f. Tammany Farmer,

“The Blessings of ﬂomn‘t. Like the Dews from Heaven, Should Descend Alike upon the Rich and the Poor.”

1

' NEW ORLEANS CARD>.

' ml,ﬁ’l}it‘lleapesl._
. Dr.F.H.ENAPP &SON,
= Dental Surgeons,

No. 18 BARONNE STREET,
Over tas Movesine StorE,
New Orleans, La.

PRICES GREAT.LY REDUCED.

_De. F. H. Enapp’s experience of forty-
'#ix years renders hiu cupable of per-
formiag the most beautiful and durable
mt:l&oplnﬁm 8L prices to aceommo-

) Look for their photographs on the door and
N you will not mistakce tielr uffice.

; Try their Exceraon Moora Wasaand |
TootaE an improvement on |
theirold. For sale by all druggists. |

F. FaEpERICESON, AGENT, i
»jysl 1y New Urleans, La.

i

<Fhis ALL GOODS DELIVERED

"Freo of Charge,

R

Madisonville, Mandeville
and Covington.
—BY—

'MAX BEER&Co

163 Camal street,
% New Orleans, La.

When yon go to New Orleans. the first
£ place to visit is MAX BEEB & CO.  They
are right opposite where the Lake cars
stop, snd as they deliver paekages free
of charge to your howe, and sell all Cot-
tons, Plsatation Goods, ete., at Manu-
facturers’ Prices, every one in the parish
buys from them. Look well and see that
yul go to the vight piace, ax you can
ssve money by buying gzods {rom them.
Write for saiuples, and compare thew |
with others, as that will cuavinee you
Tow cheap they sell at

~{ *MAX BEER & CO.,
1 L SR Canal sireet .. . .....163

NEW OBLEANS, LA

J. THOMSON & BROS,
Importers and Dealers in

: Cafriage

——

and Wagon Makers
Material,

And manulscigrers of
Lrext Caseiaces axp Serrve Wagoxs
All at reasonable prices.

Nos. 68 and 70 South Rampart street,
" Between Common and Gravier,

* NEW ORLEANS, LA |

Country Orders Receice Prompt Attention. |
v noditly |

JOS. ZIEGLER, |
BEER SALOON AND RESTACU-|
RAN

bt |

- No. 8 fioyal street,
New ileams, La.

= JEADQUARTERS OF ST. TAM- |
" MANY AND WASHING- |
TON PARISHES. .

The ehoicest of Wines, Liquors and |
Cigars constantly on hand, and the best
and coolest Beer in thecity. Customer
anrefully attended to. Bep 27
e ——— i ——————

LOUISIANA .
‘Btate University

- —AND—
1CAL COLLEGE

i..'h nest uuio:n_f this Institution

: eging
i Jannary 3d, 1881,
Y And closes July 4th, 1881

" INSTRUCT10N BY AN ABLE
i sfid experienced Faculty, in the usuul
! eolleginte studies. Cadeta will have
{ ehoice of to:;r eunuﬂi—-}('f].micﬂ. l'.‘iciehn—
tific, Agricultural ani echanical. No
tai ongg: is charged. There is an an-
ntal fee of five dollars. Total ehnrges
for Board, ete., in the University, nine-

; teen dollars per month.
« & (Cadets, upon entering the University,
" pefore being assigned to quarters or
andrevery three months there.
after, shall present to the President the
rer's peceipt for three months’
41 m advance. Cadeta shall be re-

quired to purchase theirown text books,
and mnsi provide themselves with uni-
x snd underclothing, :
y kor further information, address

NO. 7.

FEET OF SIZE.
=
Take them up ten-lerly,
Lift them with eare—
Fashicned so slendsrly,
A beautifal pair.

Look at those numher "twelves,”
A sight of themselves!
Made from two ox hides—
The truji shall I tell?
Made for & young bride,
For a Terre Huute beile.

Touch them not scornfally,
‘Thiok of her mourafuliy,
Who has to wenr thew,
To nanght 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 teet?
How were her vrother’s?
What bnd the waiden done,
That she should werit it?
Was it & judgment?
Ur did she inberit it?

Alas, for the rarity

Of Christisn charity —
Scarcer than pearls;

OL, it was pititul,

T'o see a whole city- fall
Uf Liyg-footed gicis.

Ah, those huge bridal shoes,
Look at their soles!
Laces like clothes lines,
Pass throngh the holes.
Take thew up gently,
Lift taem with care—
Fashioned so sien-lerly,
A beasutifal pais!
If such were Lier slippers,
Whiat were her stogus?
Fabrics of leataer,
Like two Seratogas!
Droves of horned catile,
Whoile passing sround,
Look gt her brogans,
And paw up the gronal
Bellowinuy ail tus wiile,
Kuowiny rall weil,
The leatiber required
Fora Lerve Haute belle.
She has goo 1 nanlerstanding,
‘Lbwl's woraily certsin;
Hep tooting s proper,
8o let's drop the curtain,
And pledge iu a bumper,
With proper solemuaty,
A bealtl to the fuir bride’s
Peaal extremity.

THE WIFE'S SECRET.

“Can I bear it?” asked George
Chesterneld’s wite of bher own Leart,
ns sbe kuelt by the bed, ber arns
dapon 1t ber twee hndden upon thew.
*Can I vear it—cun 1 beur it ?7°

Tuea her vwn heart suswered:
*Youa cun, for I he does not love
yuou, you love him.” And she arosc
and stood beside her baby's eradle.

Thet murning = letwer bad been
brought to her—an snonymous let-
ter, svcompanied by a pucket.  The
ieiter ran Lhos:

Madam—A friend who does not
wish to see you nuposed npon sends
you these to show you what a man
way be. Toey bave been stolen
from the persou to whom they we.e
written, but the good intention
sanctibes the weaus used to further
it. A WELL-WISHER.

The wife of two years read this! < Muwue tracts ¥ she asked 1n g harsh,
and bad opened the packet. There i rained voice,
Ishe found love letters written to wsen. It's too late for them with

Helen Chestertield read this
through, knew it to be genmne, and
eried out in ber great agony: “Oh
why did I uot die apon that happy
wedding night? Why did I Jive
for tins "

Then for two long hours she
kuelt besi le Ler pillow, struggling
with herself, strugghug until at last
ver own benrt gave her the answer
we have slready written dowu:

*Yes, you can beur it, for though
e does not luve you, you still luve
nim.”

‘I'nen the poor wife tore into frag-
weuts thuse passionate love letters
and that finul one which seemed
aes death wound—the whole cruel |
packet thut had brought ber so
vuch  woe—and  buruned thew
o the hearth, nud vowed that while
<he hived he: husband should wever
suow that she bad read thewm.

“For he has not decvived me,”
she said to herself. “He Las been
irue to me, bouorable to me.  That
ue hus been soreiy wounded should
uo® wnke we bate biu, nnd be shah
never kuow, it 1 can beip it, bow 1
atfer. Heis alwuys kind—ob, God,
pity me!—always kind, that wast |
suthice e !”

Anl sbe wmet him, with her bube
10 ber armws, us calmly as she parted
nom him.

He u ver eaw the great change
i her.  He vever Enew that frow
ulint hour iife lost 1ts benuty for ber;
wuut even the brightuess of love foi |
aer bave bad taned, because she
suew thaut ils futher bad not loved
uer.

People ealled the Chesterfields »
anppy couple. Women suvied her,
ior he secmed a model busband
She lucked her skeleton curefal.)
ap, sid gave ho vbe & peep at it

Yeurs dew by, ‘Lwo other babies

vuk the piuce of the trest baby,
reorge Uhiestertield grew rch. She
s belped bim to Leeoms s0 by
auygaiity sud usefuluess, and now
it was a plensure to give ber the
aeans of doing good smong the
povr. Heieu Chesterfield’s carringe
vas ofteuer found waiting at the
loor of suine wretched tencemeut
avuse thun those of her fausionable
friends. Oue day a wommn in the
wost wretched bauot into which she
carried her pure presence spoke t
uer of aguther lylug ill in the next
rooni.

“She's been a Ind;, mw'am,” she
said, “but she's come down dreadtul.
I think you'd do her good.”

Aud iielen Chesterticld followed
tier 1ito & room, where, npou a bed |
«ay the wreck of the luveliest woman
on whom Helen's eve had ever rest-
wil—n blonde, with black eyes, and
whese golden bhair swept over her
pillow dowu tu the fluor us she lay |

—a creature with white hands and |
suowy throat, but with “Jost”

stamped npon her featnres as thogh
{1t and been written thers,
Sbe Jovked ut Heen angrily.

“Juke them away

COVINGTON. ST. TAMMANY PARISH. LA. SATURDAY. IAROK_I_Q: 1881.

isa me that when T have told vou
iy gtory you won't lenve me—that
you will still be kind to me, and not
turn from me. Promise.”

“I promise,” anidl Helen.

“Youn are George Chesterfield’
wife? I koow it. Yon need no:
unswer. Yud remember ten years
wto receiving some letters written
to Olivia ¥

Remewber! The wife's cheek
puled. She remembered it always

*Go on,” she said boarsely, bit-
terly, her whole woe npon her as it
bad never been before. “Go oun.”

“I am Olinia,” said the woman.
“I sent those letters myself. I Jid
it to make you wretched, to revenge
wyself. He was young when he mer
we. I, o married woman, thougi
uol older than be—1 lured him on;
I delighted 1 his hopeless love
—in those letters—in hiz protesta-
uons. I joyed i the receipt of
thut one written on hisx wedding
vight. Pure women can not under-
stand bow wicked women rejoice i
crushing bearts they do not ean
ior; in ruining youuy men'’s lives for
u petty trimuph. Lady, do noi
turn from iue; I've not done yet.'

“Had you not enough ¥ gusped
the wreichied wife. “Conld you
aot bear to keep it from we? You
vuiped wy young life.  You killed
me; yes, you killed me, as fur wx
nenwrt went.”

“Ah!" eried the woman; “it was
not When be wrote luve lo me that
i betrnyed pim.  Revenge prompt-
ed we. MX moutas after bis mar-
ringe I received tlua  Read this
ad see.”

Helen seized the faded, dingy
envelope that the wonnn drew fromw
aer busoin, sud burried with it to
e light. She tore 1t open and
woked upon tire lines withun,  Thas
wits whial she reud, duted six monthe
adler be! WArTinge @

Ouwvia—My Friend: 1 told you
I wowid vever winite 10 you aguin,
aud I wrots hke a fuol. [ told you
tint 1 warnied w wowan that I did
uot love wud 1 shoald love you for
ever. Being so true a Iriend us 1
oelieve you are to we, vou will re-
Juice to know that 1 was guite wis-
tuken. [ onve forgotien the nubapp)y
w¥e of wy youts, #» you often bade
we, ana wan bever loveld u wife w0
foudly us I love my dar.ing Helen.
She 1s the Lfe of wmy hie, the soul
of wy soul, and I eannot leave you
auder the fulse impression I have
given you. Love enwe siter mar-
cluge, 1t 18 tTie, to me, but its germ
was iu wy beart. You will be glad
to know of this, and wish me, as
L wish you, every bappiness.

GEorGE CEESTERFIELD.

She read it turongh—she read

{it twice. this poor wife to whom
{ bulw L conse after so mauy yeurs

| —uiidd sank down upon ber knees,
furgeiful of ull else, and theukeu
God for it.  Wuoen she turned onee
mole towards the bed she saw that
in that wowent the death-ungel bad
coine, and that the nohappy Quavia

some womun addressed to Uidvia |wme”

marringe— eiters that told of a pus-
sion warmer than it was pure, for
she who bad awskened it was evi
dently & wife—etlers such as
George Chesterticld hud  never
written to the woman who now read
them. Folowing them came tlas,
dated on the very day betore thew

*| weading:

Drag Ourvia, Deagest OLivia—I
shall write no more to you. Ishali
never say & word of love to you
again, for I am aboat to place my-
self in a position which makes it
my duty to appear to forget you. 1
am to' be married to-morrow. 1
have done this to tear myself wore
compietely from you. You bave
often toid me that I should. Yon
are right. A wau in love can not
trust himself. For m; suke—and
way 1 say for your suke, also,
Olivin 7—I bave taken this step.

Of eourss I dv not love this girl;
but she is & pure, good womnn, nud
I respect ber. They eall her benu-
tiful, but only your face can be
beautiful to my eyes.

It rises before my eyes as I say
adien. It will Lhaunt we always,
but here [ part from it. Farewell—
farewell, as though [ were dying.

Perhaps in heaven we uay meet
again, and there we shall be all in
ull to each other. Yours forever,

WM. PRESTUN JOHNSTON,
Freaidedl, Baton Bouge, La.

GEoRGs “TUESTEEFIELD.

{aud duted oue year beiore her own |

* i
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But Helen was not one of those
who satisfy stwrving wretchedness
witn were wo.ods,  What she said
or did hardly matrers. It was what
was most needed, No phaiiael
pride made Ler sbhrink from con-
|imet with a fallen sister. There
was fs0d nid wine and decent liven
n thut pour room befoie 1nany
nours pussed; nod she did not even
ask the woman's nnme. It matter-
ed not who she was to Helen. She

ity.

So for days and days she minis-
tered to tlis poor creature, who
grew to yearn for ber ecoming; who
prayed her to stay longer when she
cse, but who often lovked at het
in & strunge way, quite uuaccount-
able to Helen; who sowmetimes be-

“Auother time,” as though sue pust-
pubed sume couference—in the story
of her life, perbaps. Quly God
kuow whut it wignt be,

Su the uutum ; wore away  Win
ter came and went; aud io the
spriug the lLttle lile in that poo
creatine’s breast was smounldering
vut. Itseamed rigit to tell bher so;
but the tusk was a woefnl vne.

“Hhe sat bLesive her, thuking of
this one day, when the puor sou.
canght her hand.

“1 sball go soon, shan't 17" she

suffered—this was enough for char- ‘

gan tc speak and pnused and wid: |

iid pussed into  eternny. When
| Geurge Chusterfield met Lis wile
|that night be tardly knew bor.
{ der gitlhood seemed to have re-
| turned; ersmlie charmed blin s
| of yore; ber exes were bright, ber
{ips red aguin,
| *How happy she looks !" Le said.
| Aud shie answered:
[ *I ww happy.” Nothing more
{ then, but vne duy she told b 8il.
| ——
|STORY OF A LOI'TERY TICKET
The story was told to me by one
| #bo bad been cognizent of every
circamstanuce be relnted. He went
to New Urlenus us au agent for a
truveling eshitbition.  He tad got
us fur us thut cuy when toe cou-
ceru broke op, leaving bim on bis
varsg nud 1 preity shoal water.
Huwever, he was not the nau to
| feranin adie.  Me casl sboul bl
for sowsning to do, sud soun
struck a luitery vffice—a branch vl
a Huvaun bouse—where s fuithiui
clerk was wanted. The day for
drawing was pear at band; aud
business was driving, =
"Dan bad been ut work at Lis
desk but 8 short lil:n‘:;lwhen to
uiw appenred a pale- , foriorn-
lwlnul::p:'uwm. who had invested
teu dotlars in a ticket, but sue bnd
come to waul, aid conll not keep
it, She bhad selected Lie date ol

asked. L kuow it 13 s0. But prow-

-

the yeur of her busouud’s desth fox

the number, having dreamed. she
said, that that number would draw
one of the grand priges. The num-
bor was 1847. She asked Dan if
e wonkl =ell it for her. He took
it, an:d sold it, and on the follow-
ing day, when the woman called
again, he handed her the ten dol-
Inrs in full, deducting no commis-
<sion for himself. She thanked
him heartily and went her way.

The wan to whom our clerk had
sold the ticket was a bur-tender at
n saloun un the leves, nnd he, a day
or two later, being iu need of ten
dollurs, offered it for eale to a dry
woods clerk, who was in the babit
of dropping in, assuring him that
it was sare to «raw a prize. A
poor widow had been warned by a
dream of the lucky number, and
had bought the ticket, but had been
unable to keep it. The clerk, how-
ever, though he had tem dollars
with bim, would not purchase it.

An bour or two later suother dry
gouds elerk came in, and ne bought
the ticket.

In due course of time the budget
from Havara arrived, bringing the
resalt of the drawing, and ticket
No. 1847 bad drawn twenty thou-
sand doilard  And now came the
grand result to those who had to
du with the ticket,

Theé poor wiclow who had origin«
ally parchused it of the company,
tielieved that she had been punish-
ed for betruying the nuseen spirit
that eame in her dream, and in the
depth of her grief—in distress for
her loss—she took a fatul dose of
poison, -

The bar-teuder on the levee, who
hadd owned it, nnd sold 1t, fretted
nimself into n fever, and from the
fuver apd over-drinking, died with-
in two weeks.

Theé unfortnnate dry goods clerk
to whiom the ticket had been offer-
ed, and who had refused to pur-
chnse, felt that be had lust twenty
tuonsand dollars, and, in sorrow
aned chagrin, be sought to bury his
romer brance in drink, and when
Iust seen he was an ouicast and &
beggur, without home or friends.

And lautly, the other dry goods
clerk, who bad purchased the Incky
ticket, and who drew the fortune
that it brought him, lost his bead;

he threw up his elerkship, lnonebed .
vut intv & course of cunviviality

and debanchery, and was fast sink-
ing irto the slongh of despond when
wnr friend gave ap bis clerkship in
the lottéry office und left the Cres-
cent City.

So much for one lottery ticket.
And the story is not an exaggera-
tion. : It 18 a logieal nence—
canse and effeet not at all to be
woniisied at.—N. Y. Ledger.

ALL SORTS.

farmer has named a
beeanse

—An Olio
prze, 1ooster Robiuson,
Robinson Crasve.

—Why are birds melancholy in
the morning? toeir little
bills are all over dew.

- -A mivister walked six miles to
marry u couple lately. He said he
felt surt of fee-bill like. The groom
suw it,

—A Syracuse grocer used ta
smoke lis pipe while leaning
nga.ust the kerosene burrel. Hia

wail now goes to the dead-letter
office.

—A young lady being asked by a
rich bacvelor, “If wot yourself,
who would yonu rather be 9" replied,
sweetly aud modest.y, “Tours wraly.”

—AMs. Carr, of Quebee, moged”

hers:1t with ber false vnir last week,
Tue corvuer’s verdie: was that the
Caurr was demolished by a wmisplaced
“switch.”

—A man who is as true as steel,
pussesniuy i irou will, some gold
sud u fuir propurtion of bruss,
should be able w endure the bard-
ware of this world.

—A livle oy uw being asked
by bis mother if he wonld like to
unve winys and be an angel, replied;
»Nu, mas, I'd rather be 8 huwk and
live un ehicken.”

~Finres have been comriled to
show that u luzy man will live no
lunger wien n worker, He sinply
~¢cs I Te CiFCus Processions aud

b.gs move Wwhaceu,




