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The Valley Brook.
BY JOHN H. BRYANT.

Fresh from the fountains of the wood
A rivulet of the valley came,

And glided on for many a rood,
Flushed with the morning’s ruddy flame.

The air was fresh, and soft, and sweet.
The slopes, in Spring's new verdure lav.

And wet with dew drops, at my feet
Bloomed the young violets of May.

No sound ofbusy life was heard,
Amid the pastures lone and still,

Save the faint chirp of early bird,
Or bleat of flocks along the hill.

I traced that rivulet's winding wa}-;
New scenes of beauty opened round.

Where meads of brignter verdure lay.
And lovelier blossoms tinged the ground.

Ah happy valley stream, I said—
Calm glides thy wave amid the flowers.

Whose fragrance round thy path is shed
Through all the joyous summer hours.

O,could my life,like thine be passed
In some remote and silent glen,

Where I might dwell and sleep at last
Far from the bustling haunts of men !

But what new echoes greet mine car?
The village school boy's merry call,

And midst the village hum I hear
The rustling of the water-fall.

I looked 1 the widening vale betrayed
A pool that shone like burnished steel,

Where that bright valley stream was stayed
To turn the miller’s ponderous wheel.

And why should I, I thought with shame,
Sigh for a life of solitude.

When even a stream without a name
Is laboring fur the common good.

No, never, let me shun my part,
Amid the balmy scenes of life;

Bnt with a warm and generous heart
I’ress forward in the glorious strife.

The Printer's Estate.—The printer's dol-
lars—where are they ? A dollar here, and a
dollar there, scattered over numerous small
towns, all over the country, miles and miles
apart—how shall they be gathered together ?

The paper maker the building owner, the
journeyman compositor, the grocer, the tailor,
and all assistants to him in carrying on his
business, have their demands, hardly ever so
small as a single dollar. But the mites from
here and there must be diligently gathered and
patiently hoarded, or the wherewith to dis-
charge the large liabilities will never become
sufficiently bulky. We imagine the printer
will have to get up an address to his widely-
scattered dollars something like the following :

“ Dollars, halves, quarters, dimes, and all
manners of fractions into which ye are divided,
collect yourselves, and come home ! Ye are
wanted! Combinations of all sorts of men
that help the printer to become a proprietor,
gather such force, and demand, with such
good reasons, your appearance at his counter,
that nothing short of a sight of you will ap-
pease them. Collect yourselves, for valuable
as you arc in the aggregate, single you will
never pay the cost of gathering. Come in
here, in single file, that the printer may form
you into battalion, and send you forth again
to battle for him, and vindicate his feeble cred-
it !”

Reader, are you sure you havn't a couple of
the printer’s dollars sticking about your
clothes ?

The Chameleon.—An officer in Africa thus
writes of. the habits of this animal :

“As some of the habits of the chameleon
may not be generally known, I will take the
liberty of mentioning a few of them, which
came under my own observation. One morning,
on my return from parade, I saw, close to my
own tent, a very large chameleon, hanging on
a bush. I immediately secured him, and pro-
vided a box for him to repose in. In the course
of a few days, he became quite familiar, and,
having seen them before, I knew how to gain
his affections, which, in the first place, was
done by feeding him well, and, in the next
place, by scratching his back with a feather.
I used to put him on my table at breakfast,
and, in the course of a very few minutes, I
have seen him devour at least fifty flies, catch-
ing them in the most dexterous manner with
his long, slimy tongue. Nor does he ever
move from his position, but so sure as an un-
fortunate fly comes in reach, so sure he is
caught, and that with the rapidity of thought.
In the forenoon, I always gave him a
slice of bread, which he devoured, and he gen-
erally supped on as many flies as he could
manage to entrap, setting at defiance the “ no-
ble Hamlet's theory ” of the chameleon's
death. Promises would not have suited him
at ail, being, at the end of each day, consider-
ably more like a crammed capon than an air-
fed chameleon. This animal will not change
color according to what he is put on ; but he
will change shade according as he is pleased or
displeased. His general hue is a bright green,
with small gold spots over bis body. He re-
mains at this shade when he is highly pleased,
by being in the sun, or being fed or scratched,
which he delights in. When angry—and he
is very easily made so—his hue changes to a
dusky green, almost black, and the gold spots
are no longer to be seen ; but I never could
perceive any other color on his body but green,
in a variety of shades. The spots enlarge very
much when he is in good humor—so much, in-
deed, as to give a yellow tinge to the upper
part of the animal ; but, in general, they are
merely little yellow spots here and there on the
back and sides.”

Miseries of Life.—Endeavoring to make
violent love under the table, and pressing the
wrong foot.

Toasting cheese, and when it is more than
half done, let it fall into the ashes.

Forced by politeness to leave a pleasant
party for the purpose of accompanying a sour
old maid to her lodgings two miles distant.

Dreaming that you have suddenly acquired
a large fortune ; stretching out your band to
grasp the welcome booty; awakening, and
find nothing in your fist but the bed post.

Washington’s Vision.
BY WESLEY BRADSHAW.

The last time I ever saw Anthony Sherman
was on the 4th of July, 1859, in Independence
Square. lie was then ninety-one, and becom-
ing very feeble ; but though so old, his dim-
ming eyes rekindled as he looked at Indepen-
dence Hall, which, be said, he had come to
gaze upon once more before be was gathered
home.

“What time is it said he, raising his
trembling eyes to the clock in the steeple, and
endeavoring to shade the former with a shak-
ing hand—“what time is it? I can’t see so
well now as I used to.”

“ Half past three.”
“ Come, then,” he continued, “ let us go in-

to the Hall ; I want to tell you an incident of
Washington’s life—one which no one alive
knows of except myself, and if you live, vou
will, before long, see it verified. Mark me, I
am not superstitious, but you will see it veri-
fied.”

Reaching the visitor’s room, in which the
sacred relics of our early days are preserved,
we sat down upon one of the old-fashioned
wooden benches, and my venerable friend rela-
ted to me the following singular narrative,
which, from the peculiarity of our national
affairs at the present time, I have been indu-
ced to give to the world. I give it, as nearly
as possible, in his own words :

“ When the bold action of our Congress, in
asserting the independence of the colonies, be-
came known in the world, we were laughed
and scotled at as silly, presumptuous rebels,
whom British grenadiers would soon tame into
submission ; but, undauntedly, we prepared to
make good what we had said. The keen en-
counter came, and the world knows the result.
It is easy and pleasant for those of the present
generation to talk and write of the days of
Seventy-six, but they little know—neither can
they imagine—the trials and sufferings of those
fearful days. And there is one thing that I
much fear, and that is, that the American
people do not properly appreciate the boon of
freedom. Party spirit is yearly becoming
stronger and stronger, and, unless it is checked,
will, at no distant day, undermine and tumble
into ruins the noble structure of the Republic.
But let me hasten to my narrative.

“ From the opening of the Revolution, we
experienced all phases of fortune—uow good
and now ill, at one time victorious, and at an-
other conquered. The darkest period we had,
however, was, I think, when Washington, after
several reverses, retreated to Valley Forgo,
where ho resolved to pass the winter of ’77.
Ah 1 I have often seen the tears coursing
down our dear old commander's care-worn
checks as he would be conversing with a con-
fidential officer about the condition of his poor
soldiers. ou have doubtless heard the story
of Washington going to the thicket to pray.
Well, it is not only true, but he used often to
pray in secret for aid and comfort from that
God the interposition of whose divine provi-
dence alone brought us safely through those
dark days of tribulation.

“ One day, I remember it well—the chilly
wind whistled and howled through the leafless
trees, though the sky was cloudless and the
sun shining brightly—he remained in his quar-
ters nearly the whole of the afternoon, alone.
When he came out, I noticed that his face was
a shade paler than usual, and that there seem-
ed to be something ou his mind of more than
ordinary importance. Returning just after
dusk, he dispatched an orderly to the quarters
of the officer I mentioned, who was presently
in attendance. After a preliminary conversa-
tion, which lasted some half an hour, Wash-
ington, gazing upon bis companion with that
strange look of dignity which ho alone could
command, said to the latter :

“‘ I do not know whether it was owing to
the anxiety of my mind, or what, but this af-
ternoon, as I was sitting at this very table, en-
gaged in preparing a dispatch, something in
the apartment seemed to disturb me. Looking
up, I beheld, standing exactly opposite me, a
singularly beautiful female. So astonished
was I—for I had given strict orders not to be
disturbed—that it was some moments before I
found language to inquire the cause of her
presence. A second, third, and even a fourth
time did I repeat the question, but received no
answer from my mysterious visitor other than
a slight raising of her eyes. By this time I
felt a strange sensation spreading through me.
I would have risen, hut the riveted gaze of
the being before me rendered volition impossi-
ble. I essayed once more to address her, but
my tongue had become paralyzed. A new in-
fluence, mysterious, potent, irresistable, took
possession of me. All I could do was to gaze
steadily, vacantly, at my unknown visitant.—
Gradually, the surrounding a'mospbere seemed
as though becoming filled with sensations, and
grew luminous. Everything about me seemed
to rarify, the mysterious visitor herself becom-
ing more airy, and yet even more distinct to
my sight than before. 1 now began to feel as
one dying, or rather to experience the sensa-
tions which I have sometimes imagined accom-
pany dissolution. I did not think, I did not
reason, I did not move ; all were alike impossi-
ble. I was only conscious of gazing, fixedlv,
vacantly, at my companion.

“ ‘ Presently I heard a voice, saying, “ Son
of the Republic, look and learn !” while, at
the same lime, my visitor extended her arm
and forefinger easlwardly. I now beheld a
heavy while vapor at some distance, rising
fold upon fold. This gradually dissipated, and
I looked upon a strange scene. Before me lay
stretched out in one vast plain all the countries
of the world—Europe, Asia, Africa, America.
1 saw rolling and tossing between Europe and
America the billows of the Atlantic, and be-
tween Asia and America lay the Pacific.—
“ Son of the Republic,” said the same myste-
rious voice as before, “ look and learn!”

“ ‘At that moment I beheld a dark, shadowy
being like an angel, standing, or rather float-
ing, in mid air between Europe and America,

pipping water out of the ocean in the hollow

of each hand, he sprinkled some upon America
with his right hand, while he cast upon Eu-
rope some with his left. Immediately a dark
cloud arose from each of these countries, and
joined in mid-ocean. For a while it remained
stationary, and then moved slowly westward,
until it enveloped America in its murky folds.
Sharp flashes of lightning now gleamed thro’-
out it at intervals, and I heard the smothered
groans and cries of the American people.

“‘A second time the angel dipped from the
ocean, and sprinkled it out as before. The
dark cloud was then drawn back to the ocean,
into whose heaving waves it sunk from view.
A third time I heard the mysterious voice,
saying, “ Son of the Republic, look and
learn.- ’

“ ‘ I cast my eyes upon America, and be-
held villages, towns, and cities springing up,
one after another, until the whole land, from
the Atlantic to the Pacific, was dotted with
them. Again I heard the mysterious voice
say, “ Son of the Republic, the end of a ecu-
tury cometh—look and learn.”

‘“At this the dark, shadowy angel turned
his face southward, and from Africa I saw an
ill-omened specter approaching our land. It
flitted slowly and heavily over every village,
town and city of the latter, the inhabitants of
which presently set themselves in battle array,
one against the other. As I continued look-
ing, I saw a bright angel, on whose brow-
rested a crown ol light, on which was traced
the word Union, bearing the American flag,
which he placed between the divided nations,
and said : *‘ Remember yc are brethren !”

“ ‘ Instantly, the inhabitants, casting from
them their weapons, became friends once more,
and united around the national standard. And
again I heard the mysterious voice saying.

Son of the Republic, the second peril is pass-
ed—look and learn.”

“ ‘ And I beheld the villages, towns, and
cities of America increased in size and num-
bers, till at last they covered all the land from
the Atlantic to the Pacific, and their inhabi-
tants became as countless as the stars in
Heaven, or as the sand on the sea shore. And
again I heard the mysterious voice, saying,—
“ Son of the Republic, the end of a century
cometh—look and learn.”

“ ‘At this, the dark, shadowy angel placed a
trumpet to ids mouth, and blew three distinct
blasts, and taking water from the ocean, sprin-
kled it out upon Europe, Asia, and Africa.

“ ‘ Then my eyes looked upon a fearful
scene. From each of those countries arose
thick, black clouds, which soon joined into one;
and throughout this mass gleamed a dark-red
light, by which I saw hordes of armed men,
who, moving with the cloud, marched by land
and sailed by sea to America, which country
was presently enveloped in the volume of the
cloud. And I dimly saw- these vast armies
devastate the whole country, and pillage and
burn villages, cities, and towns that I had be-
held springing up. As my cars listened to the
thundering of cannon, clashing of swords, and
shouts and cries of the millions in mortal com
bat, I again heard the mysterious voice, say-
ing, “ Son of the Republic, look and learn.”

“ ‘ When the voice had ceased, the dark,
shadowy angel placed his trumpet once more
to his mouth, and blew a long, fearful blast.

“ ‘ Instantly a light as from a thousand suns,
shone down from above me, and pierced and
broke into fragments the dark cloud which en-
veloped America. At the same moment I saw
the angel upon whose forehead still shone the
word Union, and who bore our national flag
in one hand and a sword in the other, descend
from Heaven, attended by legions of bright
spirits. These immediately joined the inhabi-
tants of America, who, I perceived, were well
nigh overcome, but who, immediately tailing
courage again, closed up their broken ranks
and renewed the battle. Again, amid the
fearful noise of the conflict, I heard the mys
tcrions voice, saying, “ Son of the Republic,
look and learn.”

“ ‘As the voice ceased, the shadowy angel,
for the last time, dipped water from the ocean
and sprinkled it upon America. Instantly the
dark cloud rolled back, together with the ar-
mies it had brought, leaving the inhabitants
of the land victorious. Then once more I be-
held the villages, towns, and cities springing
np where they had been before, while the
bright angel, planting the azure standard he
had brought in the midst of them, cried in a
loud voice to the inhabitants :

“ While the
stars remain and the heavens send down dews
upon the earth, so long shall the Republic
last!”

“ ‘And, taking from his brow the crown, on
which still blazed the word Union, he placed
it upon the standard, while all the people,
kneeling down, said, “Amen 1"

“ ‘ The scene instantly began to fade and
dissolve, and I at last saw nothing but the
rising, curling white vapor I had first beheld.
This also disappearing, I found myself once
more gazing upon my mysterious visitor, who,
in that same mysterious voice I had heard be-
fore, said, “ Sou of the Republic, what you
have seen is thus interpreted ; three perils will
come upon the Republic. The most fearful is
the second, passing which, the whole world
united shall never be able to prevail against
her. Lot every child of the Republic learn to
live for his God, his Land, and Union 1”

“ ‘ With these words the figure vanished. ]

started from my seat, and felt that I had been
shown the birth, progress, and destiny of the
Republic of the United Slates. In Union
she will have her strength, in Disunion her
destruction.’

“ Such, my friend, concluded the venerable
narrator, “ were the words I heard from
Washington’s own lips, and America will do
well to profit by them. Let her remember
that in Union she has her strength, in Dis-
union her destruction.”

Man was made to be happy, to be immortal ;

to live in happiness—a creation of beauty and
a joy—forever ; and if he is not now what bis
constitution once was, the fault is not in his
Maker, but in him.

From the N. Y. Atlas.
An Awful Disclosure-

llop.ribi.k Confession.

Editorial Note.-— J us l now the people arc
confession crazy. There is a tremendous de-
mand lur autobiographical horrors and narra-
tives of murders and assassinations. To satisfy
this demand, and to furnish a model for future
historians in this lino, we present the condens-
ation of a subjoined “ confession' 1 which is
shortly to be published by one of the leading
book linns of this city. The author is now at

Sing Sing. The public will observe that the
style of composition and grammar is eminently
that of a rough, uneducated and remorseless
villain.

I was born at a very early age, and as I ad-
vanced in life, I grew mm li older. My parents
had a number of relations, all of whom were
male and female, especially those on my father's
side. I have been a very wicked wretch, and

"
•

I deserve my present doom. When I was but
six years of age, my chief delight was to stick
pins through the bodies of innocent tumble-
bugs, mosquitoes, wasps and roaches. In order
that I might behold their dying agonies with
a greater degree of accuracy, I used to watch
their writhings with an opera glass. 1 blew
up my mother with a pound of powder, to
which I had applied a slow match. I got rid
of my uude, whom I hated, in the same man-
ner. One day I found him fust asleep in the
garden. I speedily ran into the house, pro-

cured a few ounces of powder and a slow
match, and then crept back to the spot where
ray unconscious victim lay. He snored calmly.
He lay upon his side. Cautiously, yet rapidly,
a few grains at a time, I filled his car full of
powder, applied the slow match, and then,
stealing into the house and ascending to a

garret window, I looked down to note the re-
sult. Slowly crept the spark upon the thread.
Presently—bang 1 The report was as loud as
that of a twenty-four pounder. When the
smoke cleared away I saw the body of my vic-
tim was there unmoved but minus the head.—
The whole neighborhood quickly gathered
about the corpse. I, of course, unsuspected
among the rest. To my utter astonishment,
the loss of his head had not awakened the rest
of his body, and lie still snored through the
ragged end of his windpipe.

The coroner summoned a jury, who began
an inquest, but before they had proceeded far,
I succeeded in poisoning the entire lot, by
giving them sulphuric acid in their whisky.—
The acid was so near the taste of the liquor,
that its presence was not detected.

This scrape compelled me to leave that part
of the country, which I did one dark, stormy
night, after hanging my grandmother in the
cistern, and chucking the bucket over her
venerable bead in lieu of a cap. I walked
ninety-seven miles that night, and at six o'clock
in the morning, found myself in a small seques-
tered village on the banks of the Hudson river,
I believe it is laid down on some of the maps
as Albany. Here I remained several months,
during which time I passed five hundred thou-
sand dollars of counterfeit money upon the
storekeepers, most of the bills being upon the
Globe bank. My landlady becoming importu-
nate for my board dues, I put strychnine in the
coffee pot one morning, by which fourteen of
the boarders, the landlady and two of the scr
vants were poisoned, and died at the breakfast
table. The reader will doubtless remember the
great excitement this deed of mine created.—
Oh ! I feel that lam to suffer justly. I have
been an awful wretch. But now I repent.

From Albany I came to New York, when I
at once entered upon a career of crime unpre-
cedented in the annuls of human depravity.—
1 formed a baud of assassins, and we swore a
solemn oalli to kill everybody else, and then
begin upon each other. Our band consisted
of several hundred fearless dare-devils, who, in
various ways, had already earned notoriety in

guilt. Our first movement was to hire our-
selves out as fast as we could as drivers of milk
carts, and after nearly the whole parly had
obtained such employment, we deliberately set
to work to pul poison in our milk cans. For
a while the scheme operated admirably. Hun-
dreds of women and children were killed. But
a hue and cry was raised about “ swill milk,”
and our designs were frustrated, and our noble
band was broken up. I killed nine men in one
neighborhood, threw their bodies in the North
River. I made a secret treaty with a couple
of coroners, whereby they agreed that in all
cases, they would instruct their juries to bring
in the same verdict, “ Died from natural caus-
es,” or “ Died from neglect.” I became im-
mensely wealthy, but gambled my means away,
or wasted them in debauchery of every des-
cription. Oh ! I ought !o be hung ! I deserve
my fate ! I know, however, that I am going
to heaven. My spiritual adviser tells me so—-
and they ought to know by their own experi-
ence what my chances are. I write this
confession in order that my poor tailor and
disconsolate washer-woman may have some

show of getting their dues. Oh ! dear, what
can the matter be? I feel so faint. It is—it
must be the workings of my sacred yet rebel-
ling conscience. 1 sincerely thank my jailor
and bis keeper for tbeir kindness in furnishing
me with tobacco, whisky and other necessa-
ries of life, and trust to meet them hereafter,
where we will all be on an equality. In wri-
ting this true and veritlble history of my terri-

ble career tf guilt, I have been actuated by a

regard for the feelings of my former comrades,
and have not given their names. They are
now, I am glad to say, engaged in atoning for
their iniquity. Most of them have thoroughly
reformed, and become ministers of the gospel,
tract peddlars, or aldermen. When I look
back and think of my awful crimes, and of the
opportunities I had for making myself a worthy
member of society, and of the chances I bad of
earning a respectable living at twenty deck
poker, seven np, and thimble-rig—l almost
wish I had hung myself instead of my sainted
grandmother, in the well.

As my end approaches, I feel that my time

on earth grows shorter—in fact 1 know it to

be materially lessening. r Io all of my sixty-
seven wives, who are now' in various parts of
the country, mourning the absence of the cash
which I look from them, I send my blessings.
My lawyers took all my surplus funds, or I
would send each of the dear creatures, whom 1
have so grievously wronged, a handsome pres-
ent.

It is time for the barber to be here, and give
mo my last shave. I close this, fervently hop-
ing my awful end will deter thousands of
young gentlemen from pursuing the path of
crime. The barber has come.

Extinct Geological Monsters.
“ We will conclude our sketch of the

principal meczoic sanrians by a brief notice of
two laud lizards of enormous size—tlie Mega-
tosaurns, which was originally discovered ia
Stonefield slate, near Oxford, and the Ignam -

don, found by the iate Dr. Mantcil, in the
Wealden formation of Tiigate Forest in Sussex.
The former of these creatures was carnivorous,
and attained the length of forty or fifty feet.—
The? latter even reached seventy, but was hcr-
bevorous. The head of the Mogclosaurus ter-
minated in a straight and narrow snout,armed
with teeth of the most formidable character,
combining the properties of theknife, he sword
and the saw. When first protruded from the
gum. the apex of cadi tooth presented a doublo
sword-edge of serrated enamel; but as the
tooth advanced in age.it took a curve back-
ward, like a priming-knife, the saw-like edge
being continued on the concave side of the vi ry
roof, while the convex side became blunt and
thick, just as a cutlen makes the back of a
knife-blade thicker for the purpose of increasing
its strength and steadiness the backward
curvature of the teeth, of course, acting a? a
harb, cffcctualy preventing the escape of all
animals once seized in the jaws. The diet of
this orealure appears to have consisted of the
smaller sauritiep, whose remains abom d in the
same strata with its bones ; and the piercing,
crashing powers of its dental apparatus must

have been equal to dispose even of a veteran
crocodile. The Iguanodon appears to have
been closely connected with its living congener,
the Iguana, an inhabitant of the warm regions
of America. The conformation of the teeth is
nearly identical in both, and both were di-tin-
guished by a horn or bone upon their nose.—
But the living Iguana, which docs not exceed
the length of five feet, lives chiefly in trees,
feeding on fruit, seeds, and leaves, although
the female from time to time visits the water

for the purpose of laying her eggs in the sand.
But climbing trees was of course out of the
question for a monstrous crcalnre of probably
seventy feet in length, and with limbs far ex-
ceeding in balk those of the largest elephant ;

(or an existing thigh bone is, in its smallest
part, twenty-two inches round, and mn-t Lave
been, when perfect, between four and five feet
long. Vet, the dental arrang*meat b- 5i g the
same in the fossil and the living animal, tho
nature of the food must have been the same
for both ; and, accordingly, we must suppose
that the Iguanodon reared itself np against
the trees which were its colcmpornrics—huge
palms and tree-ferns—and de-poikd them of
the coarse, rough tops, which no teeth less ef-
fective than its own could have masticated.—■
This supposition is confirmed by the massive-
ness of the hinder limbs, and 1 lie shortness and
thickness of the tail, as compared with that of
the Iguana. But the groat peculiarity of both
these creatures is the shape of their teeth,
which may be compared to the pincers used
in cutting iron wire, with a simple but effectu-
al provision for the continual maintenance of a
sharp cutting edge. This is a thin plate of
enamel, placed only on the fore part of the
tooth, as in the incisors of the rat. The softer
material wearing away more rapidly in propor-
tion to its distance from the enamel, an oblique
section of the crown of tooth is constantly
preserved, with a keen edge in front.

The eleventh commandment readeth thus :

“Thou shall not carry off tho editor's ex-
change- unless thou art sure he is done with
them ; ne her shall thou talk to him when ho
is reading proof or writing, lest he get angry
and order thee out of his sanctum ; neither
shall thou occupy his chair more than an hour
at a time.’’ Chapter xi., verse 11. And
when found, make a note of it.

The Influence of men is not to be confined to
circle of their acquaintance. It spreads on
every side of them, like the undulations of the
smitten water, or as the perfume of an orange
grove, and will reach those whom they never
saw.

The death of a printer is thus described in aa
English paper : “ George Woodcock, the ■ or
his profession, the./ype of honesty, tho ! of all ;

and although the Jp-.y" of death has put a . to
his existence, every \ of bis life was without
|i.”

“ Xow look’er yer, Charley—Jim mout be
an honest nigger, then again he moutn't ; but
if 1 was a pullet, or even an old shanghai cock,
and knowed he was about de yard, 1 tell yer
wot, nigger, I’d roost high—l would.’’

“ Bon, how is your sweetheart getting
along J”

“ Pretty well, I guess ; she says I needn’t
call any more.”

When Jack visited Vermont, where they
have pie forbreakfast, he was irreverent enough
to remark that the people of the “ Green
Mountain State’' were “some” for earlypie-(y !

A fellow charged in an indictment with
stealing a hoe, was upon trial, discharged—it
being proved that the article taken was an ax.
The matter was a regular ho ax 1

Speaking of apples, it is rather remarkable
that the first apple in Paradise should have
turned ont the first pair.

Whf.ke a girl ha* too many boys about her,
tho indication is like that of buoys off a harbor
—shallowness hero.

The leaning tower of Fisa is said to be the
great Italic in the literature of architecture.
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THOS. BOYCE SAX FRANCISCO
A.BADLAM SACRAMENTO
SAM- J. DAVIS DAVIS’ EXPRESS
R. C.GBIDLEY GRIDEEY’S EXPRESS

Riisincss Notice.
Messrs.Tno's Callow and D. M. Bishop,having

purchased interests in theRecord Newspaper and
Job Printing establishment, will hereafter be asso-
ciated in conducting the business of the same. Xo
change will be made in the Editorial control of the
Paper.

BUSINESS CARDS.

JESSE BEENE,
KT otnry IP nblic,

OFFICE—at hi* Book Store, Huntocn St.
OROVILLE. ill'.

CHARLES H. VEEDER
ATTORNEY AT LAW

And Notary Public,
rah2—(im

CAEPELLA,
Mendocino County.

CHARLES F. ROBBINS,
IMPORTER AND DEALER IN

Type, Presses
PRINTING MATERIAL,

■ aaks, < ■-cft

ETC., ETC.

aoy Nos. 11l and 113 Clay St., San Francisco.

JTP

PAINTER & CO.,
Practical Printers and dealers in

y Type, Presses, Printing Materials,
Ink, Paper, Cards, Ar.

510 Clay Street, above San*ome,
» Sun Francisco.

J R. PAINTER]
tr r uxTKi' I Offices fitted out with dispatch

mch2-ly

J. H. MARPLE,
Jixstico of tlio 3?onco,

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. Blanks on hand, and for sale.

Oroville, Dec. sth, 1860.

J. G. HUNTER,
Justice of tlio Peace,

OROVILLE, OPHIE TOWNSHIP.
OFFlCE—Opposite Postoffiee. dS

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

Would respectfully announce to the citizens of Oro-
ville and vicinilv, that he has opened an Office at
A. MoDERM(FIT'S DRUG STORE.
$3l, N. B.—Consultations Free. dl

L. C. Granger.] [A. Maurice, Jr.

GRANGER & MAURICE,
ATTORNEYS AND COUNSELLORS AT LAW

Will practice in all of the Counties of the Fif
tee nth Judicial District, and in the Supreme Court,

office—on Bird street,between 11untoon and Myers
streets, Oroville. eep.29tf.

CHARLES F. LOTT,
ATTORNEY AND COUNSELOR AT LAW,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
Oroville Butte Co.

Office -Bird st.. between Myers and Hnntoon.

S. ROSENBAUM,
ATTORNEY AT LAW.

Office—Bird st.. second door from Theatre Block
fronting the Plaza. aug4

D. C. BURLINGAME,
DENTIST ,

OFFICE—In Mathews’ Brick Build-
ing, on Huutoon St., between Mont-gomery and Bird Sts,

OIU)\ ILLE.

GEORGE E. SMITH,
Wntdtmakcr snd Jeweler,

Montgomery St., between Myers and Hnntoon Sts..
tmoviLLE. d 2 2

Don't forget his name. C»f.o. E. Smith.

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

and all others common t«» this country. Has had
large experience in hospital and family practice,
and conhdently hopes for a share of public patron-
age.

omee—Within two doors of Clark A- Bro.’s store
Myers st., Oroville.

S. W. W. COUGHE'i
A TTORNE Y AT L A

AND

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

California.

G W. SOVEREIGN,

UNDERTAKER,
>OUthtast Cor. Of U, e pjaia,

—*'* ’’ROYILLE.

•J,OOO- ' xr: 'jS PRINTED7 v v lor*., per 1000,at1 HERECORp OFFICE.

LIQUORS, AC.

LIQUOR STORE
AND

Ice Depot.

FITCH & HUNT
« WOULD RESPECTFULLYinform their old friends and theLLi ■

[mblic generally, that they havejglsiil
one of the best selected stocks of both Foreign andDomestic Liquors, line Wines, Syrups, Cordials,Ac., Ac., that has ever been offered for sale in this
part of the country, and would also state that theyare under manyobligations for the patronage theyhave received for the last four years, hoping it will
continue, as we will spare no pains in promptlyfilling orders from the country.

'

We are always happy to meet any and all of our
friends at the store, where we will deal out the cool

Iced Drinks
of the day. Having the

Agency for the Grass Valley Ice,
We will fill all orders in town and from the country,requesting that blankets be sent with orders.

All orders for over 10 ponnds, 6 cts. per lb.; un-
der that amount, 7 cts.

jSST Send along your orders, and “keep cool.”
FITCH A HUNT,

Theatre Block, Huntoon St., Orovillc.

DEAMER & WALLIS,
(Successors to E. Parker,)

Foreign and Domestic

WINES, LIQUORS
cfcc., cfco.,

THEATRE BLOCK, OROVILLE,

/OT& WOULD RESPECTFULLY ovts
'rrrflTMuP ar,nol>nce to the public that tliovi.i 7 '

»

igiSgllf' are located at the above [dace iSssP?and arc now in receipt of goods at prices which
cannot tail to plea-e those who purchase from
them.

ALSO, MANUFACTURERS OP

Soda & Mineral Waters!
ORDERS FROM THE CUESTRY

Respectfully" solicited, and promptly attended to.

GINGER BEER!
7v5 cts. per doz, pints—§il oO per

duz. quarts.
my2stf DEAMER A WALLIS.

PHILIP FARRELLY,
Wholesale and Retail Dealer in

Fjrelgn Domestic

WINES AND LIQUORS
11 ■■ ■ » C«»«»»■

Op|>osite Post Oflice, Oroville.

At;ENT For. Lyon & Co.’s San Francisco Ale;
“ “ Oakley's San Francisco Cider.

tV5>- The best brands oi English and Scotch Ales
and Porters, in bulk and battles.

All orders promptly attended to, and Goods guar-
anteed as represented. di

GUJ I NCY HALL!
THE

LARGEST

Clothing Emporium
IN

CALIFORNIA.

1-17, 110, tin«l l.>l Washington St.,

027 SAN FRANCISCO.

RAILROAD SALOON!

TJIIIE PROPRIETORS Respectfully announce to
i their friends that they have Enlarged and
Re-Fitted up their Saloon, and that they will keep
the best kind of Liquors and Cigars, as well as the
best and coolest Lager Reer, constantly on hand.

Attached to the Saloon is a

SHOOTING GALLERY!
for the amusement of their friends.

The Saloon is also the Lager Beer Depot for the
City Brewery,

jeltf D. MAIERACO.

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

ing Materials, comprising some -Vac and Elegant

Styles of Type , MACHINERY. Ac., we are now

enabled to execute all kineis of Job Printing A T

GREATLY REDUCED RATES, and in as

neat a style as any Printing establishment in the

State.

Printing in Bronzes and Fancy Colors neatly

eseented.

Legal Blanks, Billheads, Circulars, Ball Tickets,

Cards, Labels, Drafts, Show Cards, Programmes,

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

not to be surpassed.

TERMS CASH.


