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The erowd-be boys amt lordly-Rve a
deer. bhe the. looke, aa. aed, pe-I
alved how nssy eyes were* u her, bht by
the Umo a seeeAd obse had sone up to hesky
-K am suoeb hes go there-* termenle
am with a lady's wialag measer bowed • e>
a tmewledgemeet. And while the third ia-

ewsred the set, abe stooped bliblang ovr 'the

"bWhere s year home, dear " she asked.-
U What is bore Idon'thknow " aid $he

ehilL
"1Wherse y7r mother In. I think, dar, you

wilklnow it best that way.s
"Bat I-I have no mother. I have npbcody.'

egene said he saw teas then Mell tfronm her
qte upon the tangled, dirty little head of the
eMld, and bshe answered quietly:
"Como bone wish me then. So have I

nobody. We will be somebody to each other I
bohe."
8he took bher into the oarriage and soother

sheer went ap as it drove away, and shower
of young 1eaves and fower-buds torn hastity i
rom the shrubbery were nat upon it, till it
mreabed the Park gate. Covered by them, she

weat out of sight, all the time bending over
the 1ages little stranger in apparently t
Me a e Ulk. t

Then Eugene said a hubbub ensued in the
Peak. For the policemen began to pursue 1

those who had plucked the braneahe of the I
shbrbbery; Indeed, the boys. and the poor I
people. But I understand It is the way of the
world to punish sach excitement as that whlob I
eared the act, though the onoomplaining I
earth so /suy gave its blossoms for a tribute I
to heba Aa the eyes which had watobed from 4

afine hea the whole seene, mailed sareasti- I
estl, and nash of their owners as were nse
eoungh to each other to speak adid, "How odd
-of bh I How oeurei 1

That was all, and they drove on then, laugh-
tag moebino . For that Is the world easit-
mate of noo sacts, It seams, which pussies me
bsord mesnre. It is as it it believed soome
ceald possibly do anything from pure eharity,
bhen even so tag of a motive as the distinotion t

of being odd is given to a deead like Ethel Es- g
mead's, but surely it ought to remember that I

Sour dear Lord's words, making love the rule of r
hls law, eould not fal to take root in some h- a
man hearts ; the world mannot have all. h

The woman, still watohing under the shadow t
of the trees, drew a long breath, as it of in.
tense relief, when Ethel Esmond bhad performr
ed her kind act, and the anxiety, at least, died 1
oat of her eyes as she said, like some one who ,
had bs-watohing in feart and fem whop the f
fear was now removed, "Thank God !"

Then, taking up her heavy basket, she uast e
aloving,yearning look after Ethel Esmond's f
retreating oarriage, and any one very near her
might hav heard her say, in a broken and sor-
rowing whisper,

" I'll tell her ; obh I'll tell her ; so quiok to
do Justice. But not yet, not till the last I"

It was not Eugene who told me this part of
my story. It was the woman herself, the
tried, and worn, and anxious, and long snffer-
inog woman, for she was my mother.

Inl. I

We were verypoor, hopelessly and unobang.
tinly poor, as long as I oould remember. 3
There was no touch of concealment or pallia.
tion for oar poverty in our one hare and shadow.
ed room; there ould not be; it was too real to
admit of any graceful subterfuge; and our
megreallowanooeof food and drink was quite
as palpable a faot as our unadorned, nay, I
may almost esy, unfuronishbed atti; for our
whole subisatence was derived from the labor
of my mother's bands, poor hands, now nearly e
w.ra out, nearly ready to fold themselves in a

-laseep of eternal rest. If I ooold have helped i

har it mbighthave been different, but I wee a
heavy brden on her Instead, lying Aelples
there always. I used to think, as evelnng
drew near, and I looked round the ecotortles
room, what a glden blassing I would deem it b
If I had the power otmotion for even that one u
hal bour of the twenty-four. I used to shut
my eyes-I always abat my eyes wheo I am
golo m)t make pltures fr myself-and imagine
her, at that moment, bending over the steam. 11
ing tub, wringitong out the last pieoes of her
weary work, wet ak half blind with weak t

esos, and aching fro head to foot. And then
Sused to conjure up a scene; to you it will 1

seem a very poor little ttempt at t happiness I
am sure, but to me it wore all the unttainable i

attlibutes of a castle in the air; it was only
myself awaiting her, with door lean awept r
and fre brightly burning, the little tea-kettle
hlesing on the hob, and our humble supper
table spread. It seemed to me I would bear
all the pain and monotony of the rest of my
days to purehase this. Ah I in the midst of
my dreams bse wouldoome wearily op etairs.
I could hear esah tired step of bher feet fom the
lowet lending, and eaeh tell op my huert, l
am sure, with all the pain shbe felt in them.
And she would enter the room white and al-
meot breathles, not spaking at Arat, becsoes
n" oould not rom exhanation. I would ay

"Peor motbeel' or ofteser trtobh my hands
towards her in iant sorrow. Aid in a mo*
meat then she would asy, trytintg to speak i
eheerily: "Da't mind, lore; the day s over
me."w

nIarly always that simple ad teacabingi
thansgiving, "the day Ia over," the one boo !
bh tilian bou aosuld brlngl And I would
ny, perhaps, 'Bot yu are so tired, and I am
so merry nothing Is ready for you her." Thes
abe would answer, with a very patiaent sigh,
"My honey, when yoa ay that, It only remida I

me of One who ome to us ln the ight, anad
e oOld, a•d tound nothing ready or him,

treagh the whole world oould have made reedy
llhobat wished it"

ea shoe waould set about arranging the
aertlam roos, always rat noming over to

my bed and a alsg me, y and swing, "hank
eod fee oye, my hoeny, through all !

I would beslent then, my hearu ohaining

ay roise. Ad beo se I was silent I would
dMak all the more earnaetly bow true ad

astalSl was w ove thbasfbsethastd 4G S
a mim elrI• msd hw ealt I hpel'mes

ithat ma be ,4msA*o lms b,

my * mse. W wee 1t.n ther e

SehI r detmite,,: etat i sftm hSab
Mmn Msti.eqber e -e the Ups et
bm. M as m I e have Am la besd

l9h k h thse pew 1br o her.uedalsai.k with Gad; ir than elevate/
saad islam she some, I an se-s~ hqem may
words . mlal to es. sing :essonll on
the didle. imge, Is gows muee .sd mm ies
It, whie ie Ialsuly noble ead bestifaL

Bet apart AIs this, some awtl shadow
ense" to re." upoe my eths. lif some

shadow as es sMeoald ass, whick to herself
was a seastsas pessses. Even her sleep see.
ad haunted by It, for while she slept, se
moaned always, and she would oftem eomo
when ebo thought I slept, and passiag eba hand
over my forehead, may, with inspressibe
longing in ier voioe,."My honey, do I make up
to her for it ft And then she would kneel and
pray.

I can still often feel that light and tender
touch on;my forehead, and hear that longing
voice, and the memory of them is dearer to me
than all that my life bas brought to me, since
the hand and the voice can oeeme no more. In-
deed, I would give all back to be again in the
desolate room, and know she was oomighbome
to it once more. Bntthen she would not be at
rest as she is now.

I have written this prineipally to show you
what manner of mother she was, who watehed
over my heples anod darkened life at this
period. And I wish to add to it, that no sun-
shine ever came to me afterwards alf so fair
as that which went eat with her life.

Iv.
Eugene wes very poor too. If he had not

been, I do not suppose we would ;ever have
come to know him. It was through a wimple
ant of kindness on his part that we did so at
all. My mother, carrying her heavy baket
oge evening, stumbled, and would have fallen,
had not a gentleman paelng put out his hand
to break the fall. Then he took the basket
from her, laying it down. As she strove to I
lift it agaln, it was found a strain on her wrist c
rendered it powerless. So he said, "I will c
carry It home for you." And my mother, who
had been aoouseetomed to serve ladies and gen- I
tlemen, said he addressed her with as much
politeness as if she were in a drawing-room,
the fiouest lady there. She thanked him, and m
he carried it home for her. That gentleman
was Eugene Woodruff, whom I now call my
friend Eugene. . .

When they came up stairs that day, he look-
ed around the room at the bare discolored
floor, at the wprn furniture, at the broken, I
stained walls, finally at me, lying motionless
on my poor bed with its faded coverlet. I do
not know why, but it went to my heart, that he c
then turned away, putting up his hand before c
his eyes. It was more to me than if he had
said all the kind and compasionate words In
thelanguage. Ina moment after, he was bual-
ly binding up my mother's wrist, and pouring I

cold water over it. When the pain was re-
lieved, she said, with a gentle way she had,

" You have been very kind, sir, and I thank
you. Gertrude," and she turned her dear, pale I
face to me, "help me to thank him, my honey." I

" I thank you, sir, with all my heart," said
I, from my little prisoned spot ; "my mother is
all I have."

He eome over near me, sad looked. His face
was the handaemeet it had ever been my lot I
to see, though, to be sure, I had not seen
many. He wae very young, and bad soft basel
eyes, full of light, and a high white forehead,
and beautiful, curling, brown hair. I remem-
ber, as I saw hib look of wondering pity, I I
wished he was my brother. He said gently,

" Have you been sick long I"
" Always" I replied; "I san never get op."
' So young I My God I how dare Z"- There

heetepped. Then, as if he could bear tolook
no longer, he turned away, and walked to the
window.

" She was born a cripple, sir," said my
mother ; "yet she is the one blessing of my
life."

He turned to her in amasement, very plain
to see.

" Tel" she clasped her hands, "I have to
livefor her as she is. If she could help her-
self one bit, she would not be so entirely the
life of my life."

"And as it La" said be, looking on her
reverently, I th•ght.

"As It is, sir, a hard life is made easy to
bear, because, thank God I hbear it for her, not
myselL"

" What a leso r' he said, as if to himself ;
" what a sightl"

Then he oame back to me.
" And you cannot move In he askeud, in a hael

whisper.
"No, sir, exoept my hands and head."
" And what do you do all day yon onneot

sit up I"
"Never I lie, and think, and "--Here I

grew ashamed.
" Tell me," he said ooingly ; "•lt will teach

me a lesson, perhape."
Then I took out alittle siate and peneil Ib

hidden by me, .
"Do aotlagh, ," I said "for I know

I no~t writing, bae time i so long lin passi
aid I somfort myself pretending it is."

Heleoked at it in sllence. Ihad coveredit
with in imit.ian of what I had men written
on soeoh stray serape of paper su my mother
sometimes brooght to me, knowing my pasion
fot writing,

" How be•aoullly it is done " he said then ;
" it seems to me lie some perfot writig in an
unknown languagder A! poor child, it goes
to my heart, this lovely writing wlthoet words,
or even lettm. What a story is in it What
a story I Do yeu spend all yoer time, when
yop s not thinking, in thlt"'

Then I took ouat, with muhb mseeret beeltatlon
and ombrrassmeat, aother little thing I had
hiddaa beside me It was a bit of zag, en

r lles, In aIsIague , p4

ftl e eletfpsa ii eua.eo Lej
werns wIe. lbp ai s btf

i rag, whirr I twi$p '_ bei ofroe. iI tea ; but was aet eri y, ta gh it was •

a very dyeiysetwi~is ap

whea tfAedi ng ehe9 .abit 2assade.

SWha, i s this fP o d a hn a.mtle ton f
I haldy lite• to hear; "tlme all aobout its I

I wafi tj embssIdek, air," I answered; a
sad that Iw no way I trie.L I
"Amd4 why dM yes want s- embroider t

pass away the beay iUmml'
"oe; mother soldIO people paid very high d

for eeal embrodtery, aid I know, if I knew
bow. it would tae me a lep time to do even e
saemailplee of it, for I cannot hold up-my t
lands many minter. But even it it took
years, I wanted to do it, to get her a thing shabe
longs for -I stopped; I ould not tell him

"Can you not tell me ?" he asked very gently a
"No. sir; please don't ask." i
"Now, how long were you doing this?" then b

said he. t
"Nearly six months."
He laid it on the palm of his hand, viewing a

It all over. d
"It Is beautiful, exquisite, this Sower ma4a

of ravellings so patiently and wonderfully. A
When it is finished-I see it is not quite finish- a
ed-let me know. I will find a buyer."

"Not for this fag, sir. It must be done on
fine muslin, with real outton, to be sold !

"No; that--us as it is." He laid it down
like something very valuable, but I 4bougl$ if
be bad been a lady Instead of a gentleman, he
would not have admired it so.. i

" Why did it take you so long f" t
"I 6an only hold it up snob a little while, t,

and then I often have to rip it, from putting d
the needle in the wrong plaee, and then these a
threads break so often, and it takes me solong n
to thread the needle."

" Great hbeavensl o mob for so little, and
I"-he stopped as once before. g

"It is not little; sir, what I want to do by h
it," I said then ; "and if I ever do it-" n

" To shall do it,n. he broke out; "only finish
that little miraculous Bower made so perfectly n
out of suooh materials. And this is all your re-
oreation ?" h

I turned my eyes to the window. An old ti
pitcher stood there, with a bunch of green
growing in it, my pet and my pride. b

"I watch that," said I; "it will have lowers ci
some day."

He went over and examined it. ti
"Queer! A potato plant !" Now he laughed. f

Bo did L p
" Where did you get it?' "
"A little child in the court below brought it

to me. She had planted it herself. I am very
fond of it, sir-next to my mother, I think I u
am fond of it. The leaves are so perfect and i,
so beautiful to me, I could examine them all t4
day, and never think I had then seen half how
wonderful they are." it

"And then?" ii
"Well, of course thinking who made them

so has to come next, and I feel myself bowing
down before Him; I cannot help it."

"Well " b'

"I cannot just put it into words," said I, "but b
after that bowing down, I feel myself raise4. n
Indeed, I feel as I were not a cripple at all."

"And you are not," said be, in a hushed way; y
"you are a princess ignobly chained here, and p
through this," touching lightly the poor, corn- k
mon plant, "you have been enchanted into see- h
ing a glimpse of your country, so your royalty brises up and makes you cease for awhile to feel
your obains."

Then be looked at the plant with eyes fall b
of feeling, and I know, if they had not beenf
those of a man, they would have melted to ti
tears, but, though he did not let that happen, v
I felt they were ready to come. And a moment
after I heard them in his voice, as he turned
to go. b

"May I oome baek " emid he to my mother; b
"'it is indeed good for me to be here."
" on may, sir; and thank you."
After that, be became to me Eugene, my

friend, and be said I saved him, but just then
would not tell how. I know he was dearerto
me than any one on earth except my mother,
and his ooming was happiness and sunlight to h
me. He taught me to read, and by that created
a new world for me. He fixed from the ceiling
a support for my book, so that I need not tire
my arms holding it. He showed me how to
write really, and I created a world for myself
by that quite as wonderful as the one I found
in reading. Of course all this happened by
degrees, and if I told it as slowly as it hap-
pened, and all its beautiful and eherished
incidents, it would take a volume, not in plape
just bete. But from what I have told, I think
you will understand what Eugene beosme to a
us, and we to him. What we grew to be to
oeach other was, I thblnk, all the more preeious b

and pIehanging too, because it bad its origin
in tl soul and heart, not seoted by outward b
thinge at all, unles, indeed, that oar mutual
poverty made it more pare and intense. He
ministered to the nads of my lonely, eraving
mind, filling it with what it had ononeeiously
mise~, sines I ooold think-knowledge. He
pold I ministered to hisb equally, though I could

otmake out what it needed, royal asu it seem-
ed to me.

At first it appeared very strangedo me to
know that be, with his youth, and his talent, c
end his Ane appearan• bshonld be aspoor as l, I
I lying helpless on my bed alwarys, and owning

no gif of all those I knew God gave toothera
around me. But I found out sauch things are a
puite common in the world fom which I am
shut out; that it does not give ito riohes to
Sthoee whom I might look upon as being made
a for them. And I thought often, if I could only

,have the power of saetion, I would oompel suo-a
s conm to crown my toll for theim-I wanted thema for my mother, yeou know. But I am told the

will hi not enosgh to oompel suoe, Spd fmany iwho strive, and toll, saend endure sedrig for a
I weary yeas, lie down at the end in a poor (
aI man's grave, and others, by aen sudden "stroke

h a1 lsi y La pity or 'tsadeu," dr and said, "That L e Ithe
b of li-erates answr M -I tridl my der mtheb, ta she sai 1

b "1 is bd e doss ab sndser rinshle
e gift aeedkhl fr r gettaWg eto avnm , a

I bemo . Den's you •,ow, if No d11, Be welad I

SalwaI ploe. them at Jeast within the rasek e.t
hsem labor, ea et, a, they often a• I

t within the reaeh of eeeAry sad erle.'"
"Th~e they areent eally worth oar thoughts e

Sdr r strivings, are they, mother? satid L a
r "No, my honey; ye see the only thing ona earth worthlour strivings Hebas planed within

r the rseh of all."

t "What, mother I" I

'"The right to heaven. Every one san gain
'that.'" a, I

I told Eugene, and be was silent a loag while
after, sitting leaning his bead on his hands.
Then he stood quite as long at the foot of my t
bed, looking down at me. I will never forget a
that look : it was so completely and touchingly
fall of sorrow that seemed to me to bold In it c
something grander'than oommon grief. So it I
did, for then said be:

"I think you understand all that tells to one s
hboee life has been a lie upon such mercy. I a

stand nobly reproached, my Pioclola. But I
6an say no more. There are things in the a
3 1eart which words spoil, and this is one of a

them." d
"Yes." Words would have spoiled what s

was in mine then. I think he saw it, for be a
I was silent for spie time, and I was glad tobe.

In a book bebad brought me was this beautiful t
thought, "Silence followed the song like a t
tear." Sooh'eemed that silenee to me. It was I

I deliciou; it wasee more, it wbs heavenly, for a
o within it God's presence deigned to veil itself, d
I making ecetaoy.

After awhile said he:
"I have never told you my story. I am now a

going to tell it to you and mother"-for a t
long time he had called her thus-" that you o
may see what you have done for me." I

" I am glad. What Is Picoiola I You called a
me that just now. Why did you call me it" "

In beautiful language, peculiar to him when v
he tarrated anything, he then told me 8ain- j
L tine's exquisite story, saying at the end :

1 " And you are to me in a daptivity, not of d
bolts or bars, to be sure, but worse, what Pio- e
Siola was to the poor prisoner." d

"A very withered Piooioia," said I, smiling, t
to hide the fact that my heart was weeping 1]
for joy to hear such tonching words of my
poor, crippled self. But he saw through the
smile.

" Nay, dear Picciola, God keeps you here i
with his mighty hand from that which might I
wither your wonderful bloom. Not withered,
indeed, but still fresh from the miracle of his
touch, because untouched by the world." 1

It went to my heart-that is all I can say of
it here, and in that Ihoment I could say noth-
ing.

V.
After a few moments more he told us his

story. I cannot put it exactly in his words,
but I will as nearly as I can, for they are so a
much better than my own.

"I do not know," he said, "that I could tell
you all my unworthiness, but I see you so
patient and so unconscious of the grand mis- 4

sion your patience has fulfilled in my regard, I
know of no other way to let you see what you
have done, obscurely working for your Master I
bhere, and I would have you ee it. I liken it
often in my own mind to the miraole aohieved
by an humble violet, hidden in the shades of a
fnreet, where man was not supposed to pone.
trate, and yet the perfection of its beauty con-
verted an inldel idly roaming there to the
faith that won his salvation.

"I was not always as you see me. I was t
brought up to believe myself nob, kept at the
best colleges, and surrounded by all those ad
vantages consequent upon the possession of I
wealth I am now twenty.one; two years ago
-I was a mere boy then-the bitter trial eame
to my life, which made me-I will not say
what--less than a man certainly.

" I do not remember my mother; if I had
any word or look of here to oonsecrate my I
heart, it might have striven to keep white, in
order to be worthy'of holding that memory.
My father was one of those men who do not a
impress a child with the Ides of father at all.
He was to me the banker who liberally pro-

vided my funds; the arbiter who depVed upon
laws for my movements; the judge who sen-
tenced me if I infringed on those laws; that
was about all. Wrapped up in business and
grief for my mother, the canse of whose death'
was my life, he and I lived our lives as far
apart as if ooeans divided us. He ordered
things with the object of making me worthy to
bear his name, but it never seemed to ,pe I
held any plasce in his heart.

"I was at college, and had just ichleved its
highest bonores; laden with them, I was about
to retnrn home, when a telegram brougbt me
Sthe news of my father's sadden death, nothing

I more.
S"Isee you wonder at those words, used in

Sconnection with what, it seems to your good

hearts, ahoeld form the record of an over-
whelming trial. If nothing more really re-
.naitled, It might have seemed so to me too.

o " We learn the te msasnur of grief by en-, countering a greater Bard as was my father's
I, Indiference to me, his death might have come

Sas a heavy blow if it had come aloon. But
a when, penetrating through the shado@ en-
* shronding the telegraphio meeag I found xse

n dread mystery to be not merely death, iut dil-
o honor and siloide, I felt not ts weight, but

* theirs.7 "He was one of your wonderful bsdanes
Smen, wheb ability might almost be called
Sgiu~os, at whom the others gase in enrying

5 amasment, as from below a height not theirs I
y to climb; a daing speculator, Mda sosmahl

esalealato of the ups and downs of money
R tranauotions But often asobh men arem and- C

Sdenly thrown from the heigfht to whioh they•

avelliabed by its giviag way, a5d a 1t0
ruinu they themelves are erushed beys4

Tbit was his fte. In plain woeds be
_le- l Bet fallais. "ot die n, and I Msold
have bMew 1s it were all. lspepealti
was a , gh, andt whoe t began
ma smes ha t baii. ldit up-i

rn .1dd ied by wpoe- eo nd
me 3, hoe bdbeen robed weo s tai.
ho was wma8r !f by the busin ds
man.ed This imney, smy a•e vob d with theer
toras when it sn, nead e se plc only ared

oratoions by siaols de.. .O . by sdPi
ey in they were poigt.red om. i as sr-

rounded by walling women asd airieatsd
men, whose all ad bee grobbed eprn them.
My bears was alo•e sdeng by the wof•l dith-
gra theaped upont s, and torn by their grieL
lenored my fate, I bid my eame, vowing never
to bear it again, and left the place, only savedoffrom being lynched by the furious mob, of
whose e njuryI weas so nnoed ent, by esioping
secretly in the night.

"dopiThat was not al I ave up the practicell
of religion, mypiously decidd, ing to myseof, that
if there were a God at all, be was neither jdst
nor merciful, since, if he were ust, I should
not have been visited with the punishment of
another's crime, and If He were mercifuontl, he
woueld have riown some mery to my youthl
and hitherto nblemin thed name. Yes, turn
aside those pure shocked eyes, my Ploclols;
despise me as I deserve. Then you will feel
more ltensel how grean t hasor been your mis-
sen to my degraded, almost rined soul. b

one thingAccording to this miserable code I resolved
to live. I did not seek for annoy honorable sor mind-

oi ton, feelineepg myselon sort of otast on earth.
I a, ormed the name of Woodrintentio, and contented

myself by writing 'htems' fothing.r a third-cl the
daily paper, lived in the poverty which was
the only remod. raton it naorded me,I adgaine
myself up to the s wh eight young, set -Idle,
and wholly frrelighteones man cannot esmy pe. For
temptation lys everywhere, and ter ye s butet
one thing in all the wide world to overcome it
Sdo not caroe how noble or great a man's mind

may be; how much he may naturally feel in-
clined to keep his soul spotless; how strong his
will, or hnmow inere his bmintention, t is simply

grace of God. I the not, aneeed I would in-
deed be showing you a sight you reeptio never
even dream of, if I described to you my eareer.
Ab! how frightened you look, my Picolola;
but is is only thus I could show you what you
have done for me.

le to (o b eetinued.)-T 
propo

A proposition suggested by Her Majesty's
Government, and sundbmitted to this and others,
is now under consideration with regard to dis-
pensing with some of the unnecessary salutes
which rake place between the services of dif-
ferent nations on the occasion of the meeting
of their vessels of war and the reception of
high offioials. It is desired to establish a set
of rules to be observed by alL- The proposi-
tion, which it is understood meets with the
conourrence of the Navy Department of the
United States, is not to return salutes of the
following character: To royal personages, the
ohief o a Statring e and to members of royal fami-
lies, whether on arrivnd at, or dertre fromte
nyport, orem upon isting a ship-of-war, todiplomatic, naval, military or consular autho-

rities, or to a Governor, when l a ship of-
war. It is proposed to return only ntos wich
are not considered personal, and whloh should
receive gun for gun, such as the national fag
on arrivinblg a a port, and the saltes of flagofficers when meeting. These rules, if goner-
ally conIurred i and adopted, will oviate
many embarrassments which constantly arise,
and sometimes ld to unpleasant feelings.mBevdes. oomr au c ell bltby the wtbe
saofved. The sret urning• pele salutes has
long been regarded as objsetionable.

SBosto pubFindshing thouse, finding the new
rates of third-class postage too exorbitant, pre-
pared the following postal card, which they
mailed to their tembsorbers: "The ridietlone
postal law, by which we are compelled to paytreble postage on all magasines sent to sub-
aribers in what isknownas 'Brt's Spyndicate,'compels us to establish a postal service our-

selves. Yto r magast te will belef oby the 10th
of the month at -, where plame eail for it
hereafter.hy inding that the cards were not
delivered they learned at the Post Offo6 that
they were withheld because " the firm were
uing the mail to scandalise the department."
This they naturally think Is a stretch of postal
authority. We think so too. If the poal mat-
ter Is to be subject to the approval of the Post-
masters, why may they nor refuse circulation
through the mail of newspapers opposed to the
Admlnistrarion:

Convenience has destroyed religion, morality
and politenese.-J. Josbera .

GROCERS-COMMISSION MERCHANTS.

W. a. nAIUw5. Seo. a. MATrraEws.
WM. H. MATTHEWS & BRO.,
General Produce Commission Merchants

No. 71 Poydras Street,
NUw ONLEAN.l

Country orders solioitd. Jll 3m
MARK B. GILLIN,

Dealer in

GBOO EBI•S,
WOOD. COAL AND COACOAL,

jeur 75 ly Corner Laurel and Philip ats.

H, M. O'MEALLIE,
Corner of St. Andrew and Laurel Streete,

CHOICE GROCERIES,
T•AS. CO•I'IE and sIGARV TIZR and LARD,.

HAYS s Ad RZIA M ES ACOf.

Liquors and W4nes,
CHOICE WEIKY.Irrl , UStoeb, B. ad Bworbon.

-L...oetoi, Unglaband Br and

TEAS,
at 40 50 and 75 oeats,. and Ph fINEST IMPERIAL at

i ad 1 h e 1 )50) per pound.
Good. delivd iheL• dk4o.
P ll welgtS gimasdeed. my 7T8 ly

. Comery. E. a•mor, Jr.
E. COOmT & SO•.

WHOLESALE GROCERS,

Commission Merchante and Dealers in Weemis
Prodooe,

OEoNER OF CANL AND DELTA STEC M
2m4 74 ly maw O1Uass.

FOR eSuer. •.•.,
*. 0 per

eras .
Teems • Cah ls , o

Nos. 4"- sad 91-0

VmY M otl c y n::

TUG "BELLE DARLINGTOUR,
EDWARD WILCOx. bas,, • ,'

Harbor and Coast Job

asoable terms. specala attentie pal Is
and delivering COAL BOATS to =y i

For tfarther information apply or writle s
AS. SWEEE. ow .-r

marts Oece. No. 5 Campt Seet e e
w i. casoe. os a& -

OFTICE of B ApGemB

GREGG'S

GENERAL SEWING MACHIEB

PURCHASING BUREAU,

14.............Csnal Street.......

laW OLA2.*S, LA.

flhst.saee Machines of all kinds at loweehaui

The latest and beet Attachments Mr all
Taokers, Eulisns, Cerd.as, Mdre.•.issns

eto., ste.
The beat Needles for all Machines.

The best Prepared Sewing Machine Oil.

The best Sawing Machine Silk and SpealeCeng
We Repair all Machines at Low Bates
We take Old Macblnea in paerty for la: os,

achines Rented at St Per
and Bent pplied to the purchase of noy Maitt

may be aftErward aseLeti e

Sewing Machines, Pianos and Orgam
Sold on Monthly Payments in the counta1•. i-

giving references.

MRS. ADA GREGG
Respectully ofers her services in PUCEOrA

Adornment or Domestic Goodsr Ladie'aed
dre's use, includings Millinery. Dryes I
] scy and Tloilet Artielee, Phi a ers, s
mlae, Bridal Tressesq, ate.. eta.

Cutting and sting a speciaslty.
Plain and Fancy siteMing done to sier.
PAPER PATTNERS, t. all the anHD t si

ceved as eom as issumed, and r sale.
All the FASION JOURNA weill be• qd

table.
Call and am s•, or write for Oalar etrad
Addresw, a

GREGG'S PURCHASING BD&U,
mbstl s ly 114

p. O'R aEI Y,

GAS FITTER AND PU1015$E,
GAS FITUZRES BROZED AND 3WT

fo WITE rams rXYoSr DWPAm

186...........Rampart Street......

ntween Poyders sad alyen ees"l
taw O=-A"Na.

All work entrusted to his care will augheei
attention.

Orders left at Gaines & Belf s. I! and 10
street, or in Bo 7, Mechanics' and Delers' I
will he promptly attended so.
E STABLISED 1857.

G. PITARD,
IrnromaT AZD D3ALBaa I

HARDWARE, GRATES,
PAINTS, OILS. VARNISH WINDOW G

WALL PAPER. ETC.,
I221 and 223.... .. nal Street.. a

Between Rampart end Baas str5lte

mbsl 75 lv I gouts Csams

BELLS.

-.' i81.sw ,

MENEELY'S BELLS.

The joeulne TROT YELLS. known t tW'PO
oboe 'me;j whtoz by btr unltorm a

que ql by. e,
CM&loe8Os .N $ DofoAl.l orWRhMS
Petool Md.ree, .1 ori TXOY

N. Y. d

ijt6 7Sy MENEELY & COuwil

s is twirte

~w~~t la~~~T;a.w4rrZ rsas 0-

Mott IT 5. 1,. W
U

UY. Aga>r3~e'

Mo9eHlE BELL tOUWWRT
Vaauaett we thsem eglebr.t. lj-EgA;WA

oHvECEZI, OAD3UB .
rase Let an a*m~inmres .*.e:.

HINsT UQSEAWUA.'ZNUHfs l a'bi is ~ fG~p


