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‘•My Lady Waits for Me.”

BT C. MILLER.

My lady waits !—far, far away
Amidst New England mountains,

Where creeping rills and “talking brooks,”
Flow on to deeper fountains ;

Where childhood haunts, and joys of home
Crowd on my recollection,

My lady waits—for me she waits,
With lonely circumspection.

My lady waits!—She's waited long,
She’s waited night and morning ;

She’s waited when the blushing flowers
Were summer paths adorning;

She’s waited through long winter-times
Of weather cold and dreary,

She’s waited through so many years,
With waiting she’s grown weary.

My lady waits! Yes, still she waits!
Though neighbors kind—none kinder—

Have gone to dwell in death’s dark tomb,
She waits where duty binds her I

She waits, a favored monument
Of heaven’s choicest blessings !

She waits while the sad work of death
All round hath been progressing.

My lady waits ! Oh, heaven spare
That lady and thy blessings !

Yet spare, Oh, spare them all for me,
They claim my fond caressings !

Long years have come and rolled away
Since last at home I met them,

And were the years ten times as long,
I never could forget them.

Then guard, kind Heaven, safely guard,
And kindly do protect them,

Till I that home shall bless again,
To health and peace elect them.

They’ve waited well! They’ve waited long,
In hopeful expectation

That each succeeding year would bring
Me to their lonely station.

My lady waits ! Wait on, wait ou
Yet but a little longer,

And I again thy home will bless,
And make its union stronger.

Too long ! Ah, yes, too long thy brow
Hast worn its veil of sadness!

But soon I’ll come that veil dispel,
And cheer thy heart with gladness.

The Wife of the First Governor
of Vermont.—Thomas Chittenden, the
first Governor ofVermont, who was a plain
farmer, alike remarkable for strong native
powers of mind, and the republican simpli-
city with which he conducted everything in
his public duties, and in his domestic es-
tablishment, was once visited by a party of
traveling fashionables from one of our
cities. When the hour of dinner arrived,
Mrs. Chittenden to the astonishment of
her lady guests, went out and blew a tin
horn for the workmen, who soon arrived ;

when, to the still greater surprise, and even
horror, of these fair cits, the whole compa-
ny, Governor, his lady, guests, workmen,
and all, were invited to sit down to the
substantial meal which had been provided
for the occasion. After dinner was over
and the ladies were left by themselves,
one of the guests thought she would gently
take Mrs. C. to task for this monstrous
violation of the rules of city gentility, to
which she had been, as she thought, so
uncourteously made a victim.

“You do not generally sit down to the
same table with your workmen, I suppose
Mrs. Chittenden V' she commenced.

“Why’’ replied the Governor’s lady,
whose quick wit instantly appreciated the
drift of the other. “Why I am almost
ashamed to say we generally have, but I

i intend soon to amend in this particular.
I was telling the Governor this very mor-

i ning that it was an absolute shame that
i the workmen, who did all the hard labor,

j should have no better than we who sit so
| much in the house earning little or no-
thing, and I am determined hereafter to

: set two tables —the first and best for the
| workmen, and the last and poorest for the

| Governor and myself.

Tastes.—We chew tobacco—the Hin-
doo takes to lime, while the Patigonain
finds contentment in “a bitofguano.” The

i children of this country delgiht in candy—-
those of Africa in rock salt. A French-
man “goes his length” on fried frogs; an
Esquimaux thinks a stewed candle is the
climax of dainties. The fancy dish ofthe
South Sea Islanders is broiled clergymen,
while they never get hold of a grass col-
ored umbrella without boiling it up for
greens.—Traveller.

Worth knowing.—lt is said that a
small piece ofresin dipped in water which
is placed in a vessel on the stove, will add
peculiar property to the atmosphere of the
room, which will give relief to persons
troubled with a cough. The heat of the
water is sufficient to throw off the aroma
of the resin, and gives the same relief as
is afforded by the combustion of the resin.
It is preferable to the combustion, because
the evaporation is more durable. The
same resin may be used for weeks.

The late Mr. Bush used to tell this
story ofa brother barrister:—

As the coach was about starting, before
breakfast, the modest limb of the law ap-
proached the landlady, a pretty Quakeress,
who was seated near the fire, and said he
could not think of going without giving
her a kiss.

“Friend” said she “thee must not do it.”
“By heavens, I will, though,” replied

the barristir,
“Well friend, as thee hast sworn,” said

she, “thee may do it! but thee must not
make a practice of it.”

She that marries a man because he is a
“good match” must not be surprised if be

1 turns out (<s T.npi”

The Sandlman Mystery.
It is just fourteen years ago since I

discovered my first grey hair; it was flour-
ishing (confound it!) in the most ostenta- itious manner in my left whisker, and had |
turned, as I believe, from black to white |in a single night. It was the morning of'
my birthday. I had risen full of matured ;
youth—l was but two-and-forty—and in
the best of spirits. From a baseless dream j
of matrimonial subjection I had awakened
to find myself alone. I had said in. myheart, “There is no need, Harry Loveless,
to take to thyself a wife these ten years.”
In the pride of ray manhood, in the glory
—if I may say so—of my wounded beau-
ty I was smitten; that spectral form which
stood out from the raven masses of its fel-
lows was a warning not to be neglected
Some evidence of the breaking up of my
system had been apparent to me for years,
which I had striven to account for by tem-
porary causes, and they now became fear-
fully significant. I could not thencefor-
ward, conceal from myself that the button
of the waistband of my trowsers was bet-
ter left unfastened; that I felt happier
when out of my little patent leather boots.
What then was my conduct upon the dis-
covery of these facts ? I eradicated the
grey hair with care, and burnt it; I be-
came thinner-waisted, smaller-footed than
ever; I was gayer—brighter from that;
moment; danced more (waltz, especially), |
sang more (sentimental ballads, always), iand gave up whist entirely; in short, apo- !
plectic in feeling, I became quite boyish !
in manner; for I felt there was no time to I
lose in taking unto myself a wife.

In the place where I resided the supply
of young ladies far exceeded the demand.
On my right hand dwelt the eight Miss I
Nogoes; two red, and one with a squint; 1
on my left the five Miss Sansous; all so
alike that making love to one would be
making four mistakes; and might lead,
eventually, to the most complicated biga-
my. The two Miss Holdfasts—both in
years, and father commercial—were within
a stone’s throw; the terrace towards the
town was filled with half-pay military offi-
cers who had daughters unattached; the
terrace towards the sea with half-pay naval
ditto, with daughters waiting for sailing
orders in the brig Cupid. To all of these
the amount of my income, down to the
pence and shillings, had been interesting
for years; what I paid a month for my
lodgings; what I had been allowed at col-
lege ; how many horses ther e had been to
ray father’s hearse; all that could throw
light, in fact, upon my social position, had
been objects of their closest inquiry. If I
had had the misfortune to be amongst the
landed gentry, they would haveknown my
age to a minute, for Burke—the only
Burke they ever heard of—was never out
of their minds. The few military men
who shone amidst our petticoat parties
at Sandwith were danciblc, flirtable, go-
down-to-supper-with-able enough, but they
were far from eligible; the three men in
the regiment who had more than a hundred
a-year besides their pay, were, singularly
enough, the only married ones. In such a
state ofthings, then, Harry Loveless needed
not to have gone to the length of adverti-
sing for a bride.

I know not to whose bow and spear—to
whose crinoline and “whiskers”—l might
have speedily fallen a prey, had not the
Sandiman family, fourteen years ago, ar-
rived amongst us. There was a Mr. San-
diman, and there were three Miss Sandi-
mans; and there was Mrs. Sandiman; we
knew there was a Mrs. S. by the cards
which they left, sparely enough, in return-
ing calls, “Mrs. Sandiman and the Misses
Sandiman” (or the Miss Sandimcn, as we
were wont to term them), but we knew
nothing more of her for many months.—
The family lived a retired life, and picked
and chose out of their neighbors for their
friends. They were therefore described
by some as “nice people when you came to
know them/’ but by the majority as “ not
moving in our best circles by any means;”
the young ladies were certainly far too good
looking to be popular at Sandwith. In
consideration of their charms and of the
execution they effected amongst the hund-
red-and-first, they were denominated re-
spectively by that gallant corps—“Battle,”
“Murder,” and “Sudden Death.” They
were all three blondes, but “Sudden Death”
was the blondest. I saw her first on the
sea beach, walking and reading at the same
time, upon a rather windy July day; her
parasol—a pagoda parasol it was, of no sort
of use, but of the greatest possible orna-
ment—was carried offsuddenlyby a zephyr
and revolved rapidly in the direction of
the deep. I started immediately—as also|
did the button of my waistband—in head-
long pursuit, and arrived at the water’s
edge, just too late. To have wetted my
patent leather boots was of course out of
the question; but I did the next best thing
that I could have done, and I sent my dog
in after the fair craft. I restored it to its
proprietress. A bow the next time we
met; a bow and a smile the next time after
that; a shake of the hand the third day,
culminated, on the fourth, to an introduc-
tion to her two sisters and to Mr. Sandi-
man. I then met them daily, by acci-
dent, in their marine walks; I sent them
cards of admission to the Bachelors’ Ball.
0 the stratagems put in practice by our
female Sandwithians to proeyre these! the
heartburnings they cause; the lifelong
feuds which year after year they engen-
der or inflame.; the envy, the malice that

are brought forth them—it is enough j
to make the angels weep!

At last the Sandimans asked me to din-
ner. These approaches to intimacy, al-
though carried forward with exquisite
skill, took a considerable time to accom-
plish; and yet I had seen nothing of the i
commandant upon the other side, Sirs.
Sandiman had not yet shown herself; her
lieutenant, Pegton—a maiden aunt of the
young ladies—had been their duenna in
their rambles; their chaperone at the ball.
Now, said I to myself, I shall meet the
mother; and I said it triumphantly, for
nobody else at Sandwith had as yet en-
joyed that privilege.

I arrived a little too early and was re-
ceived by my Arabella, alone. I had thus
an opportunity of making ample mental
notes of her accomplishments;—manners
easy; dress quiet perfection; no allusions
to the aristocracy; no observations about
the weather;—1 began to think her exact-
ly the sort of person to sit at the head of a
table; I considered how‘Mrs. Harry Love-
less’ would read upon a visiting card.—
Nothing to be ashamed of as to sisters-in-
law : both entered gracefully; did not call
their sisterBella; did not attempt to make
her uncomfortable through spite, nor to
cut her out the least in my affections :

father-in-law just as he should be, com-
monplace—your clever father-in-laws arc
always borrowing your money—but emi-
nently respectable; head bald and shining;
countenance bland ; voice pompous, waist-
coat arched : Lieutenant Pegton, bony,
knuckly, with iron-grey moustache, but |
looking as if she had money in the funds.
Still no mother-in-law. I thought of all
that Sandwith had been saying about her :

that she was mad; that she drank; that
she had an incurable disease, supposed to
have been long extinct among the human
species; that she had a ])ig’s face; that
she had no nose. My suspense became in- j
tolerable. “ Shall I not have the pleasure
of seeing Mrs. Sandiman this evening?” I
said to the Lieutenant as I took her down
to dinner.
“I fear not, Mr. Loveless,” she replied.

“ My sister is at present indisposed.”
She was always indisposed, it seemed.

It was the answer people got when they
called; it was the reply that was written
to invitations; and yet none of the six
Sandwith doctors had had a chance at her.
But, the lower orders had been more for-
tunate than the upper: the butcher had
seen her, and affirmed that she was “ tol-
erably good to look at for an old ’un,” and
“deuced sharp about prime cuts;” the
maids of all work had seen her in the ear-
ly morning upon her lonely way to the sea ;
shore to bathe; she had been taken to j
church thickly veiled, with the rest of the
family, but the frigidest ofbows prevented
near approach to the Sandimen upon the
Sabbath days; her own domestics had been
fee’d and pumped in vain—they only af-
firmed that she was subject to tantrums,
which appeared to be a common complaint
of mistresses, and failed to satisfy the curi-
ous. After dinner I perceived Mr. S. was
suffering torture in the attempt to keep me
company and himself awake, so I proposed
a nap; and when his breathing began to
get stertorous I stole up stairs to the young
ladies. No one asleep in the drawing-
room; no huddling over the fire with
gowns drawn up to their knees for com-:
fort, while they abused their guests for
amusement. All at work, or reading, ex-
cept Lieutenant Pegton, who was above-
stairs with the invalid. The whole thing
began to wear in my eyes the appearance
of business—of marriage. Sudden Death
was positively charming by firelight.—
Would she play? Certainly. Would she
sing ? With pleasure. Was she fond of
biography? She was; and of the right
biographies. I was on the point of calling
her Arabella before them all; but changed
it just in time into Arethusa and sea songs
in general. I had determined not to com-
mit myself till I had seen ray future moth-
er-in-law with my own eyes. I knew what
frightful accidents have happened through
such a rash proceeding; how Charlie Blake,
of the Heavies, for instance, married a
wife in that manner, with the understand-
ing only that her money came from the
mother’s side; and indeed it did so, for she
had earned it by going about the country
in a caravan and exhibiting herself, being

I half white and half black, like a domino.
Battle presently left the room for a thim-
ble, and Murder followed her in pursuit of
a crochet-needle; directly that Murderwas
out, and there were no witnesses, I whis-
pered “Arabella,” in my softest tones.—
She did notreply in words, but her fingers,

: which happened at that moment to be en-
f tangled in mine, returned the slightest of

I pressures. “I am goingto ask you a ques-
tion,” I continued, “ which, I trust, you
will not take ill.” Her little hand trem-
bled violently, and I think she expected to
be asked for that in marriage, at once; but
such was not my intention. “Will you,
will you, dear Arabella,” I went on, “per-
mit me to have a little conversation with
your mother ?”

I felt the dear creature growing as cold
as marble while I said this; there was evi-
dently something seriously amiss about
Mrs. S. I declare I was so in love at that
instant, that I would have compounded for
an Albino on the spot. “My mother, Mr.
Loveless,” she replied, “is at present in-
disposed;” and immediately afterwards the
Lieutenant entered the roofn, and put a
stop to all explanation.

For t week after that interview I rose

with the lark—or, at least, very little after
seven o’clock—in hopes of catching my
future mother-in-law at her morning walks;
but to no purpose. After that I tried an
hour still earlier, almost before the sun
was up, and then I caught her; she went
out to bathe, it seemed, at six o’clock.—
The sanguine old lady evidently trusted
that nobody would be about at that hour,
for she was attired in marine costume; her
head was enveloped in something exceed-
ingly like a sponge-bag; she wore blue
spectacles; her form was rolled round in
what appeared to be abed-curtain, and she
had yellow slippers. It was a frightful
apparition, and my heart half failed me for
a moment ; but I thought of Arabella and
was firm. It could not surely be that she
was a monomaniac about dress! I fol-
lowed her across the common to the sea-
beach, and took the number of her bathing
machine. I sat down on the shingle and
drew forth my cigar-case in order to medi-
tate the more calmly. The sea was dotted
with countless sails, and the billows w Terc
leaping in the sunlight; the whole face of
nature was at its fairest; but my thought
was wrapped up solely in that inexplicable
being in Number Twenty-two. That she
came there regularly, and subscribed by
the month, was all the bathing-woman
could tell me about her. Was that, I won-
dered, for the disease which was otherwise
extinct in the human species? I waited
for twenty minutes, and then came out
Mrs. S., precisely as before. My belief
was, and is, that she retained those spec-
tacles upon her nose—she had a nose—-
throughout the immersion. I followed her
to the centre of the common, and then I
spoke. “Mrs. Sandiman, I beg you will
excuse me; but this seems the only chance
of ray getting a word with you, you are
generally so indisposed.” No answer.—
“May I be permitted to ask a question
which concerns most nearly one of your
accomplished daughters?” No answer.—
There was a wandering of the eye, aud a
twitching of the lip, however, as if she was
casting about for the fit sentence, and re-
jectingvarious others which offered them-
selves. I began to think that was
dumb,—what a glorious mother-in-law!—
but determined upon one more effort.—
“Have lyour permission, my dear madam,
to prosecute my endeavors to obtain your
daughter’s hand?” She answered indeed
in the affirmative; but it was in a man-
ner that blasted every hope: by a single
word, she betrayed the reason for all the
strange precautions and mysterious means
which had been taken to keep her dark
at Sandwith, —until, at least, the young
ladies had been disposed of. It was, in
truth, utterly impossible that an alliance
with either of them could have been ef-
fected without the concealment of their
mother. To the following, which I sent
to dear Arabella—“After a conversation
with your good mother this morning, dear
Miss Sandiman, I feel it my painful duty
to withdraw ray pretensions to your affec-
tions ; but be assured your secret remains
safe with me”—I received no answer.—
The sweet girl understood all at once, and
appreciated, I dare say, my delicate gene-
rosity. Until this present writing, four-
teen years after that interview, I have
never disclosed the cause of Mrs. Sandi-
mao’s indisposition. So terribly did she
leave out her H’s, that she couldn’t have
said heaven to have got there, and would
have called me “ ’Arry” to the end of her
days.

Kissing. —Hardly any two females kiss
alike. There is as much variety in the
manner of doing as in the faces and man-
ners of the sex. Some delicate little
creatures merely give a slight brush of the
lip. This is a sad aggravation. We seem
to be about to “have a good time,” but
actually get nothing. Others go into it like
a hungry man into a beefsteak, and seem
to chew up our countenance. This is dis-
gusting, and soon drives away a delicate
lover. Others struggle like hens when
burying themselves in the dry dirt. The
kiss is won by great exertions and is not
worth as much as the trouble it costs.—
Now we are in favor of a certain sbynesss
when a kiss is proposed, but it should not
be continued too long, and when the fair
one “gives in,” let her administer thekiss
with warmth and energy. Let their be
soul in it. If she close her eyes and
sigh immediately after it, the effect is
greater. She should be careful not to
“ slobber” a kiss, but give it as a hum-
ming bird runs his bill into a honey-sucklc,
deep but delicately. There is much vir-
tue in a kiss when well delivered. We
have had the memory of one we received
in our youth last us forty years, and we
believe it will be the last thing we shall
think of when we die. Oh,my!

More Truth than Fiction. A
Northern lady, who had recently resided a
short time in the South, remarked to us,the other day, that the difference between
society here and there is this : At the
South the question is are you black or
white ? at the North, arc you rich or
poor?

Take heed of jesting—many have been
ruined by it. It is hard to jest and not
sometimes jeer, too, which oftentimes sinks
deeper than was intended or even expec-
ted.

“ Lloyd’s Coffee HousE.”-Max Schles-
inger, in his very readable work, thus
alludes to “Lloyd's,”a place famous
throughout the commercial world:

In the London Exchange Building itself
there is a broad staircase, with crowds of
busy people ascending and descending,
and there is a door with large gold letters,
“ Lloyd’s Coffee House ” Let us ascend
that stoircase, and see what sort of a coffee
house this is. "We pass through a large
hall from which doors open to several
rooms; at each door stands a porter in
scarlet livery. In the hall itself are sev-
eral marble statues and a large marble
tablet, which the merchants of London
erected to the Times, out of gratitude
for the successful labors of that journal
in unmasking a gigantic scheme of im-
position and fraud, which threatened
ruin to the whole trade of London. In
the centre of the hall there is a large
black board, on which are written the
names and destinations of all the ships
carrying mails which will sail from English
ports on that and the following day. In
the corner to the right there is a door with
the inscription, “ Captain’s Room.” No
one is allowed to enter this room but the
commanders of merchant vessels, or those
who have business to transact with them.
Next to it is the “Commercialßoom,” the
meeting place of all the foreign merchants
who come to London. We prefer entering
a saloon on the other side of the hall, the
doors of which are continually opening
and shutting; it is crowded with the un-
derwriters, that is to say, with capitalists,
who do business in the assurance of vessels
and their freights. The telegraphic mes-
sages of vessels arrived, sailed, stranded,
or lost, arc first brought into this room.—
Whoever enters by this door, walks, in the
first instance, to a large folio volume which
lies on a desk of its own. It is Lloyd's
Journal, containing short entries of the
latest events in English ports and the sea-
ports in every other part of the world.—
It tells the underwriters whether the ves-
sels which they have insured have sailed,
whether they havebeen spoken with,or have
reached the port of their destination. Are
they overdue?—run aground?— wreck-
ed? —lost? In this room there are always
millions at stake. So firmly established is
the reputation ofthis institution, that there
is hardly ever a bark sailingfrom the ports
of the Baltic, or the French, Spanish, or
Indian Seas, which is not insured at
Lloyd’s. Its branch establishments arc in
all the commercial ports of the world; but
its head office is in Cornhill, and in the
rooms of the Exchange. Before we again
descend the stairs, let us for one moment
enter the reading room. Perfect silence;
tables, chairs, desks; readers here and there;
men of all countries and of all nations;
all around the walls, high desks with files
of newspapers, whose shape and color in-
dicate that they have not been printed in
Europe; they are, indeed, papers from the
other side of the ocean—China, Barbary,
Brazilian, Australian, Cape, and Honolulu
papers—a collection unrivaled in extent.

“ Search the Scriptures.'' Some
forty or fifty years ago there was a telling
sermon preached in the “Old Bay State,”
by a famous minister, in which occurred
the following droll passages :

“My dear brethren, God works in a
mysterious way, and ain’t above using the
humblest means to bring his critters to
their senses, when he sees them slothful
in business, and a-going down to hell with
their eyes shut; and here’s a case in pint,
which it affords a solemn warning to all
who neglect this great duty. Some time
ago, I knew a man down at Marblehead
Point—a fisherman—a desperate wicked
man, a profane swearer, a drunkard who
never darkened the door of a meetin’
house, or took delight in holy things.—
He had a family—a wife, three sons and
two daughters—all bad as himself; all a-
going straight down to hell as fast as
their legs could carry them. But at last
they were brought to their senses in this
wise, and from limbs of Satan transmog-
rified into children of light. Once upon
a time there was great trouble in the
heads of the family. It was long since
they had been mowed or raked, and so to
speak, there was varrain in the grass.—
They all got desperate uneasy, and to come
to the pint at once, there was a loud cry
for the tine-tooth comb. But, my friends,
nobody knew where it was. It couldn’t
be found I It couldn’t be found! And
so it went on from bad to worse. Scratch-
in’ was of no use*—'twas too bad for'
scratchin’. Lookin’ wouldn’t do—’twas
too bad for lookin’. They hunted every-
where f.r the old fine-tooth comb—from
garret to cellar, from cellar to garret.—
They ransacked every closet and every
drawer, but it couldn’t be found.” Here
the preacher paused, and looked around,
then went on in a low, solemn, and em-
phatic tone : “At length it was found.
Who found it ? I don’t know; but it wat
found, to the great joy and everlasting
salvation of all the family. And, my
friends, where do you think theyfound it ?

I say, where do you think they found it?”
Along pause—“They found it in the old
family Bible, (sotto voce.) They foundit
in the old family Bible, ( crecendo .) They
found it in the old family Bible, (in a
voice of thunder}) and the dust lay so
thick on it that you might have written
damnation on the kiver. Therefore, in a
tone of deep emotion*) my beloved breth-
ren, eearch the Scriptures."
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£>. W. Bbocbwav, j Wm. Jeff. Gatewood,
Mokelurnne Hill. | San Andreas.

BROCKWAY & GATEWOOD,
Attorneys and Counselors at Law,

CALAVERAS COUNTY.
o

Will attend to all business intrusted to their
care, in the District Court of the Fifth Judicial
District, and in the Supreme Court. s7-tf

~

ivr. p. OOODWYN,
I'll VMIII AS AIDSI’RGEON,

opposite Benjamin & Co.’s, San
Andreas, Calaveras co., Cal. oct 4, ’56-tf

DRS. AUSTIN &RIN6O,
HAVE ASSOCIATED themselves in the prac-

tice of Medicine and Surgery.
They have also purchased the stock of

Medicines of Dr. Brotherton, at his late vw
stand in San Andreas, where they intend
keeping a general assortment of Drugs and
Medicines.

Office, Main street,West side, a few doors
below Odd Fellows’ Hall. oct 4-tf

S. GUTHRIE,
News Dealer, Post-office Building,

MOKELUMNE HILL.
Papers always on hand. At-

lantic and European Papers and Magazines re-
ceived by every steamer. sep 24-tf

KNICKERBOCKER HALL & BILLIARD
SALOON,

MAIN STREET\ SANANDREAS,
Liquors and Cigars of the best quality

always on hand.
oct. 4, ’56-tf WM. M. BUPFUM.

SHINGLES! SHINGLES!!
YITE are receiving daily from the

» ▼ mountains, a superior quality of SHIN-
GLES and SHAKES, which we offer for sale at
the lowest market price, at our Yard, between
the town and the Gold Hill House.

SAN ANTONIO DITCH CO.
San Andreas, Oct. 4, ?56. oct 4-2in

H. M AKLETTE,

SURVEYOR AND CIVIL ENGINEER, OF-
fice, with Judge Thompson, Centre street,
next door to Sturges’ stone building,

MOKELUMNE HILL.
Also, at Jackson's News Depot, Jackson. Am-

ador county.
Desiring to resume the practice of my pro-

fession among my old friends of Calaveras and
Amador counties, I respectfully solicit their
orders, which will be promptly attended to on
reasonable terms. S. H. MARLETTE.

Oct. 4, 'SC-3m

EMPIRE BAKERYTND RESTAURANT,
Main street, next floor to

Fellows Hall,
SAN ANDREAS.

B. CROWLEY Proprietor,
Takes pleasure in informing hisfriends aud the
public in general, that after this date he will
keep constantly on hand Bread, Pies and
Cakes in all varieties in the restaurant line.

Meals will be ready at all hours at the
shortest notice.

N. B.—Balls and Parties supplied on short
notice, and most reasonable terms. oct4-tf

Ji;\\v LIMI

RESTAURANT
Levee street, afew Doors East of the Staffs Office,

STOCKTON.
o

J. D. BOYLE & H. LEWIS, Proprietors.
o

SaT The public generally are invited to give
«s a call, as we are at all times prepared to
serve them in a superior style with the best the
markets afford. J. D. B. & H. L.

Board by the ireek, or meal at prices to suit the
times. sept7-mtf

CIGAR, TOBACCO AND FRUIT STORE,
Main street, opposite Odd Fellotcs' Hall,

SAN ANDREAS.

L& J. OPPENHEIMER, keep constantly
• on hand a good assortment of choice To-

bacco and Cigars. Also, Domestic Cigars,
which they will sell at low prices.

—ALSO—
All kinds of Chewing and Smoking Tobacco,

Orecn and Dry Fruit, Candies, Nuts, Cutlery,
Matches, Playing Cards, Ac., Ac. Please give
us a call.

oct 4-3m. L. A J. OPPENHEIMER.

SPERRY’S HOTEL,
AT MURPHY'S CAMP.

11HiE commodious Fire Proof Building.A lately erected by the subscribers, at*™
Murphy's, has been elegantly furnished through-
out, after the most approved style, and is now
ready for the reception of guests. Par’ors andsuites of rooms for the use of ladies exclusively,
and parties visiting the “ Big Trees ” or other
natural curiosities in the vicinity.

,

The management of the domestic department,
is confided to Mrs. Perry, a lady of experience.

The BAR is stocked with fine Wines and Li-quors, and the larder daily supplied with sea-sonable delicacies.
Stages arrive and depart daily for Mokelum-

ne Hill, Sacramento, Stockton, Sonora and Co-lumbia.
Parties of Pleasure, and transient guests,

will find every accommodation for their com-
fort. SPERRY & PERRY.

Murphy’s, August 20, 1856. sept2s-tf

~MAIN STREET“MARKET,
Q., g. WASHBURN, Proprietor,

WOULD respectfully inform the public that
he is prepared, at all times, to

furnish his patrons with the best freshOaf*
Beef Pork, Veal, Mutton, Ac., the coun-«=o*-
try can afford. oct 4-tf

JKs“There is no society, however free
and democratic, where wealth will not
create an aristocracy.


