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NOT KNOWING.

I  know not what shall befall met 
God hangs a mist o'er my ryes,

And o’er each step ef my onwai d path 
He makes new seenes to arise;

And every ioy H.- sends me comes an 
A sweet sud glad surprise.

t see not a step before me as I tread 
The davs of the year;

But the past is still in God » keeping. 
The future his mercy shall cheer,

And what looks dark in the distance 
May brighten as I draw near.

Per perhaps the dreaded future has 
Leas bitter than I think;

The Lord may sweeten the water 
Before I stoop to drink;

Or, If Marsh must be Marsh, Ho 
Will stand beside the brink.

tt may be Ho has, waiting for tho 
Coming of my loot,

Some gins of such rare blessedness.
Some joy so strangely sweet, 

rhat my lip can only tremble -  
The thanks I cannot apeak.

Ob, reitfal, bUsitnl, ignorance !
'TIs blessed not to know !

It keeps me quiet in those arms 
Which will not let me go,

And bushes my soul to rest on the 
Bosom which loves me so.

So 1 go on not knowing! I would 
Not if I might!

I  would rather walk in the dark
With Ood than go alone in the light;

I w mild rather walk by him by faith 
Than walk alone by sight.

My heart shrinks back from trials 
Which the future may disclose,

lo t  I never had a sorrow but what 
The dear Lord cho»> ;

So I send the coming tears buck with 
The whispered word, “He knows!'*

P r in tin g  W a r  R ec o rd s .

General Y. H. Boynton, the Washington 
correspondent of the Cincinnati Oazetle, 
writes as follows to that journal concerning 
the printing oi the records ot the War De
partment:

An interesting portion of the report of the 
Secretary of the War is that which treats 
of publishing the Union sn<l the Confed
erate records of the war. General Belknap 
is deeply interested in the matter, and if 
Congress seconds him with such appropria
tions as the importance of the subject 
merits the oountry will have spread betöre 
it  daring his administration the whole offi
cial history of the war.

Congress initiated the matter a t the late 
session under the lead of General Coburn 
and Mr. Uunckel, of the Military Commit
tee, and General Garfield, of tho Committee 
on Appropriations. An item in the sundry 
civil Dill gave the Senretary of War $15,000 
to begin the preparation for the publie 
printer of ell orders, telegrams, reports and 
other official papers not heretofore officially 
published connected with the operations 
both of the Union and Confederate armies 
in the late war, which are in the possession 
of the War Department. No sectional 
feeling wafi aroused by this appropriation, 
and the late officers of the Confederacy 
npon the Military Committee and those 
upon the floor, together with their Demo
cratic associates, joined heartily in support
ing the proposition. The general feeling 
was that the time had nome to make public 
all the material in possession of the gov
ernment bearing upon the operations of the 
war, and for two reasons: First, that these 
records, continually liable to destruction by 
Are and inevitably exposed to occasional 
mutilations and abstractions, might be pre
served by the multiplication of piinting 
from the possibility of loss; and, secondly, 
that the public might have access to all the 
material needed fora complete and so truth
ful history of the war.

General Belknap has given much atten
tion, during the lute recess, to the matter 
thus entrusted to him by Congress. With 
Adjutant General Townsend, Mr. Crosby, 
the chief clerk, and those, especially in 
charge ot the records, lie has had frequent 
consultation us to the host method of be
ginning the work. It wae finally decided 
to make use of tlie presses in the depart
ment, and print a dozen or fiiteen copies of 
eaoh paper deemed to be withiu the scope 
of the work as designed by Congress, and 
distributing these approximately into sub
jects and arranging them as nearly as pos
sible, in the first instance, in chronological 
order. By thus executing the work in the 
department, a large amount of the matter 
can he set directly from the original papers, 
and thus save copying, and at the same time 
the proof reading, to whieh great attention 
is paid, can bo more accurately performed.

The records, as they now exist, are in the 
most perfect order, and so in exolient shape 
for commencing the work of publication. 
To this care and order of the records Gen
eral Belknap has devoted much attention. 
Almost any paper, no matter how insignifi
cant. connected with tho smallest opera
tions of the war, as well as the rnobt impor
tant ones, or those giving the military 
record of the great generals, and the record 
ot the humblest soldier as well, can be 

’ found immediately.
The Confederate archives, long under the 

care of the late Dr. Kraneis Leiber, are in 
like order. An example of the perfection 
of this arrangement, though heretofore 
printed, will be in point here. A gentle
man called at the department and asked 
the Secretary whether he thought it possible 
that such paper* as leaves of absence, 
granted in the field, just in the confusion 
following a great battle, were ever pre
served. and it so, whether there would be a 
possibility ot finding a certain one of that 
kind. The Secretary suprised him with the 
reply that it wasaltogetherprobablethatthe 
paper oonld be found, and that he would 
send an order directing that it be sent from 
the record room, and let the applicant know 
in case it was found. The paper wanted was a 
leave of absence granted afo Chattanooga 
immediately after the battle of Chicka- 
mauga, and when matters were as much 
unsettled as the conclusion of a battle and 
the immediate presence of the enemy could 
make them. The paper contained an in
dorsement of General George H. Thomas,

messenger fiMB the Bseretary appeared 
there with a iy te  stating that the paper 
bad been found* 1 * m

This is believed to be a  fair Indication of 
the condition of order in whieh the entire 
record* of the war are kept.

Anide from those records pertaining to 
battles and the movements of armies, there 
i* a mass of material setting forth the won
derful bistory of supplying the great ar 
mice. The same is trne of the papers 
showing the engineering attending the 
transportation of auppliee, the bridge# 
built and the reads constructed, in periods 
which seem littie abort of miraculous to 
those who have never men large bodies of 
men at work. The medical department has 
already made knowh its results, and placed 
our medical transactions in the field in the 
very front rank by the admissions of all 
great nations. The quartermaster’s ser
vice, including in this term all the branches 
of supply, and the engineer’s operations, 
together will to m  a  history scarcely less 
interesting than that of the battles.

Besides the records ot the late war, Gen
eral Belknap has lately come into the pos
session of a  valuable collection of records 
pertaining to the revolutionary war, 
hitherto unknown to historians. They are 
nothing less than the complote official 
paper* of Timothy Pickering, Quartermas
ter General of the patriot army. Tney 
were fonnd in the garret of an old home ' 
Philadelphia, whenoe they were about to be 
taken, when the bouse was being demol
ished, to a paper mitl, and their character 
and value accidentally ascertained. The 
Secretary thus referred to them in 
address before the graduating class at West 
Point:

“Within a short time the War Depart
ment has been placed in possession of a vast 
amount of documents of the revolution, 
consisting larged y of letters of Washington 
and other prominent military men. Among 
them i* a letter from Arnold, written thirty 
four days before he consigned bis name to 
inlamy and while the promptings of his 
heart were still loyal to the cause of the 
Colonies. Writing from West Point to 
Colonel Pickering, Quartermaster General 
at Philadelphia, he suites that 'there is not 
a tent or any kind of camp equipage 
at this poverty-struck place;’ that ‘the 
quartermaster’s department is entirely 
empty,* and that ‘there is only .one camp hot 
tie to eighty or one hundred men.* He com

Elaine bitterly of %ho situation, and begs 
lolonel Pii kering to apply a  remedy, add 

ing as a postscript to his letter, There ii 
not a quire of paper or an artiole of station 
ery at this post or In the department. 
Colonel Pickering |replies, T  am unhappy 
to inform you that I  have not yet receive« 1
one farthing of money for any purpose 
whatever, nor oan get any, there being none 
in the treasury, and the articles can not be
supplied. Yon shall hear from me again as 
soon as I get to headquarters, which shall 
be when 1 can obtain money enough to de
fray the expenses of my journey.’ How 
much this tails of the privations and trials 
of the men of early days, and how it illus
trates the povertv through which the nation 
worked its way to freedom !”

On the three hundred and fifty-fifth page 
of the life of Timothy Pickering, by his son, 
Octavios Pickering, is the following refer
ence to these records qf the revolution, sup 
tmsed. until the purchase by Secretary Bel
knap, to have been lost:

“A memorandum by Colonel Pickering, 
dated the tenth of November, 18i.*3, eon 
cerning that paper eavs:

“In a letter from John Lowell, Esq., to 
my son, John Plukering, was tho following 
statement in my handwriting, done at Phila
delphia, in 1788. I copy it now because my 
letter-book and papers relative to the quar 
termaster’s department are not to be fonnd. 
When, in 1787, I  moved with my family 
from Philadelphia to W’yoming, I left in a 
ehest, or chests and tranks, all those books 
and papers in the office of commissary of 
military stores, then kept a t Carpenter' 
Hall. SAMUEL HODGSON,

“Commissary.”
To this the author attaches the following 

note:
“It seems probable that they wore depos

ited in tho office of the Secretary of War, 
and were consumed when that building was 
bnrned down in 1800. If not destroyed, ' 
is remai'kablo that the ardor of historical 
research respecting the Revolution has not 
brought them to light.”

The second «volume of this “Life 
Colonel Pickering” was, upon the death of 
Octavius Pickering, finished by Rev. Charles 
W„ Upham, and to the latter gentleman 
General Belknap lately addressed the fol 
lowing letter in relation to them;

SblTI.MIIKR I I , 1874. 
Bov. Charles W. Upham, Salem, Massachusetts:

D ear Sie —I have been latterly reading 
your life of the Hon. Timothy Pickering, 
and have been very much interested in it. 
In the first place I see upon page 355 of the 
first volume, by his son, there is a letter by 
Colonel Pickering, in which be statee that 
the letters, books and papers relating to the 
quartermaster’s department are not to be 
lound.

Yon will be interested in knowing that 
abont a year since I purchased foç the War 
Department those books and papers, and 
have them now in my office. There is a 
large quantity of them and they are very 
interesting. I am now having them indors
ed. They were really the property of the 
government, as they were official papers, 
but rather than lose them or have any 
trouble about them, I paid for them a large 
sum.

I am given to understand that some 
years ago they were found by the father of 
the party from whom I purchased them in 
the house of a lineal descendant of Samuel 
Hodgden—the commissary ot military 
stores and Colonel Pickering's principal 
assistant, to whom reference is also made 
in the letter above referred to—in old 
boxes, with every indication of having 
lain undisturbed a long time. Also, in 
the fourth volume of the work, on the 
three hundred and tenth page. I find that 
there is a statement of Colonel Pickering’s 
that his portrait was painted by Mr. S. C 
Waldo, of New York. As I discover in the 
work no other mention of a  portrait, I pro 
suuie 1 have in the War Department the 
one to wliiob he refers. I purchased it in 
New York a month since. It is evidently 
an original, and I have placed it in the de
partment with the collection of portraits oi 
previous Secretaries of War.

Yours, very truly.
WILLI 4M W. BELKNAP. 

The Secretary will present this whole 
subject of preserving the records by print
ing to Congress, together with a statement 
of what he has done, and what be intends 
to do, provided a sufficient appropriation is 
made. In vigorously prosernting this work 
be will doubtless rboetve the oordial co
operation of General Garfield, chairman of 
the Cuinmittee ou Appropriations, who, 
more than any other member of either 
bouse, has made onr war history a study, 
and interested himself extensively in all 
the questions which the piinting* of the 
archives involve.

W hat ta  Teach o a r  D aaghters .
Give them a  good substantial common 

education. Teach them to cook a  good meal 
of victuals. Teach them to darn stockings 
and sew on buttons. Teach them how to 
make bread. Teach them all the mysteries 
of the kitchen, the diningroom and the par
lor. Teach them that the more one lives 
within his income the more he will save. 
Teaeb them that the further one lives be
yond his inoome the nearer he gets to the 
poorhouse. Teach them to wear calico 
dresses—and do is like queens. Teach them 
that a rosy romp is worth fifty delicate con
sumptives. Touch them to wear thick, warm 
shoes. Teach them to foot op store bills. 
Teach them that God made them in his own

which the gentleman, formerly regimental 
•fliese serving m ate  Thomas, wished to 
preserve. He hod not reached his office, 
three bloeks from the department, befere a

image, and that no amount of tight lacing

Teach

-  ■*§■ 
will improve the model. Teach them evei 
d«-. hard, practical common aense. 
them- self reliance. Teach them a  good 
steady mechanic, without a  cent, is worth a 
dozen oily patee in broadcloth. Teaeh them 
not-to have anything to do with intemperate 
and dissolute young men. Teaeh them ac
complishment*—music, painting, drawing, 
etc., if you have the tune and money to do 
it with. Teach them not to paint and pow
der. Teach them to say “No,” and stick to 
it; “Yes,” and stick to it. Teaeh them to 
regard the morals, not tho money, ef their 
beaux. Teach them to attend to the essen
tial requisites of a useful life—truth, hon
esty, uprightness—then a t a suitable time 
to marry. Rely upon it, that npoa year 
teaching depends in a  great measure the 
weal or woe of their after life.

Having a pleasing method of speaking, a 
preacher need not be either consistent or 
reasonable-

V U  M EAUni 
FLOW.

Jk ' » .. **
BY BATUMI STAB.

Oh, Pit sing ts-nlght of a  fotay land. In the taper 
the ocean set.

And of all tbs lands I've traveled o’er, ’tie tue 
lovoiiaet 1 have wet;

Where the willows weep, end tho rose* sleep, sod 
the b u is ; breeze» blow. .

In tb s t dear old laud, that sweet old Tond, whore 
the beautiful rivers flow.

But oh. alas! Low can I sing t—' tie an e rile breathe» 
the strain.

Ana thsr dear old Innd of my youthful love t may 
never tee again;

And tbe very joys tha t fill my breast must ever 
change to woe,

For tha t dear old loud, tha t sweet old land, where 
the beautiful rivers flow.

Bat I'll sing of the lonely, old chrnchysrd, w hen 
our fothera' bonce are laid—

Where the cloisters stand, those mins grand, that 
onr tyrant foes have made;

And I'll strike tbe baip With s  mournful touch, till 
the glistening tests will show.

For tha t dear old land, tha t sweet old land, where 
the beautiful rivers flow.

And ru sing of Emmets louely fate, and of Kmmet's 
lonely grave— .

Of bis early doom and hie youthful bloom, and bio 
spirit more than brave;

And sb! bow blest and calm his rest, tho' his grave 
be cold and low.

In tha t dear old land, tha t sweet old land, where 
the beautiful rivers flow.

And I'll ring of Tone and the Geraldine, proud Ed
ward true and blest—

They won the crown—the martyr'o crow t—and 
tbev sleep in tho shade and rest;

In heavenly mould their names ore rolled—they 
died tn manhood's glow,

Fat that dear old land, that sweet eld land. Where 
tbe beautiful rivers flow.

And I'U ring of Ireland's ancient days, when her 
■ire* were kingly men,

Whs led the chase, and the manly race, thro* forest. 
Held and glen;

Whose only word was the shining sword—whose 
pen, the patriots blow,

For tha t dear old land, tha t sweet old land, where 
the beautiful rivers flow.

Kelicw •» the  F ast. /
•‘Oliva* writes from Washington to the 

Philadelphia Press:
At the present tim« a strange commotion 

is noticed in that unpretending building 
now occupied by the State Department 
There is a quaking of nerves and a rattling 
of the fossil-bones that comprise the clerioa I 
force of this time honored institution. The 
awful archive* of the government, which 
hare been handed down from the days of 
Louis XVI to the present Repnblioan dy 
nasty, are being carefully laid ont in boxes 
and bags prior to their removal to the 
grand mausoleum prepared for them by t 
great architect Mallet, of pablio buildi 
fame.

A royal dost ascends from the crumbling 
manuscript« npon which kings, princes and 
potentates have stamped their haughty 
seals. On a long, broad sheet of paper, tbe 
color of a  dainty meerschaum, the ill-fated 
husband of Mario Antoinette signed his 
name in a bold, round, school boy hand. 
Very precious to tbe American heart iq this 
fast c rambling bit oi silken tissue. Not 
because a royal hand has pressed it. 
came to the barefooted boys of Valley 
Forge, the first of the great powers of the 
earth to recognize the ragged regiments of 
the wilderness, accrediting the first foreign 
minister to the repnblio straggling for ex
istence in the far off western world. Then 
follow bis letters telling ns about the births, 
marriages and deaths in his own family 
Martyred Louis Capet, whose blood was 
necessary to expatiate the sins of genera
tions! This last mouldering paper will be
come a pinch of dust; bat so long as kings 
and princes are remembered by the Ameri
can people, Louis XVI. of France will 
stand foremost on the list. The bead of 
Louis has rolled from tho block, and here 
is a  paper signed by Siezes, President of 
the National Assembly. Only a  few words 
—pass by itonickly, for the eye has caught 
sight of a p m tr  signed by all the members 
of the fio-oaUod Committee of Public Safety 
It bears the awful autographs of Robes
pierre, Carnot, Brnrere and ail tho others. 
The faded ink has a  strong resemblance to 
the tracings of blood. Is the handwriting 
an index of character?. Robespierre writes 
in fine, cramped characters, but there is no 
trembling of the fingers that wielded that 
pen. It is placed off to the right alone, by 
itself, as if bis solitary nature colored the 
smallest actions of his lite. To the left tbe 
clear, open writing of Carnot, and to judge 
from his signature he must have been trank 
and fearless, with a will moulded and 
tempered like steel. In tbe pictured flame 
of imagination he stands superbly royal, as 
a man, like Raphael’s artistic creations of 
Christ. This is the handwriting of Burere. It 
is flung npon the paper with a lightning dash 
oi the pen. It represents the highest force 
below the Infinite. Power arrogated and 
subjugated from Almighty God. Blood! 
Blood! Blood! Stand upon yonr feet! In 
one sense you are in the presence of Napo
leon the First. This is a letter from the 
great Emperor—short, sharp, and direct to 
the point as one of his own ninsket balls 
Instead of writing his name in the nsual 
parallel way, he turns the paper sideways 
and writes almost lengthwise tue one single 
name. “Napoleon,” and his signature is as 
hard to read as that of tho late Horace 
Greeley or thst of the absout John W. For
ney. The most interesting communication 
of the group is where he announces his mar
riage with tho Archduchess Marie Louise of 
Austria. How hard heboars on with the pen, 
and when he finishes he makes « stroke an 
derneatn his name, as though the instrument 
in his hand had suddenly become a sword. 
Now follows tbe news of the birth of the 
King of Romo. This is done after the form 
ot all such royal announcements. This 
autograph loses tho fierceness of its prede
cessors. It seems to say. “I have a succès 
Sor now; there is nothing more to be 
desired." And here is one from the kingly 
Jerome, otherwise known as the American 
Bonaparte. He writes to os. bat makes not 
the slightest allusion to the beautiful Miss 
Patterson, of Baltimore. He says ho has 
ascended the-throne of Westphalia, and he 
wants his gooa mends in the distant repub
lic to know it.

This bit of crnmbling paper has rested 
underneath the band of Louis, husband of 
Hortcnse, Qneen of Holland. There are 
some men wno will shine in lustre, not by 
the light of their own radiance, but by 
reflection oi the luminous glory oast npon 
them by the grand women with whom they 
have been known.

This extensive sheet of paper, with its 
two seals, as large as a small saucer, is a 
letter from Alexander, Czar of all the 
Rossias, a contemporary of the Great 
Napoleon, father oi Imperial Nicholas, and 
grandfather of the present noble ruler, who 
sways tho destiny of half a continent. I t is 
written in Russian, and tho polite keeper of 
the treasures did not make a translation.

And what is this ? There is a great deal 
ot writing done by our public men so 
crooked and illegible that it would crimson 
tbe cheek of infancy if it was guilty of 
such work, bnt here is a royal signature 
which eclipses Choate and all his illustrions 
followers. It is the handwriting of crazy 
ieorge III. I t could not be read except 

that it is attached to a paper recalling a 
minister in the year ISO?’, and the keeper of 
the treasures says it is authentic. It does 
not look like writing, but resembles the 
tracks ot almost any kind of small monster 
of the saurian age.

Here is a paper from the Qneen ot Por
tugal, the first royal document from a 
woman’s hand ! Alas ! alas ! how shall it 
be described? It is not writing. The Queeen 
has made her mark—five queenly dots, and 
the poor little ink spots are plebian to the 
last degree. Imagine three dabs in a row, 
each as small as a pin point, the middle dot 
flanked on either side . . .  by the two 
dots which go to make the five, ana you see 
the sign manual of Donna Maria, once 
Qneen ot Portugal. Is it possible this sov
ereign could not write, for, aeoording to the 
royal usage, kings, princes and potentates 
are not above signing their names? In
quiry discloses the fact that those nations 

hose existence marks tbe edge of civilisa
tion refrain from doing that which would 
stamp them as other mortals. A Portu
guese subject of the higher class knows how 
to write, consequently the sovereign most 
make a dot tor tbe sign manual of iroyalty.

And here is a  letter from the shadows of 
the Alhambra. It «.signed “Carlos,” in a 
bold, beautiful hand. I t  is the writing of 
Charles IV., monarch of Spain. The dainty 
flavor of Moor and Castiljan lite seems to 
permeate the silken psper. Land of Cer
vantes! Birthplace of knight errantry! One 
of the most exquisite things on earth is the 
Kpanish pride. We emne now to a men ra
ise  letter from the father of the prsnsat 
dethroned Isabella. The paper has •  deep 
border of blaek. Tho King's mother is' 
dead, and be weeps just tbe same as the

orphan boy in the ebarit: 
something signed “Frederic 
the, open hand. I t  «  fro 
and successor of tho great Frederic of 
Ma. It speaks of the deathof royalty, and 
according to t&e writer; this fact is snpj. 
to affect tbe nations of tbe whole earth. 
Very few letters from either Prnmia or Ras
sis in those remote days, for onr iufant re
public was too young to command the awe 
of the semi-civilized kings.

Bnt tbe most precious of all the ancient 
archives are tbe private papers of General 
Washington, purchased by Congress after 
his death. Jared Sparks and Washington 
Irving have gathered the grain of this 
golden field, and the writer, like modest 
Ruth, is only a simple gleaner. In tbe most 
beautiful and ezqmsite way our own Irving 
has told us all that which goes to make bis 
hero the most perfect character of ancient 
or modern times; but, according to the 
archives, he left out a great deal the world 
wonld like to know, for the papers state 
that it took a great number of adhesive 
plasters to strengthen his majestic back, 
with any quantity of calomel and “uni
versal balsam” to keep the universal peace 
within. Tbe importation of “dressed 
pumps," powders, wigs, and other mascu
line finery of those days, shows that no 
character is so exalted that it loses entirely 
the divine weakness ot humanity, and if 
the curious inquirer after truth wishes to 
learn that all men are simply men, the de 
lightful lesson can be learned at the State 
Department, if the “keeper of the rolls” 
oan again be coaxed to show hi* treasures

Another manuscript book i t  brought 
forth. It bas been steeped in tears and 
consecrated by blood. It relates entirely 
to  the mapture, trial, and execution of 
Major AW re. Here is the letter whieh tbe 
brave young man wrote to General Wash 
ington the night before, as he says: “I am 
to swing npon a gibbet.’* What heroic 
courage he shows in tbe face of death? How 
beautifully elear every word is written, and 
the signature is signed without a tremor of 
the hand. How General Washington’s soul 
must have been tortured when he was 
forced by military necessity to approvp the 
warrant for this man's execution; for his 
benevolent heart overflowed with pity for 
the smitten ef God’s unfortunates. Tarn 
over the page; thia is a letter from the trai 
tor Benedict Arnold. He informs General 
Washington that having the interest of 
his beloved country at heart he can no 
longer serve in the American army. It is a 
lawyer’s letter in argument as well as the 
handwriting. How brave, and defiant he 
speaks! What strength of character it un
folds! Who of mortal born knows what 
motive prompted this great man to  betray 
his country. When the writer glanoed at 
the paper upon which the hand had rested 
that is now part ot its mother dust and read 
the burning word» which are to live in our 
country’» annals as long as history and tra 
dition last, the words of onr beloved 
Saviour seemed to be written in fire on the 
wall, “Judge not, les’t ye be judged,” and 
then arose the prayer of thankfulness that 
women 'nre excluded from the political 
arena, and to man alone is given the power 
of life or death.

Jk T alk  w ith  S an ta  Anna.
A letter from the City of Mexico, October 

‘JO, to the San Francisco Chronicle contains 
tbe following: 
i Since writing to yon last 1 have succeeded 
through the influence of General Martinez, 
in obtaining an interview with the old Mex
ican hero, Santa Anna. I came to Mexioo 
with the impression that he was dead, and 
have been wondering some time bow many 
Californians know that he-is still alive ana 
iikely to be for ten years to come. The old 
man lives very qnietly and receives little 
company. The fact that he is almost uni
versally despised by his countrymen causes 
him to shun them; and for the same reason 
it is much easier for a  ! ureigner to obtain 
access to bis private parlors than for a 
Mexican. He is living at present in an o)d- 
fashioned Spanish house on Vergara street, 
and although he is said to be poor, he has 
about him not only the comtorts but many 
of the luxuries ot life.

Five o’clock in the afternoon was the hour 
appointed for our call, and at that time 
Colonel Moso, an intimate friend of the 
General, received us in the conrt and con 
ducted us up a flight of stone stairs into a 

Liang, comfortably furnished room frônting 
.be the street. A piano stood in one corner, 
and several pieces of statuary and a few 
pictures here and there abont the room 
displayed a quiet taste. At one end of the 
room bong a magnificent and life sized 
painting of a woman in fall Spanish cos 
turne. It was taken forty years ago, when 
the subject was Santa Anna’s bride. She 
mast nave been very beautiful then, if tbe 
picture is true, for there is a wonderful 
chaim in the dark, sad eyes. We had been 
seated bnt a moment when a side door 
opened and Santa Anna himself stepped 
into the room.

Instead of the gray old man that we had 
expected to see, an upright, soldierly figure 
stood before us, and we noticed that in spite 
of his wooden leg he walked with ease and 
without tbe assistance of cane or crutch. 
Santa Anna’s eye is still black as a coal, 
and his hair, although thin, has not yet 
turned gray. There is a kindly expression 
in bis face that is strangely at variance with 
tbe dark tales that blot his history; and as 
he received each one of us with some pleas 
ant remark and a cordial clasp of his soft, 
woman’s hand, we could hardly realize that 
the maa before ns was the author of so

DJ

is very mach aaeoyed by •  bad fitting aat

lany bloody scenes.
e seated, gentleman,’’ he said, after we 

had stood for a few moments; “I have your 
chairs drawn closely together here so that 
I can hear you.” He turned and walked to 
a  sola benesti^he picture of his wife and 
sat down. It was in seating himself that 
the infirmities of his age showed themselves 
more conspicuously. The false limb troubled 
him then, and he was obliged to extend it 
ont very oarefully before him. lie  threw 
his right leg across it, as if to conceal it, 
and sat straight upright. During the whole 
hour that we were with him he did not lean 
back or change hi* position,

Santa Anna’s mind is still clear, but tbe 
drift of his conversation shows that he lives 
almost altogether in the past. He loves to 
talk of his own exploits, and theaocuraey 
with wbioh be gives dates and particulars 
of events which have been in nistory for 
over half a century, is remarkable. He 
asked many questions abont the United 
8tates, and among others the name oi our 
President, which he had forgotten. He 
alluded to the time when he was the guest 
of General Jackson in the White House, 
and laughed as he recalled some little em
barrassing circumstances into which his in- 
inability to speak English placed him.

Some one inquired after his health. “Mex
ioo never did agree with me," he replied; “I 
am troubled with catarrh, and tbe atmos
phere here is too rarefied. I am always 
tetter on the coast, where I was bora.”

“Do yon not weary sometimes of this se- 
clnsion,” we inquired, “after the active lite 
yon have led!”

“Yon see I am growing old now,” he an
swered, with a smile that bad something of 
sadness in it; “since 1821, when I declared 
ttie independence of the republic, I have 
seen a great deal.’’

The allnsiou to the past seemed to revive 
all its memories and, without being asked, 
he commenced a sketch of bis early life, 
and of tbe many political events in which 
he bore so prominent a part. In alluding to 
the establishment of the republic, he said:

“I did not know what a republic was. 
Iturbide had just concluded a treaty with 
the Spaniards, and his friends in Mexico 
had made him Emperor. I was a young 
man of twenty-four then. I had a volcanic 
bead—I cared for nothing, feared nothing. 
With 300 men under my command, I bad 
acquired considerable reputation along the 
Gulf in our war with Spain, and now my 
followers came around me and asked me to 
declare a republie in place of the monarchy 
which Iturbide had established. ‘Bnt what 
is a republic? ’ I asked. ‘Viva la Repnb-ipub
lica !’ they shouted. ‘Well, you fools,’ I 
thought, ‘if you will have a republic, we 
will all go off in search of one.’ And so I 
led them.against Iturbide. Poor Iturbide,” 
he said after a while, “I had to overcome 
motives of personal friendship in making 
war on his government; and how I cried 
when I heard of his unhappy death at 
Tampico.”

For three-quarters of an hoar the old 
man ran on from event to event without 
interruption, and by that time, it had be
come so dark in the room th a tw e  M aid 
ecaroely see his face. Santa Anna is very 
friroible in his talk, and although be la now 
over seventy-eight yean  old, his black 
dashing eyes show that the fine of earlier 
yean are not yet all epeat. In epeaking ha

« j :*isss*i,
sation a  laborious task hut for bis willing
ness to carry the principal share ef i t  H a  
took leave of de with many kind wishes, 
and the customary Msxioan courtesy to 
always consider bis house onr home,

O r Beeke ae  G ifte.
Books may be divided into: 1. Books to 

be looked at. J .  Books to be smelt of.
’ Books to be consulted. 4. Books to be read 

Uoderthe first- head are to be ranked the 
sumptuous; the volumes which are really 
pieces of vertu—the marvels of typography, 
engraving and blndiug—works which by 
persistent industry and at lavish expense 
have been profusely illustrated* and “ex
tended”—volumes the owner of which holds 
his breath as you turn the leaves—things 
which, despite the sneers of the utilitarian, 
we assert to be objects just as beautiful in 
themselves as line piece» of plate, or ex 
quisite specimens of gold or silver work. To 
the thoroughbred book hunter, we need say 

, nothing of that flavor of “mild decay” 
which reaches the delighted nostril as some 
tall folio is opened, perhaps for tbe first 
time in a century. Books for reference, 
a» onr careful, honest, useful friends 
know, demand no explanatory expatiaton, 
Books to be read suggest numberless 
subdivisions, and present a field into 
which it is unnecessary now to enter. Only 
may we, in passing, mention book» which, 
by no effort of the hnman will, by no pent 
tential persistence, by no conscientious de
votion, by no surrender of long day» and 
longer nights, by no aid ot valiant résolu 
tion, can possibly be read through. Pity 
may carry os on tor twenty p ages; cariosity 
for twenty more; » wild desire to do some
thing which nobody has ever done, may 
help us to hobble a little further; and then 
in the very middle muddle of the somnifer
ous volume the reading faculty breaks 
down, and we replace the poor thing upon 
the shelf, commending it to the bright little 
worms, and charitably hoping that it will 
agree with them.

Book» intended for holiday purchasers 
are naturally nut forward in holiday 
raiment, and this may be either cheap or 
costly,-in bad taste ov good. Even 
Bridget going* to ehurch with six months’ 
wages npon her broad back, bears a flagrant 
and highly illaminated resemblance to her 
tastefnlly-arrayed mistress, so as a Con 
nectiout ’subscription book, extra gilt within 
an inch of it» life, and polished after the 
similitude ot a  palace, suggest» tbe love
liest work ot famous binder». Only 
glance, however, is enough.to show you 
what a Tittlebat Titmouse of a book it is. 
Its varnish back creaks and snaps as you 
open it. And, once open, the exposure of 
humbugging rule-work, on pages dispro
portionate te tbe letter, of worn-out 6teel 
plates, of bad wood engravings badly 
printed, makes one blush to be «anght in 
such company. We have had in hand for 
many years •  treatise upon the influenoe of 
table» upon jpopolaK literature, to which, 
when it shall b» printed, the ceadez i* re 
ferred.

There ate many things to be said of tbe 
beauty and propriety of pooka as gift», For 
the just beginning bits of humanity they 
have long been esteemed welcome dona
tions. Goody Two Shoes ( which some think 
was written by Goldsmith) has trudged 
through generation after generation. Jaek  
was killing his giants when onr great 
grandmothers were in the pinafores of the 
period. R. Crusoe, mariner, and his goats 
are mortal only as to tlie other end of im 
mortality. Whoever hit upon the idea of 
coloring children’s books mast have been 
genius in his way. These are the only 
work s of art which are above criticism— 
these lively smooches, these broad daubings, 
these enchanting gamboge» and vermeils, 
and indigo blues! Blessed are the babes 
who can still find delight in the brilliant 
and monstrous. For taste ha» invaded 
even this privileged pictorial domain; and 
the sprnce, foppishly finished woodcuts 
make us sigh for tbe coatse, etrong work of 
Blake, and for the rural veracity of Bewick.

A holiday book. Whether for old or yonng, 
without illustration, would now lie cun 
side red an impertinence. Inside the glowing 
covers must be a hundred v i |nettes, taU-
Sieces. initial letters and appropriate 

esigns, with the fiery red line bounding 
the domain of faery. Often “'the picture 
for the page atones," as Pope ill-naturedly 
said of Quarles and his Emblems; and cer
tainly a well pictured foolish book is better 
than ungarnished and Unmitigated inanity. 
A good illustration serves as a crutch for 
the hatting fancy, and may even supply the 
writer’s want ot dexterity. When a child 
reads, “A was an archer and shot a t a frog,*’ 
aud sees that reptile expiring with the 
green-coated and conquering A above him, 
he takes his first step in the humanities with 
greater ease and precision for the sight. Is 
not the same primer pedagogy good for 
stupid adults, Boomed to a life-time of the 
concrete, and too indolent tn fashion for 
themselves an ideal?

Of the economy of hook giving, it is not 
necessary for us to say much. If the vol
ume be cheap, why it will serve its purpose, 
and it may be as affectionately preserved 
as if it were braver. Some ot us have still 
in onrJUhraries poor, forlorn little books, 
allowednife-lease rent free for the sake of 
the giver, and inscribed npon their fly 
leaves, “—— -  —— —, from Annt Polly, 
January 1, 1822,” or words of like com
memorative import. Here is another dogs- 
eared and shabby 18tno ! Open it a t the 
beginning and yon may read, tbongh tbe 
ink be almost faded out, “ From bis affec
tionate mother.” How we remember the 
morning npon which it was given; the kiss, 
the caress, the tender smile which were 
given with it! We have grown hard of 
heart and eoarse o f  soul since then; the 
world may have ceased to give us anything 
better than its bitters reproaches or its 
frigid shoulders; bnt as we look once more* 
upon the lines traced by the dear hand long 
ago moldered into dust, we forget for a 
moment all the fatalities which, harpy-like, 
have haunted ns, and the strong sunrise of 
our lives comes back to frighten the fopd 
dream of the lost and tbe long ago !

There is a verse which old ladies were 
once accustomed to write in the Bible» 
which they gave their god-daughters: “O, 
keep it for the giver’s sake, and read it for 
your own !” and the kindly couplet will 
answer for other books as well. In select- 
ing a gift book it is clearly happiest to 
choose one which the receiver will he likely 
to read. Hence, the manifest impropriety 
of sending a Hebrew Bible to little Jack 
Hornor, who prefers plums to roots. There 
is no trouble in fixing upon the right work 
for the man or woman whose mind you 
know. Between friends worthy of the 
name there can hardly be mistake. You 
may go to yonr shelves in preference to 
going to the bookseller, and, taking down 
some volume which both of yon have 
often admired together, you write your 
friend’s name upon your own book
plate, and the matter is settled at once. 
True friendship has a long memory, 
and divines the taste to be gratified* 
with a precision nearly unerring. If 
we give a book to one who levee us, or who 
is loved by us, it will convey a Charm quite 
independent of its contents. I t is as if we 
made offering of an opinion which, though 
not accepted, *ecures hospitable entertain
ment becanse it is ou*». It is like bestow
ing a morsel of onrselves; and we know 
that it will whisper to tbe reader with some
thing of our own tone and accent. So we 
may sing with the poem, speculate with the 
ihilosopby, narrate the history and gossip 
liographies and annals. So, being dead, 
we may vet speak. So, long after we have 
departed, the friendly hand may happen 
to take down tbe votive volume, and as the 
eye run* over tbe yellowing pages and 
atches here «.familiar sentence and there 

the penciled marginalia, how can the old, 
happy evenings be forgotten, nr we forgot
ten with them?—»Veic York Tribune.

The President and the Neath.
There is no man who love« justice but 
ill heartily applaud that part of the Presi

dent's message wbieh relates to the South. 
He deals with the question ot the political 
status of the negro in a manner which 
■hows that be is actuated solely by a desire 
to reconcile conflicting interests. He does 
not mince matters in speaking oi facte. 
That armed organizations banded together 
for the purpose of intimidating colored 
voters, and that murders were frequent, 
while those who were recusant were de
prived of work, are matters of record. 
[Inder these circumstances the President 

used a  part of the military força to kaep the 
«pee in the land. Such interference with 
ocal affairs is repugnant to his ideas, and 

he dseiroa that the assertion of public opin

ion shall

ment», or by winking nt outrage- On the 
contrary, the President declare» that tho 
law will be enforced “ with rigor, bnt with 
regret.” The oounsel that ia given to the 
malcontent» is wise and farseeing. I t  ia 
asked that there shall be fairness on 
all sides in the discussion of South
ern questions, condemning the wrong 
and upholding the right. With tho 
fearlessness ot a  soldier, the President 
locks the situation fairly in the face, 
declares that the negro is a citizen and a 
voter, and must remain so, and asks that he 
shall be so troatea. Then the negro will 
no longer be compelled, in self-defense, to 
vote for partisan candidates, without regard 
to their fitness, bnt can vote on principle, 
without regard to his oolor. This will de
stroy seotiooal interferences. Surely there 
is a vast deal ot common sense in this ad
vice. The 8onth oan not complain of; it, 
since it ia in ’ accordance with their best 
interests, and the North most admit its 
jnstiee. Tbe whole land is wearied with 
the strife of sections. People are ready to 
agree with tbe President in thinking that 
the better part of tbe Southern whites are 
disposed to dc no violence te individuals or 
the laws. They have opportunity now to 
evidence their principles by their acts. The 
soldier who returned to Lee his surrendered 
■  word is still tbe friend of tbe South. Any 
favor that demands anything less than 
obedience to the law he is ready to extend 
to its sous. Will they not at least meet 
him half way? On the broad platform of 
charity for the post and justice for tbe fu
ture, » reconciliation of all conflicting in
terests is possible. The Republican party, 
through a Republican President, proffers 
the olive brauch. Will the South accept 
it !—M w York Commercial 'Adrerlieer,

P an t Boynton's Swim.
Colonel John W. Forney writes this thrill

ing chapter from London, to the Phila
delphia Prêta:

A few days afterward T met a  Pennsyl
vanian, not quite so renowned as the Aus
trian lieutenant, but in another sphere even 
more of a curiosity in London. I refer to a 
resident of Philadelphia, Captain Paul 
Boynton, of thé New Jersey Life Guard, at 
Atlantic City, now here after hi» extraor- 
dary feat pf throwing himself into the 
ocean, from the national steamship Queen, 
on the stormy night of October 21, seven 
miles off Fastnet rock, on «he Irish rook 
bound coast. He began his experiment east 
of Baltimore, where the cliffs are 180 feet 
high and more, and after being seven hours 
in the water, swimming over forty miles, he 
finally guided himself, in the midst 
of the tempest, into one of the fissures 
on that terrible shore. He was clad 
in the lifesaving apparatus recently 
invented by another American, Mr. 
MerriiUan, and aided by his great skill 
as a  swimmer and a diver, bis cool courage 
and strong constitution, performed a feat of 
which, when the news reached London, 
was regarded as a  hoax, and generally com
mented upon as another evidence of Amer
ican exaggeration. You have heard «the 
story how he attempted to get passage on 
several of the outgoing Amtrican steamers 
from New York in vain, because the cap
tains knew that he would attempt to leap 
from the ship to prove the American ap-
Êaratus ot Mr. Merriman, and how, finally, 

e obtained a berth on the National steamer 
tbe Queen, and was prevented only by 
main force from jumping overboard when 
300 miles from New York, and how at 
length, df nine o’clock on Tuesday evening, 
October 21, off the Irish coast, he persuaded 
the captain to pnt him down the side, and 
all alone, in a dark tempestuous night, 
clothed in his India-ru »her all-tight suit, with 
its inflated air-chambers, with food for three 
days, a compass, a bull’s-eye lantern, some 
books, several signal-rockets, an Amerioan 
flag, with a number of letters belonging to 
the passengers in his inside pocket, with 
his bowie knife and axe at nis side, he 
grasped his paddle, and amid tbe cheers of 
the crew and company entered upon his 
awful journey. Every soul on board be
lieved this was the last of the brave fellow.
I wish yon could hear him tell the story of 
his condition after being tossed on these 
mountainous seas tor seven long hours; how 
he was cast into the rocky fissure on .the 
Irish coast; bow in the «lark night he scaled 
the almost perpendicular cliffs, and, mount
ing the top, fired off hi» signal-rockets for 
the rqliet that never came; how he de 
scemled the dangerous declivity; stripped 
off his preserver, and walked, bruised and 
battered, until he came to a little Irish 
town, the barefooted inhabitant* of 
which regarded him prêt tv much ns 
the Tudians beheld Columbus, or 
Robinson Crusoo'a man Friday start
ed at tho sight of tbe shipwrecked 
sailor; how, at last, he got to Skibhareen, 
where he posted the letters intrusted to 
him by tbe passengers of tbe Queen, who 
had all given him up for lost, and were 
astonished when he telegraphed them tn 
Cork that he had arrived, and would soon 
be among them. “ While the houses were 
being shaken and roofs being blown off in 
London,” says the Daily jVeirs of October 
28, “ this bold mariser was alone in the 
stormy sea, encased in bis magio dress, car
ried up and down the alternate hills and 
valleys of the ocean.” His passage through 
Ireland was something more than a triumph; 
the “man fish,” as he is called, became an 
object of wild enriority and admiration. 
Crowds followed after hitn.and.when he got 
to Cork he eras welcomed at the theatre by 
the company singing the “Star Spangled 
Banner,” and on October 27 exhibited him
self in the harbor near Queenstown for 
more than an hour. He proved at once the 
efficiency of his life saving suit and his own ' 
daring courage. He fired off rockets, burnt 
signal lights, ate and drank, knocked the 
neck off a bottle of lemonade, hoisted his 
flag twined round with the Irish green and 
excited a bewildering enthusiasm. Repeat
ing these experiments on several other oc
casions, he performed some extraordinary 
feats in the city of Dublin, and on the sev
enth oi November, in the. theatres, Zoologi
cal Garden, in the river Lifley. and here, as 
everywhere, he attracted an immense con
course. The same scone took place in the 
harbor of Kingstown, and I have just been 
looking over many column» in the Irish 
newspaper* of comments upon his various 
performances, full of incident and amuse
ment.

Captain fioyton has been in London 
about a week, and will soon disnlay his 

•prowess and prove his invention m  Brigh
ton, the English London by the sea, now in 
full blaze of fashion and frolic. But he is 
reserving himself for the most dangerous 
and daring achievement ot bis life, viz: that 
of crossing the  ̂channel from Dover to 
Calais. To use his own words to me: “I 
will do it if it costs me my life, and when I 
have landed I will telegraph yon these 
words: ‘I have just- planted the centennial 
flag on tbe soil of France.’ ” I do not 
describe this young Philadelphian as I 
would describe an acrobat or j uggler: he is 
neither. He is engaged in a great work of 
humanity, deserving far more honor than 
many who boaBt. of their distinction in 
science and art. A young man who has 
saved seventy-one human lives, and who ' 
travel* not for show, but to prove 
the efficiency and usefulness of a great life. - 
saving invention, deserves something more 
than the apolanse awarded to a traveling 
mountebank, and I have no doubt he will 
receive it. Captain Boynton is about 
twenty-seven years old, and was born in 
the county of Alleghany, Pennsylvania, 
bnt is now a resident of Philadelphia. He 
served in the Amerioan navy during the 
late war, on the Northern side; alterward 
took part in the battles against Maximilian 
in Mexico, and happening to be in Paris 
when the conflict between France and 
Germany broke out, fought with the 
French, returning to America at the close 

that struggle to enter the service 
the life guards on the Atlantio 

coast for the purpose of saving life 
a t watering places and seaports. He is 
a fine, handsome fellow, modest an«l unpre
tending, and tells the story of his adven
tures without tbe slightest boasting or 
ornamentation. His brother is the London 
correspondent lor some of the American 
newspapers, a reader in the British Museum, 
and a careful, intelligent, studious man, 
very much devoted to “the amphibious 
captain,” an«l now, I am glad to see, dili
gently attending to the arrangements for 
the great task of crossing the channel from 
Dover to Calais. I  write this sketch of onr 
gallant townsman, not only to iilnstrate 
:he main point of this letter, the usefulness 
of American genius and aoianeo in Europe 
bnt that his friends a t home may not lose
sight of one who has done so much o redit to 
himself and to Penney! vania.

An Va

î ê a t^ i i ^ r S h f n f tô ~a^nll blooded Oaago 
sqnaer, Mio was to hat»  it dona and bring 
it home on Saturday night. The aqnaw 
failed to fnlflll tho contract, however, and 
on Sunday Jim  had to  jjo to church with 
the aame suit he wore daring the week. In 
the meantime he bad sent word to hi» 
washerwoman to “bring them shirts.” He 
had jnst got comfortably seated to Mm  
church, and the grava minister had opened 
up in thunder toaca o n  sinners generally, 
when in stepped a big Osage Indian with a  
package under his blanket, who _ began 
making all kinds of unintelligible sign» to 
onr friend. ' Jim appeared to take no notice 
of his presence, however, until by bis audi
ble whisperings and frantic gesticulation» 
the Indian had attracted the attention of 
the entire congregation, and fairly horrified 
our hero by drawing forth a shirt with » 
stunningly clean front, several pairs o f  
socks and other things that go to oomplets 
a fashionable young man’s wardrobe. Thl» 
was too much for him. and he immediately 
arose and, beckoning the persistent laundry 
clerk out. be then and there exhausted 
both the English and Osage vocabulary of 
epithets, after which he t«Mk charge of the 
clothes and told the dusky warrior to go 
his way. Profane langnage is prohibited at 
the agency, bat it is said that Jim mad* 
good use of all the emphatic religions ad
jectives that came within his grasp.—* 
Coffeeville ( Kanaaa) Courier.

A n A nalyst»  e t  a  C o q u e tte .
Punch says: “The coq nette is a graduate 

in the science of flirtation, baa taken every 
degree from her alma mater—who is so 
good a mistress of arts that she no longer 
needs a tutor, and is competent to manag» 
her own affairs without the aid of a  chap
eron. She is a psychological cariosity— 
undergoing two ohanges betöre arriving at 
m atanty—from the insect of tbe school 
period she becomes the chrysalis of the ball 
room, whence ehe emerges from beneath 
tbe wing of her ohaperon, to flutter forth 
the full grown butterfly, or coq nette. She 
baa »  scale of attractions by which she 
measures her deportment toward different 
individuals. She oan, at a moment’s notion, 
be intensely agreeable or qnietly renajlant. 
She oan smile with one side of her face npon 
a  new conquest, and frown with tbq other 
npon his waning rival. She 'known in« 
stinotively the exact moment when to com
mence a  flirtation; and having no passion, 
no teeling, can adroitly break off an ineligi
ble one, even if-the wedding liveries have 
been ordered. Flattery i» her food, and 
caprice her rale of oondnet. She may win 
our astonishment by her boldness, inge
nuity, and protean changes of demeanor, 
but not onr admiration or  esteem.”

Jerome Thompson, tho New York painter, 
has a story of a broken down mill wheel 
and dilapidated shanty, wbioh he wae 
struck dumb with admiration at discover
ing in the Pennsylvania mountains—how 
he sent for certain friends, how they all 
went into'eostaciss, how they asked per
mission of the owner, who would have sold 
out tbe whole concern for $50, to sketch it 
from different points of view; how he, con
cluding that th en  was some sort of gold 
mine about it that he had never discov
ered, went to work on the Sabbath and 
whitewashed and furbished np generally, 
and then charged ttfty cents admission; 
bow tbev kicked and swore and wont away 
madder than March hares, to the Pennsyl
vania Dutchman’s intense amazement. 
Why they came and why they went away 
he has never been able to get throngh his 
head yet. _

At the explosion in Paris a  priest showed 
groat heroism, going into the fire to help 
wounded persons o n t He was badly bnrned. 
and when the surgeons were' attending to  
hi» hnrts a reporter asked for his name, 
He said: “Write only—n priest.”

NOTICE.

Board or t.i*innATtoX,l 
State of Loui»lania. - 

New Orleans, November 24. 1874. ▼  
Kesofved Tbst herealter, tbe regular meeting» 

of thia boa id wilt be held on KACd AND KV1BI 
MONDAT, a t twelve o’clock, M. All applications 
for exchange of bond» and warranta for new con
solidated bonds, under act Ko. 3, aeasion of 1874, 
must be made through the fiscal agent (New Or. 
eana National Bank), on or before the Saturday 
pieceding eaeh meeting. Applicationa made on 
Mondays will lay over until the next meeting,

P. G. DESLONDE.
no2r. cod 1m Secretary Boaid of Liquidation.

NOTICE,

O rnes ov thk C o u i m o n u  or thb > 
Freedman’s Savings and Trust Company. « 

Washington, D. C.. July 29. 1871.1 
Notice la hereby given to all persona, other than 

depositors, who may have claims seal est tho 
FRKKDMAN’H HAVINGS AND TRUHT COMPANY 
or any of its branches that they are called npon to  
»resent the same and to make legal proof thereof 
n the Commissioners of said company, a t their 

office. No. 1507 Pennsylvania avenue, Washington. 
District of Columbia. Pass books, when properly 
adjusted, will be deemed sufficient proof of the 
balances shown to bo due thereon. Depositor» 
will therefore present toeir pass books te  the re
spective branches by which they were issued a» 
soon as possible, tha t they may be properly veri
fied »nd balanoed. JOHN A. J. CRKHWKLL

anttfefo

ROBERT PURVIS,
R. H. T. LK1POLD,

Commissioners.

J U S T  P U B L IS H E D .

D R . C U R T IS  ON JH A lftlO O D .
204.00» COPIES SOLD IN ALL PARTS OF EUROPE

AND AMERICA.
t  medics! essay on the cause and cure of prema* 

tu  re decline In man, showing how health ia lost, 
and how regained. It gives a clear synopsis of tho 
impediments to marriage, tbe treatm ent of ner.

OPINIONS OF THE PRESS.
Corti.« on “Ms*hood."—There ia no member of 

society by whom this boek will not be fonud use« 
ful, whether he be parent, preceptor or clergy« 
man.—London 7 imea. '

CcRTui ov “Manhood.”—This hook should he resit 
bv the young for instruction, and by the afflicted 
for relief; it will Injure no one.—New Yotk Herald.

P r ic e  F ifty  Cleat». B y M a ll .
Address the author, DR. CURTIS, No. 9 Rampart 

street. New Orleans, or GEORGE ELLIS’ book 
store, opposite the Postofflce, New Orleans, Louis; 
ana. del 2p

A C A R D ,

1 respectfully inform my friends and the publie 
tha t I hare just opened an office, with sales rooms 
and ample accommodations for the transaction of 
all business intrusted to me.

A. GERARD,
Auctioneer and Appraiser. 

no!6 Nos. 12 and 14 Bourbon street, near Cano.

BANKS AND BANKING.
r  a U IS U N A  H A V IN G . H A N ,

An
S A F E  D E P O S I T  C O M P A N Y ! 

No. 31 Camp S tree t.
CAPITAL.................. .TT........... . ..$ 3 0 0 .0 0 0 ,

E. C. PALMER, President.
JAMES JACKSON, Vice P r e s id e n t .

Directors;
k. CONKRT, FRED. WING.

IL KKI.L4R' W H. THOMAtf.
DAVID WALLACE. JAMK3 JACKNON.

B. C. PALMER.
Its capital gives security to depositors. Deprwit» 
Fifty Cents and upward retaiired, and EIx PER 

CENT INTEREST allow ed.
Jy7 iy___________JOHN 8. WALTON. Caahlef.

I j lH A  tlT IZ K N » ’ OAVINUb  BANK

Is a  strictly legitimate bank for sayings, 
modeled upon the plan of popular and Hncnessfn 
ustitutlons in New York and London, and Incor
porated April 24,1972, under a  special and favor 
able ehartei granted by the Legislature of tbe 
State of Louisiana, with an authorised capital or 
8 2«<),(iao.

Interest six per cent per annum.
Deposits of ten cents sad  upward received,
AU deposits are payable on demand.
Open daily from 9 A. M. to 3 P. M„ and ok *«turi 

ntday evening from six to eight o’clock.
GRÜNEWALD HALL,

Ns. B aronne S tree t.____  ,4
M. BENNER, J. L.GUBERNATOR. *

Cashier. President.
»macToas. •

JOHNSON ARMSTRONG, THOMAS HA8AM 
B-W. BURBANK, J. L. GUBERNATOR,

thl ly  M. BENNER.M l  ty M. BENNER._______________
BW  I k LBA N «  S A V iS U S  ISrriTlTIU- 

TION, No. ISC Canal street. Tru«tees-Dr. 
W. Newton Morose, L. ». Cleoarea, George Jo^

Ifika, Christian Seljaider. «— »■» J— «»■«•

Craslm Kuasav, mhJaiB


