in the proposed trip had greatly
waned, and but that my wife urged me not

then in her possession, and that her hus.
band, so far from being » vagabond, was a
worthy and industrious merchant tailor of
Richmond, Virginia.

Therenpon the d ive req d her to
show her marriage ocertificate, and as she
was about to do eo, a venerable gentleman,
who afterward proved fo be a judge of the
Supreme Court, requested the detective to
pause in bis procecdings. He then asked
the lady how old s1e was. She replied that
she was {wenty-tw. ; that her busband, who
bhad been a Soutbern pricouer, obtained em-
ployment after the*close of the war in her
father's dry goode store; that while :hu®
employed she became acquair.ted with him,
that they were ultimately engaged, and
that now they had completed their engage.
ment by entering into the holy estate of
matrimony. Her father, she added, ob-
jeoted to the mateh because he wished her
to marry a man as cld as he, and altogether
unworthy of her love; ore, indeed, whoee
wealth was his sole recommendation.

The old judge then turned to the father
and the detective, observing that the law
was altogether on the lady’s side; that hav.
ing arrived at the years of discretion she
could make her own choice, and having
made it she had passed beyond the controj
of her father, and was in daty bound to
cleave unto her husband.

Bat the father would listen to nothing of
this sort. He said that no outsider should
i f with his aftaire, and thereupon
attempted to seize bis daughter’s arm with
a view of draggiog her from the car.

The husband thereupon arose and said to
the father, “I respect you for the relation-
ship which happens to exist between us, but
you must remember that this lady is my
wife, and if you lay your hands in violence
upon her you will do so at your peril.”

There was a sensation for a moment; the
train was about to move, and the detective
said to his employer, “We had better
leave.”

They did leave. The train swept on, and
a roseate curtain lifted on the old yet ever
new drama of “Two souls with but a single
thought.”

“That woman,” whispers my wife to me,
“is the greatest fool I ever saw.”

I asked her reason for this strange con
olusion.

She replied thue: “Why, you see, she had
two offers of marriage, one from a rich man
who was able to indulge ber in everything,
the other from a tailor, and if there is any-
thing on earth I do despwse it is a tailor.
True, the rich man was older than the
tailor, but what of that! What do sensible
women care for age in their husbands, if
they have plenty of that which makes life

to dissppoint my fellow clerks, I would
have abandoned all theughts of going. She
said there was no need of my remaining
on her account, as she would spend most of
the time during my absence at her mother’s,
and felt assured that a few days of sea air
and sea bathing wounld do me good. Being
careless about the matter it was late be-
fore I got away, and when I arrived at
the steamboat wharf the Lady of the Lake,
with a gay party of excursionists on board,
was just starting down the bay.

I, of course, bad to return home, and
when I reached the dear spot where my
treasure was, the gentle Cora began to
laugh at me. She said I had accused her of
being superstitious, but it was evident now
that I was quite as superstitious as she, if
nof more so. She had been deterred from
going by a dream; I, by the shadow of &
dream, a dream dreamed by another.

I told her there was no superstition in the
matter; I would have gone had I not been
about half a minute too late, and I would
yet go on the morrow and meet the excur-
sionists at their island rendezvous.

At this she appeared to be somewhat
pleased. Fears acd superstitions, she oon-
siderately assured me, were well enough
for women, but they were not the stuff out
of which true men were made. Thongh
somewhat of & coward herself she did net
want a coward for a husband.

Acoordingly, I etarted bright and early
on Friday morning, and late in the after-
noon arrived at Cooney island. When I
got ashore I found plenty of strangers
there, but my treasury friends I was un-
able to discover. After wandering around
for some time I returned to the spot at
which I had landed an hour before, and
took my seat in front of the hotel. There
were three other persons sitting there, en-
joying the sea breeze and their cigars, and
as they were socially dieposed I soon joined
them in conv ti In g, at least,
they were as pleasant a trio as one would
choose to meet, and;in my peculiar situa-
tion, even less attractive companionship
would have been acceptable.

At length their conversation turmed on
games of chance, and atter some plausible
discussion they arrived at the solemn con-
clusion that life in this world is a mere
lottery; that the prizes and blanks are dis-
tributed less by merit than by chance, and
that all cial sp is essen-
tially gambling in its worst form, being
based on the desire of making gains at the
coet of others, and conducted, as far as poe-
sible, on principles of simul and de-
ception. As a sequel I was invited to take
a hand at a little game of draw, merely, as
was urged, to pass away the time. I said
that my acquaintance with the game was

lati

enjoyable and age endurable. With gh
of money a wife can command all that she
wants, and if the husband be old, she can

Hill, near the North Pennsylvania railroad,
and the young man, whose name was Har-
ris, appeared to be, not only a New Jersey
truck farmer, but a dealer, also, in agrionl-
tural implements, seeds, eto.

They had an interesting conversation
about fruit raising; how manures shouild be
kept under shelter, in order to prevent the
escape of ammonis, and how apple and
pear trees should be treated and cultivated,
The old gentleman stated that the tendency
of all cultivated fruits was to go back to
their original type, and that through the
step-mother process alone could fruit rais-
ing be made succeesful. The young quince
and the German eberesh were, he said, the
best foster-mothers of the apple and the
pear.

Arriving at New York we put up at the St.
Nichglas and during our stay in that city,
were greatly pleased with Central Park
aond other objects of interest. We, how-
ever, remained but a single day, for we
were both anxious to see that wonder of
the world, the Falls of Niagars. The trip

look the to the independ and
honors of widowhood.” .
I looked in ment on my wife. Such

sentiments from her lips sounded as
strangely to my ears as if she had indulged
in words of revolting profanity, and the
oruel suspicion arose that possibly the wo-
man I had made mine tor life was not as pure
and noble as I had fondly believed. Men-
tally I contrasted myself with the Richmond
tailor, and reluctantly concluded that my
wife’s notions of propriety were not of the
highest possible standard. There was a
sting in her remarks which was at once a
torture and s premonition. It rankled in
my breast and pointed to the poesibilities
of an unhappy future. I tried to shake off
the unpleasant impression, but found the
effort vain. A dark clond began to take
form above me, and I had not the heart to
inquire when it would descend.

‘We made no halt between New York and
Washington, and atter our arrival at the
latter place went directly to the heuse on
Capital Hill which I had rented and fur-
nished as & home. Thongh I had provided

everything I supposed necessary in ad-

ex 1 d, so limited, indeed, that
it would scarcely afford any amusement to
experienced players. But to this they re
plied that we all rest under a common obli-
gation to afford each other instruction and
amusement, and they trusted that in the
game pr d this obligation would be
faithfully carried out.

I, at length, with a sort of mental pro-
test, d to the prop , and we
thereupon retired to indulge in the myste-

ries of draw.
Seeing what we were about, the keeper of

the hotel got in front of me and shook his
head in a subdued, yet mysterions manner,
a8 if anxious that I should takesome hint
which he kept carefully hidden from the
others. I, bowever, thought it rather a
piece of impertinence than a kindness on
his part, and obstinently refused to inquire
into his hidden meaning.

The game was played for trifling stakes,
at first, and, as is frequently the case with
new beginners, I was wondrously in luck.
One of my companions jocosely remarked
that I could “go in on a shoe string and
draw a tanyard,” aud if my luck lasted I
would impoverish them all before the game
bad cloeed.

I langhingly observed that chance was

%o faorsish an for my
my temporary triumph, and would,

any cempunetions of conscienoe, have pook-
eted the losses of my three friends, had fate
80 decided. .
As the night advanced - the stake in-
oreased, and the game became more snd
more lively. The tide of my euncossses
turned, and with the ebb I lost, not only
all that I hed gained, but the whole of the
bundred dollars I bad taken with me to
mn.puud‘qyn-u-ntdmgny

absence.

It was just the dawn of day as the game
closed, and I felt, then and there, about as
misersble as any regsonable man can feel.
I remembered how I had left my young
wife for the purpose of epjoying » week of
selfish amusewent; how 1 had squandered
more than the savings of a month in & sin-
gle night, and how, without seeing the
friends I had come to join, I would be com-
pelled, practically, to beg wy way back to
Washington.

We had been drinking » good deal during
the night; and neither my brain ner stom-
ach acoepted the situation willingly. I
stretched myself on a bed and tried to
sleep, but remorse haunted my pillow, and
if Ilapsed into » temporary slumber the
game was cruelly revived and I was oon-
stantly attempting the impossibility of
beating fulls with flushes, and threes with

“:t length I arose unrefreshed, and going
“to the hotel keeper explained the condition
of my finances, and asked a loan on my
wateh till I conJd go to Washington and
return. He replied that the persons I had
played with were little better than sharpers;
that he had made signs to me not to play,
but I had failed to heed them, and now I
could enly hope to turn my experience to
socount in future transactions with

8.

“;.i’t‘: these practical remarks the worthy
landlord told me to put my watoch back
into my pocket, and he would advance me
the amount necessary to pay wy fare back
to Washington, which amount I could bring
back or send back by mail, se best suited
my convenience.

I accepted the momey tendered, heartily
thanked mine host, and taking the first
boat, steamed back toward home, chewing
the cud of sweet and bitter fancies. It was
but too apparent that my honeymoon bad
not turned out as satisfactorily as I had
hoped. Here I was, away from my wife
when I should be by her side; I had not so
full a confidence in her as I bhad on my
wedding dsy, and of my own foolish con-
duct I was beartily ashamed. The truth is,
I felt rather like a dull mourner at a fune"
ral than a fresh bridegrvom in the first
month of marriage.

It was after .dark when the steamer
landed at the Seventh street wharf, and I
had not a single nickle in my possession
with whioh to pay my fare in a street car
up to Pennsylvania avenue. I therefore
walked, moralizing on the way. But the
evening before I had all the money I re
quired; and I threw it away with a reckless
disregard of the proprieties; now I bad not
» cent, and the old adage, “‘a fool and his
money are soon parted,” seemed to frame
itself on my tongue and in my ears by some
invol 'y P a8 mysteri a8 un-
welcome. The nnpleasant iteration became
irksome. I tried to think of something
else, but the attempt was vain. The ha-
miliating accusation repeated itself, as if in
changeable letters it had becn written on my
brain by a demon’s hand.

In this frame of mind I approached the
most famous of the Washington avenues,
when I was startled by a slap upon my

shoulder. <
I looked up with commingled feelings of

anger and curiosity, but at once recognized
an old army friend, whose life I had the
good fortune to save at the battle of Get-
tysburg.

“Why, Bob,” said he, ‘‘what’s the matter
with you! Have you been attending your
respected mother-in-law’s funeral? Come,
cheer up, old boy; put a little oil in your
lamp and defy the foul fiend!”

“Well, James,” said I, *'I am really glad
to see you; but te tell vou the truth, I am
in no pleasant mood, and if I seek for the
causes I find myself chiefly to blame. Iam
on my way home, and so, without furthe:
pailey, bid you good evening.” :

“A good evening,” he repeated; I shall
have no evening, either good or bad, unless
itis spent with you. This, you must re-
member, is my birthday, and the man who
saved my lite must assist me in celebrating
what remains cof it. Come, you look sad.
Let us go to the restaurant over the way,
and there you must join me mm washing
down a little supper with some genuine
Kraog.”

astio friend wonld not take no for an an-
swer, and I was virtually compelled to let
him have his way. After we went to the
restaurant he had much to tell me about
his experiences since I had last seen him,
and what with patting oil in my lamp as
he advised, and li ing to the int ing
details he farnished, I soon became forget-
ful of my own troubles, and joined some-
what heartily in his birthday celebration.
It was after midnight when our revel
losed and we d, he to seek his
botel and I my new home on Capital Hill.
I found after I started that I had been
drinking altogether too much. My brains
and my legs were both confused. Capital
Hill seemed higher than it ever was before,
and the streete had a thousand short turns
I bad not previously observed. I began to
get diegnsted with Capital Hill. It was
not the airy, comfortable retreat I had
fondly dreamed ot. It required too much
climbing to get to it, and was altogether
too far away from the Treasury building,
where my businees specially called me.

strivisg
,énd truth , I enjoyed | light.
lack of ekil) to sey, .

I tried to excuse myself, but my enthusi-

you must be hq’.b‘hbi'_;.l‘wlhn. o\

1 band to my forebead and mea- .
un:::;-{na whetber 1 was_ indeed be- '
coming orasy. Thas I saw what I supposed
10 be a-light in my wife’s room I felt cer-
tain, but in sy half tipey condition I held it
to be just possible that I had been be-
guiled by some more distant jet of gas; for
whit possible resson conld my darling
Cora have for attempting to deceive me in
so trifiing » matter? The thing was lu-
cidly reasoned ous. Cors was sober and
I had been drinking. Cora was right and X
‘was wrong.

“Well, darling,” ssid I, “be kind enough
to light the gas; I have a long story to telk
you, and the truth is,am weary and wish
for rest.”

“Ag to the gas,” said Cors, ““there isn't a
single match in the house to light it with.”
“Not a matoh!” I replied. “Why, there
was a full box whea I left.”

«] know there was,” said Cors, “but ) 4
undertook to make a little fire in the stove
this morning and the whole box became
ignited and was destroyed.”

Against such circumstantial testimony I
could maintain no farther doubta, so I con.
cluded to divest myself of my clothing, in
my old bachelor fashion, without the bee-
fit of a light, and get to bed as best I
oould.

Prooceeding to carry out this deliberate
intent with as much speed as possible, k
was at length startled by moaning sounds
uttered by my wife, who sppeared to be
terribly in pain.

“What is the matter, darling!” I asked as
tenderly as possible, for it ocourred to me
that her delicate sensibilities had been
wounded by my untimely return, and the
too evident traces of dissipation I had
found it impoesible ta conceal.

“] can not imagine what the matter is,”
she replied, “but my poor stomach is tor-
tured by the most painful cramps that ever
mortal woman felt. O, such terrible gripes!
1 shall die unless I get relief.” i
The dangeroud illness of my dear Cora,
which I possibly had provoked, and the
poignant sense of my own unworthiness,
which grew sharper snd sharper, as my
brain threw off its inebriate delusions, op-
preesed me with combined emotions of
sadness and of shamie. I pictured to myself
the compunottions of comscience I should
have felt had my darling wife sickened and
died during my cruel absence; and ber sup-
‘pressed moans, as they fell upon wy ear,
furnished all the startling shadows which -
the picture needed.

“What can I do for my precious Cora?” L
Iinquired; for I was sadly ignorant of the
ways and wants of womankind and waited
for any suggestion she might make. >

Through ber sobs and groans she replied:
“Go to the drug store at the next cormer
and get a bottle of Hoffman’s anodyne; it's
an excellent medicine and I'm sure it will
do me good.”

As » dutiful husband I hastened to com-
ply. But baste sometimes defeats itself.
The procees of putting on my clothes, of
which I had previously divested myself,
was no easy one in the umlighted room.
Through mistake I thrust one leg into the
sleeve of a garment which proved to be s
coat, and I made other errors at which on
any other occasion I might have been
amased. At length, however, the job was
ended, and keeping time to my C.ra’s
moans I started for the precious anodyme.

My clothes did not seem to fit me as well
as usual, but that was not surprising, con-
sidering the manner in which I had thrust
them on., With such haste as I could make
1 descen the unlighted stairway, passed
out into the dimly lighted street and pro-
ceeded to the drug store.

After ringing et the bell for some time the
druggist app d in no pl th and
asked me what I wanted.

I told him.

Thereupon he proceeded to light a six-foot
burner, and the sudden glare of the gas had
at first & blinding eftect upon my eyes.

When the medicine was procured I asked
the price and thrust my hand into my dexter
pocket, forgetfal of the fact that I had not &
oent of money there. While thus engaged
I approached the light and was startled at
the metamorphosis I had aseumed. My
clothee, which had been of a sober, grayish
tint, had unexpectedly turned into a fask-
ionable black, and from being a close fit,
had strangely become amplified in their di-
mensions. I began to ask myself if I were
myself, or somebody else, who had imposed
himself upon me and mysteriously assumed
my personal identity. To the button-hole
of my derk silk vest a heavy gold fob-chain
was attached, and ticking patiently at the
other end was what appeared to be a splen-
did watch. At this respectable outfit I
was as mneh‘lnrpriud as if, on some fine
morning, I had awakened from deep sleep
and found mv shoulders decorated with a
pair of angel’s wings.

The druggist, having observed my sur-
prised inspection of my dress, eaid: “What
is the matter, Mr. Blank! You appear to
be masquerading in some other person’s
clothes. I thomght you were away on a
fishing exoursion.”

“Whether I am myself or somebody else,
and whether these clothes are mine or some-
body else’s matters little to me and nothing
to you. If people would only mind their
own business there would be less trouble in
this world.”

Proceeding with my self-inspection, I dis"
covered a plethorio pocket book in the
breast pocket of the ooat I had on, and on
opening it, found I had been wondertully
mistaken a0 t0 my financial standing. In
the pocket book were carefully deposited
five treasury notes of the denomination of
$1000 each; also, four $500 notes, and several

Staggering homeward in an teady, de-

smaller denominations, making in all the
pectable sum of $7920.

sultory manner, I at length approached my
residence, and, to my surprise, saw a light
in the room supposed to be ocoupied by my
wite. Poesibly she felt lonely; poesaibly
she was unwell. At any rate the light was
there, whatever its significance.

Having a latoh key, I quietly opened the
front door and ascended the steps to the
matrimonial chamber, feeling the while in
a serious moed of self-condemnation, and
striving to frame some satisfactory exouse
for my appearance at such an hour and in
such a plight.

Tapping lightly at my wife’s door I
awaited an answer.

“Who's there }” was the ery from within.

“Itis I, my dear,” I replied, trying to get
my voice into & reasonably tender and do-
mestic tone.

Atter a little hesitation the door wae
opened, and with a fow words sabout my
unexpected return, I was weloomed back
with a kiss into utter darkness.

“Why did you put out the light ¥’ I in-

quired.
*‘Pat out the light!” she P d. “Why

8till turning from one to another com-
partment of the pocket book, my eyes fell
upon a new surprise. It was a perfumed
and tinted note addressed to Colonel
in my Cora’s well known and delicate ohi-
rography.

I was not in & mood to stand upon cere-
monies, and though it was perhapa not alto-
gether the right thing for a husband to read
& note addressed to another by his wife, I
desperately conocluded to add to the num-
ber of my offenses by perusing the contents
of this tinted missive. A spirit of recklese.
ness was upon me. I would read, though
my‘eyes should be thereafter blinded for-
ever.

The note ran thus:

X CariTar Hiny,
g Fo.229 — street, May 21, 1869,
My D CoLONEL—Come and see me;
I am 50 lonesome. My poor fool of & hus-
d, whom I am heartily
y gone away fishin,
:d‘l. h:n thought hw’ elov‘orfﬁrw.ou'lm
uring o

Py Ry A
1 will be less

convenient mask of m
Pposed than formerly, and our stolen in-




