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ANS CARD,.

eapest.

APP &SON,
Surgeons,

IkQN J STREET,
Ovi i p ois p me STUBS,

XNitrhmas, La.
P3ICE O0A5 PL7Y JDEDCCSD.

AL? tmpp'a aj ence 0of forty-
'~iPm hia capable of per-

hel. a~t beatiful and durable
ege em at pries to aesommuo-

Sm,, rpheigr p h•-sn e door and

luasrsaros Mora Wass and
ll i se an improvement on

-f r sale by all druggists.

IF. elmaucatos., AGaET,
ml ly New Orleans, La.

ALL GOODS DELIVERED

Free of Charge,
- ix-

Madisonville, Mandeville
and Covington.-

-BY-

MAX BEER&Co
" lea can" street,

* New Orleans. La.

PWhea you #o to New Orleans. the irst
placeto visit s MAX BEEBL & O. They
are right opposite wh :re the Lake ears
stop, and as they deliver paskages free
of charge to your home, end sell all Cot-
tons, Plantation Goods. etc., at Mann-
f•cturers' Prices, every one in the purish•
buys from them. Look well and see that
you go to the right place. as you can

arve money by buying g.•ods from them.
Write for samples, and compare them
wAth others, as that will couayaee you
low cheap they sell at

18-jM BEER 6 CO.,
1... ' .. Canal street ........ 163

NEW ORLEANS, LA.

J. THOMSOf & BRO:.,
Impoeters and Dealers in

Csae sand Wagon xakers
Mariterial,

And mana ctwures t

LUerr CAuasGn ARN Srano We aoNs

AUR t reasonle pices.

a.Uasm * e•athI mpart .et,
" Be we Ommon end Gravier.

' NEW. ORLEAN8. LA.
andry (hde BRsires Prompt Attention.

JOS. SIEGIRB,
5BER SALOON -AND RESTAU-

RANT.
1'NQ. 8 loyal street,

New Osleams, Lu.

•,•DQIUARTERS OF ST. TAM-
MANY AND WASHING-

TON PARISHES.
The eboioest of Wines, Liquors and

Cigag sontasntly on hand. and the best
and eoelest Beer in the lty. Vustomerb

a•terly. attended to. se*p1i

LOUISIANA .-
State IIalversity

S-AND-
ium&L AND NIeCAN.

ICAL COLLUSE

tp eat session of this lastitatio

January 8d, 1881,
And eoses July 4th. 188L

~3UTl INSTRUCTION BY AN ABLE
d epearieneed Faculty, in the usual
deailats studies. Cadets will have

abos of Oear sousss-Clahsiail. Meien-
il., A•rieultural end Meeh.aiosl. No

fees ebhaed. There is an an-
ee of Atfve dotllr. Total eharges

l s1Bas, is.o the Uivesrdity, nine-
tern dollass per mnth.

Ca4d. upona entering the tnlversity,
s~h beig aeiged to quarters or
S~. e npaimery , three months there.

&I kw shall predsetto the President the
reeeipt for thee months'

adv•e Cadet shall be re-
.1 rd to purebhse theirewn tesbtooh,
semduatLu uSie tesmlves with sat.rl-w t ied te ethe L~rui

-,"t hi.sadss
Al X aisllrl, pi

FEET OF SIZE.
L.

Take them up tenderly,
Lift them with care-

Fashioned so sleundrly,
A beautiful pair.

Look at those number "twelves,"
A sight of themselves!
Made from two or hides-

The trahh shall I tell?
Made for a young bride.

For a Terre HaIte belle.

Touch them not scornfilly,
Think of her mourafuly,

Who has to wear them,
To naught on land or sea,
Under the canopy.

Can we compare them.

How were her father's feet?
How were her mother's?

How were her sister's feet?
How were her brother's?

What had the maiden done,
That she should merit it!

Was it a judgment?
Or did she inherit it?

Alas, for the rarity
Of Christian charity-

Scaroer than pearls;
Oh, it was pitiful.
To see a whole city- full

Of big-footed girs.

Ah, those huge bridal shoes.
Look at their soles!

Laces like clothes lines,
Pass through the holes.

Take them up gently,
. Lift them with care-

Fashioned so slenderly,
A beautiful pair!

If such were her slippers.
What were her sLogn?

Fabrics of leather.
Like two haratogas!

Droves of horned catb le,
Wnilej ,sing around,

Lookit her brogans.
And paw up the grouu'L

BIellowmag all tee wuile,
Knowing full well,

The leather required
Fors Lerre It ute belle.

She has gool understanding.
That's •aorally certain;
or touting as proper.
Ho let's drop the curtain,

And pledge in a bumper,
tWith proper solemnity,

A health to the fair bride's
'e.is extremity.

THE WIFE'S SECRET.

"Can I bear it? ' asked George
Cbhetertield' wile of her own heart,
ta she knelt by the but, her arms
,ipon it, her laeo hidden upon them.
'tau I near it-can 1 bear it ?"
Then her own heart auswered:

"'You can, for if he does not love
you, you love him." And she arose
anid sood beside her baly's cradle.

That morning a letter had been
brought to her-an anonymous let-
ter, accompanied by a packet. The
letter ran thus:

Madam-A friend who does not
wish to see you smposed upon senld
you thetse to show you bhat a man
may be. They have been stolen
from the person to whom they we~e
written, but the good intention
sanctihes the means used to further
it. A WEV..-Wsaxtu.

The wife of two ears read tihiu
anti had opened the packet. There
she found love letters written to
some woman addressed to O.ivia
and dated one year before her own
marriage-.etters that told of a pas-
sion warmer than it was pure, for
she who had awakened it was evi
dently' a wife-setteers such as
(torge Cliestertield had never
written to the wtmap who now read
them. Fo lowing them camne this,
dated on the very day beore their
weading:

Dcas Ouvn. Dzaaaer Oruvru-I
shall write no more to yo. Isl sh
never say a word of love to you
again, for I am about to place my-
self in ia position which wakes at
,uy duty to appear to forget you. I
as to be married to-morrow. I
have done this to tear myself more
compietely from you. You have
often told me that I should. You
are right. A wan in love can not
trust bimselL For ma sake-and
may I say for your sake, aluo,
Olnivia?- have taken this step.

Of coarse I it not. love this girl;
but she is a pare, good woman, and
I respect her. They call her beau-
tiful, but only your face can be
beautiful to my eyes.

Itries before my eyes as I ay
adieu. It will haunt we alwavs.
but here I part from it. Farewell-
farewell, as though I were dying.
Perhapa in hesuan wp. may we• t

again, ad thre we shil be all in
,ai. oeerk ether. emars forwer,

Helen Chesterfield read this
through, knew it to be genuine, aud
cried out in her great agony: "Oh,
why did I not die p•pin that happy
wedding night? Why did I live
for this?"

Then for two long hours she
knelt beei le her pillow, struggling
with herself, struggling until at last
her own heart gave her the answer
we have already written down:

"Yes, you can bear it, for though
he doem not love you, you still love
him."

Then the poor wife tore into frag-
anents those passionate love letters

itud that final one which seemed
ete death wound-the whole cruel

packet that had brought her as,
nach woe-aud burned them

an the hearth, and vowed that while
,he lived hei husband should never
unow that she had read thetam.
"For he has not deceived me,"

she said to herself. ''He has been
true to me, honorable to me. That
ue has been surely wounded should
uo' wake me hate hieu, and he shahl
never know, it I can neip it, how I
ulffer. Helb .dways kind-oh, (eod,

pity me !-always kind, that must
sutlice we me

An.l she met him, with her babe
in her arms, as c.umly as she parted
horn him.
He n ver taw the great change

in her. He never knew that from
tflat hour Ilfe leot tsO beauty for her;

tuat even the brightness of love lot
.er babe had tfaied, becausee shei
anew that its father had not loved
ner.

People called the Chesterfields a
sAappy couple. Womeu envied her.
ior he seemed a model husband.
She locked her skeleton careful.:
,ip, and gitve no one a peep at it.
Yearn dew by. Two other babies
o . t the place of the tirst baby.

ieorge Chesterfield grew rich. Sihe
tad helped him to bLecoutte s 1.3
,e ugatity and useefulneua, an.l now
it wste a pleasure to give her the
.ueans of doing good among the
poor. Helen Chestertield's carriage..
,:as oftener found waiting at thei
lour of some wretched tednment

,touse than those of her fakionablel
friends. One day a woman in the
most wretched haunt into which she
carried her pure presence spoke to
tier of another lying ill in the next
room.

"'She been a and, ma' am," she
said, "but lhe's coutue dowt. dreadlul.
I thinlk you'd d. het good."

And telen Chetertiehl fdollowed
iier auto a room, where. upon a bed
.ay the wreek. of the louveliest woma
*an whom Helen's eve had ever rest-
.,i-a blonde, with black eyes, and
w•.lse golden hair swept over her
pillow down to the floor as she lay
-a creature with white hauns and
snowy throst, but with "hlst"
stamnped upon her features as thogh
it aint been written there.

She looked sat le.en angrily.
"'MUle tracts '?" she asked si a harsI,
ruined voice. "F'ake thew, awav
thel. It's too late for them with

But Helen was not one of those
who satisfy starving wretchedness'
M.tas, ere sods. What she said
or did hardly matters. It wai what
was mout I.eedetd. No pha -ia.c.l
pride made her shrink from con-
eact •ith a ;allen sister. There

as f iod and wine and decent lineni
in that poor room hefore many
hours passed; and she did not e•erl
ask the woman's name. It matter-
ed not who she was ,t Helen. She
suffered-this was enough for char-
Sty.

So for days and days she minuis-
tered to this poor creature, who
grew to yearn for her conming; who
prayed her to stay longer when she
caume, bus who often looked at her
in a strange way, quite unaccount-
able to Helen; who sounetimues be-
gan tc speak and paused sad said:
"Another time," as uouah 5 ae post-
poned some conference-in the story
of he life, perhaps. Only Uoas
kinow what it might be.

So the autism : wore away Win
tert came anl went; and in the
spring the I.ttle lite in that pool
reataue's breast was saoulderiag
ut. It uetied right to tell her au;

buat the task was a woeful one.
She sat beisie her, thinking of

this one day, when use poor son.
caught her banad.

"1 shaul•o g ose- o h'.A Ir" she
sa led . *t ait ise ask Met gaUm

-.

ise me that when I have told you
may story you won't leave me-that
you will still be kind to me, and not
turn from nie. Promisel."
"I promise," smid Helen.
"Yon are George Chesterfield'

wife? I know it. You need not
answer. Yo-t remember ten years
a;,o reeiviug some letters written
to Olivia ?"

Remember! The wife's cheek
paled. She rememembered it always

"Go on," she said omarely, bit-
terly, her whole woe upon her as it
hlad never been before. "Go on."
"I am Olivia." said the woman.

"I sent those letters mywal.t I dici
it to make you wretched, to revenge
myself. He was young when he mne-
me. I, a married woman, thougl.
trout older than he-I lured him on;
I delighted in his hopeless love
-in those letters-in his protesta-
tions. I joyed an tie receipt of
that one written on his wedding
night. Pure women can not under-
'.taud how wicked women rejoice iat
crushing hearts they do not car
ior; in ruining youg men's lives for
a petty triumph. Lady, do dno
turn from me; I've not done yet.'

"Had you not enough ?" gaspeel
the wretched wife. 'ioakid you
ruot bear to keep it tronm e ? You
'uined tmy 3ouug life. You killed
.ne; 3es, you killed mue, as far aw
ueart went."
"Ah !" criee the woman; "it was

:tot when ue wrote love to me that
I betrayed him. Btevenge prompt-
edi me. iz monutbs after his mar-
nrage I received this. Rend this
and see."

Heleu seized tlhe fadeel, dingy
envelope that the woman drew fromt
ier bueuuU, anud hurried with it to

e lighght. She tore it open and
tooked po upon ue lines within. Thsi
was w hat she reaul, dated aix :sonaDli
alter he* anarrtaa•t:

Ouavza--i•y Friend: I told you
I aouid never wrate to you again,
"ad I wrote hlte a fool. I told you
that I uanarrsd a woman that I did

out love sud I should love you f•B
ever. Being so true a friend as 1
aeiaeve you arm to ue, vt a will re-

Juice to know that 1 was quite mies
iaken. I barve forgotten the nuhaprpy
oave of my youth, a. snU often auste

me, au.' mats never loved a wife iso
fondly as I love my dar.ing Helen.
She is the hlfe of my hie, the soul
of my soul, and I caniout leave you
auder the false impression I have
.iven you. Love came after mar-
riage, at is true, to me. but its germ
was in my heart. You will be glad
to know of thais, and wish mne, as
I wash you, every happiness.

Gauao. Cesarsaxr.aA.
She read it turough -- ••e read

it twice. this poor wfte to wheon
baluw had wnue after so aun yJear•u
-aul .ank down upon Ler knees,
furedtfut of all else, and thaukeu.
iod for it. Waeu she turned once

onure towards the bed she saw that
in that uoment tihe death-angel had
omie, and that the unhappy Ouni-

maul passed into eterus•y. Whebn
teur1 ge Uhsatertiehld met bis wit,
that night he hardly knew he..
der girlhood seemetd to have re-
turned; Iersuile churmed him as
of yre; her eyes were bright, her
lap. rni again.

"liHo happy she looks 1" Le said.
And ahe answrred:

-1 anm happy.' Nutbhing more
them, but one day she told him nu .i

STORY OF A LOTTERY TICKET

The story was tald to me by on) *
ebo had been cogunizunt of every

ciresouutauae he related. He went
to tuew Urluans as an apgent fur a
traveling eihtbatio . lie had got
as far as that tsy v lhen the eOuu-
ceru broke up, leaving him on his
ourso and in pretty alumal water.
However, he was not the asgai to
renain nudAr. Ale ceant abowt titaw
for suw suiug to do, and vwou
struck a lottery uce--s bruach oa
a Havana bhoue--hbre a faithful
slrk was wanted. The day for
drawing was near at hb.ad •._
busiuaems was driving.

Dan a ad been at work at hfs
sleek but a sort tiame, when te
a.m appeared a pale-mu•l, futmsi
looltkng woman, wbb hpd isaman
tan d eilat to s gtirst, bUess isu
nunse to want, peaw m ' cult kseq.
it. She had Usth4 e fiel da

Joet )ser estl Mr 's9em, fSo

the number, having dreamed. she
said, that that number would draw
one of the grand prises. The num-
b r was 1847. She asked Dan if
he wonud sell it for her. He took
it. anl sold it, and on the follow-
ing day, when the woman called
again. he handed her the tern dol-
lars in full, deducting no commias-
'ion for himselL She thanked
him heartily and went her way.

The man to whom our elerk had
sold the ticket was a bar-tender at
a saloon on the levee, and he, a day
or two later, being in need of tea
dollars, offered it for sale to a dry
gniods clerk, who was in the habit
af dropping in, assuring him that
it was sure to ,1raw a prise. A
poor widow had been warned by a
dream of the lucky number, and
hali boughtt te tcket, but had been.
unable to keep it The clerk, how-
ever, though he had ten dollars
with him, would not purchase it

An hour or two later another dry
goods clerk camne in, and eas bought
the ticket.

In due course .f time the budget
from HavaLsa arrived, bringing the
r sultof the drawing, sad ticket
No. 1847 bad drawn twenty thou-
sand potlared And now aune the
grans. result to those who had to
do with the ticket.
Tha poor widow who had origin'

idly purchasea it of the company,
melieved thal she had been punish-

ed fot betrayiug the unseen spirit
that camne in her dream, and in the
.leptb of her grief-in distress for
her ksst-she took a fatal dose of
poison. *

The bar-tender on the levee, who
hai owned it. and sold it, fretted
limaelf into a fever, and. from the

fever and over-drinking, died with-
in two weeks.

That unfortunate dry goods dork
to whom the ticket had been ofer-
ed, aqd who had refused to pur-
chase, felt that he had lost twenty
thosand dollars, and, in so~row
anrd chagrin, he sought to bury his
ramet, brance in drink, and when
last seen be was an outcast and a
beggar, without home or friends.

And lastly, the other dry goods
clerk, who had purchased the lucky
ticket, and who drew the fortute
that it brought him, lest his heads
he threw up his clerkship, lannebt ..
out into a course of conviviality
and Mideachery, and was fast saik-*
ine into the slough of despond when

fnr friend gave up his elerkship in
the lottry otbie and left the Cres-
cent City.

So 1noch for one lottery ticket.
And tbhe story is pot an exaggera-
tion. :It is a logical sequenme-
cese and effect not at all to be
wondered aet-N. . adger.

ALL SQBTS.

-An Ohio farmer has named a
prs.zo toaster Itubiuaso, beam
tobisaonu Crause.

-Why are birds melancholy in
the aorning? Bemsuse their little
bills Are all over dew.

- -A miuidter walked six miles to
marry a couple lately. He said he
felt sort of fe-blllike. The groom
sw i0.

-A Syracuse gpaer Umed to
smoke his ppe while leaning
agauat the kZis barrel. His
mail now goes to the dead-letter
offce.

-A young laly being asked by a
rich tramelr, "If nut yoadelf,
who would yue rather be r?"eplied,
.weetly and znudesty. 'earn tuly.'

-Mrs. Carr, of Quebee, bge
berelIt with her fales amir laet week,
The comner's verdet was that the
Carr was demulfbhd by a maimplaeud

-- , ma who is as true as s4el,
pusminugsu am irms will, auem gu•k
ad a Auir proportio of bhms,
ahooti sblde wo dends the hsrd*
ware alhls world.

byj* his notier i soaould ks pt
lose.wl and bm hsamUsg, uwpied;

._~m. rd ruther ht* I•ln suead

'thra 7e m esw 4e jit.4
m.jer asreh weeter e gI

mbWr. uwe re p ;-
b.lrm*.Sekesgua,-C~s


