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gjwwhlwMtt gtAget. 
Jfcstablislied ia 1840. 

B. H. UENKT. Editor and Proprietor. 

fSLOOTKit year; $1.00 for six months. 

the LEDGER HAS ABSORBED THU SOUTH- 

RRN JOURNAL AND WEEKLY CITIZEN 

Job Work of Every Description Douo 

in Best Style and at Lowest Prices. 
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Marriage notices and deatbe, pot ex 
cecdlng six lines, published free. A1 
over six lines charged for at regular ad 

| vertising rates. 

NEW ORLEANS. 

\ ACEJiT FOR 

V$^N Gllllet1'3 Magnolia Cotton Gins, 

\Xr \ Ames Portable Engines, 
Eclipse Traction Engines, 

dealer\<# a Bradford Corn Mills, 

dXaV \CVCarley'3 S^.M“t , 
VALVES V'^A^x SyracuseW aterW heels 

and 
^ ^V- Injectors, Ejectors, 

Brass Goods, \^gjrV^x g^eam punips, 
Shafting, Xw^SlX Belting, Hose, 

Pulleys, Pipe, NViX Packing, 
Pipe FittingsXEtc. \lrV\Etc., Etc.. 

EVERYTHING PERTAINING TO •*fCV. Etc. 

PLAMiM MACHINERY xVJkx 
A SPECIALITY. ^X^JP VX 

-HCTiti -Stud tot Circulars and Prices laS. 

F. E X'^TOSY, Xjtf*' 
18 UNiOM STREET. NEW ORLEANS. X 

OR 13 K R 8 
FOR FESSE, FIRST-GLASS 

DRY GOODS, FANCY GOODS, ETC., 
SENT TO 

E. H. Adams & Bro., 
WILL RECEIVE THE 

Promptest and Most Careful Attention, 
As they do not deal in 

DANAVED liOODK, AUCTION! «OOI>8 OR JOB I.OT8 

Their Patrons are Sure to Ret Good Value. 

694 and 596 Magazine Street, New Orleans, 
mar31-3m 

A WOIDEEFTIL. And 

You can get a pair of spectacles tint will k rep your eyes in as good condition for ev- 

er after as when first you use them, These Medicated Glares, have been thoroughly 
examined and analyzed b Prof. Berger, the great Frene \ oculist, and Dr. Carl Hol- 

lander, the famous German oculist, id pronounced as fa* superior to any glass as yet 
made, and recommended as the only glasses to be used to save the eye. American ocu- 

lists claim that the Medical Glasses have no equal, and can in some cases restore the 

eye tofits original sight when used in time, and tn no case can the eye become impair- 
ed by the use ol these glasses, if properly adapted, for the following reasons. 

1. The chemicals soften the light to the eye, completely doing away with that tire- 
gome sensation that is experienced in using glasses after one or two hours’ use. 

2. The medicated properties contained in the glass make it as hard as a diamond. 
It will retain its polish and never become dull or dim, hence you will always see 

through it as bright and clear as at first. 
1 The chemicals keep the glasses cold as ice—result isyour optic nerves are always 

coo. doing away with any feverish sensationto the eye 
4 These Raises have no equal for night reading or sewing, With them you can sit 

up ril night and the light has no effect on„the eye, with no tiresome sensation whatev- 

er, which necessarily continues to improve the eye. 
We suit all eyes and warrant our work, or money refunded. Persons living at a 

hstai »■*, de*'ringthe Medicated Gbusses, can be fitted by sending address with postage 
stamp i )i< Medicated Glasses can only be had at 74 St, Charles Street, as we naye no 

..agents, n r do we employ peddlers. 
BEWARE OF COUNTERFEITS. 
NONE GENUINE UNLESS STAMPED “MEDICATED.” 

1220B.C. HOUSAH, 
Crescent City Spectacle Co., 

Vrtj0 -jy 74 ST. CHARLES STREET. NEW ORLEANS. 

jjuld in Hrortkharcn 1-y L. L^SCH WAP., agent.for Lincoln county.____|_ 

Watchmaker & Jeweler, 
8 Camp Street, New Orleans, 

Has a largo stock of Waltham Stem-winding Watches, at Lowest Priccs.dec23-6m 
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WASHBURN’S 
PnW08k'**™,C PARLORS ANO FWBABT GALLERY 

109 Canal .Street, New Orleans, La. 

/•„ , PJ,, tographic Establishment in the United States. A cordial 
he largest and anest 1 ho * • 

The work .,r(K1Ueed in this establishment is far super- 
station to visit it is et eijl^j , in cverv „ spect to that of the celebrated galler- 

lor to any made in the South, am 1 
additional studio just erected on roof of our but 

ics in New York Parts or Be din. 
and enlargements at short notice. Portrait 

diug, enables us to till orders for gilver camera to make sketches and draw- 
pavaters can have the use of our mam. 

moderate. Send for my little book, 
logs. Enlargements made for the trauc, x 

,, f 
“How to Press and when to come for Pliotog ps, WASHBURN, 

Photographic Artist, 109 Canal st. N.O. 
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HAGAN’S 
Marble And Granite Works. 

Corner Camp and Lafayette Streets. 
Omxwlte I.ttfayette Square, New Orlean., 

TOMBS, MONUMENTS, HEADSTONES, TABLETS, COUNTERS, TABLES, SID] 

BOARDS; ALSO A LARGE STOCK OF 

Marble, Slate and Iron Mantles and Crates. 
Bjxjeial Attention Paid to Country Orders. 

NEW ORLEANS. 
IMseaHCH of the Ilye and Gar. 

DR. C BEARD, 
OCULIST AND AUKIST, 

142 Canal Street, New Orleans, La. 

Office Hours from 10 a. m. to 3 p. m. 

Ra5"'A fine selection of Artificial Eyes. 
fcl>24-tf 

A. B. Griswold & Co., 
119 Canal Street,N. 0. 

wiTfii makerIcompm’s 
SILVER WATCHES, $10 to 20, accord- 

ing to Grade. 
Gold Watches $-10 to 75,according to grade. 

DIAMONDS 
At such moderate prices that the purchas- 

er can always get back the bulk of his 
money for them. 

Silverware, Plated Ware, Bronzes,Clocks, 
Table Cutlerv, Pocket Knives, Scissors and 
military goods. Send for catalogue. febl7 

I.Gli!SGIMBLE, 
OF THE 

554 & 55G Magazine St., New Orleans, 
Is offering Great Bargains in 

LA 1)1 ES, G ENTLEMEN & CHILDRENS 

BOOTS AND SHOES, 
—ALSO— 

Hats, Caps & Trunks. 
Orders from the country will receive 

prompt attention. Send for prices. oct28 ly 

Wm. Reinerth, 
JOBBER IN 

Fur, Wool and Straw Hats, 
30 Chartres St., New Orleans. 

'ntnru-apliv Huts a 

dec23 ly__ 
SPRING OPENING 

AT 

GODCHAUX’S, 
81 and 83 Canal Street, 

NEW OKEE4NS, -. I.A. 

On Monday' March 23th, we opened 
more than GO styles in 

Hen's and Youth’* Clothing, 
comprising the latest novelties and most 

FASHIONABLE GOODS, 
in medium and light weights. The entire 
line is the 

■.arttest and Elandsomrsl 
we have ever displayed, to which we invite 
inspection. Our stock of 

DIAGONAL WORSTEDS, TWEEDS, 
SERGES AND CAS3IMERES, 

cut in various styles, is large and varied. 
Our assortment of 
■toy'* and Children** Clothing 
is complete, and will be kept so through 
the season. Novelties in 

Furnishing Goods and Hats. 

LEON GQDCHAUX, 
81 and 83 Canal Street, New Orleans, La. 

X. B.—Samples and instructions for self- 
measurement, willingly sent on application. 

marl7-jy_ __ 

Chaffe & Powell, 
COTTON FACTORS 

AND 

COMMISSION MERCHANTS, 
No, 6 Perdido st. 

P. O. Box 602, 
NEW ORLEANS, LA. oct-19 

.1. AMIOTT, 
wim 

MAY & VAUHGHT, 
Wholesale Grocers 

44 Common St., New Orleans. 
To my Friends and Customers—I have 

this day associated myself with the well 
known grocery house of May & Vaught, 
where I will be pleased to serve them with 
goods at the lowest market prices. 

J. ABBOTT, 
seplG ly Late of Flahs, Preston & Co. 

It. w. watts, 
DEALER IN 

Choice Groceries, 
WINES AND LIQUORS, 

33» RAMPART STREET,, 
(Corner Calliope,) 

NEW ORLEANS LA. fcb3tf 

Hansell & Co., 
Manufacturers of 

Saddles, Harness, Bridles, Collars, 
oil c.wwlu in thp fiaddlerv line. 

119 Common Street, New Orleans. 
dec23 ly 

LOUIS IIALL LOUIS OOOK 

SPORTMEN’S EMPORIUM. 

HALL&COOK, 
No. 24 St. Charles Street, 

NEW ORBEANS. LA 

DKALKH9 IN •» 

GUNS, RIFLES AND PISTOLS, 
Sporting and Fishing Tackle of everv dosrrip 

tion. Powder, Shot. Shells and Fixed Amnnl 
tion of all kinds. 

The Repairing Department is under the per- 
sonal supervision 01 Mr. Louis Cook. Guns re- 

bored to Bhoot close. Mail orders particularly 
attended to. P. O. Box 937. sep30 ly 

Agents for the Baker Guns. 

Margaret Hauohery. bbnard Kloti 

Margaret Haughery and Co. 
MARGARET’S 

STEAM AND MECHANICAL 
B AZBZLT, 

Nos. 74. 7G & 78 NEW LEVEESTREET 
Jan-29 m New Orleans, La. 

Prize Medal Paris Lxposition 878* 
AWARDED TO 

AXjPH« walz, 
FOR HIS 

MALAKOF BITTERS, 
26 Conti Street, 

NEW ORLEANS. 
Sold in Brookhaven at Smith’s Saloorf. 

W. H. SMITH, 
Steam Boiler Manufacturer, 

117 Front et., between Notre Dame and 
Girod, New Orleans. 

Hue, Cylinder and Low Pressure Boilers o: 

all sires. Steamboat, Steamship and plan 
tation repairs promptly attended to. 

Residence—459 Third street, betweei 
Franklin and Liberty._mar31-ly 

CT. Gh T i hJJjj, 
Practical Slater 

Importer and Dealer in 

AMERICAN & ENGLISI 
~ him 

: Slates, Ridge Tiles, Fire Brick 
Cement, Lime, Sand and Hearth Slab*. 

Office, 109 St. Charles Street;Depo35 
31/ Mi;nini Lre et,NewOrU 

apr7-ly 

The Press. 

A Poem written by Judge J. F. Sim- 
mons in compliance with a resolution of the 
Mississippi Press Association and read be- 
fore the Convention by Miss Mollie V. 

Duval, at Aberdeen on Wednesday evening, 
June, 1st, 1881. 
When mind—the mighty pow’r which, un- 

der God, 
The world commands, and rules with un- 

writ code— 
Looked out upon its fields of conquest 

vast, 
And knew its future must eclipse its past, 
It saw ev’n nature bow at its command, 
Its creatures rode the sea and ruled the 

land, 
Its softest song could move the hardest 

heart, 
Its gentlest word could cause sweet tears to 

start, 
Its touch, could rough and rugged places 

smoothe, 
Its healing balms could deepest sorrow 

soothe, 
Its magic wand could Bpace annihilate, 
Its agents all the ills of life abate, 
Its eye could read the stars that decked the 

sky, 
Its strength control the winds that whistled 

by, 
Its skill could utilize the smallest flow’r, 
And beast and savage trembled at its 

pow’r, 
It guided fiery bolts from heaven buried, 
And governed states, and nations and the 

world, 
And yet, although creation stood in awe— 

Was spell-bound by the mighty works it 
saw— 

One want, one need still heavy weighed 
on mind: 

It nowhere in its broad domain could 
find 

The means at hand by which to propo- 
gate 

The truths of wisdom ’twould perpetuate. 

Kngraven tablets here and there were seen. 

But even these were “few and far between;” 
And, though the marks of wisdom’s hand 

they bore, 
'Twas not enough, for mind demanded 

more— 

Demanded that by which it might convey 
Its wisdom to the peoples far away; 
nuuic jMHfiii uicoocu^ci nuivu 

It# light through all the world from end to 
end. 

Hand down its well-wrought truths from 
saint and sage, 

To unborn millions and to every age; 
Demanded this, yet for it vainly sought, 
For science ne’er the instrument had 

wrought, 
Nor genius had the hidden problem solved, 
Which mind had long—in faith and hope- 

revolved, 
Its demiurgic powers kept alive, 
Resolved that never it would cease to 

strive 
Until the great, grand instrument was 

made 
To meet a need of wisdom, truth and trade, 
Thus, mind itself determined to achieve 
That which should hence a crying want 

relieve; 
It summoned all its pow’rs with stubborn 

will, 
Its energies, its genius aud its skill— 
Iuvoking heaven’s smiles, its work to bless, 
It wrought, and lo! the world received 

The Press. 
And thus, in mind of puny man, had 

birth 
That which is now the ruling pow’r of 

earth; 
That which, although from mortal mind 

it came, 
Has made immortal many an honored 

name; 
Has filled the world with knowledge, 

truth and light— 
O’ercome oppression, aud supported 

right, 
Has sown the seeds of wisdom, far and 

wide, 
His vice condemned, and all uncomely 

pride, 
Has fostered virtue—reared her temple 

high— _ 

And wielded pow’r mankind to edify. 

But, ev’n the rill that softest, sweetest 
Hows. 

Anon some dark, some uncouth object 
shows, 

And from the cup which seems to foam 
with bliss, 

Will sometimes come the loathsome ser- 

pent’s hiss; 
The purest, warmest heart anon grows cold, 
And rude alloy attaints the finest gold; 
Fair Eden—home of all the pure and true— 

Once, long ago, a demon’s presence knew; 
W’hat, then! if here and there we sometimes 

find 
A blur or blemish darkening the mind? 
A curse, on what was made alone to bless, 
An evil power wielded by The Press? 
In search of nature’s gems, we turn our 

eves 

Aloft, and scan the soft cerulean skies, 
And, even there, the tutored eye can trace 

Uucomely spots upon the sun’s bright face; 
And yet the sun, all gloriously bright, 
Illuminates the world with dimless light, 
Sends down his rays with vivifying pow’r, 
Imparting life to tree and plant and flow’r, 
Throws out his beams on meadows, hill and 

field, 
And earth pursuades, her bounteous fruits 

to yield. 
The blurs are there, like spots from inky 

night, 
But impotent are they to dim its light, 
And, ev’n though augurs say they 

threaten ill, ... 

Tney only iiihkc me sun 

still— 
Enhance its virtuous pow r the world to 

bless; 
And so it is with mind’s great force— 

The Press. 
Excrescences have now and then appear- 

ed, 
But these, when analyzed, were never 

feared; 
The sovl its nnmarred purity retained, 
And life and strength and vigor still re- 

mained, 
The body still could wield resistless 

might, 
To vanquished error and established 

right. 

The Press, the mighty Press, though grand 
and great, 

Dominion wielding over man and state, 
Can yet the weary hours of life beguile, 
On sports of innocence serenely smile. 
More' brightness give to scenes that cheei 

the heart, 
And relish to the duller ones impart; 
Be harsh to vice, yet b> to virtue mild. 
And, like the king who gambolled with hit 

child, 
Adapt itself to every age and phase; 
And ever wield .'resistless pow’r to please 
And many a love-born swain has trembling 

hung 
In dread suspense for want of ready tongue, 
And many a blushing maid, with equal 

dread, 
Has watched and waited—bowed hei 

lovely head— 
Expectant, he the awful pause would break 
And while she hoped, yet feared, to heal 

him speak. 
And there they sat, while perspiration 

flowed, 
And each a hope and apprehension showed. 
Both seeming like—so far as words and 

acis— 
Artemus Ward’s immortal forms of wax 

And who shall say how long this mighl 
have been 

Had not some kindly sprite, in pity, seei 

Their dread dilemma and troubled looks 

And, in a friendly way, suggested “books! 
The clouds dispersed ! the sun shone fort' 

to bless, _. 

And love received assistance from ini 

1 Press! 

How many a young and unfledged Cic’r, 
has 

Pumped all in vain, and still pumped 01 

1 
How m any a tyro preacher, called to preach 
Has lost his ideas and his pow rs of speech 
How manv a lawyer, despite his knowini 

Would-be 'a clown without the printei 
1 How many a doctor could have rolled hi 

Or difference known ’twixt ipecac an, 

How many 'a merchant—other busines 

men— 
Had e’er the balances on ledgers seen; 
And youl ye noble men, who scissors use 

Lest pen and ink you might, perchance, 
abuse— 

What hosts of you, ye editorial gang, 
Have known your ideas like dark lanterns 

bang; 
How many a one has scratched his noble 

head, 
In search of something no one else has 

said— ... ii 
Has scratched it bald, and scratched it all 

in vain, 
Alone to scratch for something there again 

Till cauie the thought—but not with 

light’ning speed— 
That hooks and J.mrnals might supply the 

need! 

The world, indeed, had been a wilderness— 
Ev’u with fair woman—had we not The 

Press. 
Wherever sun has shown, or man has 

dwelt, 
Or woman smiled, its power HAS been felt; 
That pow’r increases as Time’s wheels roll 

on, 
And will increase until old Time is gone; 
And it should be our pride to glorify 
The talisman, and raise its standard high— 
Nay, more than talisman, for all confess 
The living pow’r and grandeur of The 

Press; 
Its pow’er to spread a steady, glowing light, 
And make the darkest spots on earth grow 

bright; 
Its pow’r to bless mankind and elevate, 
The characters, alike, of man and state. 

The hardest natures pliant make and soft, 
Curb dark corruption, virtue rear aloft, 
Promulgate laws, by God Himself sent 

down, 
The cross make light by showing us the 

crown 
And when we contemplate its pow’rs to 

bless, 
Our hearts cry, VIVE le, viv* le, grand 

old Press. 

A CRUISE JNTHE DARK. 
At last all sleepiness forsook me. 

I recognized the fact that I was 

hopelessly and permanently wide 
awake. Wide awake, and feverish 
and thirstv. When I had lain toss- 

ing there as long as I could endure 

it, it occurred to me that it would 
be a good idea to dress ana go out 

in the great square and take a re- 

freshing wash in the fountain, and 
smoke and reflect there until the 
remnant of the night was gone. 

1 believed I could dress in the 
dark without waking Harris. I 
had banished iny shoes after the 

mouse, but my slippers would do 
for a summer night. So I rose 

softly, and gradually got on every- 
thing—down to one sock. I couldn’t 
seem to get on the track of that 
sock, anyway I could fix it. Hut I 
had to have it; so I went down on 

my hands and knees, with one 

slipper on and the other in my 
baud, and began to paw gently 
around and rake the floor, but with 
no success. I enlarged my circle, 
and went on pawing and rak- 

ing. With every pressure of my 
knee, how the iloor creaked! and 

every time I chanced to rake against 
any article, it seemed to give out 

thirty-five or thirty-six times more 

noise than it would have done in 
the day time. In those cases I al- 

ways stopped and held my breath 
till I was sure Harris had 
not awakened—then I crept along 
again. I moved on, but I could not 

find the sock; I could not seem to 

find anything but furniture. I 
could not remember that there was 

much furniture in the room when I 
went to bed, but the place was alive 
with it now—especially chairs— 
chairs everywhere—had a couple of 
families moved in, in the meantime? 
And I never could seem to ylanee 
on one of those chairs, but always 
struck it full and square with my 
head. My temper rose by steady 
and sure degrees, and as I pawed 
on and on, I fell to making yieious 
comments under my breath. 

Finallj’, with a venomous access 

of irritation, I said I would leave 
without the sock; so I rose up and 

made straight for the door—as I 

supposed—and suddenly confronted 

my dim spectral image in the un- 

broken mirror. It startled the 

breath out of me, for an instant; it 
also showed me that I was lost, and 

had no sort of idea where I was. 

When I realized this, I was so an- 

orv that I had to sit down on the 
floor and take hold of something to 

keep from lifting the roof off with 
an explosion of opinion. If there 
had been only one mirror, it might 
possibly have helped to locate me; 

but there were two, and two were 

as bad as a thousand; besides these 
were on opposite sides of the room. 

1 could see tne aim oiur ui me wi- 

dows, but in my turned-around con- 

dition they were exactly where they 
ought not to be, and so they only 
confused me instead of helping me. 

I started to get up, and knocked 
down an umbrella, it made a noise 
like a pistol-shot when it struck 

that hard, slick carpetless floor; I 

grated my teeth and held my 
breath—Harris did not stir. I set 

the umbrella slowly and carefully 
on end against the wall, but as soon 

as I took my hand away, its heel 

slipped from under it, and down it 

came again with another bang. I 

shrunk ̂ together and listened a mo- 

ment in silent fury—no harm done, 
everything quiet. With the most 

painstaking care and nicety I stood 

the umbrella up once more, took my 
hand awav, and down it came again. 

I have been strictly reared, but if 
it had not been so dark and solemn 
and awful there in that lonely vast 

room, I do believe I should have 
said something then which could 
not be put into a Sunday-school 
book without injuring the sale of it 
If my reasoning powers had not al- 
ready been sapped dry by harrass- 

ments, I would have known better 
than to try to set an umbrella on 

end on one of those glassy German 
floors in the'dark; it can’t be done 

in the daytime without four failures 
to one success. I had one comfort, 
though—Harris was yet still and si- 

lent—he had not stirred. 
The umbrella could not locate me 

_there were four standing around 
the room, and all alike. I thought 
I would feel along the wall and find 
the door in that way. I rose up 
and began this operation, but rak- 
ed down a picture. It was not s 

large one, but it made noise enough 
for°a panorama. Harris gave oul 
no’sound but^feltjthat if Iexperi 
mented any further with the pic 
tures I should be snre|to wake him 
Better give up trying to get out 

: Yes, I would find King Arthur’s 
f Round Table once more—I had al 
I ready found it several times—and 

use it for a base of departure on ar 

exploring tour for my bed I could 
then find my water pitcher; I would 
quench my raging thirst and turr 
in. So I started on mv hands and 

knees, because I could go faster 
that way, and with more confidence, 
too, and not knock down things. 
By and by I found the table—with 
my head—rubbed the bruise a little 
then rose up and started, with 
hands abroad and fingers spread, to 

balance myself. I found a chair; 
then the wall; then another chair; 
then a sofa; then an alpenstock; 
then another sofa: this confounded 
me, for I had thought there was on- 

ly one sofa. I hunted up the table 
again and took a fresh start; found 
some more chairs. 

It occurred to me, now.^as it 

ought to have done before, that as 

the table was round, it was there- 
fore of no value as a base to aim 

from; so I moved off once more, and 
at random among the wilderness of 
chairs and sofos—wandered off into 
unfamiliar regions, and presently 
knocked a candle-stick off a mantle- 

piece ;grabbed atjthe candlestick and 
knocked off a water-pitcher with a 

rattling crash, and thought to my- 
self “I’ve found you at last—I 

judged I was close upon you.’’ 
Harris shouted “murder,” and 
“thieves,” and finished with “I’m 

absolutely drowned.” 
The crash had roused the house. 

Mr. X. pranced in, in his long night 
garment, with a candle, young Z. 
after with another candle; a pro- 
cession swept in at another door, 
with candles and lantern—landlord 
and two German guests in their 
night-gowns, and a chamber-maid 
in hers. 

I looked around; I was at Harris’s 
bed, a Sabbath day’s journey from 
my own. There was only one sofa; 
it was against the wall; there was 

only one chair where a body could 

get at it—I had been revolving 
around it like a planet, and collid- 

ing with it like a comet half the 

night. 
I explained how I had been em- 

1 nlnniiwv mvonlf d nil tvhl'. TllPIl 

the landlord’s party left, and the 
rest of us set about our preparations 
for breakfast, for the dawn was 

ready to break. I glanced furtive- 
ly at my pedometer, and found I 
had made forty-seven miles. But I 
did not care, for I had come out for 
a pedestrian tour anyway.—Hark 
Twain in Tramp Abroad. 

A Visit to the Garden of Eden. 
A couple of hour’s ride, over a 

most wretched bridle path, up and 
down rugged mountain passes, 
brought us to this charming oasis 
called Eden. The Arabs assured 
us this spot was the real Garden of 
Eden, and judging from the intense 
curiosity they evinced concerning 
ourselves and our traps, we had no 

difficulty in believing this to be the 

garden where our first mother Eve 
dwelt ere she grew too fond of ap- 
ples. This Eden is situated in a 

pretty little valley in the heart of 
the mountains, at an elevation of 
some five thousaud feet above the 
level of the sea. Water is abund- 
ant here and consequently every- 
thing is green and fruit is plenty. 
The valley is full of vineyards, 
with pomegranates and fig trees, and 
olive and mulberry plantations, and 
over-topping the whole can be seen 

some immense walnut trees that 
look as old as the world. 

As I am writing on a camp stool 
in front of my tent. I can see the 
whole population of Eden collected 
rouud our camp staring at us. 

Young and old, men, women and 
children, are pressing forward to 
have a good look at us; and some 

of these wild children of Eve have 
climbed up the trees to have the 

luxur}- of a bird’s eye view of our 

camp. Long before we reached our 

camping ground, the news had been 

brought that a caravan of people 
from beyond the mountains and 

perhaps, oh wonder! from beyond 
the sea, was coming to camp in 
their oasis. The news spread like 
wild fire among the tribe and there 
was a general rush for the best pla- 
ces to see us come in and get off 
our horses. The women left oft 
their work in the fields, the men 

left off playing on the reed-pipes, 
and the children left off crying to 

see us coming. A circus arriving 
in a village “out west” never crea- 

ted such a sensation as we did on 

approaching this earthly paradise. 
As we filed past through this aisle 
of humau beings, wc were greeted 
with shouts and mock salutations. 
The women giggled, the men smiled, 
the children roared at the queer 
figure we cut in our European cos- 

tumes. Two ladies with us were 

made the objects of a very popular 
ovation. 

Cotton Manufacture in the South. 
A Boston company has offered to 

put $250,000 into a mill at Mem- 

phis, if the citizens will invest that 

much, and the subscription is being 
made up. A Massachusetts com- 

pany has mnde a similar proposi 
tion to Louisville, which will be ac- 

cepted. A Rhode Island man has 
made a similar proposition to 

Huntsville, Alabama, which has 
been accepted, and the stock taken 

up and the company organized. A 
Boston company offers to invest 
$300,000 in a factory at Vicksburg, 
on similar terms. There is to be a 

new mill at Natchez, two at Augus- 
ta, and a large mill at New Orleans. 
Notwithstanding Mr. Atkinsons s 

impression that the South is not 
the eligible section for the manu- 

facture, the manufacturers of expe- 
rience have come to a different con- 

clusion, and are attesting it in a 

practical way. The N. Y. Herald 
expresses the belief that on account 
of superior advantages the South 
will wrest the cotton manufactur- 

ing industry from New England. 

Bob IngeraolTs Wife. 

Mrs. Ingersoll is a bright-faced 
and handsome matron, on whom the 

cares of life have set lightly, and 

whose clear-cut and animated coun- 

tenance is a perpetual study, with 

its quck play and change of ex- 

pression. The two daughters are 

pretty and charming young girls, 
with a quiet ease and modesty ol 

demeanor that quickly render them 

delightful entertainers. The elder 
—Miss Eva Ingersoll—is by many 
considered a most decided beauty, 
being of that fresh, dewy-eyed, and 

virginal type that the English 
painters depict, with a wealth ol 

golden brown hair massed in great 
braids at the back of her head, and 
a pliant and graceful figure. It ie 

the boast of their proud parents 
that these two daughters nevei 

went to school. 

Journalism m Deadwood. 
“I’m an editor myself,” said lie, 

as he planted his feet on the Eagle 
editor’s desk and lit that function- 

ary’s pipe. “I throw ink on the Up 
Gulch Snorter at Deadwood, and 

you bet I make some reading mat- 
ter for the boys. Take the Snorter 
on exchange here?” 

“I think not,” replied the editor. 
Don’t know that I ever heard of it.” 

“You ain’t been long in tho ink 
business, have you?” asked the 

stranger, quickly. “You don’t 
seem to be up in the literature of 
the day. The Snorter throws more 

influence to the square foot than all 
the papers in Deadwood. Let me 

show you the style of that periodi- 
cal,” and he drew a file of back 
numbers out of his pocket. “See 
them advertisements? All cash. 

Meeting of county Board; fist fight 
in the Common Council; mine caved 
in on nineteen men; four women 

lynched; Mayor of town convicted 
of burglary; raid by Indians—all 
live news items. See the editorial? 
This is what I say about the Rapid 
City Enterprise: The distinguished 
consideration in which we hold tho 
three-ply jackass who edits our nox- 

ious contemporary is only equaled 
by the rapidity with which the tum- 

ble-bugs will roll him out of town 
in the spring. Spicy, eh? You bet! 
There’s some poetry. Wrote it my- 
self. Made it up out of my head. 
How’s this? 

“The opposition have nominated 
That lousv, drunken, dissipated, 
C-ock-eyed horse-thief, Jim McFadden; 
Our candidate is Fatty Madden! 
“And we elected him, too, for old 

stock! We go in lor poetry out our 

way from way back.” 
“We don’t do it in just that way 

here,” said the Eagle editor, with a 
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“That’s where you’re off. You 
haven’t educated your folks up to 

high taste. Where I live we are 

cultured clear to the root. Here’s 

ray remarks about the Vermillion 
Repeater, when he wanted to split 
the territory. We don’t want to re- 

flect on the press, but we are com- 

pelled to say that the editor of the 

Repeater has stolen Government 
mules so long for a living that lie 

begins to flatter himself that he too 

is an ass! That busted his busi- 
ness .” 

Now here’s a little criticism on 

our opera-house that wf s regarded 
very high: ‘Manager Whitney is 

giving a higher tonder performance 
than our citizens have a right to 

expect for two bits. He has en- 

gaged the beautiful Gambetta for 
two weeks and her standing jump 
shows careful thoughts anti study, 
and her toe whirls are unprecedent- 
ed in the history of the ballet. Mr. 

Whitney has stored up the east end 
of his minstrel troupe with the just- 
ly celebrated Patsy Maginnis, the 
bones of modern eras. We are sor- 

ry to chronicle a row at his temple 
of Thespian virtue last night, and 
we reccommend Manager Whitney, 
ifShaug Johnson comes monkey- 
ing around there again, to crack his 
nut with a bottle.’ And he did it 
too. It shows the power of the 

press.” 
“I suppose your paper is confined 

to local matters. You don’t do 
much in the way of general litera- 
ture,” said the Eagle, by way of 

keeping up the conversation. 
“There’s where you’re on your 

back again. It comes high, but our 

people will have it. See this story 
from Harper’s boiled down to a half 
column, but it gives all the facts. 
Then here’s a poem by tny daught- 
er. She’s a powerful slinger when 
she’s fed up to it. Boiled beef sets 

her going, and a bottle of beer 
fetches the balance. How does this 
strike you? This is her’n. It’s call- 
ed ‘Ode To Night.’ 
The evening for her bath of dew 

Is partially undressed. 
The sun behind the bobtail flush 

Is setting in the West. 
The planets light the heavens with 

The flash of their cigars, 
The sky ha* put its night shirt on, 

And buttoned it with stars. 

I love this timid, shirking night, 
Its shadows and its dew; 

I love the constellations bright, 
So old and yet so new; 

1 love lligui ut’iici man me uar. 

For people looking on, 
Can’t see me skinning round to meet 

My own, my darling John. 
“You dont’t get any better truck 

than that in the East. You see our 

people have got to have the first 

crop or bust, and it’s fat for the 

printers. Here’s a little thing I 
dashed right off on the Yankton 
Vindicator for claiming that I swin- 
dled the government on a hay con- 

tract: 
“A deliriouB Yankton reporter 

Has been pitching into the Snorter. 
We find he’s the man 

That adopted the plan 
To kill his wife rather’n support her. 

“He ain’t been seen since. Well, 
pard, I must get on the trail. If 

you’re ever out Deadwood way drop 
down the chimney and see me. You 

might as well put me on your ex- 

change list, and if you ever pick up 
an item you can’t use drop me a 

line and I’ll pay you a little some- 

thing. So long.”—Brooklyn Eagle. 

The Credit System. 
If Southern farmers wish to be- 

come more prosperous they should 
at once abandon the pernicious 
credit system. In the cotton States, 
particularly, it is a weighty draw- 
back. As tho system is practiced, 
the farmer gives the merchant a 

lien on his crops to be grown, and 
the merchant, being fully secured, 
furnishes the necessary supplies 
and fixes his own prices. The 
farmer is thus wholly at the mercy 
of the merchant and has no redress 

against exorbitant rates. A decis- 
ion has just been rendered by the 

Supreme Court of Mississippi, 
which will afford the farmers of the 
State some relief. A merchant 
who held a mortgage on the crops 
of a farmer foreclosed it The low- 
er court allowed his bill against the 
farmer, although it was shown that 
the prices charged were at least 
double what they should have been; 
but the higher court in its decision, 
affirmed that the purchaser was not 
in a position to decline the purchase 
on account of the prices charged, 
and that he acquiesced in the price 
from an overruling necessity. His 
extorted assent to the prices fixed 
was without consideration, and was 

terefore void. 

* 
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A most ridculous scone occurrci 

at a church in Newcastle. A po 
liccman was passing the church ai 

a gentleman came out. The mar 

jokingly accosted the policeman ant 

said he was wanted inside, meaning 
that the minister would be glad t( 
have him turn from the error of bil 
ways, and seek the truth and enjoy 
a peace that passeth all understand 
ing. The stupid policeman though! 
there was some trouble in the 
church, so he went in. The sexton 

seeing a policeman, was anxious to 

give him a favorable seat, so he 
said, “come right in here,” and he 
took him to a pew and waved his 
hand, as much as to say, “Help 
yourself.” There was another man 

in the pew, a deacon with a sinister 
expression as the policeman thought 
and he supposed that.was the man 

they' wanted arrested, so he tapped 
the deacon on the arm and told him 
to come along. The deacon turned 
pale and edged along as though to 

get away, when the policeman took 
him by the collar and jerked him 
out into the aisle. The deacon 
struggled, thinking the policeman 
was crazy, and tried to get away, 
but be was dragged along. Many 
of the congregation thought the 
deacon had been doing something 
wrong, and some of them got behind 
the deacon and helped the officer 
fire him out. Arriyingat the flocic- 
up, the policeman saw the man who 
told him he was wanted in the 
church, and asked him what the 
charge was against the deacon, and 
he didn’t know, so the sexton was 

appealed to, and he didn’t know, 
aud finally the prisoner was asked 
what it was all about, and he didn’t 
know. The policeman was asked 
what he arrested the man for,. and 
he didn’t know, and after a while 
the matter was explained, and the 
policeman, who had to arrest some- 
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who told he was wanted in the 
church, and he was fined $5 and 
costs. I/e says he will never try 
to convert a policeman again, and 
the policeman says he will never go 
to church again if they get to 

knocking each other down with 
hymn-books. 
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The Necessity of Thought. 
It was good advice that an old 

man gave to his son, when he said, 
“Read less and think more.” Iirief 
but true. A mrge store of reading 
without arrangement, is like the cu- 

riosities of a Museum: thrown into 
a confused heap; although their in- 
trinsic value may be very great, yet 
they are rendered useless for want 
of arrangement. 

It is necessary in taking a book 
in our hand to notice the object of 
what we read, and to examine care 

fully and impartially, all the facts 
of tiie subject treated upon. With- 
out this care no person can become 
well informed on any subject. It is 
not sufficient to be cautious of the 
kind of books we read (which in it- 
self is important) but a proper ex- 

ercise of our own reason and judg- 
ment, is necessary to come to a 

proper conclusion. 
Opinions should never be formed 

from books, without a full investi- 
gation of the facts from which the 
writer's conclusions are drawn. 

He who thinks much and deeply, 
will rarely be deceived by sophistry, 
or draw a false conclusion a well- 
linked chain of plausible argument. 

The road to knowledge is a diffi- 
cult one to travel, and wo cannot 
succeed in traversing it in safety 
and with success by leaning on the 
arm of others, unless wo examine 
the full strength of our support. 

It is necessary to read that we 

may know but we must think to be 
wise. 

Sunstroke. 

1. Carry the patient carefully but 

promptly to the nearest shade. 
2. Secure for him as much cir- 

culation of wholesome air as maj- 
be possibly obtained. 

3. If the skin is hot, sponge with 
cold water or ice. 

4. If the head is very hot and the 
arteries of the neck pulsate violent- 
ly, apply ice. 

5. Give two teaspoon fills of good 
brandy or whisky every ten or 
IiTtnon m i n n t nc TliO addition of 

two or three drops of laudanum to 
each dose of the stimulant prevents 
vomiting or purging, which is lia- 
ble to occur and often to prove 
fatal. 

6. Don’t give large draughts of 
cold water or any other lluid, even 

if the patient is able to swallow 
them. 

7. Don’t allow the patient to be 
moved or raised from a recumbent 

position until sufficiently recovered 
to render it safe to do so. This 
seldom occurs for hours, and often 
uot for days after the attack, 

8. Send at once for a doctor, not 
for half a dozen. Otherwise valu- 
ble time may be lost by differences 
iu opinion as to whether the case is 
one of congestion or exhaustion. 

It is always safer for non-pro- 
fessional prescriliers, and generally 
safer for doctors, to pursue methods 
of treatment calculated to relieve 
more or less profound exhaustion of 
vital powers. 

Twenty thousand females arc en- 

gaged in farming operations on 

their own account in England. 
This a right they have in common 

the world over. Rough hands and 
brown faces may be the result, but 

independence and financial success 

go with them, and so iu a measure 

compensate for them. 

The favorite day for marriages in 

Paris is Saturday, on the morning 
of which there may be seen on the 
streets landaus and barouches with 
white horses driven with white reius. 
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Low life marriages are not so 

swell as high life affairs, but there’s 
more apparent naturalness about 
the way the fellow kisses his girl. 
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In some parts of North Carolina 
the locusts are making terrible hav- 

oc, eating up com, cotton and de- 

stroying standing timber. 

When affliction strikes, it shapes 
even as the hammer of the black- 
smith shapes the iron on the an- 

vil. 

It has been ascertained by expe- 
riments that a man can profess 
more religion in fifty minntes than 
he can practice in fifty yeArs. 
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“Blue Sky Somewhere.” 

1 Children arc eloquent teachers. 
Many a lesson which has done 
our hearts good, have we learned 
from their lisping lips. It was but 
the other day another took root in 
memory. We were going to a pic- 
nic, and, of course, the little ones 

had been in ecstasies for several 
days. But the appointed morning 
broke forth with no glad sunshine, 
no song of birds, no peals of mirth. 

There was every prospect of rain; 
even Hope hid her face and wept. 

“Shan’t we go, mother?” ex- 

claimed a child of five, with pas- 
sionate emphasis. 

“If it clears off.” 
“But when will it clear off?” 
“O, look for the blue sky!” 
And so he did, poor little fellow, 

but never a bit of blue sky glad- 
dened his eyes. 

“Well, I do not care, mother,” 
said he, when the tedious day had 
numbered all its hoars, “If I haven’t 
seen it, I know there is a blue sky 
somewhere.” 

The next morning there was blue 
sky, such as only greets us after a 

storm. 
“There, mother, didn't I tell you 

so?” cried a joyous voice; “there is 
blue sky!” Then the little head 
bowed tor a moment in silent 
thought. 

“Mother exclaimed the child, 
when he again looked up, “there 
must have been blue sky all day 
yesterday, though I never saw a bit 
of it, cause you see there ain’t no 

place where it could have gone to. 
God only covered it up with clouds, 
didn’t he?” 

Female Society. 
What is it that makes all those 

men who associate habitually with 
women superior to others who do 
not? What makes that woman who 
is accustomed to, and at ease in, 
the society of men, superior to her 
sex in general? Solely because 
they are in the habit of free, grace* 
ful, continued conversations with 
the other sex. Women in this way 
lose their frivolity, their faculties 
awaken their delicacies and pecu- 
liarities unfold all their beauty 
aud captivation in the spirit of in- 
tellectual rivalry. And the men 

lose their pedantic, rude, declama- 
tory, or sullen manner. The coin 
of the understanding and the heart 
changes continually. Their asper- 
ities are rubbed off, their better ma- 

terials polished and brightened, and 
their richness, like gold, is wrought 
into finer workmanship by the An- 
gers of women than it ever could be 
by those of men. The iron and 
steel of their characters are hidden, 
like the character and armor of a 

giant, by studs aud knots of gold 
and precious stones, when they are 

not wanted in actual warfare. 

Sabbath and Liberty. 
France gives to some food for 

thought touching Sabbath observ- 
ance as related to popular liberty. 
It is a country in which, in times 
past, Sabbath observance has been 
at the lowest ebb. At this time 
there are signs of returning respect 
for the day. The period in which 
this change has been most observ- 
able coincides almost exactly with 
that of the establishment and main- 
tenance of the Republic. Under 
the Empire, people were encourged 
to make this day one of amusement 

merely. The less time they were 

allowed for serious thought the bet- 
ter for the despotism that oppressed 
them. But under the new order of 
goverment, since public responsi- 
bilities have been thrown upon 
them, they have grown more sober 
and thoughtful, and more inclined 
to reflect and worship on the Sab- 
bath. This fact is attested by all 
candid observors. Always, and 
everywhere, a thoughtful observ- 
ance of the Sabbath is favorable to 

public liberty. And shall we allow 
ourselves to go backward in this 
matter when France and Europe in 
general show signs of going for- 
ward? 

The Day of Grace. 
“Oh! how the antediluvians ridi- 

culed Noah during one hundred 
anil twenty years! exclaims Mr. 
Moody in San Francisco. “He was 

the song of the drunkard. They 
called him a lunatic. Perhaps they 
got up plays in the theatres to show 
their scorn for that ark on dry 
land. But at length the period of 
grace was over. Business was good, 
the lambs were skipping on the 
hills, children were playing in the 
streets. At length God shut the 
door, and when he shutteth no 

man can open. The day of grace 
was over. Then the clouds gath 
ered and the rain descended. 
Those mockers saw the sun for the 
last time. They were now alarmed, 
but too late. They made rafts, 
they climbed mountains, they 
knocked at the door of the ark, but 
all in vain. Then they would have 

given all they had in the world for 
a passage in that ark.”_ 

Say Good Morning. 
Don’t forget to say good morning! 

Say it to your parents, your broth- 
ers and sisters, your school-mates, 
your teachers—and say it cheer- 

fully, and with a smile; it will do 
you good, and do your friends good. 
There’s a kind of inspiration in 

every good morning heartily spoken, 
that helps to make hope fresh and 
work lighter. It seems only to 
make the morning good and to bo 
a prophecy of a good day to come 

after it. And if this be true of the 

good morning it is so also of all 
kind, heartsome greetings; they 
cheer the discouraged, rest the tired 
one, and somehow make the wheels 
of life run more smoothly. 

Duty is the power which rises 
with us in the morning and goes to 
rest with us at night. It is co- 

extensive with the action of our in- 
telligence. It is the shadow which 
cleaves to us, go where we will, and 
which only leaves us when we leave 
the light of life. 

Kind words produce their own 

image in men’s souls, and a beauti- 
ful image it is. They sooth and 
comfort the hearer. They shame 
him out of his unkind ffielinwa 
We have not yet begun to 
in such abundance as the 
be used. 

Moderation 1 ~~*v 

running thr 


