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A Young Man's Adventures,

NLY twenty-one, with a good educa-

tion, and five thonsand dollars in my
possossion, 1 felt like taking the world
easy for n short time before settled upon a
profession, as 1 had not yet made up my
mind what to be, a doctor, & lawyer, or an
editor, and 1 did not think there was any
need to be ina hurry. I wanted to secn
little of life, and my experience at Yale
College, among some of the madcaps there,
biad given me a strong desire to venture
into the great world beyond. -

Walter Brainard, my especinl chum, a
native of Daltimore, suggested that we
ghould ‘“do New York" for a week or so,
on his way home for the vacatiop, 1 closed
with the proposal at once. 1 had never vis-
ited the great motropolis, and was anxious
to do so ; but he had been there often, and
was well sequainted. He promised to show
mo ‘‘the ropes.” Hodid. Let menot an-
ticipate. I will merely premise that most
people who undertaketo * do™ New York
generally get “done.”” 1 was not an ex-
oeption.

We took the night boat from New Haven,
and arrived without accident, in fine feath-
er, and propared for sport. 1 merely took
with me a small carpet-bag, containing a
change of clothes and a fow necessary arti-
cles, and about eight hundred dollars.

In one week I got rid of five hundred
dollars, fell in love, and got into a terrific
fight. We Yale boys rather pride ourselves
on our ““musele.”” You will admit T was
expeditions enough. The way I fell in
love waa this i—

Walter was acquainted with the proprie-
tor of & popular newspaper, who gave him
an invitation, and permission to bring a
friend; to & grand party he was about to
give at his clegant mansion on Columbia
Avenue, Brooklyn. The guests were ex-
pected to come in fanoy ecostumes, and
there was to be private theatricals and
dancing and a great supper.

Heé took me'to a costumer in Walker
Btreet—I think that was' the name—and
we selocted our costumes. He chose the
dress of a cardinal ; I that of & cavalier of
the reign of Charles 1L of England. I had
rather a good figure, and I was anxious to
. show it to advantage,

The night came, and wo went, The
large parlors were thronged with & most
brilliant assemblage. Thero was every
conceivable character represented, and the
elite of theliterati of New York were there.
Walter introduced me to & number of no-
talies, who mther dazsled my youthinl ig-
nofinoe without creating any very insting
impression, and I accidentally made tho ac-
quaintance of & young lady dressed aa
“Bpring,” who took my heart eaptive in
a quarter of an hour,

In n short time we were conversing to-
gother as freely as if we had known each
other for years, Thers i not much cere-
mopy or roserye botween oeighteen amd
twenty-one. We exchanged confidences,
I told her my name and residonce, and in
return she informod me that her name was
Edith Nones. 8ho made hér homa with a
married sister, whose husband owned »
large conl mine at Beranton, Pennsylvania.
At present, however, she wus stopping
with an sunt who lived in Cottage Place,
New York city. Bhe gave me an invita-
tion to eall upon her, which T'gladly scoep-
ted. 1was desperstely smitten with her,
and fancied she was mther pleased with
ma. 3

I devoted

wlllﬂtn Im'ltu-tln entire
evening, escorting her to the supper-table,
doing the gallant in overy possible way.
Blie left before wedid. The aunt was

'h“W' & el iR

* It's about time,"" ho answered. %

!

goetting slow.  8ay, old boy, 1 think yon've
made an improssion,*’

““ Pghaw "' I returned, and T felt that 1
was blushing like n green girl

“‘Nioce gir), that Edith Nones," he rat-
tled on hiscareless way, ‘‘ a good eateh too.
1 have been making some  inguiries about
her ; gob some money—eghe and her sistor
oame in for about fifty thousand between
them, a% the old man's death. Go in and

win I"*

We went home together—that s, when
I say ' home," T mean to the room we oc-
cupied at the International—in very good
spirits,

I called the next afternoon upon Edith ;
found her alone in a cosey little parlor that
looked out upon s garden—rathor a rare
thing to find in New York;had a long
chat with her upon indifferent subjects,
and left her with my good opinion strength-
ened, and feeling strongly inclined to adopt
Walter's advice, and try to win her, Thes-
itated n little over this important step, as
I did not think I hind seen sufficient of life
to settle down into a sober married man,
The free-and-casy life I had been leading
for the last few days had been very exhilar-
ating, and I wanted 1o have a little more
of it. I got it, with a vengeance, that vory

nhwt.

alter had picked up a friend, a sallow-
complexioned man, with plercing dark
eyes, and splendid black hair and full beard
apparently about thirty years of age, who
went by the name of Parks. Ho was very
gontlemanly, had delicate white hands,
and wore & profusion of rings. One of
them, on the little finger of the right hand,
was a pecalinr seal ring, with some device
cut upon the stone. I remember one day
trying to examine thisring, but he would
not lot me, tuming the stone inside his
hand, with some playful remark about
curiosity, Ofcourse I did not press it,
but the circumstanco strock me as being
n little odd at the time. Whero Walter
picked this man up I donot know, but I
noticed that whenever we were in his
ecompany our steps were invariably directed
to some haunt of vice.

On the night in question he introduced
us into the most fashionable and frequent-
ed gambling house in the city. A marble-
front building, with plate-glass doors, with
& very oconspicuous gold number upon
them and fitted up in what might truly be
called s “palatial” style. After passing
through the long corridor and two doors,
which opened slowly, as if the entrance
was vigilantly guarded, though I saw mno
one but & couple of very sedats-looking
colored men, andup & flight of stone steps
we emerged into s hall, resplondent with
gas chandaliers, plate-glass mirrors, long
tables, and elegant sideboards, covered
with decanters of cholce wines and dalnty
littlo baskets holding the most fragrant
Havana cigars.

The room was comfortably full, and
“faro” snd “roulette’” were In full opers-
tion, but every thing was conducted in a
quiet and orderly manner. Attentive black
waiters, in snowy white jackets, flitted
nolselessly about, supplying the gamesters
at the table with liqguors and: cigars. To
my inexperienced eyes it was like a scene
from fairy land. We took a drink—the
best Madeira I ever tasted—aa a prelimina-
ry, and then watched the progress of the
game. [ was leaning over the chair of an
old fellow, who appeared to have been play-
ing a vigerous gnme, and with mther poor
sucoess. He looked likea drover from the
West, being much more oconrsely dressed
than those around him, and his features
bore evidence of having been exposed to
rather rough weather, He had a pile of
round pleces of {vory, of sbome kind of boue
with & red ring round the edge, and ' » red
figure § in the centre, before him, and be
kept pincing them on different cards that
were fastensd to s green doth—ons of
sach demomination in the pack—whilst
the dealer, opposite, was fliding other cards
from a square silver box, justlarge encngh-
to hold & pack, nnd contrived in some man-
nor 80 28 t0 pass but one eard at & time.

' ml' W mu w 'M.
“ That's what they call ‘bucking agsinst
m. 'k‘r" " '

1 anked him whero they kept the ' tiger,"
and he gave me sn lodesoribable 1ser ax
he answered ;

4 Just you stake ten dollars on
those cards, and you'll feel oh.:r

“Yea'" nald the cld, llow,
hoard us, looking up in my face—he
just staked his last fvory chip
“ghat’s 50, noighbor. This ere fighting the
tiger is the surest thing out.” fa4

“How sure 7 Luaked, in surprise, .

“The more you put down the less you'll

¢

o up,' was his snwwer. |
: at me o a ghastly, cadsver-
>

ous sort of o manner, got up, made a bee-

line for & decanter labelled * whisky,” pour-
ed ont a generous portion into n glass, and
drank it off ns if it had been B0 much wa-
ter, then quictly walked out of the room.
A wholo moral lesson ngainst gambling
could not have had more effect upon me at
the time, than these fow quaint words. 1
rocognized their point at onee, and resolved

that I would put down nothing. Parks ap- |

peared vory much chagrined at this de-
termination upon my part, though I wns at
a loss to understand why it should trouble
him, ns my losses or gaine would not effect
his pocket ; yet that it did trouble him was
quite apparent even to my unsophisticated
oyes.

Finding that I was resolutely bent upon
abstaining from the game, and that Walter
was of tho same inclination, under some
pretext or other ho got us ont of the gam-
bling house and into Broadway again.

Our next stopping place was in some
privato supper rooms down n basement.—
We had stopped at several saloons on the
way, and drank in each. My brain was
reoling under the effects of thesesaumerous
potations, and, literally speaking, 1 was
full of the “old Harry' —I did not eare a
tinker's old ssuce-pan whether “school
kept or not,” Like a great many other
young men, fresh to city life, I was in fora
“high old time"—and I had it.

At the supper rooms Parks found a
friend, » small, dapper-looking man, with
curly brown hair, and a splendid moustache
—in fact a splendid-looking fellow, with a
Jovial manner, and a rakish appearance al-
together—a man that, if I had been por-
fectly sober, I should have avoided as o
dangerous character—one of those elegant
human panthers who are always ready to
pounce upon verdant young men from the
country. 1 took him for a jolly good fel-
low on that occasion, and fraternized with
him at once. Parks introduced him to
us under the name of Bhirley, and whis-
pered confidentially in my ear that he "'was
one of the bloods'—belonged to one of the
first families in the city. I felt rather proud

of the honor of knowing this young man.,

We exchanged tokens of mutual csteem
before we parted.

Parks bad been badgering me all the
evening about my timidity in refusing to
play at *furo,” and asked me if I could
play *““eveorlasting,” in that sarcastie, taun-
ting manner so extremely annoying to
young men just taking their first experi-
ence of life, and who wish to be thought
very worldly wise. I told him that I conld
not only play ‘‘everlasting,” but that 1
would bet him fifty dollars that 1 could
beat him thres out of five games of ‘‘eu-
chre.”” He accopted at once, and we all
sat down to cards in a private room—which
appeared to have been expressly arranged
for the purpose—Walter and I partners
against Parks and Bhirley.

More liquor was ordered, and we ocom-
menced the game. Shirley dealt, and I was
sober emough to see that he manipulated
the cards with hus dainty white flogers in a
very dexterous and skillful manner. IHe
was evidently an old band at tho business.
We lost the firet hand ; I dealt for the sec-
ond, andwe won it. Parks dealt next,
and 1 observed that e handled the cards
in precisely the samé manper that Bhirley
did, and on the lstle finger of his right
hand, as he threw off the cards, glistened
the pecullar seal ring be wore—a large
stono of blood color, with some devico
oprved upon it 1 bent over, (witha strange
ouriosity forwhich I cannot meconnt) antd
glanced at the device upon the stame. He
drew hig hand quickly away, with an an-
gry look, and turned the stone to the palm
of his hand, as ho had done omon before ;
but my eyes had been too guick for him.
I had deciphered the insription ; it was an
initial formed by the two capital letters A
and B twisted coriously together.

“What doss A B stand for " 'I asked,
rasher enjoying his annoyanee, and detoer-
mined to Jet him know that I had deeu the
inscription despite bis precautions.

“ Axy Booy I' he fnswered, shortly.

»

!ﬁ'
=

] The Hguor with which I had been plied
made me balligerent.

I nceusad Parks of the cheat : he denied
it indignantly. I started up suddenly and
canght him by the arm, and an ace fell out
of hisright sleove. He grew furious at this
detection, applied some opithet which I did
| not relish, and I knocked him down.—

Bhirely sprang to his feet, and drow a revol.
vor upon me ; before he could fire, Walter
selzed o tumbler from the table and hurled
it at him. It took effect between his eyes,
and Bhirley erashed down to the floor, the
revolver exploding in the fall,

“The quicker we get out of this tho bet-
tor,” cried Walter.

I was decidedly of his opinion. He made
a bolt for the door, and I followed him.—
We mot a waiter hurrying along the* pas-
sage.

HWhat's tho matter ' he asked, sleepi-
ly. It was past one o'clock,

‘{Nothing," answered Walter, coolly.—
“One of our party, a little over the bay,
dropped his revolver. They will settle in
there—we're going home,"

The waitor grinned, he ovidently know
that we were a couple of pigeons who had
been well plucked. We saantered through
the passage licsurely, though our hearts
were beating, but the moment we got upon
the pavement above, in the open air, we
turned down the first corner, into a by-
street, and made good spesd toward our
hotel.  'We did not hold much conversation
until we reached the Internatiomal, and
then, safe in our own room, with the door
locked, we held a consultation over “‘the
situntion,'

“ We have got into a very bad scrape,”
began Walter, dolefully.

“1t looks like it,"' I answered in the
same key.

1 wonder if T killed that fellow?'" he
continued, thonghtfully.

1 should not be surprised,” 1 returned.
“It was a heavy cut-glass tumbler; it
struck him full in tho forehead ; I saw the
blood spirt as he fell.”

“Teoll yon what, old boy, we must get
out of this as soon as passible. Got any
place where you counld hide away for o
short time '

After o moment’s reflection I answered,
i 'x'e‘. "

“You see,” continued Walter, *they
couldn't prove much against us any way, as
Parks was non-compos—thint was a sclentif-
icrap you gave him—before I hit this—
what's his name—Bhirley, only they can
put us under bonds, and worry us; so we
had better get out of the city before they
catch us. Idow’t think they will make
much of a hunt for us, and I will try to
compromise matters with Parks, and the
affuir will soon blow over. Where do you
think of going—home "

“By no means,” 1 answered, quickly ;
“that is just where they would bo likely
to lovk for me, I shall goto Boranton. in
Peonnsylvania.”

““Got some friends there ?

(N Yuli

'“The very thing, The depota are near
togethor—or that is to say where you start
from, for you will have to take the forry-
boat to Elisabethport. I'll show you the
way, and soe you off,"”

We laid down In our elothes for an hour
or so, for it was already near daylight, then
packed oir darpet-bags, setiled our bill at
the hiotel; and getting into an omnibus,
were whirled down to the Battery. Wal-
tor saw me on the liitle steamer, pghook
hands, snd we parted ; it was quite a time
before I saw him again,

When Walter had asked me if [ had
anywhers to go, the Idea had suddenly
flashied through my mind that I would go
to Berantan, 1t was Edith Nones' home,
and I need scarcoly admit that she was the
magnot that attracted me thither, Bho
had told me, during my visit. to Cottage
Plaoce, that she expeoted to return homa in
aday ortwo. What I purposed by this
unauthorized visit ls beyond my power to
say. 1 merely feit an irresistible desire to
be near hor, to gase upon her, drink In the
loveliness of her features, bask In the sun-
shine of her eyes, and listen 1o the melody
of her volce.

Beated In the cars, Iulled by the monoto-

no material injury, and had eseaped with a
few bruises and a good shaking up. Oth.
ors woro not 50 fortunate, and many har-
rowing sights met my gaze as I surveyed
tho scene of disaster. Lot me omit the de-
tails—T have no taste for horrors.

Two of the cara—the rear ones—by somo
defoet in the rail, had been thrown from the
track. The one in which I was had been
pretty well smashed up ; the other, which
had remained beside the track, and had
not been thrown down the embankment,
was not seriously damaged. Cries of alarm,
amongst which I recognized femaale volces
proceeded from it. 1 hastened to the nasis-
tance of the inmates. 1 clambered up the
steps, and forced open the deor, which had
got wedged together some way, and handed
ont the affrighted women and children,—
The last lady that came pgave a glad
start of surpriso as [ assisted her out,
and my astonislhunent was so great that 1
nearly dropped her. She was Edith Nones.

I could but think it a singular cirenm-
stance that she, who had occupied such a
prominent place iu my thoughts during
the journey, should, have been upon the
train unknown to me,

“Why, Mr. VoVeigh,” she exclaimed,
“ is it you ?"'

As T could not deny it, I did not attempt
to. Indeéd I vover wasat such a loss for
words in my life,

* What in the world brings you hore #"
she continued, as I remained silent, trying
to think what plausible motive I ecould jo-
vent for my journey.

I stammered out somothing about having
a strong curiosity to visit the coal regions
and inspect their wonders. Bhe gave me
an arch glance out of her soft, dove-like
eyes, and I had a strong suspicion that she
more than half suspected the truth. I
blushed to my very temples, and sttempted
to turn the conversation by speaking of the
frequency of milroad accidents at the timoe.

“If you are morely sight-seeing among
our hills," began Edith, when we were
once more on our way, “‘I trust you will not
refuse to make my sister's house your stop-
ping-place while you remain, I need
scarcely assure you that any friend of mine
will be made welcome.”

“If you count me among your friends
already,” I returned, “I shall most, cer-
tainly accopt your kind {nvitation.!

The rich blood glowed ruddily in her
cheeks, and she turned awsy her head un-
der pretence of looking out of the chr win-
dow ; but she did not sppear to be dis
pleased, which I took as encouraging. I
certainly was very far gone, and 1 could
not help showing it.

“You will find my sister very amiable,"
she said, after a slight pause, resuming the
conversation ; “and Mr. Briscoe, her hus-
band, is a most genial gentleman. It was
a love-match between them, and though
they have been married six years, they are
more like s pair of lovers now than & mar-
ried couple.”

 Have they any children?’ T asked, casually,

Y No ; they have lost two—and that seems
to draw them nearer to each . other,'" re-
ponded Edith.

“Ira Bristdo was quite a poor man when
Hermina married him,"” Edith wont on
with charming confldence, *“and our folks
thought 1t mther a poor match for her,
thinking, with her money, she might have
looked higher, and found soite ono better
than a bard-working overséer of @& coal
mine ; but alkie had known him from a boy
~—he was her heart’s cholog, and as shio was
her own mistress,no one could gainsay her,
The marriage was the making of him, and
he is not ashamed to own it. I haye often

heard him say ho owed all to his wife.—
They say now he is worth a hundred thous-
and dollars ; and ho has pald Hermina back
what sho ndvanced, and her property ls all
in ber own name"

I conceived & great admiration for this
Mr. Ira Briscoe, and was anxious to make
his sequaintance. I like these men who
carve oub their own fortunes,

Y Mr, Briscoe comes of & hard-working
maot, 1 presume 1" 1 observed.

“Perhaps he does,™ "refurned Edith,
“hut he seems to bo the only one of the
raco who has lnherited the fhmily virtue,”

“How so?"" I asked, In surprise, * Yas
he relatives '’

“Ong only, & brother—an elder brother

~tha pet of tod ont

“Doss be Tive in Boranton? I wiked,
o TR NS e iy e
| "0, nl; 1o tven tn New York aiiy. Mo
ia & stock broker,o of that s
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