o T L
From the Flag of our Urion.]

he Bewitched Clock.

Abcut half past eleven o'clock one Sunday
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nighty a buman leg enveloped in blue broadcloth
might have been seen entering Deacon Cephas
Barberry’s kitchen window. The leg was fol-
lowed, fiually, by the entire person of a live Yan-
kee, attired in his Sunday-go to-meeting closhes.
It was, in short, Joe Mayweed, who thus burglar-
inusly, in the dead of night, wen his way nto the
Deacon’s kitchen.

‘Wonder how much the ell deacon made by
orderin’ me not to darken his door agin? colilo- |
quized the young gentleman. ‘Promised ‘him I

¥
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He had walked leisurely round Girard College—
his ‘wondering gaze’ had been gratified with a
peep at the Mint, where a common-looking chap
‘made money’ a darned sight faster than ever he
could; he had seen the old United States Bank,
but, for the life «f him, he couldn’t find the place
where it had broke—he had sauntered through
Fairmount, where some *cute chap was squirting
water round. most beautiful—he had marched
around the outskirts of the prisons, but they
weren’t sharp enough to get him in there—oh, no!
—he had frotted through the Musenms, which he
didn’t consider any very ‘great shakes’—and just
before leaving in the eight o’¢lock train for home,
he strolled down to the market-house, to ascer-

wouldn’t, but didn’t say nothin> about winders.

Winders is jest as good as doors, ef there aint no |

nails to tear yourtrousers onto. Wonder if Sal’il
come downs the critter promised me. I’m afeard
to move about here, ’cause I might break my
shins over somethin’ nuther, and wake the old
folks. Cold enough to freeze a Polish bear here.
Oh here comes Sally."

The beauteous maid had dezeend ed with a pleas-
ani smile, a tallow eandle, and a card of Lucifer
matches. After receiving a rapturous greeting,
she made up a rousing fire in the cooking stove,
and the happy couplesat down to enjoy the sweet
interchange of vows and hopes. But the course
of true love ran no smoother. in old Barberry’s
kilchen than it does elsewhere, and Joe, who was
Just making up his mind to treat himself to a kiss,
was roused by the voice of the old deacon—her
father—shouting from Lis chamber door:

Sally! what are you gefling up in the middle
of the night for?? -

“Tell him it’s morning,? whispered Joe.

‘I can’t tell i fib,” saud Sally. *

‘I’ll make it a truth, then,” said Joe, and run-
ming to the large, old-fashioned clock that stood
in the corner, he sat it at five.

‘Look at the clock and tell me what time it isy?
eried the old gentleman up stairs,

‘It is five by the clock,” and corroborfing her
words, the elock struck five.

The lovers sat down and resumed their conver-
sation. Suddenly the staircase began to creak.

‘Goody graeious! it?s fathe !? '

‘The deacon, by thunder!’ eried Joe.—

‘Hide me, Sal?

‘Where can I hide you?’ cried the distracted
girl

‘O, I know,’ said he. 1%l squeeze into the clock
case” And without another word, he concealed
Lljmself in the case, and drew the door behind

im, .

The deacon was dressedsy and silting himself
down by the cooking stove, pulled out his pipe,
hghted it, and cammenced smoking.

‘Five o’clock, eh?” said he. *‘Well, I shall
have time to smoke two or three pipes, and then
P’ll go and feed the critlers.’

‘Hadn’t you better feed the critters first, father,
and smoke afterwards,” suggested the danghter.

‘Noj smokin’ clears my head and wakes me up,’
answered the deacon, who seemed not a whit dig-
posed to hurry his enjoyment.

‘Bur-r-r—whizz—ding! ding! ding? went the
clock.

‘Tormented lightning! cried the deacon, start-
ing up, and dropping his pipe on the stove; ‘what
in creation’s tha'?’

‘IVs only the clock striking five,” said Sally,
tremously.

‘Whizz! ding! ding! ding! ding!” went the clock,
furiously.,

‘Powers of marey!’ cried the deacon; ‘strikin’

five! it’s struck a hundred already.’ |
‘Deacon Barberry! cried the deacon’s better
half, who had hastily robed herself and now came
plunging down the staircase in the wildest alarm.
‘What is the matter with the clock??-

‘Goodness only knows,” replied the old man.
‘It’s been in the family these hundred years, and
‘never did I know it to carry on so before.’

‘Whiz! bang! bang!: bang!” went the clock
again.

‘It will burstifself!” eried the old lady, shed-
ding a flood of tears, ‘and there won’t be nething
left of it? |

‘It 1s bewitched! said the deacon; who retained
a leaven of the good old New England supersti-
tion in his nature. ‘Any how,* he said aftera
pause alvancing resolutely towards the clock,
‘I’ll see what’s got into it.

‘O, don’t!” eried the daughter, aflfictionately
seizing one of his coat tails, while his faithful
w fe clung to the other.—Don’t,? chorussed both
the women together, a3

‘Let go my raimen{!* shouted the old deacon;
‘Iain’t afraid of the powers of darkness!’

But the women would not let go3so the deacon
pped out of his coat, and while from the sudden
cass: tian of resistoniee they fell heavily wpon the
floor, he darted forward and lail his hand upon
the door of the clock case. But no humanpower
could open it. Joe was holding it inside with a
death-grasp. The old deacon began to be dread-
fully frichtened.—Hea gave one more tug. An
unearthly yell, as of a fiend in distress, burst from
the inside, and then the clock-ease pitched head
foremost at the deacon, fell‘headlong on the flyor,
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and wrecked it’s fair proportions. The current |

of alr extincnished the lamp—ihe deacon. the
oll lady and Sally fled np stairs, and Joe May-
weed, extricating himself from the clock, effect-

ed his escape ia the same way in which he had |

enfered.

The next day all Apple'on was alive with the
story of how Deacon Barberry’s clock had been
bewitched, and thongh some Lelieved his version,
some, and especially Joe Mayweed, affected fo
diserecit the whole affair, hinting that the deacon
had beep trying the experiment of fasting frozen
ciler, and that vagaries of the clack-case existed
enly in a distempered imazination,
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Purchasing a Live Lobster.

A raw-looking beauty, standing some six feet
or more in his boots, fresh from the country, ar-
rived in town ( Philadelphia) a day or two _sinee,
with a view fo examine the ‘lions’ in the Quaker
ey. '

‘and closed agamn with a smart smack, grasping in
its clutch the greater portion of the poor fellow’s

1 previously placid eounterance—and his face was

lain, if possiv'e, where all the vezetables and
things went fo. -~

Having examined the premises for some time
he suddenly halted before a wagon which stoo
near by, the floor of which was covered with about
a score of live lobsters wriggling and tumbling
over each other. He was unfortunately afllicted
with a babit of stammering. After watehing the
‘sighl’ for several minutes, he sidled up to the
owner af Jast, with—

‘Wo-wo-wot’s them, mister?’ Lo-lc-lobstiss?

‘Yes, sir. Werry fine.?

‘Wu-wul—I've heern te-tell o’lobstiss.” .

;Hexcellent heatin sir—is lobsters. Hev'um
sir??
‘W-wn-wul, I reck’n y-y-yes. Wo-wot’s the

dama |

‘T!ﬁ'i shillings, sir.?

‘How d-d—how do you eat lo-lob-ostiss??

‘Vith yer teeth, pouly gin’ral, sir.’

‘Y-y-ye-yes. But coo-coo ook’em, I mean?’

‘Oh. Bile’em, sir—bile’m. Thank’ee; {'ust
the change’—added the wagoner; and depositing
the money in his shot bag,” he placed the ‘lobstiss’
in the hands of its lawful owner.

The stranger bade the wagoner good day, placed
his prize under his arm, fail dnwnwar&!, and
started for the railroad depot in Market street.

The lobster was ‘fresh caughf’ it so chanced,
and proved very unruly—equirming and writhing
about; our countryman was constantly adjusting
his burthen, until he had finally nanaged to raise
its 2laws on a line with the side of his own head.
Suddenly one of the critter’s flippers extended,

right ear!

An indeseribable twist pervaded the country-
man’s phiz—his teeth became set in an instant,
and lowering his head, he started into a rapid
walk with—

‘—’od rot him! Oh—th-under!—Le-le-let go!
B-b-bla-blast yur Pictur!—-—-dnn’l—uugh! Mur-
m-murder—murder!

A bevy of youngsters had discovered the poor
devil’s predicament, as he rushed along the walk,
and he soon quickened his pace into a sharp trot,
making good headway towards the depot, the lob-
sfer dangling from the side of his head like a huge
old-fashioned ear-drop! As the crowd gathered
on his track, he inereased his speed fo a ‘dead
run’—sfill bawling at the top of his lungs—

‘Oh Lord!—ta-ta-’ake him ofi! M-m-mur dar!
—Cu-cu cuss bin,!  Take bim dow-d-own!?

*Go 1t, Boot:! shouted the crowd.

and the next day she gathered them altogether,

which is to be put forward. and that there isin-
deed no such indeeision, is it faught us or is it
from nature? There is a distinetion in the right
side of thabody, the left side is weaker, both as
to muscular power and its constitutional proper-
ties. The development of theorgans of motion
and action is greater on the right as may be prov-
ed by measurement, or the opinion of the tailor
or the shoemaker. This superiority may be said
to result from the more frequent use of the right
h¥nd and foot.  But whence the origin of this use
or practice?

t has been said children are tanght by parents
and nurses to use the right band—but not always.

‘Wﬁhﬁmm.-‘ hhmwmm;m"‘;

Besides this peculiarity is constitutional; disease
attacks the left side and members more frequently
than the right. In walking behind a person we
seldom see an equalized motion of the body; and
we may observe in the step with the rjght foot,
that the toe is not so mach turned out as the left,
and that agreat push is made with it. From the
form of females and the elasticity of their step re-
sulting more from the ankles than the hip, the de-
fect of the left foot is still more apparent. Wedo
not often see children on thew left foot. May it
not be concluded, then, that everything in the
convenience of life being adapted to the right hand,
13 not_arbitrary, butit is owing fo a natural en-
aowment of the body, that the right hand isstrong-
er and betier fifted for action?

e conclude, therefore, that the preference for
using the right hand rather than the left, is not
the effect of habit merely, nor adventitious, but a
provision of nature. The theory is not, indeed,
universally received. Theskilful analomist alone
can decide. If thereare peculiar propefties or
mechanism fo justify tl.e opinion, it affords a new
proof of wise and benevolent design in the ‘form

of our bodies,” and of our being ‘wonderfully
made.’ .

CureE rvor Topacco CHEWING.—A friend
gives the following peculiar case of tobacco chew-
ing and its cure. A genfleman in this vicinity
was exceedingly fond of the weed. A whole
paper made just three ‘quids’. for him.  His bet=
ter half was aneat woman. She disliked tobaceo,
ard especially did she dislike the appearance of
a pile of ‘old soldiers’ back of a fireboard, where
the gentleman was in the habit of throwing them.
They were ugly looking customers, large and
nasty. The gentleman himself was otherwise
neat, and took pleasure in spending his evenings
in his well furnished parlor.

His lady finally determined to make the ‘old
soldiers’ in the corner as odious to him as possible,

i

and added all the outsiders; she had no difficulty
in getling enough, as the gentleman not only
chewed large ‘cuds,” but changed them often.
She plaged them in conspicious places on the
beantifaF Brussels carpet; in the centre of the room
she placed a*‘king pile,” composed of five of the

largest and coarsest. The whole were made fo
show o the best advantage, and they really did |
themselves eredit. They stood up on end in full
proportions, l

At dark the gas-lights were brilliantly burning,
and shortly after the gentleman came in. He
stopped short, and at first commenced some hard
epithets, then he burst into loud laughtet, and his
wife came in to see what the matter was.—

;:-pu-uﬂ the c-c-cussid varmint offt Ta’ake
hif¥Fback! T—d-d-don’t wa-’ant no lo-10?obstise?
—and stopping suddenly before a benevolent-look- |
ing Quaker gentleman upon the walk, he begged |
him to take the infernal viper away! 5

The countryman’s ear resembled a purple-ripe |
plum, when the kind-hearted gentlemamw seized
the claw and relieved him of his load. As the
circulation of blood resumed, the unhappy vietim

his wife interposed: *These things came directly

| will they spoil the carpet??” And then looking at

‘Who did this?” said hey ‘who put these nasty
things here? They’il rum your carpet; and be
rang for the servant to clean them away, when

from your mouth,’ said she. ‘Are they nasty?

him sharply, she added—*if these things are fit to
be held in my husband’s mouth for hours, they are

bestowed on his benefactor a kind of smile, (nn-
able to articulate a syllable) such a smile as one |
might suppose would 1esult from screwing an ineh |
auger through the spine of a mau’s back. |

Our wnfortunate friend was grateful, but le
couldn’t speak. It was now the turn of the Qua-
ker gentleman fo smile—hecause he conldn’t help
it—the object before him appeared so perfectly
ladierons. But his wag a bland smile of sympa-
thy,such a one as only a Quaker can bestow.

But our benevolent friend i1 the broad brim was
careless—he was! In his efforts to aid the un-
Incky countryman, he had secured the lobster by
lh;z claw, and he still held it dangling at his
gide.

‘ Hurt thee much, friend?”

fe——— Blast him!—ooh??

‘Thee shouldr’t swear, friend, quietly respon-
ded the Quaker—Dbut as he concluded his sentence
of advice, a most unearthly scowl shot across his

contorted with direst grimaces! The lobster,clo-
sing his claw, bad elntched the Quaker’s fingers
till the bleod started under the nails!

‘—Igh!=Oh, dear me—Ow!-—the scamp!—
take him away,” shrieked the Quaker, nearly
fainting with pain. |

‘Da-da-d——d ef I do’—

‘T'ake himy friend’

‘N-nnoyerdo-n’t! Yer-ger-zu-guthim cheap-
er'n [ did—c-cost me three sh-sh-shillings;—but
it’s n-n-no matter about that.’ :

¢He’s a vielons ereatur.?

‘8 .s-s0 I thonght—m m-mister.?

‘There!” added the Quaker, at 1as's-and disen-
gaging the monster from hiz hand, he dashed it
| to the ground.

A news-boy secured the Jobster, to which no
sort of ohjection was made by the injured par-
tie=. :

A crowd had collected around -the ecene, and
the countryman at last bathought bim of ¢he cars.
The clock commenced striking eight—the Quaker
disappeared-—and our friend dashed into the De-
pol, ai the sound of the ‘last belll—swearing as
plainly as bis excitement would permit, that he
hE:rl ‘had en-nu-nu-"ough of li-live lo-obsties!’—
| BLX. 9. X

Woy ane wie RicHT HANDED.—Sir Charles
Bell on this subject chserves:
That for the convenience of life, and to make

certainly no disgruce o lie upon the carpet which
we tread on.’

*Just so? said the husband,.and for some rea-
son he has not had any tobaeco in his mouth since
{hat time.—[ Hartford Times.
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Younc MAN You’RE WANTED.—A  woman
wants you, don’t forget her. No mafter if you
are poor, don’t wait to be rich, if you do, ten to
‘one if you are fit to be married. Marry while you
are young and struggle up together.—[ Ex.

But mark, young man, the woman dot?t want
you, if she is to divide her affections with a cigar,
spittoon, or whiskey jugz. Neither does she wan!
you, if you can’t take care of her, and any little
after thoughts, which ars pretty certain to follow.
Neither does she want yon simply because you
are a man, the definifior of which is too apt fo Le
an animal that wears bifrucated ‘garments or his
lower limbs, a quarter sectiun of stove-pipe on
his head, swears like a pirate, is- given to filthy

practices generally. She wanis you for a com-
anion, a help. mate—she wants you if you have’

R

earned to regulale your passions and appetites,
in short she wants you, if you are made in the
image of God, not in the hkeness of a beast., If
you are strong in good purpose, firm in resistance
to evil, pure in thonght and action as yon require
hér to be, and without which inward and out-
ward purity, neither of yon are fit'ed for husband
or wife—if you love virtne and abher vicey if you
are gent'emanly, forbearing and kind, and not
loud talking, exacting and brutal, then young man,
that woman wanis vou—!hat fair, modest, cheer- |

ful -bright losking, frank spo’ & womuan wem ar,
who fills your ideal of mailen and wife—it is she,
wants you! marry her when you like, whether
you are rich or poor, we’il trust yon bo'h on the
conditions named withou! further seeurify.—[ Ex.

Tuixg.—Thought engenders thought, Place
one idea on paper, another will follow it, and
still another, until you have writtena page. You
cannot fathom vour mind. There is a well of
thought there which has no botlem. The more
you draw from it the more clear and fruifful it
will be. If you neglect to think vourself, and
nse other people’s thoughts, giving them utterance

I
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only, you will never know what you are capable
of. ret your ideas may come out in lumps,
homely"and shapeless; but time and perséverance

will arranee and pelish them. Learn to thiuk,

ns promapt and dexferons, it is evident there ourht
to be no hesitation which hand is to be wsed or |

and yon will learn to writey the more you think,

the better will you express your ideas. 1

-
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Woman's Rights.

A STORY OF LEAP YEAR.

Samuel Smith sat at home on New Yea
in dishabille. His beard was unshaven: |
uncombed; his long boots unblacked; ang
leavimg back in a pi:turesque attitude,
against the mantle-piece smoking a cy
uel thought to himself that. as it was
it would be glorious if the ladies |
question in accordance with theiry
leges.

As he sat watching the smoke W
gracefully, his fancy glowed with
delightful it would %e to have the de
fondling on him, and with their te
endeavoring fo do the agreeable.

As he medifated, his heart soff
began fo feel a squeamish, woman
diffused over his feelings, and he thy
faint with propriety the first time a
his hand, '

Rap, rap, rap, rap, sounded at ¢
uel peeped through the Venetiany

‘IMercy!’ exclaimed he, ‘if theref
—and I in dishabille, and looking |
good gracious! I must go and fix my#

As he left the room, Miss Jones en
with a composed air intimated that she ¢

She was a firm believer in woman’s
now that the season was propitious,
mined® to take the advantage thereo
little courting on her own hook. It Wt
woman’s privileges which had been usw
the tyrant man, and she determined to asse
rights in spite of the hollow formalilies -
false system of society. ' "
edon Sam’s refurn fo
‘Dearest, how beautiful you look,’ accom
ir::g her words with a glance of undisguised ac
ion.

‘Spare the blushes of a modest young man,’
said Sam, applying the cambric to his face to hide
his confusion. _

‘Nay, my love, why so coy?’ said Susan, ‘turn
not away those beantiful eyes, dark as jet, but
spaikling as the diamond. Listen fo the vows of
affection. Here let us rest,” said she drawing him
to the sofa; ‘here, with my arm around thee, will
I profess my frue affection.’ |

‘Leave me, ob, leave mé? murmured Samuel;
think of my youth and inexperience—spare my
paIEitating heart.?

‘Leave thee?? said Susan, pressing him eloser
to her; ‘never! until the story of restless nights
of unquiet days of aspiration, fond ¢motions and
undying love is laid before thee. "Know that for
years I have suffered for thee acecret pascion.
Need [ tell thee how such manly beauty. moved
me? How I worshipped like a sunflower in the
Iurid light of these raven tresses? How my fond
heart was entrapped in the meshes of those magni-
ficent whispers? How [ would vield to the govern-
ment of that imperial! thy manners <o modest, so
delicate, enchanted me—joy to me—for thy joy
wes my joy. My heart 1s ever thine—take it—
{:_ut {irst{et me sua'ch one kiss from those ruby
ips. |

The overwhelming feelings of the delicate
youth were too strong, and he fajnted from ex-
cess of joy.. Meanwhile the enamored maiden
hung fondly over him, and—

Slowly the eyes of Samuel Smith opened—he
gazed wildly about him—then meeting the ardent
gaze of his lover, he blushed deeply, and from
behind his handerchief faintly faltered out—<Ask
my ma.’—[ Ex.
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the room, she excl ._
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ArTtiFicial Propuverion oF Frsu.—In the
last selting of the Societe Zoologique d’Acclim-
ation, M. Millet, who is well known for his efforts
in the arttficial production of fish, detailed a ser-
ies of experimenls he had made in conveying
fecundated egge. The result was, he said, that
when eggs were wrapped up in wet cloths and
E!aced in boxes with moss to prevent them from
secoming dry and being jolted, may be safely
conveyed not only during {wenty or thirty, but
for even more than than sixty days either by raul-
way or diligence.

He added that he had now in his possession
eges abont 1o be halched, whieh had been brought
from the most distant parts of Scotland and Ger-
many, and even from America. M. Millet then

' stated a fact which was much more curion —

namely, fecundated eges of different descriptions
of salmon and trout, do not perish even when
the c'oths and moss in which they are wrapped,
become frozen. e had even been able, liesaid
to ohserve, by means of a microscope, that a fkh
just issuing from the egg and of which the heart
was seen to beat, was not inconvenienced by be-
ing completely frozen u{a. This he E-.‘.h':-pldincd by
the fact that the animal heat of the fish even in
the embryo state, is sufficzient {o preserve around
it a certain qnantity of moistare.

. A Puzziep Ispivipvar.—Talking of the
Maine law, the following, a scene by no means
uniqne or uncommon, may serve fo show the
necessity of some such regula‘ion, in some perts
of the world. 4

A eenfleman going home one dark and rainy
evening, found himself behind a very drunken fel-
low, who *beat up’ the side walk a conple of rods
in advance. Preremtly he ‘missed stavs’ on the
‘starboard tack’ and ran against a tree. He pulled
off what was originally intended for a hat, tottered
a moment on his toes, and apologised to the jos-
tled individual, with a hiceup between every other
word:—'Schuze me, ghir; [ ’shure you, shir,
"tirzly ’tentional on my part. Sho dark, shir, |
didu’t see vou. Sehuze mey shir, schuZe me, it
you please.”  After which nh:aﬁtllnimls explanation,
and an-abortive effort to put on his hat, he essaved
to confinue on his way; but brought up again on
the first lurch against the same free: ¢[ reely heg
vour pardon, shiry I'm afraid yow’il %s cet tlat
’m ’tossicated; but I *shuie yon shir, I never was
more sober in all my life.. 1’sdark and splagiy;
and reeily shir, I’sphoeed, tlig you'd gone along.’



