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that ecnld ber hard lfs with

The crowd—the boys most londly—gave &
choer. Bhe then looked, and amaszed, per-
coived how maoy eyes were apun her, bot by
the time a second cheer had gone up to thesky
—1I am sure such cheers go there—she taraed,
snd with a lady’s wisning manner bowed an
acknowledgement. And while the third an-
awered the act, she stooped blashing over ‘the
Hiitle child,

“ Where is your home, dear T” she nsked,

“ What is bome? I don't know 1™ said the
child. ]

% YWhere your mother is. I think, dear, you
will know it best that way.”

*“Bai I—I have no mother. 1 bave pobody.”

Esgens said he saw tears then fall from ber
ayes upon the tangled, dirty little bead of the
cohild, and she apswered quistly:

“Oome bome with me thes. Bo bave I
nobody. We will be semebody to each olber I
hope.”

Bhe took ber into the carrisge and soolber
cheer wen} op ss it drove away, and showers
of young leaves and flower-buds torn bastity
from the shrubbery were cast upon it, till 1t
reached the Park gate. Covered by tbem, she
went out of sight, all the time bending over
the ragged littls stranger in apparently
earnest talk.

Then Engene said a bubbab ensoed in the
Park., For the policemen began to pursoe
those who had plucked the branches of the
shrobbery ; iodeed, the boys and the poor

ple. Bat I ond d it is the way of the
world to punish such excitement aa that which
caused the sct, thoogh the vneomplaining
sarth so freely guve its blossoms for a tribute
tc her. And the eyes whick had watched from
fine ?Hll- the whole scene, amiled sarcasti-
cally, and such of their owners ss were near
enongh to esch ctber to speak said, “How odd
-of her! How outre

That was all, and they drove on then, laagh-
ing mookingly. For that is the world's esti-
mate of snch aots, it seems, whickh puzzles me

“ beyond measare. It is as if it believed noone
oonld possibly do anything from puore charity,
when even so far off & motive as the distinction
of being odd is given to & deed like Ethel Es-
mond’s, but surely it ought to remember that
our dear Lord’s words, making love the rule of
his law, conld not fail to take root in some hn-
man hearts ; the world eannot bave all.

The womsn, still watebing nnder the chadow
of the trees, draw » long breath, as if of in-
tense relief, when Ethel Eamond had perform-
ed her kind act, and the anxisty, at least, died
ont of her eyea as she sald, like some one who
had byen watebing in fear, and fssm whom tho
fear was now removed, “Thaok God "

Then, taking up her beavy basket, she cast
aloving, searning look after Ethel Esmond’s
retreating carrisge, sod any one very near ber
might have heard ber say, lu & broken and sor-
rowing whisper,

“ I tell her ; ob! I'll tell her ; so quick to
do justice. Buot pot yet, not till the last!”

It was not Eogene who told me thh part of
my atory. It was the 1f, the

m-im,pu-nxmmm.ﬂ-m
witheut any words, tsught me the way to bear
. was i§ o ber numberless

there by the lofty
econtinual volén with God ; for that

i

worked with wuﬂhp&-mmd
rag, which I twisted togetber instead of cot-

vers done h-wd'w-ﬂ.’ snd though

it very nlos, my objset was not attained |
when it failed in being of the ¥ind 1 imitstad. | *
““Whet is this for 7 seid be, in a gestle tons
1 slready liked to hear; “tell me all abont it.”

and reflaes the soul, I am sure, beyond soy
words of mine to ssy. Gasing continmally on
the divine imsge, 1t grows mere and more Hke
it, which is infinitely noble snd beauntifal.

Bat, apart from this, some awfal shadow
seemed to rest npom my mother’s life, some
ehadow no ome could ses, but which to herself
wus & constant presence. Even her sleep scom-
ed baonted by it, for while she slept, sbe
moaned always, snd she wonld often come
when sbe thooght I slept, and passiog her hand
over my forebead, say, with inexpressibie
longing in ber voice, *My honey, do I make up
to ber for it 1" Aud then she wounld kneel and
pray. g

I can still often feel that light and tender
tonch on;my forebead, and hear that longlog
volce, and the memory of them is dearer to me
than all that my life has broeght to me, since
the band and the voice can come no more. In-
deed, I would give all back to be agsin in the
desolate room, and know she was coming bome
to it once more. Batthen she wonld not be at
Test as she is now,
I bave written this prlnuipnn; to show yon
what manner of mother she was, who watched

Lod | d to embyoider, sir,” I snswered;
- lni that is the way I tried.”

“And why did you want hmbﬂidaﬁ to
pass awsay the beavy time 1”

*“Ho ; mother told me people paid very bigh
for real embroidery, and I koow, if I knew
bow, it would take me a loog time to do even
a small piece of It, for I cannot hold up-my
bands many minutes. But even if it took
years, I wanted to do it, to get ber & thing she
longs for”—I stopped; I eculd not tell him
then.

“Can you not tell me 1" ha nsked very gently.

“No, sir; please don’t ask.”

“Now, how locg were you doiog this?” then
said he.

“ Nearly six montha™

He laid it oo the palm of his band, viewing
it all over.

“ It is beantiful, exquisite, this Aower made
of ravellings so y aod wonderfully.
‘Wkhen it is finished—I see it is not gaite ficish-
ed—let me know. I will find a boyer.”

“Not for this rag, sir. It must be done on
fine muslio, with resl cotton, to be sold I

“No; that—jas: ss it is.” He laid it down
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over my bhelpless end darkened life at this
poriod. And I wish to add to it, that nosun-
shine ever came to me afterwards half so fair
aa that which went ont with ber life.
1.

Eugene was very poor too. If he had not
been, I do not soppose ws wouald ever have
come to know bim. It wes tbhroogh s simple
act of kindness on bis part that we did so at
all. My mother, carrying ber heavy basket
oge evening, stambled, and wonld have fallen,
bad not a gentleman passing put ont his hand
to break the fall. Then he took the basket
from her, laying it down. As she strove to
Lift it again, it was found a strain on ber wriet
rendered it poworless. Ho he eaid, “I will
carry it home for you.” And my mother, who
had been accustomed to serve ladies snd gen-
tlemen, said he addressed her with as muoch
politeness as if she were in a drawing-room,
the finest lady there. Bhe thanked him, and
be carried it bome for 'Ler. That gentleman
was Eogene Woodroff, whom I now :mll my
friend Engene.

When they came up stairs that day, he look-
ed sroond the room ot the bare discolored
floor, at the wern !urnil.nﬂ's, at the broken,
stained walls, finally at me, Iying motionless
on my poor bed with its faded coverlet. Ido
oot know why, batit went to my heart, that he
then tarned away, putting np his hand before
bis eyes. It was more to me than if he had
snid all the kiod and compassionate words in

tried, and worn, and soxious, and loog soifer-
ing woman, for she was my mother.

We were very,poor, hopelesaly and unchang-
ingly poor, se long as I could remember.
“There was po tooch of concealment or pallis-
tion for our poverty in oor one bare snd shadow-
od reom ; there counld not be; It was too real to
admit of any gracefal subterfoge; snd ear
meagreallowance of food and drink was quite
a8 palpable a faot ss our unadorned, bay, I
may al sy, inbed attio ; for our
whole subaistence was derived from the labor
of my mothet’s bands, poor hands, now nearly
worn out, nearly ready to fold themselves in o

~cleap of eternal rest. If I coold have helped
~ her it might bave been different, but I was a
heavy L on her instead, lying helpl
there alwayn, [ used to think, s eveuing
-drew near, snd I looked round the eopfortiess
room, what a gelden blessing I would deem it
if I bad the power of motion for even that oos
balf hoor of the twenty-four. I used to shut
my eyes—I always shut my eoyes when I am
golog to make pictares for myself—and imagine
her, at that moment, bending over the steam.
ing tub, wringing out the lsst pleces of her
‘woary work, wet snk half blind with weak-
noss, and aching from head to foot. And then
T osed to copjore Gp & seens ; to you it will
seem & very poor little attempt st happiness I
sm sure, but to me it wore all the unattainable
atttibotes of a castle in the mir; it was only
myself awaiting ber, with ficor clean swept
snd fire brightly burning, the little tea-kettle
hissing on the bob, and cur humble sopper
table spread. It scemed to me I would bear
all the pain and monotony of the rest of my
<days to purchase this. AB! in the midet of
my dreams she would come wearily op stairs.
1 oculd hear each tired step of her fept from the
lowest landiog, snd each fell op my heart, I
am gure, with all the pain she felt in them.
And gbo wonld enter the room white and al-
moat breathless, not speaking at first, becavee
she conld not from exhsustion. I would say
“Paor mother!” or oftener streteh my hands
towards ber ineilent sorrew. Add in & mo-
ment then she would say, tryimg to speak
oheerily : “Don’s mind, love ; the day ia over
now."”

HMoarly anlways that simple snd touchiag
thanksgiving, “the day is over,” the one boon
her toiling honms conld bring! And I would
say, porhape, “But you are so tired, and I am
a0 sorry nothiog in ready for you bere.” Then
abe would apswer, with a very patient aigh,
“}My honey, when you say that, it only reminds
me of One who came to us in the night, and
$ho cold, and found nothing ready for bim,

s$hough the whole world conld have made ready
if he bat wished it.”

Then she would set sbout arraoging the
comfortiess room, always firat coming over to
my bed and kissing me, “and saying, “Thank
Ged for you, my bonay, through all I

I wonld besilent then, my beart chaining
my veice. Awnd beoanse I was silent I wonld
ghink all the more earnestly bow true and

thel ge. Ina t after, ke was brai-
ly binding up my mother's wrist, and poaring
cold water over it. When the pain was re-
lieved, she said, with & gentle way she had,

* You bave been very kind, sir, and I thank
you. Gerirude,” and she turned her dear, pals
face to we, “help me to thank him, my honey.”
*“1tbenk yon, sir, with all my heart” said
I, from my little prisoned apot ; “my mother is
all I bave.”

He came over near me, and looked. His face
was the handsomest it bad ever been my lot
to see, though, to be sure, I had not seen
many. He was very yonng, and had sofs haszel
eyes, full of light, and & high white forehead,
and beautiful, corling, brown bair. I remem-
ber, as I saw bia look of wondering pity, I
wished he was my brother. He said gently,

“ Have yon been siok long I

“ Always,” I replied ; “I can never get op.”
* 8o yoang! My God ! how dare I"— There
bestopped. Then, na if he oonld bear to look
uo longer, he torned away, snd walked to the
window.

“Bhe was born s crippls, sir,” said my
mother ; “yot she is the one blessing of my
life.”

He torned to her in amsaement, very plain
to see.

. Yes!” she clasped ker hands, “I bave to
livefor her sa sbe is. If sho conld help ber-
self one bit, she would not be so entirely the
life of my life.”

“And as it isf" said ke, lucking on ber
reverently, I thBughi.

“As it is, sir, & bard life is made easy to
bear, because, thank God! I bear it for her, not
myselL” %

“ What s lesson ! he said, as if to himaell ;
* whata sight”

Then be came back to me,

* And you cannot move I he asked, in a half
whisper.

* No, sir, exoept my hands and head.”

* And what do yon do all day? you eanbot
sit op 1"

“ Never I lis, and think, and”—Here I
grow ashamad.

" Tell ms,” he sald coaxingly ; "lt will teach
me & lesson, perhapa.”

Then I sook ount alitile slate and peneil Ih
hidden by me. =

" Do not langh, gir,” T said, “for I kuow pis
in not writing, butthe time isso long in passing),
and I somfort myself pretending it is.”

He locked at it in silence. I had coversed it
with an imitagian of what I had seen written
oo soch piray scraps of paper as my mother
sometimes brought to me, knowing my passion
for writing,

* How beantifally it is done ” he sald then ;
“ it seema to ma liks some perfect writipg in sn
unknown langnage! AL! poor child, it goes
to my heart, this lovely writlng without words,
or even letters. What a story isin it! What
astory ! Do you spend all your time, when
yor are not thinking, in thist

Then I took unl, with much secret hulhtbu

and emb 4, ther litke thiog I had
biddem beside me. It was & bit of 1ag, on

like thing very valuable, bat I thonghg if
be bad been & Iady instead of s gentleman, he
would not have sdmired it so. -

“ Why did it take you so long 1™

“I ¢an ooly hold it up sueh = little while,
aod then I often have to rip it, from putting
the needle in the wrong place, sud then these
threads break so often, and it takes mesolong
to thread the nesdls.”

“ Great beavens! Bo muoh for sc little, and
I"—he stopped as onoe before.

#1t is not littls, sir, what I want to do by
it," I said then ; “and if I ever do it—"

*Yon shall do it,". he broke out ; “only finish
that little miracolons flower made so perfectly
ont of snch materials. And this is all your re-
creation 17

Itarned my eyes to the wiodow. An old
pitcher stood there, with & bonch of green
growiog in it, my pet and my pride.

“4 watch that,” said I; *it will bave flowers
some day.”

He went over and examioed it.

“Queer! A potato plant!" Now he langhed.
Bodid L

" Where diid yon get it

“ A little clild in the court below bronght it
to me. She had planted it berself. I am very
fond of it, sir—next to my mother, I think I
am food of it. The leaves are so perfect and
80 beantiful to me, I conld examioe them all
day, and never think I had then seon half how
wonderfal they ara.”

* And then 1

* Well, of counrse thinking who mads them
80 bas to come next, and I feel myself bowing
down before Him ; I cannot help it.”

“ Well 17

“I eannot just put it into words," said I, “bus
after that bowing down, I feel myself raised.
Indeed, I feel s I were not a cripple at all.”
“And you are not,” sald be, in a hushed way;
“'you are n princess igncbly chained bere, and
throogh this,” touebiog lightly the poor, eom-
mon plant, “you bave been enchantad into see-
ing s glimpse of your conniry, so your royalty
riges up and makes yon cesse for awhile to feel
your chaine.”

Then he looked at the plant with eyes full
of feeling, snd I know, if they had not been.|
those of & msn, they would have melted to
tears, but, thoogh he did not let that happen,
I felt they ware ready to come. Acd a moment
after I beard them in bis voice, as he torned
to go.

* May I come back 7" said he to my mother;
it is indeed good for me to be here.”

“ Yon may, sir; aod thank you.”

After that, be beoames to me Engene, my
friend, and be esid I saved bim, bot jost then
wonld oot tell how. I koow he was dearerto
me than any ooe oo earth except my motber,
and his eomiog was bappiness and snnlight to
mo. He taoght meto read, and by tkat created
& new world for me. He fixed from the ceiling
a support for my book, sc that I need not tire
my arms holding it. He sbowed me how to
write really, and I created s world for mysell
by that gquite as wonderfal as the one I found
in reading. Of conrse all this happened by
degrees, and if I told it ns slowly as it hap-
pened, sod all itsa beantifnl and cherished
incidents, it wonld take & volume, not in plage
Jjost hete. Bat from what I bave teld, I think
you will understand what Engens became to
us, and we to him. What we grew o be to
oach other was, I think, all ths mors precious
sud gochanging too, becanse it had its origin
in tH& sonl and heart, not sflested by ontward
thinga at all, unless, indeed, that our matual
poverty made it more pure snd intepse., He
ministered to the needs of my lonely, oraving
mind, filling it with what it had oneonscioualy
minsed, sinoe 1 could think—knowledge. He
8aid I ministered to his equally, thongh I could
got make out what it needed, royal as it seem-
ed to me.

At fret it appeared very strange 4o me to
know that he, with his yooth, and his talent,
and his fine appearance, shonld be as poorsa I,
Iying belpless on my bed always, and owning
no gift of all thoss I knew God gave to others
sround me. But I found outsoch thinge are
Guite common in the world from which I am
shat ont; that it does not give its riches to
those whom I might look upon ss being made
for them. And I thought often, if T vould only
bave the power of astion, I wonld compel suo-
cosa to crown my toil for them—I wantod them
for my mother, you koow. ButI am told the
will is not enongh to compel sucosss, apd many
who strive, snd toll, and endore suffering for
weary years, lle down at the end in » poor
man's grave, and others, by ene sudden ”llmke

ton ; waumumwnﬁ ]
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gift nul!hl for our getting to Heaven, my

boney. Don’t you know, if He did, He woald
honest lsbor, anfl pever, as they often are,
within the reach of cheatery and crime” -

“Then they ars not really worth our thoughts
or our striviogs, are they, mother 1" gaid L

“No, my bhoney ; you see the only thing on
earth worth our strivings He has placed within
the reach of all.”

“What, mother 1"

“The right to heaven. Every one can gain
that.” (]

I told Engene, and be wassilent a long while
after, sitting leaning his besd on bis hands.
Then be stood quite as long at the foot of my

that look : it was so pletely and
fall of sorrow that seemed to me to bold h u
something grander than common grief. Bo ik
did, for then said be:

“ I think yono understand all that tells to one
whose life has been & lie npon soch meroy. I
stand nobly reprosched, my Piceiola. Bat I
éan say no more. There are things in the
beart whieh words epoil, and this ls one of
them.”

“¥es.” Words wounld have spoiled what
was io mine them. I think he saw it, for he
was silent for some time, and I was glad to be.
In & book bebad bronght me waa this beantifol
thought, *‘Bilence followed the song like &
tear.” Bochseemed that silence to me. It was
delicions ; it was more, if wus heavenly, for
withino it God's presence deigned to veil itself,
making ecstacy.

After awhile paid he:

“ I have mever told you my story. I amnow
golng to tell it to you and ther"—for a

always place them st lesst within the resch of

bed, looking down at me. l will pever rorggr

have climbed by its giving way, and in its
wery ruins they mmdv-mmhodwﬂi

“This was his fste. In plain words, ke

'-mmsmmhmmw.mrm
| Bave borne it if it wers sll. The speculstion

I'I-l-l.lﬁﬁ!ﬂll pugh, and when it began
to totter he

plest way

to buildit vp—It is | juvite

man” This money, too, -
crash when it came, and he nu!d their ex-
eorations by saicide.

* “Bo they were ponred on me. % o s
rounded by walling women nnd infariated
men, whose all had been robbed from them.
My heart was alike stang by the wofnl dis-
grace heaped npon me, and torn by thelr grief.
I cursed my fate, 1 hid my name, vowing never
to bear it agsin, and left the place, only saved
from being lynched by the furions mab, of
whose injory I was so innocent, by esceping
secretly in the night.

“That wes not all. I gave np the practice
of religion, impiously deciding to myself, that
if there were a God at all, be was peither just
nor mereifol, sioce, if he were just, I should
not have been visited with the ponishment of
another’s erime, and if He were merciful, he
would have shown some mercy to my youth
snd hitherto unblemished name. Yes, turn
aside those pure shocked eyes, my Picciola;
despise me as I deserve. Then you will feel
more intenselv how great hss been your mis-
sien to my degraded, almoat roined sonl.

“ According to this misersble code I resolved
to live. I did not seek for any honorable sitna-
tion, feeling myself n sort of outoast on earth.
I sssamed the name of Woodroff, and contented
myself by writing ‘itema’ for a third-class
daily paper, lived in the poverty which was
the only remuneration it afforded me, and gave
myself op to thesins which a yousg, semi-idle,
and wholly irreligions man cannot escape. For

loog time he had called her thos—* that you
may see what you have dore for me.”

“ 1 am glad. What is Picciola? Yoo called
me ﬂut jnst now. Why did youo call me it 17

Inb to him when
he narrated anxﬂnug. hb then told me Bain-
tine's exquisite story, saying at the end:

" And yon are to me in a captivity, not of
bolts or bars, to be sure, but worse, wbat Pic-
clola was to the poor prisoner.”

“ A vory withersd Picciois” said I, smiling,
to hide the fact that my heart waa weeping
for joy to bhear snch tonching words of my
poor, erippled self. But he saw through the
smile.

* Nay, dear Picciola, God keesps you here
with bis mighty band from that which might
wither yoor wonderful bloom. Not withered,
indeed, but still fresh from the miracle of his
toneh, becanse ontonchbed by the world.”

It went to my heart—that is all I can say of
it bere, and in that moment I counld say noth-
ing. .

5 V.

After & few moments more ke told us his
story. I canoot put it exactly in his words,
bot I will as nearly as 1 can, for they ars so
muoh batter than my own.

*“1do not know,” hs said,  that I eould tell
you aill my nuworthinees, bat I see you so

tient and so o of the grand mis-
stuu your patience has falfilled in my regard, I
know of no other way to let you see what you
bave done, obecurely working for your Master
bere, and I wonld have you see it. I liken it
often in my own miod to the miracle schieved
by an hamble violst, hidden in the shades of a
forest, where man was not supposed to pene,
trate, and yet the perfection of its besuty con-
verted an infidel idly roaming there to the
faith that won bis salvation.

“I wnanot always ma you see me. I waa
brought op to believe myself rich, kept at the
best colleges, and surrounded by sll those sd”
vantages comsequent upon the P i of

Fifal 1 i

ptation i everywhere, and there] is bub
one thing in all the wide world to overcome it.
I do not care how noble or great a man's mind
may be; how much he may natarally feel in-
clined to keep his sonl spotless ; how strong his
will, or bow sincere bis intention, it is simply
imposeiblp without that one thiomg. It is the
grace of God. I had it not, and I wonld in-
deed be showing youo 8 sight yon must never
even dream of, if I deseribed to yon my eareer.
Ah! bow frightened youn look, my Pieciols;
bat it is only sbas I conld show yon what you
have done for me.

! (To b continued.)

A proposition sogzested by Hor Majesty's
Government, and sabmitted to thisand others,
is now under eonsideration with regard to dis-
pepsing with scme of the npnecessary ealntes
which take place between the services of dif-
ferent nations on the occasion of the meeting
of their vessels of war and the reception of
bigh officinls. It is desired to establish & set
of roles to be cbserved by sill.- The proposi-
tion, which it is nt-denmd meeats wn.h! the
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'GENERAL SEWING MACHINE

AND
PURCHABING BURPAU,
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KEW ONLEANS, LA.
First-class Machines of all kinds at lowest . |
Becond hand Machines, in good brder, st half piy
The latest and best Attachments for all moskisg
Tuc Carders, Plate Hene,

ot eto.

The boat Needles for all Machines.
The best Prepared Sewing Machine Oil.
The best Sewing Machine Silk and Bpoal Cotie |
We Bepair all Machines at Low Rates, W]
We take O1d Machines in part pay for Nei Ous

Machines Rented at $1 Per Week,

and mz’l:ppllad to the purchase of amy Mashis
may be afterwasda selected,

Sewing Machines, Pianos and Organ
Bold on Monthly Payments im the countay,tap
giving references.
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concarrence of the Navy D L]
United States, is not to return salotes of the
followiog cheracter: Toe royal personages, the
chief of a Biate and to members of royal fami-
Iieu, whether on arrival at, or dq-:n-mre &nm,
rtl or mpon visiting & ship-of-war, to

dlplum ¢, naval, military or consalar a.usho-
rities, or to a Governor, when usin, &:. ship-

war. Itis proposed to return only those w inh
are not considersd personsl, and which shonld

receive gun for gon, snch as the nationsl flag
oun srriving at & port, and the sslates of flag
officers when meeting. Thm rnlu, if gener-
ally red in and , will obviate
many embar 1a whi q§ i1y arise,
and ! legd to um t feailllln
Theieiy st

saved. 'I‘he uhr ing of perwul salotes has
long been reg 3 S

A Boston Fuhhuhlug bouse, finding tlw new
rates of third-clags poetage too exorbitan t“‘
pared the following postal card, which %
mailed to their subscribers: *'The rhllu\'l.luul
postsl faw, by whlnh wa are wupcllod to pay
treble ull sent to sob-
soribers in wh» is knol'n ss ‘Burt’s Byndlcate,’
compels ns to establish a postal service our-
selvar, Your magasioe will beleft by the 10th
of the month st ——, where pleass call for it

wealth I am now twenty-one; two years sgo
—1 was s mere boy then—the bitter trial came
to my lifs, which made me—I will not say
what-—less than & man certainly.

1 do not remember my mother; if I had
any word or lock of hers to consscrate my
beart, it might bave striven to kesp white, in
order to be worthy of holding that ¥.

" Finding that the cards were not
denntud they learned at the Post Offics that
they were witbheld becsose “ the firm were
using the mail to dalize the depar i
This they natorally think is a stretoh of postal
mathority. Wethink so too. If the mat-
ter is to be subject to the approval of the Post-
masters, why may they nos refose circalation
throogh the mail of newspapers opposed to the
Administration:

My father was ope of those men who do not
impross & child with the ides of ‘father st all.
He was to me the banker who liberally pro-
vided my fands; the arbiter who depifed upon
laws for my movements; the Jjudgs who sen-
tenced me if T infringed on those laws; that
was abont all. Wrapped up in bosiness and
grief for my mother, the canse of whose death
was my lifs, be and Ilived our lives as far
npart as if ocesns divided ws. Ho ordered
things with the object of making me worthy to
bear his name, bot it never seemed to ?e 1
beld any placs in his heart.

“1 was at oollege, and had jost achieved its
bighest bonors; laden with them, [ was mm:

Con @ has destroyed religion, morality
and politenesa.—J. Jouberl,

GROCERS~ CDHM!SS[ON MERCHANTS.

W. H. MAITHE

IEWS.
W H. MATTHEWS & nf;o

General Produce Commission Merchants
No. 71 Poydras Btreet,
HEEW ORLEANS.
Conntry orders solicited.

P';IARK R. GILLIN,
Dealer in
GEOCERIES,

WOOD. COAL AND CHARCOAL,
Je87 TSIy Coruer Laorel and Philip sts.

B. MATTHEWS.

Iy11 3m

to retorn home, when & tel me
the newa of my father's sudden death, uot'hlng
more,

“Iees you wonder at thoss words, used in
conpection with what, it seems to your good
hearts, should form the record of an over-
whelmiog trial. If nothing more really re-
malged, it might have seemsd 80 to me too.

* W learn the true mensure of & grief by en-
conntering s greater! Hard as was my father's
indifference to me, bis doath might have come
68 a heavy blow Iif it had come alone. Bot
when, penetrating throngh the shadow en-
shroudiog the telegraphic measage, I fonnd ita
dread mystery to be not merely death, but dis-
honor and saleide, I felt not ¥ weight, but
theira.

“He was ope of your wonderfal bosiness
men, whose ability might almost be ealled
genius, st whom the others gase in envying
amazement, as from below a helght not gb.h.
$o olimb; ldll'lng peculator, and a I
edul-lw of the ups and downs of money
transactions. But often such men are sod-

denl; thrown from the beight to which they

H_ M. O'MEALLIE,
Corner of Bt. Andrew and Laurel Btreets,

CHOICE GROCERIES,

TEAS, COFTEE and SUGAR, BEUTTER and LARD,
1 HAMS snd BBM&ASI BACON.

Liquors and Wines,

CHOICE 'W’BIBK?-‘I-S. 35 ll M‘Imn
ALEE—Fcotch, mh' lish snd

TEA®B,
at 40, E‘ﬂ and 75 ents, and fhe FINEST IMPERIAL st

d §1 25 iﬂ Eare olos §1 50
g“‘h ol ﬁry:" un;:m 3] ) per pound.
_¥all weight gnaranieed. myé 75 iy
B, Conery. E. Conery, J1.

E CONERY & BON,
.

WHOLESALE GROCERS,

Commission Merchanta and Dealers in Westers
Produoee,

OORNER OF CANAL AXD DELTA STLRETS

* meld M 1y NEW ORLEAWSE.

dren's mse, including Millinery, Dry Goods, Jewsin
Faney and Toilss Articles, Patterns, Underwess, Trin
minge, Bridal Tronseeanr, sto., oba,

u:m«wh'nautuﬂq\w
tared in the 1stest styles, under her own supsrvisi
Cutting and Fituing & specialty.

Flain and done to erder.

PAPEE PATTERNS, of sll the Lateat ml
eeived as soon s issued, and for sals. -

All the FASHION JOURNALS will be foux &
table.

Mmdmumwﬂummm-u“

GREGG'S Puacmamu mu. o
mhl 75 Iy

P. OREILLY,
GAS FITTER AID PLUMBER,
GAS FIXTURES mszxn AND REPATREN,
BHORT NOTICE.
ORDFRS FOR PLUMBING WILL BE
IO WITH I'HE UTMOST DISPATON.
180aacees canen. Enmpart Btrest...o—
Between Foydras and Lafaystts steseis,

‘“l‘ OBRLEANE,

All work entrusted to his care will eostvs push
sttention.

Orders loft &t Galnes & Relf's, 157 snd 198 Conn
struat, or in Box 7, Mechanios' and Mn'lﬂ'l
will be promptly -f-mdul to.
ESTABLIEHRD’ 1857,

G. PITARD,

MFOETER AND DEALER IN

HARDWARE, GRATES, |
PAINTS, OILS, VARNISH, WINDOW oud
WALL PAPER, ETC., ‘

921 85 223... ... Canal Btreot...... 231 s
Betwoen Eampart and Basin streots, \

J¥1B 75 v wow —
L.IENEELY’B RBELLS,

usine TEOY BELLS, knows fo he Iiky
lhw. I&; which, by their unlform -xoe“ﬂ',=
soquired n npmn adequalled by axy sad
emeoding uui of all
Catalg, No sgeneles. 30%
R?'l' ™ Md.mu. sither TEOY or WES

Iyen sty MENEELY & COMPAYL.

; D and 104 Erst Savond
noll T4 Iy B J. WEST, A
MOSHANE BELL FOUNDRBY

ihosa ) EELLS for

OHURCHES, ACADEMIES, ET0.
ruur.mnacm.unmon-“ 00w
AR HENRY MoSHANE & CCU



