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BELLEVUE,

ILOUISIANA, OCTOBER 28, 1859.

- MAIL ARRANGEMENTS.

Northern Mail—Leaves Thursday 6 A.
M. Arrives Friday 9 p. M.
Southern Mail—Leaves Friday 6 A. M
Arrives Saturday 6 p. M.
Euastern Mail—Arrives Daily 11 A, m.
Leaves 12 .,
Western Mail—Arrives Daily 11 A &
Leaves 2 p. M. .
Waulnut Hill—Leaves Monday 7 A. M.
Arrives Tuesday 6 p. 3.

J. M. JONES, P. M.

S. G."McKEMIE,
ttorney and Counscllor at Law,
Minden, La. viall

R.J. LOONEY,
ttorney and Couusellor at Law.
Bellevue, La. vinl

T. M. FORT,
No‘.nry Public, Bellevee, Bossier
Parish, La.

R. W. ARNET,

ttorney and Counsellor at Law,

Bellevae, La. Will pructice

in the seveuteenth Judicial District
Court. vinl

T. M. FORT. B. F. YORT.
FORT § BRO.,

ttorneys and Counsellors at Law.
Bellevue, La. vinl

W. H. HILL,
Q uctioncer of Bossir Parish, La.,
will give prompt sttentionte ali
business entrusted to bim in said cas
pacity. vlgd

L. M, NUTT,
ttorney at Law, Shreveport, La.
Will practice in the courts of]
Caddo, Bossier, Claiborne and Bien-
ville. viol

J. M. EILLPATRICK.  J. W. PENXALL.
KILLPATRICK & PENNALL

ttorneys at Law, Shreveport, La.

Will proctice in the courts of
Caddo, DeSoto and Bossier. vinl

GEO. WILLIAMSON,
Atturney at Law. Will continue

the practice in the parishvs of
Bossier, Caddo and DeNoto.  He will

also attend to all the Dusiness of
Landrum & Williamsoa, in the ahove

parishes. viul2*

I Il e, sign fnd ornamental painter.
Paper hanging, gilding. plazing

end immitation o kinds of wood

and marhle, upholstering, &c.

R. G. LISTER,

DR. J. J. CARSTARPHEN,
ellevue, La., being permaneat lo-
B cated in Bellevue, would respect-
fully tender his profes 1al servicess
to the eitizensof this place sad vieinity.
Office next door south of Fpurlin &
West's store.

DR. L. H. FISHER,
I'.'c';s:g permauently located iu
} Beliovue, would respectfally
offer his professional services to the
people of Bellevue and vicinity, in the!l
various branches of his profession. Ofz

fice adjoining the Planter's Hotel.
vi-nl

RICH'D W. TURNER,
ttorney and Counsellor at Law.
Will practice his profession, in;
the District courts of Bossier, Bien-!
ville, Claiborse, and in the Supreme
eourt at Monroe.  Mr. Turaer pledges,
himself to givehis undivided attention
to the prompt discharge of ol busiess]
entrusted to his care. Office, Belle-)
vue, Lea. vinl
G. W. LOGAY, JR. EUZENE SONIAT.
W. C. C. CLAIBOK™Z, JR:
LOGAN,SONIAT& CLAIBORNE
uceessors to Duncan & Logan. Cot
ton Factors aund Commission
Merchants, No. 87 Carondolet street,
Union Roar, New Paas. vinl

V. SHIDET,
‘ T atch-Maker and Jaweler.
Deeler in fine watchcs.&

jewelry and diamonds. Texas ’

street, between 8. Haber's and
Marx's stores, Shmvofort. La. !
Wal and Jewelry repaired and |
ed. vi-ngd

PLANTERS HOTEL.

WM. A. KELLY, PROPRIETCR.
BELLEVUE, LA.

aving lately made

H- Idditionny to his - ) Y
slready commodious ‘
bhoase, would respectful~

¥ Jhis |
‘old friends end customers, that
now better prepared than ever, to ac-
commodate al fuxing bim with their
patrenage. His table will elways be
supplied with the very beat the count
ds. He has also atwached to hz
alarge and well ventilated stable:

Hive in style oot of the toll.

A HOME SCENE.

Come, let us pull the curtian down,
And lay the work aside,

And gather up the playthings
You've seattered far and wide ;
And place the lamp upon the stand,

Beside the great arm chair,
And bring the last good newspaper,
Aud do it all with care.

Now heap the coal upon the grate—
He loves a cheerful fire—

See how the flames dance merrily,
And leap up high end higher;
Now place the slippers on the rug,

And get his dressing gown ;
For papa will be tired and cold
When he comes back from town,

Come let me bathe your glowing cheeks,
And make your hair look neat,

—— | And put your bright pink apron on—

There, now you're clean and sweet!
Now sit down on the little bench
That grand-pa- made, and see
How still you'll be while good mamma
Goes to lay the cloth for tea.

The tea-kettle sends forth its hum,
The buiscuits are so light;

I wish he'd come, it seems to me
He's rather late to-night ;

Hark wasu't thatour gate that clicked ?
* Huarrrah I shouts little Will,

And ere I've time to tell him hush,
He's bounded o’er the sill.

And * papa’s come !’ he shouts again,
And climbs up for a kiss;

And “ papa’stum! Oh, pa, a’s tum!”
Echoes his little sis.

Oh! happy group thatlive and love
Within that humble cot ;

Many who dwell in palaces
Might envy them their lot.

DIVORCED BY MISTAKE,

One Winter there came to Trenton,
New Jersey. two men, nam.d Smith
and Jones, who hal both of them de-
signs on the Legislature. Jones had a

bad wife and was in love with a pretiy
woman— he wished to be divorced from

“| his bad wife, so that he wight marry

the pretty woman, who, by the way
was a widow, with black eves and such
a form! Therefore Jones came to
Trenton for a divorce.

Smith bad a gool wife, good as an
angel, sl the mother of ten children,
anl Smdh did vot want to be divoreed,
but did want to get a chlater £1 a

‘| turnpike or plank. road to extend from

Piz’< Run to Te reag i Hollow,

Well, they, with these different er
rands, came to Trenton. and addressed
the assembled wisdom with usual argu
ments.  First, suppers mainly composed

i of oysters with rich background of
| venison , secord, liquors in great plenty,

from ** Jersey lightning,” which is a
kind of locomotive at full speed, re-
duced to liguor shape, Newark cham.’
pagne.

To speak in plain prose, the divoree
man give a chainpagne supper, aud
Smith, the turnpike man, followed with
champague breakfast. under the mol
lifying influence of which the assem
bled wisdom passed both the divorce
and tumnpike bills; and Jones and
Smith—a copy “of each bill in their
pockets —went rejoicing home, over

{ miles of sand, and throngh the tribula-
tion of many stagv coaches.

Smith arrived home in the evening
and as lie sat down i the parlor, his
pretty wife beside him—hos pretty she
did look —and five of her children over-
hearing  the-‘other five studying their
lessons in the corner of  the room,
>mith was induced  to expatiate upon

1 the good of his mission to Trentom.

“ A turnpike my dear, Tam one of
the directors and will be President, Tt
will set me up, Jlove; we can send our
children to the” boarding seheol, and
Here i<

o is phe el ter, honey.” .

* Ltpe sec it suid the pretty little
wife, wh?i\gus one of the nicest of!
wives, with plumpness and goodness
dimpling W} over ber fuce,  let me
see it,” as shelearncd over Mr. Smith's

well supplied ot all times with good
Proveuder. - vlal |

& 4
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But all at once Smith's visage grew
long ; Smith's wife's visage grew black.
Smith was not profane, but now he rip-
ped out an oath.

“ Blast us, wife, those infernal scoun-
drels at Trenton have gone and divorced
us I

It was too true; the parchment
which he held was s bill of divorce, in
which the names of Sm’th and Smith’s
wife appeared in frightfully legible let-
ters,

Mrs. Smith wiped her eyes with the
corner of her apron,

“ Here's a turnpike,” she said sadly,
* and with the whole of our ten chil-
dren staring me id tl.e face, I ain't your
wife! JHere's a turupike.”

“ Blast the pike and the Legislature
and —

Well, the fact is that Smith, reduced
to singls blessedness, enacted into a
stranger to his own wife. swore awful-
ly.  Although the night was dark and
most of the denizens of Smith's town
hal gone to bed, Smith bade his late
wife to put on her bonnet, and arm in
arm they proceeded to the clergymen
of this church,

* Goodness. bless me 1" exclaimed
the good man as be saw them enter-
Smith looktng like the last of June
shad, Smith's wife wiping her eyes with
the corner oi her apron—* Goodness
Lless me, what's the matter 77

“ The matter is, [ want you to marry
us two right off}” replied Smith,

* Marry vou !" ¢jaculated the clergy
man with expanded fi gers and awful
eyes: “ are you drunk, or what is the
matter with you ¥

However, he finally married them
over straightway and would not take »
fne; the fact is, grave as he was, he
was dying to be alone that he wmiglt
give vent to a suppressed laugh thas
was shaking him all over; and Smith's
wife went jovfully home and kissed
every one of their children. The little
Smiths never knew their father and
mother had ever been made strangers
to each other by legislature enactment.

Meanwhile, and on the sams night.
Jones returned to his native town —Bur
lingion, I believe—ani sought at once
th:e fine black eyes which he had hoped
shortly to call his own. The pretty
widow sat on thesofa, a white handker
clief tied carelessly about her round
white throat, her black hair laid in
sitky waves agujest each rosy chevk.

* Divorce is the word,™ eried Juues'l
playfully patting her dimple chin ;
“the fact is, Elza, I'm rid of that
cursed woman, and you and I'll be mar-
ried to-night. 1 know how to manage
those rascals at Trenton. A champagne
supper—or was it breakfast that did
the Lusiness for them. Put on your
bonuet and let n= go to the preacher's
at once, dearest.”

The widow, who was among widows
as peaches smong apples, -put on her
bonnet and took Jones' arm, and—

* Just look how handsome it looks
puton parchmeut " cried Jones, pul.ing |
out the document before her; * here's
the law that says Jacob Jones and Ann
Caroline Jones aro two,”

Putting her plump gloved hand on

“Tt's all the fault that taropike man
who gave them the champagne supper
or was it the breakfast ? cried Jones in

|agony. If they'd chartered me to a
Ilumpika from Pig's Ron to Terapin
Ho.low, T might haveborneit; but the
very idea of building a taropike from
| Burlington to Bristol bears an absurdity
on the face ofit’

8o it did.

“ And you aint divorced,’ said Eliza
a tear running down each cheek.

“No!" thundered Jones, crushing
his hat between his knees, “and what
is worse, the legislature is adjourned,
and gone home diunk, and won't be
back to Trenton till next year !”

Tt was a hard case.

The mistake had occurred on the
last day of the session, when legislators
and transcribing clerks were laboring
under a champague breakfast. Smith’s
name had been put where Jones' ought
to have been, and * wisey wersy,” as
the Latin poet has it.

Teares & Mark or Powee.—There
is a sacreduess in tears. They are not
the mark of weakness, but of powaer,
They are messages of overwhelming
grief. of deep contrition, of unspeakable
love, If there were wanting any argu-
ment to prove that man was not mortal
[ wenld look for it in the strong, con-
vulsive emotion of the breast when the
soul has been agitated, when the foun-
tains of feelings are rising, and when
wears are gushing forth in  crystal
Oh! speak not harshly of
the stricken one wecping in silerce,
Break not the solemnity by rude laugh
ter or intrusive footsteps.  Despise not
woman's tears ; thev are what makes
her an angel. Scoff not if the stern
heart of manhood is sometimes melted
into sympathetic tears; they are what
help to.elevata him above the brute,
[ love to see fears of affection. They
are painful tokens, but still most holy
There is pleasure in tears, an awful
pleasure. If there was nocne on earth
to shed tears or me, I should Le loth
to live; and if no one might weep over
my grave I could never die in peace.
Dr. Johnson.

e St .

Tux Eprron.—The man who is ex-
pected to know everything, tell all he
kuows; and guess at the rest; to make
outh to his own good character, estab-
lish the reputation ot his neighbor, and
to elect all candidates to office ; to blow
up every body, suit everyhbody and re-
form the world ; to live for the benefii:
of others, and have the epitaph oo his }
tomb stone, * here lies his last,” in shory
he is alocomotive running on the track
of public notoriety 3 his lever is his
boiler, filled with ink. his tender is his }
scisssors, amd his driving wheels is pub-
lic opinion : whonever he explodes, it
iscaused by a nonpayment of subserip-
tion& Heis expected to work for noth-
ing and board himself—and if he isun
fortunate enough to hava a family, he
wi!l either have to run in debt for their
support, or take lodgings in the alms
house. Poorfellow ! he is nothing Lut
—an editor !

streams,

Loox Ue !—* Look up!" thundered
the captain of a vessel, as hi< boy grew

his-shoulder she did look at it. ¢

+ %O dear!” she said, with her rosy
lips, and sank back fainting oo the
sl o g |

* O blazes I" criel Jones, and sank
Leside her, rstling the fatal par-hment
int his hand : * here's of happiness
gone to ruin."”

It wasahard ¢
divorced, and at lilierty to marry the |
widow, Jacob Jo as simply, by the!
Leggistatare of Nigw Jersey, in lorporat-
't pany, and what
made it wol nuthorized to  run
from Burlington to Bristol! When:
vou reflect that Burlington and Buistol
are located ju&»n mile apart, on_ oppo.
site sides of the Delaware river, you

Instead of being

giddy while gazing from the topmast
Look up! the boy looked up and re-
turned in safety.  Young man, look vp,
and you'll succeed. Never look down
and despair. Leave dangers uncared
for, and push on. If you falter. you
lovse, Lookup! Do right, and trust
in God.

e Tn the middle ages, a fool had
so bitterly angered his sovervign by
some of his pointed jests, that the men-
arch passed sentence of death upon
him. but permitted him to select the
mode in which he womd piefer to die.
Then lehoose to die of old age, was
the ready replv.

will observe the lremebopglnnmoﬂ n:)-\v-hyis-omylihalhuml
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“ THE ORASHUN.”

Here i { Art P p
MKW bl At w"d'. self as itis of ohers? You may be

Fourth of July “Orashun "
“Tme a Union man.

Hart, 1 luv every hoop pole in Maine

and evry sheep rance in Texas. . The
cow-pasters in New Hampshire is deer

1 luv this
Union man from the Bottom of my

NUMBER 18.

I Mcsr Die.—Reader, are you sc-
enstomed to (hink this as true of your,

in perfect bealth 10 day; Lutbas the
thought, “T am motal,” occurred ta
voul! Swiftand sudden, death has
come to multiudes; if it should coma
to you now, are you prepared for it!

to A. Ward as the rice plantashuns of | To day bave you thought of ihe end

Mississippy. There is meen ecritters in
both of them air States, and there is
likewise good men and troo. It don't
look very pretty for a lot of inflamme-
tary individooals, who never lifted their

hands in defence of America, or did'

the fust thing towards skrewerin our
independence, to git their backs up and
swara they'll dissolve the Union. Too
mutch good blud was spilt in courtin
and marryin that highly respectable
female, the Goddess of Liberty, to git
adivorce from her at this late day.
The old gal behaved herself too well
to cast her off now, at the request of a
parsul of addle-braned wen and” wimin
who never did nobody at all no guod,
and never will again. Ime sorry the
pictare of the Goddess never giv her
un shoes or stockins, but the banl of
stars around her head must ecntinue to
shine briterso long as this Erth con-
tinnes to revolve on her axletree.

‘To resoom —G. Washington was a
«lear heded, warm-hearted, brave and
stiddy goin man. He never sworr
over! Prevailin weakness. of most
public men is to slop over! They
Rush *hings. They trasel too mutch
on the high presher principle. They
git onto the popular hobby hoss, who
trots along. not carin a sent whether
the bestis even goin, clear sited and
sound. or spavined, blind and  bawky.
Of course they get throwed eventooaly
if notsooner. When they see the mul
titood goin it blind, they go Pel Ml
with it instid of exertin themselves to
it right. They can't see that the
croud which is now Learm them trinm-
fantly ‘on its shoulders willsdon disci-
ver its Error, and cast them into the
hoss pond of oblivyum, without the
slightest hesitashun, Washington never
Slopt Over. That wasn't George's
stile, [To luved bis country deerly.
He wasn't afier the spiles. 1o was a
buman angelin a” 8-cornered hat and
nee britches, and we shan’t see his like

for which you were created? MHaro
you remembered that though you mu::.
die, the soul will live forever,apd that
God will give to every man Hthe just
reward of his deeds to the righteous
eternal life—to the wicked etrasl death
Let no care, however pressing, no purs
‘uqit, however eager, lead you to forg:t
| this truth, “ I must die,"and after death
the judgement. Says the writer :

In the giddy whirl of theworl] men
too little pause to reflect that they ars
mortal. On and on they delve azd
toil, strive and contend, eriminating
and recriminating, throwing their
whla souls into vortex of the world, as
as if it and its objects were worthy to
absorb their whole beirg. Painful ob-
ject of covtemplation! A few mots
passing sasous, and all who are engag-
el in the exciting and maddening
strife of the wo:ld will, one afier sn-
other Lave silently dropped iute the
bosom of death, no more to be scen of
wen, soon to be remembered no more
on earth, - How imbofunt, then, to
the disembodied spirit, will appear the
trifles. 'wllichth"dlf”ln 0. mwuch -k
nified, and which by partial, interested
and selfish views, are clothed with so
much consequence. Imustdie! This
short sentence frequently uttered and
pondered pon, would go fur to moder-
ate asperity of feelivg to eradicate en-
mity from the haart to cool the andor
of worldly pursuits. to abate strife sl
jarring discord, - "

A Moou Lurren.—We fingd the fol.-
lowing wnique specimen of an affve-
tionat leter in cns o onr exchanges:

Most Transcendent and Egregious Wif:
~ Would that my pen were dipped iu
 the dyes of the ruinbow—plucked from
the wing of an angle and mended  with
%ﬁyer of an infant's wit. I then
might expect to paint the )

brightness of that flume which thy thrill-
ing eloquence has enkindled. Thowusun-
beam of sentiment—soft moonlight of

right away. My friends.swe can®t all{Modesty. Thy voicois as gentle as the

be Washuigtons, but we can all be
patriots, and beliave ourselves in ha-
man and christian manner.  When we

see a brothergoing down hill to

Ruin, let us not g ve him'a push, but
let us seize right hold of his coat tdils
and drag bim back to Morality.

A Morner's INFLUENCE.— How
touching the tibute of the Hon. T. H.
Benton to his mother’s influence :

My mother asked me never to use

tobaceo, and 1 have never touched it

from that time to the present day ; she
asked me not to game, and Thave never
gambled, and I cannot tell who is win-
ning and whois losing in games that
can be played. She admonished me,
too, against hard drinking ; and what-
ever capacity for endirance I have at
present, and whitever usefulness I
may attain in life, I attribute it to
having complied with her pious and
correct wishes. When I was seven
years of age she asked me not todrink,
and then I made a resolation of total
abstinence, at a time wheri I was sole
constituent member of my own body,
andthat I have adhered to itthrough all
time.
st

I Dobbs says that e woman knows
nothing of magnanimity. If she in-
vite u friend to dinner it is not to dis-

play her hospitality, but * these silver
forks” which * consin Isaac” gave
her yesterday.

o ol S a1 W
I 1 can't bear children,” said

Miss Prim, disdainfally.

Mrs. Partington looked over her
| spectacles mildly before she replied .
*Perhaps if you could you would

like them better

I

first stirring of an infant’s dream, = Thy
steps as light a8 the silk-footed zephyr
which fanved with the wing of pér-
fame the new born paradise. Thy eves
are two briliauts stolen from a seraplis
crown,

Thy lips are riven rose-buds moisten -
ed by the honey-dew of affection. Thy
words are like drops of amber. Thy
teeth are snow-flakesset in s bed of
verbesia. Sweet spirits of camphire,
double-distilled essence of hompathy—-
sour krout of my hopes—aauce of my
thoughts—buttermilk eatsup of my
fancy—tiger-lily of innocel

wood of perfuction. Thou art the
mintjulp of my drenms—the ginger-pop
of my waking visions—and the cherry
bonnee of my recollection. ‘
Thou art harmles as the tiger—hand.
some as the elephant—melodious nsthe
lion —meek as the. hyena— apotteed as
the leopard bright as ths strugaliag,
sneesing, sunlight passing through th.
i mortal erocks of an old bawn loft, or a
| greased streak of lightning charned to
consistence in the milk way, and pep-

pered wiah & shower of turnip tops,
commets and percon roots from the

crust of eternity. Thou onfon of the
soul; pickled pumpkins; preserved
crabs of the garden of Hesperides,~—
Thy glance is as melting as old butter
in summertime. Thou art a drop of
water from the cup of the gods or the
juice of a rotten pine-apple.

A ————
07 No mian ever taiked to a virtn-
ous, high-minded woman one hour
without conferring a benefit upon Mm-




