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A Story for a Child.
BY BAYAKD TATLOB.

Little one, come to my knee—
Hark how the rain is pouring

Over the root, in the pitch black night,
And the wind in the woods a roaring.

Hush, my darling, and listed.
Then pay for the story with kisses:

Father was lost in the pilch black night,
In just such a storm as this is

High up on the lonely mountains,
Where the wild men watched and waited,

Wolves in the forest and bears in the bush,
And I on my path belated.

The rain and the night together
Came down, and the wind came after.

Bending the props of the pine tree roof,
And snapping many a ratter.

I crept along in the darkness,
Stunned, and bruised, and blinded—

Crept to a fir with thick set boughs,
And a sheltering took behind it.

There, from the blowing and raining.
Crouching, I sought to hide me;

Something rustled, two green eyes shone,
And a wolf lay down beside me.

Little one, be not frightened:
1 and the wolf together.

Side by side, through the long, long night,
Hid from the awful weather.

His wet fur pressed against me;
Each of ns warmed the other;

Each of us felt, in the stormy dark.
That man and beast was brother.

And when the falling forest
No longer crashed in warning,

Each of us went from our hiding place
Forth in the wild, wet morning.

Darling, kiss me payment—
Hark how the wind is roaring;

Father's honsc is a better place
When the stormy rain is pouring.

Remarkable Billiard Playing—Berger
Outdone.—According to all accounts Berger
is doing things up brown in New York. One
of our western champions has taken up the
cue to rival him, however. He has had but
little experience as yet, but is improving, and
hopes to cope with the tremendous Frenchman
after a few years’ practice. The following are
some of his “ diversion ” shots—a new name
for what Berger calls the “ romantic

Driving a ball down the leg of a billiard
table, down two pair of stairs, and making a
carom on three balls suspended over a pawn-
broker’s door.

Shoving his ball through fourteen lengths
of stovepipe, and drawing it back into his
overcoat pocket. He makes a very pretty
right-angle shot through a stovepipe elbow.
-Making a carom by causing a ball to travel a
portion of the distance on a cushion, and travel
the remainder on its nerve.

Driving his ball between two balls four feet
apart, and hitting both at the same time. This
is done by his ball “ bursting ” just as it gets
between them.

Making masse shots from various portions
of the table, causing the player’s ball to twist
forcibly against the abdomen of any bystander
designated.

His great forte lies in “ nursing ” the balls.
In this delicate operation he is aided by two
competent wet nurses.

The Postmaster General has issued orders
for a supply of letter paper, to be cut, gummed,
and embossed, with a three cent postage stamp,
combining in one both letter sheet and envel-
ope. This sheet will be about half the size of
the old fashioned letter paper, so folded and
cut as to furnish a neat and convenient pre-
paid letter of only about half the weight of
those now in use with an envelope. Orders
have also been sent for similar sheets, letter
size. The use of envelopes have often been
objected to by legal gentlemen, as the post of-
fice stamp is often the only conclusive evidence
of the time when a letter may have been mail-
ed. There can be but little doubt that the
new system will supercede the old, so far as
business letters are concerned.

Smiles.— ’The ladies have many kinds. —

There is the smile of recognition—there is the
smile of coincidence of opinion—the smile of
encouragement when we attempt something
difficult—the smile of approbation when it is
done—those of amused fancy at our conversa-
tion—the smile of hope if we venture to aspire.
But the great, great smile imperial, is that
which says, plainer than words, and which
sends an inflated youth on a temporary visit to
Mahomet’s heaven, “ you have won me !’’—

That smile will never leave the memory, even
alter she who gave it has mouldered in the
tomb.

Quandaries.—Knocking at the wrong door
and hesitating whether you shall run away and
say nothing about it, or stay and apologise.

Crossing the road until you see a gig coming
one way and a cab another, so that if you
move on you are sure to be knocked by one,
and if you stand stillyou may possibly be crush-
by both,

Finding yourself in a damp bed, on a cold
night, and cogitating whether you will lie still
and catch your death, or get up and dress, and
pass the night on the two cane-bottom chairs.

Paying your addresses to a penniless fair
one under the impression that she is an heiress
and, on discovering your error, having the op-
tion of marrying the young lady, or being shot
by the young lady’s brother.

Coming to four cross roads, one of which
you must take at random, or just walk back a
mile or two to inquire your way.

The late Mrs Winaus, wife of the owner of
the famous cigar steamship of Baltimore, had
for many years been in the habit of distribu-
ting from 35.0QQ to 30,00 Q annually among
the poor. At the period of ter death she
was supplying some seventy ot eighty intelli-
gent families. It was touching in tlje extreme

to behold tljese sorrow stricken dependents
cluster in and around the church at the funeral,
and follow in the cortege.

Better try all things and find all empty,
than to try nothing, and leave life a blank.

The Female Pilot.
BV INEZ K BUTTERS.

I “ I wish you would tell me a story, Mon-
I sieur Scortea,” said I, to an old, white headed
pilot of the St. Lawrence, as he was in the
housekeeper’s room at my uncle’s, one cold,
bitter uight in December, while the storm was
such as Montreal only caa boast of. The
housekeeper was his niece, and the old man
would often come hither and enjoy a social chat
rather than remain at home in his cabin, which
was midway between Montreal and Lachioe,
while a room over the kitchen was always pre-

i served for his use. He was an especial friend
j of my uncle, and none was more welcome than

I he. Age had crowned his head with hoary
hairs, and many a noble barque had he guided
over the deep water of the belle river of the
Canadas.

“ And what shall I tell you, love ?” queried
the old man, as I seated royself by his side,
and placed a brimming goblet of ale by him to

I help his memory in reviewing the past,
j “ Tell me a story of the St. Lawrence,” I
answered, “something real and true.”

For a moment he was silent; then sipping
his ale, he commenced ;

-Many years ago when I was so small a boy
as to hardly recollect it now, my brother and
myself were placed on board one of the river
steamers as cabin boys aud waiters, with a
view to become pilots when we were older.—
That was nearly fifty years ago, and boats
were not fitted up in the style they are now.
nor were good pilots a thing to be found every
day. We had run up and down several times,
when one morning, about ten o’clock we stop-

j pod at Brockville to take on board, as usual, a
j government pilot to guide us down the river.

■ It was late in the season, and we had a
, strong wind the night before, leaving the river
; rough, and our usual pilot had hard work to
. keep the boat in its proper track, while it
brought us into Brockville two hours later

I than the usual time. The clouds overhead
j still looked cold and the wind blew fresh and
strong when, making all possible haste, we
again put out of the harbor and were soon
bounding on our way. Throughout the morn-
ing I noticed an anxious look on the captain’s
face which bespoke the uneasiness about the
final termination of our journey.

We had a good many passengers on board,
and although we usually reached Montreal by
four o’clock in the afternoon, we should be de-
layed until six, if not later. About ten miles
this side of Laehine a storm of rain commenced,
which rendered it almost impossible to guide
the boat at all ; while the rapids of that name
the most terrific in the whole river, were yet
to be passed. The pilot was one of the best
on the route, but a man of passionate temper,
witli a peculiar dogged look. Between him
and the ordinary boat pilot there existed an
old grudge, which had once or twice led to
blows, when they came in contact with each 1
other. That morning, while passing one of the
higher falls, they stood together at the wheel,
when, owing to the strong current of the water
and the almost exhausted strength of him who
guided us all night, one spoke of the wheel
slipped from his hands, and nearly caused an
accident of a pretty serious nature. This an-
noyed his companion, and hard words passed
between them, since which time a sulleu silence
has been preserved.

When about two miles above the Laehine
rapids, some of the rigging aloft gave way,
and the night pilot mounted the upper deck
with a ladder and attempted to make it fast.
The wind blew fiercely, and while exerting all
his strength to stay the mischief, lie lost his
holi and fell, the ladder coming down directly
upon the head of our government aid, wound-
ing him pretty severely. Not pausing to look
at the mischief, he seized the unfortunate man,
and, with almost superhuman streng'h, lifted
him above the boat railing. The other, quick
ly guessing bis meaning, and winding his arms
around the neck of his companion, they fell
together in the boiling flood below'. We low-
ered the life-boat as quickly as possible, ropes
were thrown out and every effort put forth to
save them—but in vain. They rose to the
surface of the water still locked in each other’s
arms, and then sank from our view forever.

The boat now rapidly rushed on, coming
nearer the frightful rapid, while terror-struck
faces were around ns, at the thought that no
master hand was near to guide us through the
dark passage below. The scene which we had
just been called to witness, only made our sit-
uation more terrific, while wild and fearful eyes
around ns bespoke the agonizing apprehension
of the passengers and crew as we went plung-
ing madly into destruction, scarcely half a mile
from the gulf, whose dashing waves we could
distinctly hear. The captain had frankly told
us of his inability to guide us through the per-
ilous passage, while dock, gangway and cabin
were filled with men, women and children,
some of whom were praying, some weeping,
others intensely crazed with an agony ton in-
tense for utterance. Women eagerly clutched
their children, and husbands pressed their
wives to their bosoms with only the hope of
dying together. The captain stood at the !
wheel, assisted by one of the passengers, vainly
endeavoring to hold out to the last and guide !
her until every effort should prove fruitless,
while with strained eyes and looks of despair,
they gazed through the almost blinding storm
upon the craggy rocks, lifting high their gray
bare deads out of the water, and upon which
they expected every moment to be dashed to
pieces.

Just as frenzy had begun to calm down into
sober, earnest preparation for the doom which
awaited them, there came ont cf the state- j
rooms, a fair young creature over whose head
scarce sixteen summers bail passed. She was
of medium height, and lair as the Lilly of her
northern clime. She donned a dress of plain
black stuff, while the coat of one of the deceas-
ed pilots was buttoned lightly around her j
slight form. Her face was ashy pale as she ;
mounted the stairway, and, with her hair dis-

j beveled by the wind, she exclaimed in a voice
which rung clear as the notes of a bugle above
the storm :

“ I know something of this Laehine rapid,
and will use my best endeavors to guide you,
although we Lave everything of wind and wea-
ther against us. Let two of you who are the
strongest and most self possessed, stand by me
at the wheel, while the rest invoke His aid
who ever stiileth the tempest, to guide our
poor life-laden bark safely through the troubled
waters.”

As if in derision of her matchless courage, the
mad waves dashed higher, while the thunder

I pealed u load defiance to her words. With
pallid face and lips compressed, she took her
station at the wheel, while two powerful men
stood by to aid her as fur as possible. With
a firm hand she raised the glass and swept the
scene before her, then bidding them to have
courage, the boat entered upon its fearful
course, bounding onward, as if conscious of the
hand that guided its destiny. Her orders
were given in dear loud tones, while she stood
proudly erect, her eyes brightened into a dark-
er blue until one would have fancied her the
ruling spirit of the storm. ’The water dashed
against the side of the boat, crowning her fair
head with glittering drops ; yet still she stood
unheeding, while not an eye in ail that group
but gazed in mingled awe and confidence upon
that delicate form. Once again the spoke of
the wheel slipped from the grasp of him who
held it, but a fair jeweled hand arrested its
progress, and stayed the destruction which
otherwise would have followed its swerve from
duty. Onward sped the noble barque, and
when darkness shut the last rock from our
sight, one deafening shout rose high above the
storm for her who had to bravely guided us
through the shadow of death.

She would receive no thanks for herself, but
bidding us “give thanks to Him whose voice
ever ruleth the storm,” she retired to her
state-room, and was lost to view.

Around the cabin-table that night, about an
hour before we entered the harbor of Montreal,
we learned her history. She was the daughter
of the merchant who owned the line of boats,
one of which she bad just saved from ruin.—
Her mother died when she was a child, and
her father had yielded to her wishes, and al-
lowed her to accompany him in the boat of
which he was captain. By degrees she became
accustonmd to every bend in that beautiful
river, while calm and storm alike brought
scenes of beauty to her eye. She was now on
her way to visit some friend in Quebec, where
her father proposed joining her to spend the
winter.

A gentleman artist sketched her likeness on
a leaf of his portfolio as she stood at the wheel,
wrapped in the pilot's coat, with the glass in
her hand ; and her full length portrait still
graces the gallery of fine arts in Montreal.—
Many a rough hand grasped the snowy fingers
at parting, aud many a blessing crowned that
noble head.

A magnificent diamond bracelet, bearing
upon an inside plate the name of the vessel and
date of the occurrence, was presented to her
about a week after her arrival in Quebec, by
the passengers who were on board at the
lime ; while loud and triumphant were the
praises borne to the ears of a fond parent of
the noble conduct of that frail but fearless one
who had braved the danger before which stout

hearts and strong forms had quailed with a
deadly sickening fear.

“ And what became of her afterwards ?” I
inquired.

“ She married an officer in Quebec, and her
children still live there. One is a noble boy,
or rather man now, and plow's the ocean in one
of the noble battle ships of England.”

Root-ixo in the Senate.—The Senate bill
entitled, “ An Act to legalize tiie marriage of
Martin T. Root with Lucy Root,” being under
consideration.

Mr. Smith, of Green, offered the following
substitute, which was read, amidst excessive
laughter :

Whereas, Martin T. Root, late of the town
of Burlington, in the Stale of lowa, has emi-
grated to the State of Missouri, and located in
the county of Pulaski, leaving, as report says, j
a Mrs. Root in the State of lowa, by whom
he had begotten some six or seven young Roots
in said Slate of lowa—and lias intermarried
w ith one Lucy Root, in said county of Pulaski,
from which intermarriage has spiung up a
second set of Roots ; therefore,

Be it enacted by the General Assembly af the
Stale of Missouri, asfollows :

Sec. 1. The marriage of Martin T. Root
and Lucy Root, solemnized in the county of
Pulaski and State of Missouri, is hereby de-
clared legal, and ail the young Roots, whose
roots have a root in this lasi Union of Hoots,
are hereby declared lawful Roots.

Sec. 2. Any estate, real or personal, ac-
quired by Martin T. Root aud Lucy Root
since they became one Root, shall r f rigid de-
scend and belong to the last set of Roots, leav-
ing the first set of Roots to root hog or die.

Sec. 3.—This act shall be known as the
germinating act—inasmuch as it defines the
powers of a set of Roots, not demonstrated by
the square Root, nor the cube Root—and shall
take effect and be in force from and after its
passage.

The bill was declared out of order. With-
drawn.

Providence and Artillery.—The X. Y.
Herald very truly says : “As things stand
now, the Government has but one course to

pursue, The motto of John Hampden, “Xo
steps backward,” has been adopted by the
Lincoln Administration, and the policy of tbp
Government meets tho approbation of the peo
pie of the great central Slates, which, after all .
must rule. Xapoleon said that Providence j
was always on the side of the heaviest artillery.
We have not only the heaviest artillery, but .
we have likewise the longest purse, and that is j
the prime requisition in modern warfare.

The Devil and the Lawyer

The Devil came up to the earth,ope day,
And into a coivrtjior.se wended his wav.
Just as an attorney with a very grave face
Mfas proceeding to argue the “ points in the case."

Xow a lawyer his majesty never had seen,
For to his dominions none ever had been.
And he felt very anxious the reason to know
Why none had been sent to the regions below.

’Twas the fault of his agents his majesty thought.
That none of these lawyers had ever been caught.
And for his own pleasure he felt a desire
To come to the earth and the reason inquire.

Well, this lawyer who rose with visage so grave.
Made out his opponent a consummate knave.
And the Devil was really greatlyamused
To hear the attorney so soundly abused.

But soon as the speaker had come to a close.
The counsel opposing then fiercely arose.
And heaped such abuse on the head of the first
As made him a villain, of all men the worst.

Thus they quarreled, contended and argued so long,
’Twas hard to determine which of them was wrong;
And concluding he’d heard quite enough of the

“ fuss,”
Old Xick turned away, and aoliliquized thus ;

“ If all they have said of each other he true,
The Devil has surely been robbed of lus due;
But I’m satisfied now that it's all very well—
For these lawyers would ruin the morals of Hell.
“ They have puzzled the court with their villainous

cavil,
Aud I'm fiee to confess they have puzzled the

Devil;
My ageuts are right to let lawyers alone—
If Ihad them they’d swindle me out of ray throne.’’

A Tale with a Moral,
Dabschelim, King of the Indies, possessed a

library that required a hundred Brahmins to
keep in order ; and a thousand dromedaries to
carry the books. As he had no intention to

j read all it contained, he commanded his Brah-
mins to make extracts from it for his use, of
whatever they judged most valuable, in every
branch of literature. These doctors immedi

| ately undertook to form such an abridgement;
and, after twenty years’ labor, composed from
their several collections a small encyclopedia,
consisting of twelve thousand volumes, whicli
thirty camels could scarcely carry ; they had
the honor to present this to the King, but
were astonished to hear him say, “ That he
would not read a work that was a load for
thirty camels.” They then reduced their ex-
tracts so that they might be carried by fifteen;
afterward by ten : and then by four ; and then
by two dromedaries—at last, no more books
were left than were sufficient to loud a mule ol

! ordinary strength. Unfortunately, Dabsche
I hm had grown old while his library was abridg-

| ing. and did not expect to live lung enough to
read to the end of this masterpiece ol learning
The sage Pilpai, his vizier, therefore thus ad-
dressed him :

“ Though I have had aa imperfect knowl-
edge of the library of your sublime majesty,
yet I can make a kind of analysis of what it
contains—very short, hot extremely careful;

I you may read it in a minute; yet it will afford
I you sufficient matter fur meditation during your
whole lile.” At the same time, the vizier look

. the leaf of a palm tree, and wrote on it, with a

I gold pencil, the following maxim :

" First—ln the greater part ol science, there
is only this single word, perhaps ,- in all history,
but those phrases, ‘ they were born, they were
wretched and they died.’

“ Second—Take pleasure in nothing which
is not commendable, and do everything which
you lake a pleasure in. Think nothing but
what is true, and do not utter ail you think.

“ Third—O, ye kings! subdue your passions; j
reign over yourselves ; and you will consider
the government of the world only as recreation. I

“Fourth —O, ye kings! 0, ye nations ! lis-1
ten to a truth you cau never hear too often.!
and which sophists pretend to doubt. ‘ There
is no happiness without virtue, and no virtue i
without the fear of the Gods.’”—Eastern'
Legends.

Conflicts of Life. —A triumph in the field j
is a theme for poetry, for painting, for history, j
eulogistic and aggrandising agencies, whose |
united tribute constitute fame ; but there are j
victories wmn by men over themselves more
truly honorable to the conqueror than any that
can be achieved in war. These silent success
cs we may never hear of. The battles in which
they are obtained are fought in solitude, and i
wit liont help, save the still watches of the
night, and the struggle is often fear'iil. Honor
to every conqeror in such a warfare? Honor
to the man or woman who fights temptation,
hatred, revenge, envy, selfishness, back to Us
last covert in the heart, and then expels it fur- i
ever. Although no outward show of honor 1
accrues to the victors of these good fights,
they have their reward, a higher one than
fame cau bestow.

It is said of Thomas F. Marshall, that a
Judge once having fined him thirty dollars for
contempt of court, he rose and asked the
Judge to lend him the money, as lie hadn’t it,
aud there was no friend by to whom he coaid
so well apply as to his honor. This was a
stumper. Tne Judge looked at Tom. and then
at the clerk, and finally said, “ Clerk, remit
Mr. Marshalls fine. The State is better able
to lose thirty dollars than I am.”

A “ spouting ” specimen of the nautical
genus perpetrated the following: What is
the difference between a sailing vessel and a
propeller ? Quo carries a ship screw aft, and
the other carries a ships’ crew forward.

“ Mb. Jones have you got a match ?” “ Yes,
a match for the devil, there she is mixing
dough.”

Jones left by the back door, pqrsued by a
woman with a reel head and cistern pole.

Music.—The power of ppisio is never better
felt than when some oid ballad, forgotten for
years is heard again, and a host of souvenirs
rush iu upon the memory, it is then, as one
little song evokes these recollections of the
past, that we feel that music is indeed a migh-
ty and an almost omnipotent magician.

The Judge and the Mummy.
Less than a hundred years ago an antiquary

returning from Grand Cairo, brought a mummy
with him presumed to al Wast 3,600 }e irs

o'd. Our savant, tired of the diligence in
which he had been traveling from Marseilles,
took a barge at Fontainebleau, which landed
safe and spvnd at Fort St. Bernard. Eager to

■ sec his fatally, be had bis effects loaded on a
litter, but left bis precious mummy in the bot-
tom of the boat. The customhouse offices, on
boarding it, discovered a box of a strange

! shape and aspect. Thinking it contained
i contraband goods, he had it opened. What a

spectacle ! A woman, swathed in lineo ban-

I dages from bead to foot! No doubt this was
a wretched victim, strangled by a jcajpus lover
or grasping heir. The o- police
was instantly sent for, aud made his appear-
ance, flanked by two surgeons as skillful as
himself in archaeology. The crime was recog-
nized, a report made of it, and the body trans-

ported to the Motgu? that the friends might
come and identify it. it is presumed that none
of them made their appearance. Our learned
traveler, however, iu taking an inventory of
his effects the next day, bethought hrmsaH of
his greatest curiosity. He flew to the boat,
when the learned commissary and three min-
ions of the law seized him and took him before
the magistrate.

“Aha! my fine fellow,” cried the judge,
‘ we’ve got you."

“ Will your honor favor me with the reason,

of this extraordinary proceeding ?”

“ It remains for you to explain the circum-
stances of the murder you have committed.”

j "Murder!"
“ 'l'hat is the word, sir.”
“ The murder that I have committed !” cried

the savant, aghast.
“Or at. least the crime in which you were

an accomplice.”
“Good heavens! your worship is dream-

ing.”
“Ah ! dreaming, am I ? No sir ; you’ll

find me wide awake to your cost. The eye ot
justice never closes. Did not my vigilant
officers discover the body of your victim
strangled and shut up in a box ? Here’s tbg
report of the discovery, duly scaled, signed

I and attested, sir.
“ Is that all ?” said the antiquary, with a

I hearty laugh.
“ Hardened ruffian,” cried the judge, “ do

you indulge in levity with the shadow of a

crime so black hanging over your head ?
Now sir, look me in the face and answer the

j questions I shall put. By whom was that
j young girl placed in the box in which she was
j discovered ?”

I “By myself, sir.”
j “ Mr. Clerk, please take down his conles-

! sion,” said the magistrate. “ Who swathed
| her with linen bandages from bead to foot?”
( “ 1 did,your hone r.”
i '■ Write down, Mr. Clerk, that he admits

I Ins horrid crime.”
“ The expression is rather strong, sir.”
“ The deed was heinous. How old was this

I unfortunate girl ?”

“ About nineteen years,”
“ Of what country ?”
“ Memphis, I think.
“ Fancy importing a girl such a distance to

: murder tier ! When did her death take place?”
“ Three thousand six hundred years ago.”
“ Prisoner, how dare you indulge iu this

| misplaced levity ?’’

“ I am not joking, sir. I assure you the
I deceased lived in the reign of one ot the
Pharaohs,” instituted the antiquary.

“ IT! put the handcuffs on. you rascal.”
“ Your honor,” said the prisoner, sternly,

“this pleasantry lias been carried too far.—
And let me say, sir, that you are the most
marvelously ignorant man that ever sat upon
a judicial bench. Where were you broughc
up, that you haven’t even suspected that for
two days you have been holding an inquest on

i the pretended murder of an Egyptian mum
j my?”

“ A mummy ?”

“• Of course, sir ; and if you had conducted
your examination properly, you would know
that you are addressing Count de D , a
member ot the Academy of Inscription and
Belles Lettrea ”

“ My lord,” said the judge,“ I beg a thou-
sand pardons. I hope your lordship will for-
get ”

“I will forget everything. Give me my
mummy, and try in future to obtain experts
who will guess a little nearer than three or
four thousand years in guessing at the date of
a person’s death.””*

't he police magistrate, very much mortified
at his blunder, gave up the mummy, but he

! never heard the lust of it.

Pclarki, one of the brave Poles who es
poused the American cause—and to whom, as
well as Koskiosko, our country owed an almost
incalculable debt—in one or two instances
turned the fortunes of war against our enemies
by uttering his habitual cry of “ Forwarts,
brudren; forwarts!” Here and there, and
everywhere, in the thickest of the fight, the
failing strength of the American soldier wag
often revived, and his arm nerved with new
vigor, as he heard the inspiring voice of this
undaunted general, above the din of battle,
shouting in his broken English, “ Forwarts,
brudren, forwarts!”

Discretion in war is said to be the belter
part of valor. But discretion in the Christian
cause is expressed in the war-cry of Pulaski.
“ Reaching forward toward those things that
are before, I press toward the mark.” “If a

man draw back, my soul hath no pleasure in
him.” No matter what foes oppose our pro-
gress, in the strength of God they can be con-
quered- In the name of God, “ forwards,
Brethren ; forwards.”—Morning Star.

More persons are admired and envied from
being unknown than for being known.

Love is a compound of honey aud gall, mix-
ed tc various proportions for customers.
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LoJ PAINTER & CO.,
•*. Practical Prin ters anddealers in

Type, Presses, Printing Materials,
'•'fylj Ink, Paper, Cards, 4*<*.

510 Clay Street, above Sansome,
Sau Francisco.

£tl. Offices fitted out with dispatch
mch2-ly

J. H. MARPLE,
Justioo of tlio Feaoo,

OPHIR TOWNSHIP.
OFFlCE—Oroville, on Bird St., opposite Court

House.
All business appertaining to duties of Notaries

Public, done with care and dispatch. Declaration
of Homesteads made out. Acknowledgments taken
Ac. Blinks on hand, and tor sale.

Oroville, Dec. Bth, 1860.

J. G. HUNTER,
Jnotice of tlio Peace,

OROVILLE, OPHIR TOWNSHIP.
OFFlCE—Opposite Postoffice. d 8

J. A. GUFFIN, M. D.,
LATE OF BAN FRANCISCO,

Would respectfully announce to tiie citizens of Oro-
ville and vicinity, that he has opened an Office at
a. McDermott’s drug store.
Vo. N. B.—Consultations Free. dl

L. C. Gbanoer.] [A. MaCKICE, Jr.

GRANGER &. MAURICE,
ATTORNEYS AND COUNSELLORS AT LAW,

Will practice in all of the Counties of the Fif-
teenth Judicial District, and in the Supreme Court.
Office—on Bird street,between Huutoon and Myers
streets, Okovili.e. sep.2Utf.

CHARLES F. LOTT,
ATTORNEY AND COUNSELOR AT LAW,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
Oroville Butte Co.

Office-Bird st., between Myers and Huutoon.

s. ROSENBAUM,
ATTORNEY AT LAW.

Office—Bird st., second door from Theatre Block
fronting the Plaza. angl

D, O. BURLINGAME,
DENTIST .

OFFICE—In Mathews’ Brick Build-
ing, on Huntoon St., between Mont-

- gomery and Bird Sts,
OROVILLE.

J. 11. PAINTERJ
J. M.PAINTERv
T. P. PAINTER)

GEORGE E. SMITH,
Wnlrlimnktr anil Jeweler,

MontgoUfCry 6!, between Myers and Huntoon Sts.,
OROVILLE. *122

Don't forget his name. Geo. E. Smith.

JAMES O’BRIEN, M. D.,
Particular attention paid to Chronic Diseases,

gnd all others common to this country. Has had
large experience in hospital and family practice,
and confidently hopes lor a share of public patron-
agg.

office—Within two doors of Clarlj A Bro.'s store,
Myers st., Oroville.

S. W. W. COUGHEY,
ATTO R X E T AT LA W , .

AND

NOTARY PUBLIC.
Office— Bird Street, Oroville, Butte County,

California. dl 58

G. W. SOVEREIGN,

UNDERTAKER,
Southeast Cor. of the Plata,

OROVILLE.

RTLL-BEADS PRINTED AT THE LOWESTrates at the RECORD OFFICE. 1

LIQUORS, &C.

PHILIP PARRELLY,
Wholesale and Retail Dealer in

Foreign & Domestic

WINES AND LIQUORS
Opposite Post Office, Oroville.

i
i

Agent for Lyon A Co/s San Francisco Ale;
** “ Oaklcy 7 a San Francisco Cider.

The best brands ol English and Scotch Alesand Porters,in bulk and bottles.
All orders promptly attended to, and Goods guar-

anteed as represented. dl

REMOVAL!

FITCH & HUNT
HAVE REMOVED THEIR

Liquor Store
to the large and commodious tire-proof store for-

merly occupied by Lang A Co.,

NEXT DOOR BELOW THE POST OFFICE,

On Huntoon Street,

WHEREWE WILL BE HAPPY
to see our old friends and custo
mers.and we' would recommend 'mkmC*

those who wish to purchase Liquors to give us a
call and examine our Stock before purchasing
elsewhere. We keep constantly on hand a large
assortment of both

Foreign and Domestic Liquors.
FINE WINES, Sid-, Ac., Ac.

We are also Agents for

Hoelsclien, Wleland & Co.’s

SANFRANCISCO LAGER BEER
From the celebrated

Philadelphia Brewery.

ALSO
Williams A Co.’s Marysville CIDER, and Rosen-

baum’s Bitters. fIG

QUINCY HALL!
THE -

LARGEST

Clothing Emporium
IN

CALIFORNIA.

117, 119, and 151 Washington St.,

027 SAN FRANCISCO.

VALUABLE LANDS,
FOR SALE!

The undersigned offers for sale

7,000 Acres
Of Valuable Farm and Grazing band.

ITUATED on the WEST SIDE of FEATHER
River, Butte County ; lieing part of the “ Fer-

nandez Grant,” and including the tract known as
the “ Henshaw Ranch. 7 *

TITLE GOOD.
These Lands willl be Sold on Easy Terms, and

time allowed on a portion of the purchase money,
with moderate interest.

Included in the above is
•-4,000 Acres of Kudosed Pasturage; also,

400 Toils of Excellent Hay.

Apply to J. L. HENSHAW
Hamilton Township, Butte County.

Oroville, Saturday. Sept. 22.—ntfitf.

JOB PRINTING.
Having just received a large assortment of Print-

ing Materials, comprising some -\eir and Elegant

Styles of Tyi», MACHINERY, Ac., we are cow

enabled to execute all kinds of Job Printing A T

GREATLY REDUCED RATES, and in as

neat a style as any Printing establishment in the

State.

He' Printing in Bronzes and Fancy Colors neatly

executed.

Legal Blanks, Billheads, Circulars. Ball Tickets,

Cards, Labels. Draffs, Show Cards, Programmes.

Posters, Business and Visiting Cards, Ac.,in a style

not to be surpas&ad.

TERMS CASH.

5,000BUSINESS CARDS PRINTED
for $5 per 1000,at

THE RECORD OFFICE-


