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BUSINESS CARDS,

JOHII S. WILKES,
Attorney & Counsellor at Law,

PIXAKI, TENNESSEE,
"Will practice la Giles and adjoining counties. Can
Le lound

At the Offlce of Brown &. 3IcCaIIom.
a tig- - 17-6- m.

: JOHIT G. WHITSOIT,
.Attorney at Law,

1T7ILL practice in Giles and tho adjoining Coun-- W

ties, and in tho Supremo Court at Nashville.
Strict attention given to all collections entrusted to
Lira. OFFICE iiay'a Old corner Up-stair- a.

july 27-l- y

a. jl. wij.so', it. A. CAETER, II. it. ;AJfIi.

Vinson, cabaEb & go.,
COTTON FACTORS,

AND WHOLESALE AND BETAIL DKALEJ18 lit

Groceries & Plantation Supplies,
No. 104 MAIN STIIEET,

Corner Washington, junolj Memphis, tejjn.

COHHEECIAL HOTEL,
Corner Cedar andCherry Streets,

STaslivillo, Tennessee,
J. G. rULGHUM, Proprietor,

Formerly of 23 North Summer St.,

J. C WILSON, Clerk.

hasbcen and newly
proprietor dire, a lib. pannage

of the traveling public.

, solon e. hose,
Attorney & Counsellor at Law,

PULASKI, TENN.
of the Court House,

OHico in the South-we- st Corner

WILL PRACTICE
la the' Courts of Giles and adjouning counties, feb- -

AH0S B. EICHAEDSON,
Attorney and Counsellor at Law,

PULASKI, TENN.
Yii practice in Giles and adjoining counties.

" Office ia the Court House. janl9tf

P, G. STIVER PERKINS,
Attorney and Counsellor at Law,

PCLABKI, TENX.,

Will Trflctko in Giles and the adjoining counties.

OFFICE
In North end of tho Tennessee llouso, west side

of the public square. jan 12-- tf

JSC. O. BROWX. JAS. U'CALLCM.

BROWN & McCALLUM,
ATTORNEYS AT LAW.

PULASKI, TENNESSEE.
OFFICE The one formerly occupied by Walker
& Brown. Jan5, tf

RCTLF.DQE. R. B. HEED.WAX. LACS

RUTLEDGE & REED,
Attorneys and Councellors At Law,

PULASKI, TENNESSEE,
practice in tho Courts of Giles, Marshall,

WILL and Lawrcnco. Particular attention
given to the collection of claims. Ottiee s.e. corner
Public Square, Up stairs. Jan 5, ly.

. LEOIT GODFROY,
"Watch Maker & Jeweller,

PULASKI. TENN.,
kinds of Kapairing in Watches or JewelryA1,L promptly, and satisfaction warranted.

Shop at Mason & Ezcll's Store, fob lG-- tf

. W ;J1. D. Le MOINE,

AEGHITECT,
Office No. II, Cherry-- St., f near Church,

NASHVILLE, TENN.
P. O. Box 875. Jan 1 '66-8- m

r. XI. EZELL, t. rnxtsDSON.

Eaell & Edmundson,
East Side Public Square, Pulaski, Tenn.

Keep constantly on hand a full and assorted

STOCK OF GOODS,
Embracing a great variety,

ALL ot which they offer at lo k prices especially
elegant stock of

Ready Made Clothing.
All kinds of Barter, all kinds of money, premium

nd uncoirront, taken at their market vuluo.
jan &-- tf.

- DR. J- - F. ORAM1, tR. C. C. ABEBSATUT.

MEDICAL OABD.
DRS. GRANT & ABERNATHY,

Pulaski, Teiiu.,
associated thomselvcs in the prnctico of

HAVING and Surgery, respectfully tender their
services to tho people of (iik-- s and tho adjoiuing
counties; and hope hy btriet attention to business
to merit a liberal share of public patronage.

Special Attention tliven to Surgery.
Having had ample experience in the Army during

tho war, and being supplied with all the appliance
necessary, they feel fully prepared to treat all cases

.entrusted to their cure.
ZSfQmct mar & uth-trt- tt Curner rullic Square.
jan 6m

ALEX. HOOKER, CAL. BOOKER.

TONSORIAL.
ALEX and CALVIN, Knightsof the art Tonsorial,

the young, the old. the gay, tho grave, the
Ut of Pulaski, to call on them at their new

BARBER.S SALOON,
North side Public squaro, at tho striped polo.

L. W. McCOltD,

IBoolc and Job ZPrinter,
CITIZEN OFFICE,

0VTn-A- T CORNER PCBDJO 1VABK XT STAIRS,

PULASKI, TENNESSEE.
CASH required for all Job-wor- r. No Job can be

from tb o2 untU pd f?r.

BUliDETTS COLUMN,

Drugs and Hedicines.

W. M.- - BURDETT,

WHOLESALE and RETAIL

DEALER IN

DRUGS AND HEDICHIES,

CHEMICALS,

DYE - STUFFS,

PAINTS, OILS,

FANCY AND TOILET ARTICLES,

NEAR THE COKNER,

south-eas- t of the public squre,

PULASKI. TENN.

rnvsiciAN's

PRESCRIPTIONS

CARET ULLY PUT UP

DAY OH iNTGKHT.

Also Constantly on Hand the Eest

ARTICLE OT

ICR MEPICAL PURPOSES,

i jariS-l- y

Riches of the Bible.
Some writer gives the following analysis

of the "book of books," tha Bible: "It is
the book of Laws," to show the right and
wrong. It is a book of wisdom, that makes
the foolish wise. It is the book of Truth,
which detects all human errors. It is a
book of life, which 6hows how to avoiJ
everlasting death. It contains the most
authentic and enterttining Histories ever
published. It is a perfect book of divinity.
It is a book of Biography. It is a book of
Travels. It is a book of Voyages. It is
the best covenant ever made the beet ever
written. : It is the young man's best com-

panion. It is the school-boy'- s best instruc-
tor. It is the learned man's master-piec- e.

It is the ignorant man's dictionary, and
every man's directory. It promises an
eternal reward to tLo faULiu! and beiiev- -

The Han "Without an Enemy.
Heaven help the man who imagines he

can dodge "enemies" by trying to please

everybody! If such an individual ever
succeeded, we should be glad to know it.
Not that we believe in a man's going thro
the world trying to find beams to knock his
head against; disputing every man's opin-

ions; fighting and elbowing and crowding
all who differ with him. That again is
another extreme. Other peojde have a
right to their opinion so have you; don't
fall into the error of supposing they will re-

spect you less for maintaining it or respect
you more for turning your coat every day
to match the color of theirs. Wear your
own colors, spite of wind and weather,
storms or sunshine. It costs the vacillating
and irresolute ten times the trouble to wind
and 6hu3e, and twist, that it does honest,
manly independence to stand its ground.

4

To Parents Newspapers.
A child beerinninp; to read becomes de-light-

ed

with a newspaper, because he reads
of names and things which are fcery famili-a- r,

and be will make a progress accord-

ingly. A newspaper in one year, Bays Mr.
Weeks, is worth a quarter's schooling to a

child, and every father must consider that
substantial information ia connected with
this advancement.

The mother of a family, being one of its
heads, and having a more immediate charge
of children, should herself be instructed.
A mind occupied becomes fortified against
the lus of life, and is braced for any emer
gency. Children amusea uy reading or
6tudy are, of course, considerate and more
easily governed.

How many thoughtless, young men have
spent their earnings in a tavern or grog-
shop, who ought to have been reading!

How many parents, who never 6pent
twenty dollars for newspapers aod books for
their families, would gladly have given
thousands to reclaim a son or daughter,
who had ignorantly and thoughtlessly fallen
into temptation.

A Great Want.
The great want of this age is men. Men

who are not for sale. Men who are honest
and sound from center to circumference,
true to the heart's core. Men who fear the
Lord and hate covetousnees. Men who
will condemn wrong in friend or foe, in
themselves as well as in others. Men whose
consciences are steady as the needle to the
pole. Men who will stand for the right if
the Heaven totter and the earth reels. Men
who can tell the truth and look the world
and the devil right in the eye. Men that
neither Bwagger nor flinch. Men who can
have courage without whistling for it, and
joy without a shout to bring it. Men in
whom the current of everlasting life runs
Still, and deep and strong. Men careful of
God's honor and careless of men's applause.
Men too large in their views for sectarian
limits and too stron for sectarian bands.
Men who do not 6trive, nor cry, nor cause
their voices to be heard in the street,. but
who will not fail, nor be discouraged, till
judgment be set in the earth. Men who
know their message and tell it. Men who
know their duty and do it. Men who know
their place and fill it. Men who mind their
own buBiness. Men who will not lie.

Revenge. The favorite of a Sultan
threw a stone at a poor beggar who had
requested alms. The injured man dared
not to complain, but carefully searched for
and preserved the pebble, promised himself
he should find an opportunity, sooner or
later, to throw it in his turn at this imperi-
ous and pitiless wretch. Some time after,
he was told the favorite was disgraced, and
by order of the Sultan led through the
streets on a camel, exposed to the insults of
the populace. On hearing this, the beggar
ran to bring his pebble, but, after a mo-

ment's reflection, cast it into a well. "I
now perceive," said he, "that we ought
never to seek revenge when our enemies are
powerful, for then it is imprudent; nor
when he is involved in calamity, for then
it is mean and cruel."

A school-bo- y being asked by hia teacher
"Of what is the German Diet composed?"
replied, "Sour krout, schnapps, lager beer,
and ."

Mr. McCord I copy for the C then an
inimitable poem by the lamented Dr. E. Y.
Reese. He was a man of fervid feeling
and giant intellect. A resident of Balti-
more,; he was devoted to the South, and
eympaihized deeply in all her wrongs.
Whi!e! le whole city was wild with excite-
ment consequent upon the entry of the
Federal Army, his Ttife, the idol of his heart,
"fell on 6leep." This sorrow was greater
than reason, and in a fit of insanity I e com-
mitted suicide. Among his papira was
found thi&gem of modern poetry.

Assured that its publication will afford
pleasure to many of your readers, I inclose
it for insertion.

'Respectfully, Sue F. Moonet.

Alcne, A IIiLiight Hcverie.
"tV

I am alone to-nig- ht,
"

- ... Nay, not alone,
For thou, beloved art wiih mo.

Iid J dream T

Mthought thy warm breath kissed my fevered brow,
Methought thou etood'st reclining at my side,
Thy tir-linj- r arm reposing on my own,
As when, into my hungry car thy whisper
Poured its rich tribute of confiding love.
Tho pen wherewith I fashioned vagrant thought
Dropped from my fingers. All unconsciously
I turned to meet the soul-lig- ht of thine eyes,
To feel the warmth of tliy endearing smile,
To grasp the hand whose touch, in answering touch,
Signaled whole volumes of unfi ltering trust!
Ah me! 'twas but a dream'. Thoa are not here!
No eyes, like sturs, meet my imploring glance,
No smile, like sunshine, bathes me in its beauty,
No touch thrills. I am alone!
Alone! how sorrwful to be alone!
I neei knew, beloved, till thou wast taken.
The meaning of that bitter word, ulouel
I feel it now in all its desolation!
What time I stood beside thine open grave
And heard the clods fall jarringly and heavy
Upon thy coffin lid, my Beautiful,
O, then my htart within, with sudden hound
Seemed to leap from my body, and 6tretch out
Its yearning arms toward thy enthroned form,
And take its place bersi Jo tbee. There it lay,
Clasping thee in its grus of passionate grief:
It would not be divorced, not e'en by death !

For when I turned me with the parting crowd,
It nestled closer to thy cold, cold clay,
Th9 living with the dead. It lies there still!
Leaving me desolate in the world. Al me!

Nay, let me chide this sudden burst of sorrow,
It is not well to be betrayed by passion,
Into this wild forgetfulness of reason,
'Twas but what acemed thyself that day we buried,
And 'tis not wise to speak thus of the dead,
Whom Christ has taken. Thou art living still !

O, my own love, art thou not with me now ?

Looking upon my midnight hour of grief
With yes compassionate? it may be, ondering
That this poor heart will not be comforted,
And longing to uplift the darkened curtain
That veils tbee from my vision. I, alonel
Thy spirit still holds fellowship with mine;
I taJk with tbeo, and rind my wo osaJeigod;
Find something soothing in these hours of Bi'ence,
When thou and I sit talking thus together
In sweet soul-conver- se, while the world is dark.
For thon mine own, art a perpetual presence
About my pathway. In my restless dreams
Thou comest to soothe the weary hours of night;
And when the cheerful sun looks through my cur-

tains,
His first beams light my soul to thoughts of thee
And of thy Home, where Day all glorious reigns,
And night holds no dominion. Jfot alone!
Nay, thou art with me. I am not alone!

I have no picture, ol thee, dear departed,
I have no picture of thee it is well !

No artist skill could paint thee. Not the Sun
Himself could catch the life of thy sweet facs,
And it would mar my joy to look npi.n
A blank, expressionless, und fading toy,
And call it by thy name. Yes. I have pictures
Hung in the deathless Hall of Memorj
"Which time tun never dim. In rares. framework
These pictures all stand out befure my vision,
And bless me with their beauty. Girlhood's smile,
Which won my love, and woman's gentle bearing
WLk-- left its impress on my ruder nature,
And fashioned me to sweet companionship
With tbee, whose heart was full of tender grace,
As fiowers of Spring are full of sweet perfume.
O, these are pictures which can never fade!

I look upon them till my tears are kindled
Into a blazo of joy, and I forget
Tha 'wildering sorrow of our separation
In blissful recollection that to mo
was given a love so rare and excellent.

Still ether pictures linger round my path.
Thine eyes are they not glancing upward daily,
Set 'neath the sunny curis of a sweet face,
Fair as its mother' f Thy expressive smile
Is it not left upon thy children's leatures
Still to illumine my soul in hours of sadness
And bathe mc in tho warmth of thy tweet lore 1

O, yes, at morn, at noon, at eve, at night.
Some trace, some semllanc of the dear departed
I'reaks into life before mo. Thy aro hero.
Standing beside me, motherless, alas!
Claiming intenser love sinco thou art gone !

Each motion speaks of thee and of thy beauty t

With theo, I must not say I am alone !

Good night, 8 eet spiriv peaceful be thy rest,
Now disembodied till th welcome roice
"I am the Resurrection and the Life,"
Shall summon thee to joi n the radiant host
Of God's elect, and stand in form immortal,
A bright transfiguration.

With thee communings
I bend me to tho Father's will, and wait
With patience and subm ssion that glad hour
WThcn we shall meet again, and death no more
Dissolre the tie that binds us. Now good night !

I sleep to dream of thee.
E. Y. B.

The Way the Revenue is Rajsed.
First, they ascertain your business.

That is taxed. Then they find out how
much you earn every month, and that is
taxed. Then they find out all about your
profits, and on that they lay their tax.
Then they manage to get some tax on what
you owe. Next comes what they call in-

come, and that's taxed. Then if anything
is left, the preacher calls around and gets
it to sustain the church and look to the
welfare of the heathen.

Prof. Aoassiz says the strip of highlands
which divides the waters flowing into the
St. Lawrence from those flowing into the
Atlantic, is the oldest in the world. "It
was onca a lonely sea beach washed by
universal ocean."

For tha Tulaski Citizen.
Thoughts as They Occur II.

To atone for the cruel desolation of the
beautiful, is brought the rich offering of the
harvest from the bountiful bosom of the
earth, and as if in sorrow for the ruin
wrought, the pale Autumn passes her last
days in a subdued and pensive mood. A
6terner tyrant takes her throne, while, in
the tender gloom of Indian Summer, she
seems buried in repentant thought. Relent-
less Winter now closes the scene, and drives
from the landscape the last lingering bloom,
the last pale, fluttering leaf from the trees,
the l6t 6ad, silent bird of passage to a more
genial climate. And man, in his prime
and strength, feels the autumnal ftosts of
age stealing upon him. His raven hair
turns, as the grass withers, pale as the
coaiii dsoUi ,r .his jbro? .is farrowe?!
and hia eye less bright. He feels the-- 6torm
approaching, yet the harvest ia ungathercd.
Now his floweis are cut down. The trees
his hand had planted, his care had tended,
and around which the tendrils of his heart
had twined, are suddenly, with their prom-
ise of golden fruit, destroyed. A mother
to them, an angel to him now, follows her
children beyond the dark river, as the etorm
uproots the giat oak, but spares the bend-

ing willow, the 6trong man bows with hu-

mility even to the earth and is spared. He
gathers the harvest and reBts from his la-

bors, while in that hour & pensive calm
comes over his tried spirit, as, wi'h those
who are left hiui Le seeks some quiet spot,
the dreams of wild ambition are forgotten,
and in resignation awaits the falling snows
of age.

Life to the aged seems a scene iu which
the real and the ideal are blended, as in

distant childhood. The grandmother in

her easy chair forgets the eveots of yester-
day, but remembers tho companions of her
youth, and lives over again, in dreaming
fancies, those years and their burden of
sad aod happy hours. The aged man, tot-

tering on his staff, sees trifles possessed of
the same importance as in his untaught
boyhood. The snows of life's wimer have
descended upon bis whitened head; his
time has come; and down the dark valley
he pasees unconsciously away.

The air, the earth and sea are filled with
animated existence, and throughout the
whole, in the pursuits of science, trade or
pleasure, human forms are busy, as moles
that play ia the sunshine. Life seeks to
know the great mystery in which it is
placed. The aeronaut threads hi3 perilous
way through the pathless air; the diver
gropes for treasure in the depths of track-

less waters; and the miner digs deep into
the earth to extract thi valued ore. The
sailor, borne on the waves of the majestic
sea, in calm and in storm, is in the hands
of Providence, and, watching the star that
guides him on his way, learns to trust in
the Power that made the starry heavens and
countless worlds. He who tills the soil has
Nature in her milder aspects ever by his
side, and sees the wonders of creative wis-

dom in every plant that springs from the
6eed he has sown, and as he trusts that all
his care will not be vain, he learns to trust
in Him who is Father alike of the humble
and the proud. The scholar who surveys
the universal system by which the harmo-

nious whole ia perfectly controlled, and
rads by th1 light of science a confirmation
of the grand prophei ies of the olden time,
learns to be humble as the greatest wisdom,
and feels that to the lowly in heart the truth
shall be revealed. The poet, as he feels the
tide of inspired thought sweep over his be-

ing, hears in every voice of nature a tribute
of praise to God, sees in every tree and
flower new evidence of care and love. The
soldier t ears the crash of musketry, the
roar of cannon and the shrieks of the dying
upon the battlefield, where life meets life as
the lightning meets midway between the
clouds. Does be hear in that dread mo-

ment a calm voice, proclaiming "Peace on
earth, good will toman," when the promis-
ed hour shall come? The murderer hears
the dying groan and struggle of his victim.
Does he hear a stern voice saying "Ven-
geance is mine; I will repay"?

Life to the sinner is a cheating dream,
for the past has not fulfilled its prophecy,
and in the silent hours of night conscience
knows that justice will surely overtake and
punish, and the sun-brig- ht palace cf pleas-

ure built by Fancy during the slumber of
Memory, is overshadowed by the phamtom
fear of coming retribution.

Life holds out to all alike a cup of pleasure
and of pain; the cup of pleasure may be

plain to behold, and its contents the purest
wa'er, while the priceless jewel of Content

lies beneath the symbol of Truth; the cup
of pain, a golden ooe, and filled with rud-

dy wine, while Time turns the gold to ashes,

and the wine to poison in the veins.

The Parent of Life ha3 given to all a

ruide that will not deceive: they who lis-te- n

to the voice within will never taste of

the cup of pain. Sorrow and pain are in

the lot of all, but none need fel fhatpain
which comes a3 the penalty of violated law.

Life to the good brings rich and precious
gifis. The good man ever preserves to old

fte tba innooence of childhood. His heart

waa uncursed by the presence of unhallow-
ed passions. In the same childlike peace
and purity his manhood passed away, and
he received upon him as garment the
mantle of age. Ere his eye had lost the
fir of jouth, he learned to look with un
wavering confidence upon the light thai
shone from the other side ol the River.
When time had dimned his vision to out-
ward things, be saw by the eye of faith the
Promised Lind, and he knew be would
soon walk with friends gone before in the
green unfading fields. And when Winu
covered the world with its frozen tears, the
heart that waited long and meekly for the
summon s was hushed to everlasting silence;
angels led bim through the my e tie gate,
and welcomed his spirit to the happy ehore
where life, 6weet life, is his, and endless
rest. , F.

- Advice to Younj Hen.
- A lady who signs herself "A Martyr to

Late Hours," offers the following sensible
suggestions to young men:

"Dear gentlemen between the ages of
eighteen and forty-fir- e, listen to a fa-w- ords

of gratuitous remarks. When yoa
make a social call of an evening, on a young
lady, go away at a reasonable hour. Say
you come at eight o'clock, an hour and a
half is certainly as long as the mo6t fasci-

nating of you in conversation can or ought
to desire to use his 'charms Two hours,
indeed, can be pleasantly spent with music,
chess, or other games, to lend variety, pro-

vided you come early; but, kind e;rs, by
no means stay longer. Make eborter calls
and come oftener. A girl that is, a sensi-
ble, true-hearte- d girl will enjoy it belter,
and really value your acquaintance more.

'Just conceive the agony of a girl who,
well knowing the feeling of father and
mother upou the subject, hears the clock
strike ten, and yet must sit on the edge of
her chair, in mortal terror lest papa should
put his oft repeated threats in execution
that of inviting the gentleman to breakfast.
And we girls understand it all by experi-
ence, and know what it is to dread the prog-
nostic of displeasure. In such cases a sigh
of relief generally accompanies the closing
of the door behind the gallant, and one can't
get over the feeling of trouble till safe in the
arms of Morpheus. Even then sometimes
the dreams are troubled with some phantom
of an angry father and distressed (for all
parlies,) mother, and all because a young
man tf ill make a lounger call than he ought
to.

Now, young gentlemen friends, I'll tell
you what we girls will do. For an hour
and a half we will be most irresistibly
charming and fascinating. Then beware;
monosylable responses will be all you need
expect; and if, when the limits shall Lave
been passed, a startling query shall be beard
coming down stairs, 'Isn't it time to close
up?' you must consider it righteous punish-
ment, and taking your bat, depart, a sadder
and it is to be hoped a wiser man. You
need not get angry, but the next time you
come, be careful to keep within just bounds.
We want to rise early theee pleasant morn-

ings, and improve the 'shining hours;' but
when forced to be op at such unreasonable
hours at night, exhaused nature will speak,
and as a natural consequence, with the ut-

most epeed in dressing, we can barely get
down to breakfast in time to escape a repri-
mand from papa, who don't believe in beaux,
and a reproving glance from mim Now,
young men, think about these things, and
don't throw down your paper with a
pshaw, but remember the eafe side of

ten."

Railroad Signali.
Those who travel on rairoads, or who

witness the movement of the trains, and tha
men who operate the roads, may desire to
know the signals used everywhere on the
roads. The signals are given by the whis-

tle, by lanterns, flags and motion of the
arms. Their signification is:

One whistle Down brakes.
Two whistles Off brakes.
Three whistles Back up.
Continued whistle Danger.
A rapid succession of short whistles ia

the cattle alarm, at which the brakes will
always be put down. -

A sweeping parting of bands on level of
eye is the signal to go ahsad.

A downward motion of one hand, with
extended arm, to atop.

A beckoning motion of on hand, to back.
A lantern, raised and lowered vertically

is a signal for starting.
When swung at right angles, or cross-

wise the track, to stop.
When swung in a ciacle, back the train.
A red flag waved upon the track must be

regarded as a signal of danger. So with
other signals given with energy.

Hoisted at a station is a signal for a train
to stop.

Stuck up by the roadside is a signal of
danger on the track ahead.

Carried unfurled upon the engine Is a
warning that another train or engine is fol-

lowing.

Mrs. Partington thinks the bills before
Congress must be counterfeit, or there
would sot be 65 csueb trouble to 73 r thrraf.
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