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A CLOCK WONDER.

During the summer of 17—might i
have been observed loitering about the
Tuileries a spare, shabbily dressed man,
past the prime of life, restless and dis-
concerted in his humble garb, an air
of faded respectability and character.
He was a decayed Spanish nobleman,
Dbn Monsen Chavarri by name, and
‘one thing noticeable about him was
his presistency in endeavoringto obtain
an audience of the Emperor. Foiled in
every attempt, either through accident
or the suspicions of the attendants, he
invariably received his rebuffs in silence
and withdrew—only to renew his im-
portunites. Repulsed to-day, to mor-
row found him at his post, lie haunt-
ed the palace like a spectre. Even the
gamins soon grew familiar with the
story- of his hopeless quest, and he be-1
gan in time to be treated with that sort
ofpitifulconsideration which is usual-
ly accorded to those ofunsound mind.

At length, however, came a day when
in the Rue de Eivoli, as the Emperor
was returning from a review, a pistol
shot was rang out from the corner of
the court, and the bullet, whistling
through the line of out-riders, buried
itself in a panel of the imperial carri-
age. The police at once charged the
crowd, and among the number arrest-
ed was our friend the Spaniard.

At the trial, there being no evidence
fcgainst him, he was acquitted, -hut
warned to leave Paris instantly. Ac-
ting upon the warning, he disappear-
ed, and for a time all traces ofhim were
lost.

It was two years after this occurence
that there began to circulate among
the quid nuncs of the capital reports
of a marvellous clock to be seen in that
city, which illustrated, by means of
automatic figures, an episode in the life
of the Emperor, and was designed for
presentation to that personage.

It was said to be the work of a fa-
mous artizan, who had lately arrived
incognito, from foreign parts, accom-
panied by a young lady, his daughter,
who, in a supposed fit of eccentricity,

—lodgings in an humble and
obscure quarter of the Faubourg Si
Antoine. The reports of the wonder-
ful, almost supernatural performances,
of this piece of mechanism, and the
mystery surrounding its owner and in-
ventor, gave rise for a short time and
in certain circles to no small amount
of gossip.

This gradually died away, and the
artizan and his clock #ere alike forgot-
ten, when an event occurred which
restored them to more than their for-
mer prominence, and entitled them to
a place in history.

Fouche, one morning in his office,
received a letter from his private agent
in Spain, which contained information
ofa most startling and important char-
acter. Its perusal threw him into a
state of unusual excitement,' and its
result wr as an immediate descent of the
police upon the mysterous shop in the
Faubourg St. Antoine, wr ith orders to
arrest the artizan and his daughter, se-
cure the premises, carefully guard all
the stock, tools, impliments and other
contents from being touched or dis-
placed tillfurther opportunity offered
for a thorough investigation.

The party detailed for the duty hav-
ing departed, Fouche reseated himself
and waited, with ill-concealed anxiety,
the arrival of the prisoners.

After a considerable lapse of time,
the officer charged with the arrest ap- •
peared empty-handed. His report was
soon made.

The lady in the case, the daughter,
had that morning, at an early hour,
left her house in Faubourg, accompani-
ed by a lad who bore a heavy black
portmanteau. The two had been trac-
ed to the gates of Montmartre, beyond j
which point no clue to their movements
could be obtained.

The old workman himself had left
the shop an hour before the visit of the
police, locking the doors and baring
windows behind him. He bore in his
arms what was apparently, according
to the apple-woman opposite, a great
square box, covered with oilskin. It
seemed heavy. He sat down, awhile on
the door-step, wr hen a calash came by,
into which he put himself and box,
with the assistance of the driver, and
was driven at a rapid pace.. The calash
was brown. The driver was in green
livery. A gens d’arme was following
him, and another was guarding the
shop, where, however, nothing remain-
ed but a piece of furniture and a great
many scrapes of brass and iron.

Fouche reflected a moment, when his
face suddenly whitened. Without a
word he dashed down the stairway
into the street, and sprang into a pass-
ing fiacre,

“To the Tuileries!” he shouted,
“Double wages for double speed!”

Arrived at the palace, he hastily a-
lighted and demanded to be shown at
once into Die presence of the Emperor.
Napoleon was in the boudoir in which
be frequently received private visitors,

and thither the ushers instantly con- s
ducted Fouche, who encountering some ]
delay in the anteroom, impatiently <
pulled open the folding doors and en- !
tered unannounced. The Emperor i
greeted the intrusion at first with a \
frown of displeasure, but instantly re-1 \
cognizing his visitor, resumed his cus- 1 ]
ternary expression and nodded affably. I

Fouche took in the situation ata'f
single glance. i

Besides Napoleon, there were five ]
persons in the room. Four of these j
were officials of the palace—chamber- s
lains and armed valets—who frequent- ; •
ly attended when he gave audience, to ¦ ]
prevent attempts at private assassina- j
tion. The fifth was a man habited in 1
a common workman’s blouse, standing ]
apart from the others in a respectful i<
attitude, and holding in his hand a!
workman’s red fez cap. It needed but, ‘
a single glance to assure Fouche that ]
this person was no other than the old |¦

i familiar goblin of the Tuileries—Don ,
Monsen Chavarri.

,
But how metamor- i

shosed!5hosed! His hair,'formerly gray, was 'yed to a glossy blackness; his face ¦
was despoiled of its moustache and
pointed beard, and his once smooth!
hands were roughened as though by ex-1posure and toil. At his side stood a I
large lacquer table, supporting an ob-;
ject which Fouche saw at once to be: i
an exact model of the church of the 1 1
Notre Dame, wrought in metal, in the
highest style of the art, and serving |
evidently as the case for a clock, since! i
just above the folding doors, which were!
perfect imitations ofthose whichbarred j
the principal entrance to Notre Dame,
were two dials, on one of which the!
hours and minutes were measured, j;
while on the other a long, sweeping j
hand described the seconds. Fouche,'
by a natural, impulse, noticed the time
indicated by the dials. It lacked a

; few minutes of noon.
Immediately itereafter he starred

with a nervous Jim as the clock gave
a warning note to strike—then sudden-
ly there was a clank of complicated
machinery, and the great doors folded
slowly inward, exposing the whole of
the gorgeous interior to view.

The mimic church was decorated as
‘though for some great fete. Banners
and hangings of the richest material
and most costly workmanship flutter-
ed from the ceilings and flaunted from
the niches in the walls. The aisles
were carpeted with tapestry and velvet,
and the pillars were clustered with gold
and blazing with gems. On the oppo-
site side of the great nave two thrones
were erected, one being approached by
a fight ofvelvet covered steps, and can-
opied with cloth of gold and scarlet
velvet sprinkled with bees.

And now the great bell in the tower
struck one with a heavy, reverberating
clang, a swell oftriumphal music arose, |
and a mimicprocession, clad in gorge- j
ous robes, moved into view from one
of the hidden aisles. At the head of
this cottage wr alked an old man, wear-
ing a triple crown, who, as the bell
tolledfor the second time, ascended the
steps of the smaller throne.

Itwas the ceremony of the coronation
performed by automatons.

Napoleon looked on witl> unusual !
interest. “Confess Fouche,” he said,
“that this is as admirable in its way as j
the police system in Paris. There is
one mistake, however,” be continued. |
“The great doors of Notre Dame were
not open on that occasion. The throne ;
was built against them, and the only!
entrance was through the tranverse
halls.”

“True, sir,” said he fictitious arti- :
zan, casting a side glance at Fouche,
whose name he had just heard pronoun-
ced. “True, but your Majesty wall see ;
that it is a great mistake unavoidable |
here. Like the rest of the world, we
have been obliged to sacrifice truth in
order to secure effect.”

The Emperor smiled, and remained 11 silent. 1
Meanwhile, Fouche was revolving a

; dilemma inhis mind with the rapidity
[ of one accustomed to act in dangerous
crises. There are situations in which
a slight vantage in the hands of a dan-
gerous man may set at naught the

; strength of thousands, and in which j
\ the most extraordinary means must be I
employed to secure apparently trifling
results. Fouche adopted the course I
which seemed at first most speedily
practicable, since the consideration of
first importance wr as in this instance
time.

“Your Majesty,” said he, advanc-
i ing, and speaking rapidly, “may I re-

quest your cabinet to a matter of the
; utmost importance—a matter of which
willnot admit of a moment’s delay?”

The Emperor turned in surprise and
i frowned. Chavarri looked up sullen-
ly and silently, and made a suspicious
movement toward the clock. With the
rapidity of thought Fouche changed
his plans.

“Your Majesty,” said he loudly and
more rapidly than before, “the Lady

jIsidore Chavarri has just been arrest-
\ed near the Cemetry of Montmartre,
| charged with capital crime. She has
’already been tried by a special tribunal

and condemed to death. Icome to im-
plore your Majesty to grant her par-
don.”

As he spoke he fixed a painful, search-
ing gaze upon the Spaniard. This time
the bolt had struck. The old man’s
face was taking on a sickly hue and
his limbs trembled.

“This is a most unusual proceeding,”
said the Emperor, in amazement, “Who
is this lady, and what is the nature of
her crime?”

Fouche, bent double with suspense,
still, keeping his eye rivited upon the
tanny, changing face, spoke almost im-
ploringly:

“Youhave trusted me before, sire. I
beseech you trust me now. Ask me
no questions, but write the pardon—-
quickly.”

There was an instant ofsilence, bro-
ken only by the ticking and low fair
music of the clock. The second hand
was measuring off the sixtieth minute,
with rapid, steady sw T eeps. Almost un-
consciously Fouche drew a pistol from
his pocket, cocked it unobserved, and,
with a face like that of a corpse, was
raising himself to fire—with a cry to
the Emperor on his lips—wr hen Cha-
varri, whose mind seemed torn by con-
tending emotions, bent suddenly over
his mechanism, touched a spring con-
cealed in the rear of the tower, and in-
stantly the whole complicated machi-
nery ofthe clock stopped with a sudden
metallic clang. The music ceased, the
automatons paused, standing like sta-
tues, each in his place, the mimic Em-
peror stretching out his head for the
crown of the Caesars, and the great
bell in the tower poised midway in its
swing for the twelfth and final stroke.
“Parbleu!” muttered Fouche, pocket-

ing the pistol and wiping the perspira-
tion from his brow. “Allowme, Mon-
sieur,” he said, advancing to the table,
“let me inspect this "wonderful speci-
men of art.”

“It is so delicate, Monsieur,” said
Chavarri hurriedly, still keeping his
finger on the secret spring and waving
Fouche off with his unengaged hand.

“Here is the pardon,” said the Em-
peror, affixing his signature to a paper
as he spoke. “Iholdyou, Fouche, re-
sponsible forresults. Well, what next?”

“Our worthy friend’s clock is bro-
ken, itappears,” said Fouche, awkard-
iy-

“Broken, sire,” said the Spaniard,
“and with it the plans of a lifetime.—
And,” he added, casting down his eyes
and speaking in a querulous, broken
voice, “since, when one’s hopes are bro-
ken, one cares but littlewhere he goes,
I wish a passport to leave France.”

Fouche took up the cue immediate-
ly-

“lhave a request, sire,” said he, ‘that
you also make out a full and free par-
don for the accomplice of the Lady Isi-

jdore Chavarri—her father, Don Mon-
son Chavarri, of Seveille.”

The Emperor smiled bitterly. His
active mind had already compassed the
situation, and without a word either
of expostulation or of inquiry, he seiz-
ed a pen and wrote. Then, having
finished and signed the double pardon,
he advanced with it in his hand.

“Our friend here,” he said, “doubt-
less knows where these persons are to
be found and to him I confide these pa-
pers.”

The old man, still jealously keeping
his hand on the spring or on the me-
chanism, read aloud:

“Afull permission to Don Monsen
and Donna Isidore Chavarri to leave
France immediately, without hinder-
ance or question.”

“Add,” said he, “and alive.”
“You would have made a good di-

plomat,” said Napoleon, as he made the
required addition.

Chavarri hesitated for a moment, re-
moved his hand from the spring, and
bowing his head, glided toward the
door. Just upon the threshold be turn-
ed in sudden dismay.

“YVhere shall I find my daughter?”
asked Chavarri.

“When she is found we will send
Monsieur word,” sneered Fouche.

An expression of the most intense
malignity flashed across the old man’s
face, and with an oath he sprang back
toward the table in the room. A pis-
tol confronted him.

! “The pardons are forfeited!” cried
Fouche.

“No,” said the Emperor, “let him
pass.”

Chavarai, with a look of wonder,
¦wheeled slowly about and disappear-
ed.

After his departure, Napoleon stood
for a short time in the centre of the a-
partment, lost in a profound reverie.

Then, as his gaze fell upon the clock
and the automaton standing beneath
the suspended crown within, he bent
forward and regarded it attentively.

“So,” he said, “this was to have been
my successor.”

It is scarcely necessary to add that
the clock proved on examination, to be
an infernal machine of the most inge-
nious and deadly description. Con-
cealed beneath the metalic slab tvhich
formed the pavements of the mimic
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chapel, and which was constructed to
fold back at the proper moment, was
found a triple row of small, wrought

! iron barrels loaded heavily with slugs
and balls, arranged to cover an arc of
forty-five degrees; no one within twen-

| tv yards could possibly have withstood
i their exploded simultane-
jOusly, exactly when'the hands on the

: dial indicated the hour of noon; but a
‘jspring on the outside of the case gave

; the manipulator power to alter the
“set”of the discharge them
sooner if necessary.

A few months after the occurrence
of the incident narrated above, Fouche
received a letter from Chavarri, then
in England, written in the vein in
which men who have played a desper-
ate game and lost occasionally write
to those who have outwitted them.—
The vriter said the clock was entirely
the work of his own hands, and that
he and his daughter alone were con-
cerned in the plot, which had been
frustrated by Fouche’s promptness.

As for himself, lie had littleexpec-
tation of escaping, having freely Re-
solved to involve himself, ifnecessary,
in the destruction which should over-
whelm the Emperor. His daughter,
however, the only person on earth for
whom he retained any affection, he
could not afford thus to sacrifice. He
had made provision elsewhere for her
future support, and, according to the

i original plan, she was to hai£ left Pa-
ris thirty days before the consumma-
tion of the plot, th is having abundant

! time to pass the frontiers and reach a
; pface of safety. ? This had been foiled

i by iiunforeseen event. On
ing before thermal fiasco at the Tui!-

. eries they haorecoived information to
, the effect that Napoleon was oh the

. point of departure (hr the frontier, and
every thing being inreadiness, and the

! period of his return being uncertain,
it was determined to make the attempt
at once. On the following morning,

i accordinglv, the daughter had depart-
• ed at as early an hour as possible, trust-

’ ing for her escape to her good fortune,
. and he, fortified wi|h letters from pro-

. minent officials, hail proceeded to the

Salace at eleven, .having given his
aughter all Jh&fkfk itjvas. possible

. to spare.
Fouche himself knew the rest. No

personal danger, no promised honor,
nothing in short but the cunningly de-

. vised falsehood regarding his daughter
i could have induced him to stop the

L hands of the fatal clock.
He also confessed that itwas he who,

two years before, had fired the shot in
the Rue de Rivoli,and said it had long

. been the sole aim and purpose of his
life to assassinate Napoleon. He add-

; ed, however, that they need have no
. fear of his repeating the attempt, as
. the magnanimity of the Emperor on
. the last occasion had completely dis-

armed him.
, Chavarri subsequently died in ex-
’ treme poverty in London. Of the af-
! ter fate of his daughter, nothing is

known. His clock, despoiled of the
r murderous portion of its machinery,
' was preserved for several years in the

’ Tuileries, and was finally destroyed by
an accidental fire and the falling of a
wall.

i

'Neverßelinquish Your Object.

. Never relinquish the great object of
| your ambition, if it be a worthy one.

Let it exert a controlling influence over
your actions. In the first place, have

, some definite aim to your life—some
distinct and leading object of your am-
bition ; and be ambitious to accomplish
it. An aimless, objectless life is a dull
and dreary waste. It lacks stimulus,

, zest and enjoyment.
In choosing an object of ambition,

select one, in behalf of which all the
strength, all the higher and nobler

‘ faculties of your nature, may be enlist-
ed. Have an aim that you may unblush-
ingly and proudly exhibit to the light¦ of the day, and for which you may safe-
ly challenge the respect of all. Then
pursue itearnestly and steadfastly. No
matter what discouragements assail

, you, keep right on in the pursuit of
, your object. Ifyour progress be slow,

still persevere, and make it sure.
Do sorrows come to you? They come

to all. The continued adherence to
the great plan of usefulness which you
have laid out, will do as much as any-
thing can to brighten your path, even
when grief and gloom overshadow it.
Press on, through good report or evil

' report, through darkness or through
jsunshine, amid storms or under peace-¦ ful skies —still press on, and never re-

' linquish the great object of your am-
bition.

There is no use talking, “I’mgoing
. to get married,” said a bachelor ac-1
;; quaintance the other day, while busily

engaged in sewing: “HereI have work-
l ,ed just twenty minutes by the watch

jtrying to get this needle threaded, and
:jthen just as 1 succeeded I pulled the

j thread out. Finally I got it threaded
¦; again, and now after sewing this but-¦ I ton on good and strong, I find I’ve got
11 it on the wrong side and I have my

5 1 work to do over again.
"

i

Vacilating Farmers.
There are probably very few farmers

who have not at some time suffered
losses through making changes in the

i management ofproducts of theirfarms.
It is wellenough to experiment with

; new kinds of grain or vegetables, but
: to be continually twirling on a pivot
i waiting to see which way the wind is
going to blow is the unsettled policy
of far too many farmers, as well as of

• men in other professions,
i At least one-half of mankind are,

Micawber-like, waiting for something
to turn up, and that something is just
what a few leading progressive men
choose to decide upon as the very thing
that everybody wants and whicn these
leaders happen to have for sale. It
does not make much difference what
it is; a little talk and a goodly show
ofprinter’s ink willmake itgo. Should
it be sheep, every farmer will think it
his duty to purchase a flock, and of
course at fancy prices, because in times
of excitement things are sure to sell
far above their intrinsic value. As soon
as the markets are overstocked with
wool and mutton prices go down, and
sheep are slaughtered by the thousand,
and then a scarcity brings prices up
again. Similar instances of the fluc-
tuation ofprices occur in all the differ-
ent products of the farm in consequence
of this vacillating spirit which is so
prevalent among our farmers, who are
not content with a good, sound policy
which, if pursued for a term of years,
would certainly be the most remunera-
tive. There are, it is true, a few men
who have learned that whenever any
one or more ofour staple farm products
fall very low in price there is sure to
be a change, and prices go to the other
extreme. Ifwa have not made a great
mistake in our observations and calcu-
lations, the farmers who have really
made money by farming are those who
pursue one course, without any consi-
derable variation, never changing their
stock or crops because somebody thinks
certain things are going, to be high
and others low. If they keep sheep
one year, and wool is low, it does not
make them discouraged, but instead of
this they willpurchase the cheap lots
of their onee over-sanguine but how"
disheartened neighbors; in fact, they
are always going in as others‘go out.

We think ifour thoughtful farmers
will just look over the prices of farm
products for the past twenty years they
cannot fail to see just how money has
been and can be made by sticking to a
few of the leading products of a farm,
whether itbe butter, cheese, meat, hay
or grain. The same truths hold good
in orcharding and gardening, and it is
only those who select certain crops and
make a specialty of them who are sure
to get rich from the products of the
soil. We know one man near this city
who devoted a large portion ofhis farm
to cabbages for twenty years without
any variation on account of price, and
the result was $30,000 profit during
the time named. Another has culti-
vated twelve acres oftomatoes for near-
ly the same length of time with equal-
ly as good results.

It may be necessary to change occa-
sionally, but when a change is made
let it be a permanent one, and not for
a season or two, because a man can
hardly determine what the results will
be in so short a time. Allour eminent
and wealthy stock-breeders, dairymen,
and other noted agriculturists, are
men who have persistently devoted
their time and energies to a special
branch and not changed about to suit
the times or whims of speculators in
our markets. YVe must have special-
ties in farming as well as in other in-
dustrial pursuits before the highest or-

: der of skill willbe developed among
those who pursue this calling.—New
York Sun.

A New Housekeeper’s Guide. —

A party who proposes to publish a
new Housekeeper’s Guide sends the
following extracts from the forthcom-
ing work:

Plain sauce—An interview with a
' Saratoga hotel clerk.

To make a good jam—Ask any horse-
i car conductor.

To boil a tongue —Drink scalding
coffee.

How to make an Indian loaf—Give
: him a gallon of whiskey.

; | How to make good puffs—Send the
publisher fifty cents a line for them.

A plain loaf—A visit to the prairies.
To make pi—Jqstle the printer’s el-

,; bow.
.! To “bone” a turkey—Take itwhen
¦ the poulterer is not looking.
' i To corn beef —Feed your cattle at a
brewery.

, How to select a foul—Ask the um-
pire of a base ball match.

A plain stew —A trip in an old fash-
\ ioned street car on a warm day.

r I How to dress beats —A horse whip
is a good thing to dress beats with, es-
pecially ifthey be dead be£ts.

! If you would “mend the age,” you
i must be sure to “to take a stitch in

time.”

[selected for the “times.”]
There is a poem, occasionally attributed to

Milton, and not unworthy of him. A philolo-
gical examination of the fourth verse makes it
almost certain that Milton never wrote it; it
is only included in a few recent editions of his
works, and the probability is that it is of A-
merican origin, having been written by Eliza-
beth Lloyd, a Philadelphia Quakeress, herself
blind. But, whoever the author, the piece is
immortal: [National Intelligencer , Feb. 1868.

I am old and blind!
Men point at me as smitten by God’s frown.
Afflicted, and deserted of my kind ;

Yet Iam not cast down.

I am weak, yet strong;
I murmur not that I no longei see;
Poor, old, and helpless, Ithe more belong.

Father Supreme, to Thee!

0 merciful one!
When men are farthcst.then Thou art most near;
When friends pass silent by, my weakness shun,

Thy chariot I hear.
Thy glorious face

As leaning toward me, and its holy light
Shines in upon my lonely dwelling place;

And there is no more night.

On my bended knee
I recognize Thy purpose clearly shown;
My vision Thou hast dimmed that I may see

Thyself, Thyself alone.

1 have naught to fear ;

This darkness is the shadow of Thy wing;
Beneath it Iam almost sacred ; here

Can come no evil thing.

O ! Iseem to stand
Trembling, where footof mortal ne’er hath been,
Wrapped in the radiance of that sinless land

Which eye hath never seen.

Visions come and go;*
Shapes of resplendent beauty round me throng;
From angel lips I seem to hear the flow

Of soft and holy song.

It is nothing now
When Heaven is opening on my sightless eyes.
When aits from Paradise refresh my brows.

That earth in darkness lies.

In a purer clime
My being fills with rapture; waves of thought
Roll in upon my spirits ; trains sublime

Break over me unsought.

Give me now my lyre!
I feel the stirrings of a gift divine;
Within my bosom glows unearthly fire.

Lit by no skill of mine.

ffiscellatry.
Be Your Own Right Hand Man.

People who have been bolstered up
all their lives are seldom good for any-
thing in a crisis. When misfortune
comes, they look around for somebody
to cling to or lean upon. If the prop
is not there down they go. Once down
they are as helpless as a capsized tur-
tle, and they cannot find their feet a-
gain withoutassistance. Such persons
no more resemble men who have fought
their way to position, making difficul-
ties their stepping stones and deriving
determination from their defeat, than
vines resemble oaks, orspluttering rush
lights the stars of heaven. Efforts
persisted into achievements, train a
man to self-reliance; and when he has
proven to the world that he can trust
him. One of the best lessons a father
can give his son is this: Work; streng-
then your moral and mental faculties
as you would strengthen your muscles
by vigorous exercise. Learn to con-
quer circumstances; you are then in-
dependent of fortune. The men of a-
thletic minds, who left their mark on
the years in which they lived, were all
trained in a rough school. They did
not mount to their high position by the
help ofleverage; they leaped the chasm,
grappled with the opposing rocks, a-
voided avalanches, and when the goal
was reached felt that, but for the toil
that had strengthened them as they
strove, it could never have been obtain-
ed.

A Beautiful Sentiment. —The
following beautiful sentiment was re-
cently uttered by Judge L. T. Snead:

“The idea that the judicial officer is
supposed to be vested with ermine,
though fabulous and mythical, is yet
more eloquent in its significance. We
are told that the little creature called
ermine is so acutely sensitive as to its
own cleanliness that it becomes para-
lyzed and powerless at the slightest
touch of defilement upon its snow white
fur. When the hunters are pursuing
it they spread with mire the pass lead-
ing to its haunts, toward which they
then draw it, knowing that it willsub-
mit to be captured rather than defile
itself. And a like sensibility should
belong to him who comes to exercise
the august functions of Judge.”

Preserve the Newspapers. —Many
people take newspapers, but few pre-
serve them, yet the most interesting
reading imaginable is an old file of
newspapers. It brings up the very
age, with all its bustles and every day

' affairs, and marks its genius and its
spirit more than the most labored de-
scription of the historian. Who can
take a paper dated half a century ago
without the thought that almost every
name there printed is now cut upon a
tombstone at the head of an epitaph.
It is easy to preserve newspapers, and
they will repay the trouble, for like
that ofwine, their value increases with

¦ their years.

'** ¦ f\ I I

Terms: $2, in advance
Household Beoipea. £

J Miss Aaron’s Cake.— One and a
I half teacups sugar, 1 teacup butter, 2
- eggs less half a yolk, 1 a teacup of bulk,
i a teaspoon cream tartar, 1 teaspoon¦ soda in the milk,, nearly two cups of

: offlour,orenough to make itlikepound
; cake. Beat the Sugar and butter to-
> gether, pour soda and cream tartar in

' the milk; itwillfoam,and add a little
’ to the butter and sugar alternately,
with a littleflour, then add the eggs.

A Good Way to Cook Onions. —

It is a good plan to boil onions in milk
’ and water, it diminishes the strong

taste of that vegetable. It is an ex-
cellent way of serving up onions, to
chop them after they are boiled, and
put them in a stew-pan with a little
milk, butter, salt and pepper, and let
them stand about fifteen minutes. This

S'ves them a fine flavor, and they can

s served up very hot. To prevent
pie-crust from soaking: Glaze the un-
dercrust with beaten egg.

To Fry Chickens.— Dissect, salt
and pepper them with cayenne, roll
them in flour and fry them in lard.—
When the whole is fried pour off the
lard and put in a quarter of a pound
ofbutter, a teacup of cream, a little
flour and some parsley scalded and
chopped fine for tne sauce.

Chicken Soup.—Take two or more
chickens, according to their size, cut
them up and wash them well with all
belonging to them; put them on wkh
rather more water than willcover therm
with a slice ofbacon; when boiling add
thyme, an onion and sliced potatoes;
after all has boiled rub a piece of but-
ter flour and stir the whole well toge-
ther, then add a cup ofcream, the yolk
of one egg, a few okra pods, and a glass
ofwine just upon taking up. Of course
sufficient boilingwater is added intime
to make the soup of proper consistency
and palatable.- Oermantovm Telegraph*

A Good One. —At a political meet-
ing, the speaker and audience were
very much disturbed by a man who
constantly called for&fr.Heury- When-

‘ fever a new speaker came on, this man
i bawled out “MrHenry! Henry I Henry 1
Icall for Mr. Henry r 'V . ,

After several interruptions of this
kind at each speech, a young man as-
cended the platform and was soon air-
ing his eloquence in a magniloquent
style, striking out powerfully in his
gestures, when the outcry was heard

, for Mr. Henry.
Putting his hand to his month like

a speaking trumpet, this man was bawl-
ing out at the top of his voice, “Mr.
Henry! Henry! Henry! Henry! I call
for Mr. Henry to make a speech!”

The chairman now rose, and remark*
ed that it would oblige the audience,
if the gentleman would refrain from
any further calling for Mr. Henry as
that gentleman was now speaking.

“Is that Mr. Henry ?” said the dis-
turber of the meeting. “Thunder!
that can’t be Mr. Henry! Why, that’s
the little cuss that told me to holler.”

At the close of the Revolution, George
111 desired his Chaplain to return

i thanks to God.
The Chaplain replied, “Sire do you

wish me to thank God that you lost so
many troops!”

; “NoI”
“Do you wish to thank God because

i you have lost so many millions sterl-
ing?”

“No?”
“Do you want to thank God because

i you have lost thirteen ofyour best colo-
nies?”

“No?”
“Then what do you want to thank

; God for?”
’ “Iwant to thank God because it is

no worse”
So it is with the Radicals. They

fire salutes over North Carolina, and
thank God that it is no worse.

Do you know what a clambake is?
Ignorance exists in various quarters

s of the world. You poor several bush-
els of clams upon red hot stones, cover

. them over with wet canvas, heap sea-
weed on the mass, and in half an hour

• —a feast for the gods. But a clam-
bake dinner includes, besides some
clam chowder, plenty of boiled and
sweet potatoes and if some baked fish

, is included we have the feast in its per-
fection.

There is a man in Portland, Maine,
who supports his family in handsome
style by simply tying an able-bodied
cat by the tail to a clothes line every
night, and then going out in the morn-
ing to collect the soap, shaving cape,
brushes, &c., thrown into the yard by
angry borders in adjoining houses.

j An old lawyer says that the three
most troublesome clients be ever had
were a young woman who wanted to

jbe married, a married woman who want-
!ed to be unmarried, and an Old maid
! who didn’t know what she wanted.

1 Brutally truo—Wbat is pear to eve-
ry American heart ?—his stomach.


