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LADY AGENTS.

57ant Smart and Energetie Agents to intro-
goonr popular and justly eelebrated inven-
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jpdispensable to Every House-

hold ;

Theyare highly nppand of, endorsed and
sdupted by Ladies. Physicians and Divines, and
a0 pow & GREAT FAVORITE with them.

Every Family will Purchase One
Something that their merits
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The latest sensation,
Throughout the creation,
For every one there ean gain knowledge
If attention they'll pay
To the most approved way, |
Tanght at A. T. Selover's new college,

Soon we shall have April,
When all nature will stile,
For she then spreads her bright, glossy leaves.
8o the young I recommend,
To instruetion attend;
For pure and sound knowladge ne'er grieves.

When the first day doth come,

Though a fool’s day to some,
Do not it in folly pass over,

Baut to college soon go,

That yon wisdom may know,
As is taught by Professor S«lover,

HER ROOM.

This is her room :
Her little white room, where she kuelt {o pray
Every night, every morn, in her sweet baby way;
If I close, for a moment, my eyes, I ean sea
Her little hands folded in prayer at my knee,
And hear ber sweet voice ns she lisps her short
[ prayer; )
But I know, well enough, that my ba[b ) nni
there,
Though I catch myself ealling her name unaware,
Oh, my sweet little child !

Here is her bed :
Her little white bed, with its pillows unpressed,
Where her head used to lay wheo she sank into
’ [rest, ]
With her yellow hair falling like sunshine neross
The soft downy pillow. Ab me ! what a loss,
When my baby, 1y baby with eyes like a star,
Heard the eall of the angels come echoing far;
My baby, my darling, wherever you are;

And mine evermore !

Here she was Infd,
Clad in white garments, and on her wee breast
Was a red clover Llossom ; she loved thom the
[ best. 1
I kissed her and called her: I wept by her sids,
And I wanderad iu darkness when my baby died.
For it secmned that the sunshine was buried with
Lber, ]
In the grave that they made for her under the fir,
That keeps watch and guard, ssits long branch-
[ es stir, §
(Feer my sweet baby's grave.
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“OUR STORY TELLER)”

IN ASTREET CAR.
1L

Tt was curious how often after this, Jim
fownd it necessary to visit Boston. There
was alwnys some “business for the fivm,”
which madle it ubsolutely incumbent upon
him to see Saxon & Co. And when he
was there he fell into the habit of saunt-
ering down Tremont Street about shop-
ping hours. And from there to Wash-
ington Street, and into Williams and
Everett’s, or Child's and Jenek’s. And
not only there, but into trimming stores,
into jewellers' shops, into fancy-goods
stalls, into cars and omnibuses, and every
where where he canght the glimpse of a
little figure with dark, crimped hair
tncked under a morsel of lace and ribbon
which 'adies call a bonnet. He passed
the winter in this hunt. It was worse
than the search for serip that lucky and
unlueky day when he first met her; or, as
Tom Saxon jeeringly said, it was like that
ancient search for a needie in a hay-mow.
Such a reputation ns he got, too, for the
most impudent starer decorous Boston
ever saw!

“I think that New York friend of yours
is horrid, Tom,” said not less than six
girls that winter to Tom Saxon.

“Horrid! how?"” asked Tom.

“Why he follows you about and stares
sol”

Tom looked at them. FEvery one had
dark hair, and every one had it erimped.

*“He came into the car where I was one
day,” said one of these girls, “and just
took an inventory of my features; and
then, after idgeting about two or three
minutes, he dashed out.”

Tom gave sach a laugh at this that the
fair speaker looked at him in wonder-
ment, and privately tcld an intimate
friend of hers afterward that she had
reason to think that thn.t.}h'. Mallory
was having & bad influenee upon Tom
Baxon, for she had seen him “when—well
—when he seemed very unlike himself,
to say the least!”

If Tom could have heard this I think
he wouid have langhed still more. As it
was, his laugh was o}l at Jim Mallory;
and Jim himself, though quite in earnest
in his Quixotic scarch, saw the joke as
readily as Tom, and, with ineffable bon-
homie, enjoyed his own absurdity.

As I say, he passed the winter in this
hunt, aud by spring the excitement
scemed to have subsided, or, at Jeast, to
be externally overhid Ly other things.
Tom Saxon thought it had died out en-
tirely until oue day, as he was strolling
across the Common, listening to some

lady passed, with her hair crepe and &
¥y voice, chatting voluble to her com-
panion.

“Jim, I thought you had dropped that
string.”

Jim langhed, and sung, in a low bari-
tone, .

* Her bright smile haunts me still.”

And that was the last that Tom heard
of the subject—well, we will not antici-
pate.

Winter passed, and spring had come;
and with the spring, as every body
knows, premonitions of cholera. All the
Malloyy family, mother and sisters, were
in a state of worry and fuss from the Airst
about this expected sconrge. They had
twenty plans in twenty days as to where
they would go, and what they would go,
and what they would do. Cape May,
and Long Branch, and Newport went by
the board, becanse somebody had told
Mrs. Mallory that the sea-coast Would be
unsafe. Then eame all the mountain re-
sorts. This was too far, that was too
near, another too full, ete., ete, nntil a
queer little place, perched up among the
Catskill Mountains, was decided on.

“And it will be so nice for yon, James
dear, for you can get your mails twice a
day,” seifl Mrs, Malory.

But “James dear” made no reply to
this. He had other plans,

“I'm not going to sacrifice city comfort
another summer for one of those musqui-
to haunts,” he said to his partner. “And
as for cholera—bah!"”

And so it came about that, for the first
timein six summers, Jiln took up his
head-quarters in the deserted house at
home, and found it, as he declared, the
coolest and most comfortable summer
resort he had known for a long time.
I don’t mean to say that he took no ex-
cursions away from the brick and mor-
tazr and marble. There was scarcely a
week but found him for a day or so at
one or another of the pleasant spots
about New York, which'was easily acces-
able to him by night trains or steamers.
In the meantime his mother and three
sisters wrote him frantic letters from the
Kauterskill. They offered him every in-
ducement they eould think of —plenty of
room, pare ar, a nico iable, and *such
pleasant society.”

*The
ple—are here,” wrote Kate Mallory; “two
charmig daughters and a son. They
live on our street at home, too: isn't it
funny we came way up here to find each
other ont?” And here followed an ur-
gent entreaty to brother James to come
up by Saturday night without fail and
got acquainted with these delightful peo-

\ple. But brother James had made a

partial engagement to go home with Mr.
Wing, his partner, on Saturday night,
and he didn’t “sec that he conld get
away from it,” he wrote back to Kate.

Before Saturday night, however, Jim
Mallory found it the easiest thing in the
world to get away from his partial en-
gagement with Mr. Wing. It was Tues-
day when he wrote to Kate. On Wed-
nesday morning, as he was walking down
the street on the shady side, he mddcnly
heard a strange, shrill voiee call out :
“Molly! Molly! Molly!” He laughed |¢
a little at the remembrance this called
up, and tarned to look in the direetion
of the voice. There wasn't a sonl to be
seen within speaking distance. But still
that voice went on: “Molly! Molly!
Molly ! ” ending with a curious chuckle
of langhter. He turned more quickly
this time, and there, just above his head
discovered a grey parrot swinging in its
great gilded cage. He laughed again,
and the parrot took it up with his mock-
1‘10 c]ll](‘.l;lﬂ, and “‘ith it &BEI.IJB& to Jim
nct.nally a knowing wink at him, re-
peated omee more: “Molly! Moliy!
Molly! ™

Jim Mallory shrugged his shoulders,
then thought of the little dark-eyed angel
of his search, and was half a mind to lift
his hat to her name, even when thus
shrilly cried, when all at once something
appeared at that window by which the
parrot swang, which rooted Lis feet to
the pavement. This “ somnething™ was
alittle dark, dark head, crimped and
eurled, and decorated with brilliant little
bows, that flnttered in the morning
breeze like the pennons of his hope. He
had spent o whole winter hunting for
her. He had haunted Boston streets,
and Boston eare, and Boston shops, day
in and day out, without result; and here
at last he found her—here in Now York,
in the very heat of midsummer! -

And there she stood, talking and hat-

Caledons—most delightfal peo- |’

litile angel than ever; and there below,
looking up at her, stood Jin Mallory in
2 dazed and hopeless condition. It wasn't
possible for any young woman to remain
long unconseions of such a gaze as this—
some attraction, magnetism, or whatever
it may be, makes them “aware” at length.
And so presently the owner of the frizzled
hair and the fluttering bows ceased talk-
ing to her bird, and, with a little start,
became conscious of the observation of
Jim Mallory. And once observed by
those bright eyes, no young man could
have had the hardlhood tohave remained
at his post.

But I must say Jim Mallory left his
position gallantly—some might have said
audaciously—but ‘there is no audscity
but of impertinence, and. of this there
was not a particle in Jim. Instead only
the most reverent chivalry ; and chi-
valry makes itself felt under any cloak.
So now when James Mallory met those
brig!tﬁ eyes, and turned away with his
hat lifted to them, I say he did gallantly,
and the young lady who was the object
of this gallantry was intuitive enough to
think so to.

You may be sure that as he went he
was not so dazed but that he sent a keen
glance toward the door which shut in his
little dark-eyed lady. But there was only
the number 2767—no betraying door-
plate gave him farther elew.

This was enough, however for the
present. More than enough you would
have said if you had watched him that
morning. Wing, who was the sedate
father of a family, catching the look in
his eyes, asked him, with grim humor, if
he had lately come into the possession of
his Spanish estates,

Madory laughed his genial, jovial langh
and confessed that he had had direct news
of them.

Fate, which had been so elusive with
him for the last six months, now seem-
2d to smile invitingly, for that very night
as Lie paced slowly up the sireet, hum-
ming to himself “Herbright smilehaunts
me still,” there from the doorwny beam-
ed the véry smile he was singing of—but
—but—who the doure was that—that
black-bearded, Ttalian-facod individual
who sat so composad on the second step?
What if Jim saw his Spanish estates dis-
appearing in o blue mist ab this ¢,

The next moment the mist eleared.
“Mr. Langford, when do you return?”
the lady asked of the black-bearded.

Jim never heard the answer. ‘What
did he care when he returned? he was
only “Mr. Langford” to her.

The nest sentence brought the bluemist
back a little.

“Will says he should like to spend
every winter in Paris.”

Will # who was this Will? what rela-
tion did he bear, confound kim, to the
dark-eyed little party? Then he recalled
the Will Hess of her gay misadventure.
So here he was again. Suppose—but
hark, what nameisthat? Can he believe
his ears when Langford eays: “Miss
Caledon?®” Miss Caledon? Kate's Miss
Caledon? Yes, clearly, Kate's Miss Col-
edon, for presently she remarks about the
Kauterskill, and something else, which

«plains her presence in New York for
that weck. Kate's Miss Caledon! Was
there ever any thing like it ?

“What an idiot I've been I” he solilo-
quized. “Rushing all over Boston, when
if I had had my eyes open I dare say I
might have met her a dozen times on
Broadway. Visiting at the Hub with
those four girls, I suppose, when I saw
her.”

Which conclusion of Jim's was the
most accurate one he had arrived at for

some time, as he asceriained when he
callel upon Molly Caledon the next
morning. Yes, he lwhlmly called
upon her, upen the strength of Kate's
last lettor.

To Molly Caledon this call seemed by,

no means hasty or singular, for after the
manner of young women, she and Kate
Mallory had become bosom friends in
these last six weeks, and what so natural
as “dear Katc's” brother ealling uponher
when she was in town? I thick Kate
h f would have been no little aston-
ished 1f she could have listened to Jim's
iree referere to her letter; and I think
she might have been doubtful whether
she had ever writfen . that letter.  Cer-
tain it is that Miss Caledon 1eceived the
impression by this sketchy referenee of

Jim’s, that it was at Eate’s information
of her and at her suggestien

that he ventured to call. And asT have

gaid before, what could seem more nat-

with her to the Mountains?

And what more natural than that on
this journey these two should progress
very rapidly in their sequaintance with
such a mutusal foundation of intimacy and
interest as “dear Kate,” she had the wit
andetact to keep her astonishment with-
in proper bounds, but whenever she found
Jim alone didn't he have to take it?

“T can’t imagine how yon ean be eon-
tented to stay here, Jim ?” she would say;
“and I can’t imagine how Mr. Wing can
do withont you so long.”

But Jim eould imagine, and so I think
after a time could little Mollie Caledon,
And so I think after a time conld every
member of the house; and it wasn't very
difficult to prophesy the denouement eith-
er, in the estimation of these on-lookers.
Bat to Jim it seemed much more difficult
for Molly Caledon was far too bright to
carry her heart on her sleeve, and a spice
of feminine eoquetry helped her to play
a game of hide and scek.

But there came a day when she had to
give it up, and acknowledge hersalf
found, if not caught. It was the day
‘Wiil Hess and Langford came. “Now or
never!” thougt Jim DMallory, as he
watched her greeting with the aforesaid
gentlemen. “Now or never !” I think
Molly must have had a suspicion of his
design, for with a queer, coquettish
perversity she put him off, first with
avery animated discussion with Langford,
and so on, through a list of employments
and occupations that continually necess-
itated a third party. But Jim was too
sharp for her at Inst. The mail had just
come in, and as he read his leiter from
Wing with this item at the close : “One
of us will probably have to go to Paris
next year ;” abit of strategy proposed
itself to him, which he forthwith acted
upon. Walking straight by the group
wherein  Miss Caledon stood 'talking
animatedly with Langford he glanced up
from his letter with the most absorbed
air and inguired of the landlord when
the next train left. :

“Oh, are you going to New York, Mr.
Mallory ?* asked Molly, with great
sang-froid. “And if you are, will you
undertake o commission for me?" and
Molly came forward from the group at
this.

Then she saw his serious preoceupied
business face.

*No bad news, Mr. Mallory ¥

“Oh no, not in the least ; only my
partner writes that one of us must go to
Paris ; and I suppose that one will be
your humble servant.

How many commissions shall I execute
for you there, Miss Caledon?” looking
straight into the pretty face before’ him.
There was a quiver of the eyelids—a
quiver of the lips, and & sudden forget-
fullness of the hide and seek game alto-
gether ; and Jim knew that he had won.

“Come intp the garden, Molly,” he
said, in @ lowar tone. “I've something
else to tell you.”

They went into the garden, and so
absorbing was the story that he had to
tell that he forgot all about the “next
train” until Molly, as she heard the
locomotive, looked up slyly into his face
and said : “How about the ecars, Mr.
Maliory ? I think you've lost them !”

Jim laughed. *But I've found sori-
thing better than the cars, Molly.” And
then he langhed still more. And then he
told her that other story of the ears
when be first met and fell in love with
her.

“And you don’t mean to say that you
were that old codger in the cormer?”
asked Molly in amaze. .

«T do, Miss Molly.”

“My! bat didn't we girls go on?”

“T ghould think you did. T found out |

sll your hair-dressing secrets—all about
the crimping and frizzing, you know—
and say, Molly, you ‘do’ your curls now
over g slate-pencil? and do. you ever get
caught in your hair-pins by sucha young
gentlemen as.Hess and now?”

“My goodness did I go on like that?"

“Just like that; and I thought the story
in the end of the Scotch cap was rather
a plucky climax. And when I listened to
it, and saw what a gay little bird of Para-

how auy one eould have seen another in
such a horrid dilemma without .doing
something to help them out of it. I re-
member, thougl, how scared I felt as I

jumpod up: for, you know, I had to get
d%hhﬁﬂu action, for I knew I

should feel silly enough, and I kmew it

would be terribly embarrassing all round.

“Yes, und in that way I lenrned your
Christian name; for all those four girls
wondered what Molly was getling off
there for.”

“And that was why you stopped under
my window, Sir, was it, when my bird
called Molly?”

“Oh, yon saw me at once, did you, Miss

“I saw you lift your hat to me, Sir,”
answered Migs Caledon, rather eonfused-

“And, Molly, my girl!” returned Jim
Mallory, now dropping his gay tone, “I
shall lift my hat always to the angel in
your nature I discovered that day in the
streot car.”
———
A Daxarrovs Cuaracter.—A man who

takes life cheerfully.

Why is & drunkard hesitating to sign
the pledge like n skeptical Hindoo? Be- .
cause he is in donbt whether to give up
the jug or not.

‘TIIOMAS J. HANNA,
AUCTIOREER,

General Commission Merchant
— ——

Agent for the sale of Renl Esiate, ete.,
Ovor Door Sares ProuerLy ATTENDED To.
—_——

OFFICE AND SALES-ROOM, 168
POYDRAS STREET, NEW OR-
LEANS, LOUISIANA.

1% e’ e'mb.

Mcsars. Geo. W. Hynson & Co., Steel,
Lloyd R. C'A:leman, Esq., Bnnuel Bur—
rett, Esq. [

A, 0. WHITE, L. G RICHARDS. F. H. WAT.
WHITE, RICHARDS & Co.

Successors to A. D. GRIEFF & Co.,

WHOLESALE GROCERS
CTHISSIH MERCHANTS
AND DEALEDRS IN
Southern and Western.Produce.

No. 104 Poydras Streot,
NEW ORLEANS.

Have On Hand, Best Of Wines And Lig-
g ALBERT EYRICH,
Bookseller and Stationer,
130 CANAL STREET,

. ; Neow Orleans, La.

THE PEOPLE’S BOOK
AND
THE BOOEK OF THE DAY.

JUST OUT.

THE LOUVISIANA MAGISTRATE-

AGUIDE OF DAILY USE TO THE JUDGE.
THE PARISH OFFICER, THE LAWYER.
THE BUSINESS MAN. AND HEADS
OF FAMILIES.

questions of every day use,

AXD
A COMPLETE SET OF FORMS FOR ALL CON-
TRACTS OF EVERY DAY OCCURRENCE.
For sale by

BARRETT, SEYMOUR & CO.,
Goneral Stationers and Law Publishers, -
mh30. tf No, 60 Camp street.

STAGG ARD O'REILL

PATENT ATTORNEYS
. AND
Dealers in all of the NEWEST
and most Useful Patents

of the age.

WQbeglouﬂpnblicMIDﬂthht
we are now preparcd to flll orders for the latest
povelties in the line of patented goods, and hre
constantly adding to our large stock, such artie-
les of zeal merit as the inventive spirit of the
age produces, und the progressive temper of the
times demands. The Southern Country especi-
.ally, needs these labor-saving inventions; to our
friendsin the country we extend an invitation to
call and examine our stoek of movsEmOLD awD
PARM UTENSILE.

Inventors can obtain information through our
W.dhmhhmhw
patents, the MoDUS OFERANDI OF THE PATENT OF-
rice, Government fees, &c., &e.

Applications made, and Cavents filed, speedily
and effoctively throngh our office, AND AT LEsa
COST TO THE INVENTOR, than pemsomal applica-
tion ot Washinglon. For cireulnr address.

STAGG & O'NEILL,
180 Canal Strect.
Now Orleans.

WINGFIELD & COOPER.
AINTING, GLAZING, CALSOMINING,

GRANTILING, FRESCOING, GRANING,
SIGN PAINTING, WALL PAPERING.

Office No. 84 Dryades Sfreet,

Near Unjon Street.



