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WHERE IS YESTERDAY.

Mother!some thingsIwant toknow,
Which puzzie and confuse me so.
To-day is present, as yon say;
But tell me, where is yesterday ?

Ididnot see it as it went;
1cn!y know how it was spent—
Inplay, and pleasure, through the rain;
Then whywon't itcome tack again ?

To-day the sun shines brightand e'ear;
But then, to-morrow's drawingnear.
To-day— oh, do not go away !
And vanish like dear ye&terday.

'Tis when the sun and allthe light
Have gone, and darkness brings the night,
ItEsems tome, you steal away,

-
And change journame to yesterday.

And willalltime be jn*tthe same? .
To-day— only n.une remain*?
And shallIalways have to §ay,
Tomorrow you'llbe yesterday?

Iwonder, when we froto heaven,
Ifthere a record willbe Riven
Of allour thoughts and all our vrtyp,
Writ on tho face of yesterdays?

Ifso,Ipray God grant tome
That mine anoble lifeway be;
For then, I'llfreet with joyousgiro
The dear, lost face yesterdays.—

Chambers Journal.

Captured by Nagas.

In1845 there were no steamers plying
up the Brahmaputra river, so, after
reaching Calcutta, we had the prospect
bi a three-months' voyage in boats. I
was assured Ishould find it a monoto-
nous journey ;and. notwithstanding the
many and varied scenes which we daily
witnessed, Imust own Iwas heartily
glad when we arrived at Nazareh, the
headquarters of the Assam Tea Com-
pany. Here we were hospitably enter-
tained by ths manager and officers of
the company, and after a few days' rest
left for our home, a five-days' journey,
on elephants. We arrived safely at our
destination not much tho worse for our
trip, but much shaken by the joltingof
the elephant?, and much bitten by the
mosquitoes on the way.
Isoon learned Bengalee and Assamese,

but, although the Nagas often paid us
visits, and were apparently the best of
friends, Ihad not succeeded in learn-
ing any of their language, nor didIac-
quire any confidence in them ;but we
Lived, as we thought, inperfect security,
and, although we heard of occasional
raids by the hilltribes, they were not
in our direction. The Nagas are a
sturdy, ugly, treacherous, but withal
brave race, much given tohead-hniiting,
like most of the tribes on ournortheast-
ern frontier;but they had been severe-
lyhandled by our troops not long be-
fore, and itwas thought they had set-
tled down intopeaceable folks.

Things went on quietly enough till
November, 1547. Myhusband had just
left for a few days on one of lii3half-
yearly journeys. Ihad been very busy
all day; the season was an unusually
sickly one, and our hospital was full of
sick women and children, on whomI
had been attending all day; andIwas
thoroughly tiredbefore 1retired to rest.
Ihad noticed many Nagas, unaccom-
panied by any of their women, go past
our lines that day ;and, though Ihad
been tolditwas a bad sign when these
Bavages came down into the plains
alone,Inever gave it a thought ;and,
after seeing everything made fast,Iwent
to bed. Ihad not been asleep formore
than anhour or two whenIwas awak-
ened by the most fearful yells and
screams of men, women and children,
together with the glareof our tea-houses
and coolie-lines on fire!Ihad just time
to spring out of bed and put on a few
clothes, when our own bungalow was
surrounded by a band of savages, armed
with spears and clubs, and carrying
torches, which they threw on our roof.
The place was instantaneously inflames;
and, to escape suffocation, Irushed out
asIwas, and was immediately felled to
the ground and lay insensible for some
time. When Irecovered, Ifound my-
self pinioned, while ail around me was
desolation. Our late home was amass of
charred and smoking ruins ; and oh !
horror of horrors, a pileof heads of men,
women and children were lyingclose by
me ! The savages were hunting about
for more victims. Many of them were
drunk and covered with blood ; and
every new and then an agonizing scream
and an exultant laugh would proclaim
that some wretch had been but too suc-
cessful inhis search, and that another
poor coolie had been discovered and sac-
rificed.

This dreadful scene lasted fullytwo
hours, when the Nagas seemed satisfied
that there were no more victims alive,
and gathered together round where I
lay, and apparently discussed what my
fato was to be. Some were evidently
clamorous for my head ; others

—
and

among them Ifancied were some who
had been in the habit of visiting vs

—
\u25a0were more humanely inclined, and at
one time Ithought it would end ina
fight between the two factions. But
another and stronger party, headed by
a chief whom Irecognized as one to
whom my husband had shown much
kindness, and whose child had been
nursed by me through a dangerous ill-
ness, at once decided my fate by order-
ing a stretcher to bo prepared, on which
Iwas placed and carried by two men
along the jungle path leading to the
mountains. My head was fearfully
swollen from the blowIhad received ;
Isuffered tortures from racking pains
in the head, and also from cold, forI
was but partially dressed, and the
weather inAssam, especially in the hilly
districts, is bitterlycold fromNovember
untilthe middle ofFebruary. As ifray
other miseries were not enough, Iwas
almost eaten alive by mosquitoes, and
every now and then horrid tree leeches
would fall down upon me as we brushed
through the jungle, immediately fasten
on me and suck away tillfrom repletion
they foiloff. We moved at a rapidrate
all the remainder of that night and till
noon next day, when we halted for an
hour by a stream, and whereImust
have again become insensible, forIre-
member nothing further tillthe starry
sky above proclaimed night once more*;
but still our party hurried on, nor did
we halt tillclose of daybreak.

As we wound around the hill,up a
steep path, leading toa fortifiedvillage,
the savages began to yell forth a chant ;
many of them danced and capered,
while the women coo-cooed and clapped
their hands, bowing their heads to the
ground as we passed by; and amidst
the yellingof men, women and cliildren,
the beating of tom-toms, gongs and in-
struments resembling those called chol-
era horns inIndia, we entered the stock-
ade by a narrow doorway. The stock-
ade itself was nearly a" square, each
face about 175 yards long. On three
sides there were houses, built in long
lines, and well raised off the ground,
and the fourth side, the only one appar-
ently approachable by an enemy, was
strongly fortified, and the space in front
pangied. Pangies are bamboo spikes,
hardened, sharpened and jagged, driven
intothe ground for some distance round
every stockade, and covered over with
fallenleaves. Often they are poisoned.
They willgo through the toughest sole,
and once inthe footTcannot be extracted ;
and ifpoisoned death followsinanhour
or two. Hence they are greatly drsad-

cd. Several gingalls were placed, and
rude towers flanked the position, on
which were collected huge stones, or
rather rocks, ready to hurl down upon
an invading foe. In the center of the
stockade was a long pole, and arranged
round itwere human heads, beside those
of gayals, buffaloes and deer ;whiletied
tightly down to fivepegs were as many
gayals, which were forthwithslain.

Copious draughts of an intoxicating
drink made of fermented rice were
drunk. The women then formed in a
ring, and danced round the pole to a
slow measure, twice or thrice; then
leaned down, with their heads bowed to
the ground, while amidst a perfect fury
of tom-toms and gongs the ceremony of
flaying the slain cattle commenced. And
after another march round the pole and
a general chorus, a chief stepped to tho
front and made an oration, which was
greatly applauded. The women danced
round hand in hand, and, opening out
into two parties, allowed the men with
tlie gayals' heads toenter, and closed up
the space behind them. The fiveheads
were placed equidistant fromono another
and from the pole;both men and women
stepped over them with a mincing gait,
clapping their hands and keeping time
to the rude music ;salaaming at the
same time to the human heads. They did
this twice; then joining hands, men in
the inner ring and women in the outer,
danced round furiously, and suddenly
broke off into small parties ;and wnile
the warriors, weary from their long and
hurried journey, retired to rest, the
women and those who had not joined in
the foray cut up the gayals and pre-
pared the evening feast.

The foregoing, whichis but a faintde-
scription of the frightfuland disgusting
scene, was not over tillpast noon. I
had been apparently forgotten while it
lasted. Ilay tied to the stretcher, with-
out the least shelter from the sun, a si-
lent and horrified spectator of this
shocking spectacle. Tne sun had raised
blisters overmyface, neck and shoulders.
Iwas taken to"the chief's house and lib-
erated ;but, being unable to move.I
was carried into a corner and there de-
posited, where Isoon became uncon-
scious ;raging fever set in, and allIre-
membered for some time was incessant
drumming, and night made hideous with
debauchery and diabolical rites and
noises ; but whether it was really so
Icannot state positively, for Iwas
light-headed many days ; and when I
recovered sufficiently to notice occur-
rences Ihad lost allreckoning, and knew
neither the date of the month, nor the
day of the week, nor the duration of my
illness.

Allthis timeIhad never heard a word
of my husband. Iknew his indom-
itable character, and was sure he would
not be satisfied with mere rumors or
surmises, but would search for me till
he ascertained beyond doubt whether I
was dead or alive, and would rescue me
ordie inthe attempt. Ihad now learned
some of the Naga language, but didnot
let any of them know of myknowledge ;
and now and thenIwas cheered byhear-
ing them say a force was advancing into
the hills; but, alas !my exultation
was short-lived, for the commandant,
who was a very inefficient officer, al-
lowedhimself to be surprised and beaten
back withsevere loss ;and, sad to Bay,
among the heads brought inby the sav-
ages Irecognized one as that of poor
young S ,whohad butlately joined the
regiment, and who had been our guest
but nine months before. On another
occasion Irecognized two brothers, tea-
planters, who had lived about twenty
miles from us, and who, itappsars, had
made a desperate resistance before be-
ing overpowered by numbers, and slain.
Whenever the raiders returned, how my
heart sank with dread, for Ifeared to
findamong their ghastly trophies the
head of my dear husband.
Ithink the Nagas looked upon me as

a harmless idiot,for they allowed me to
wander about the stockade withouthin-
drance ;and Ilearned that, though ap-
parently impregnable on three faces,
yet a secret passage existed in the
north face, by which they could retreat
incase of need. My heart was aching
to reach my husband, especially whenI
learned he was so neer ;soIdetermined
to escape. Idid not now refuse the
food set apart for me, but for a week or
ten days husbanded my strength, and
ate and drank all they offered me.
Buoyed up on hope, my health greatly
improved and my strength came back
rapidly. My own scanty clothes had
worn off my back long ago, and Iwas
now dressed like a Naga woman, with
only a shirt and petticoat ;Ihad neither
bhoes nor stockings, yet Imade up my
mind to tryto escape directly the nights
were sufficiency dark for that purpose ;
and Iwas further assisted by another
orgie of the savages, who had again sur-
prised a post and brought home more
heads, and had another heavy drink and
debauch.

While the deviltry was at its height,
commending myself to an all-powerful
Ruler, Istepped into the secret passage
and fled, not only for my life, but for
dear liberty, home and husband. I
knew enough of Capt. B 's character
to be sure that, ifIsucceeded in reach-
ing his camp, and he learned the secret
of the passage by whichIhad escaped,
he wouldbe anxious to surprise the ene-
my's stronghold. Iwas doubtfulwheth-
er my strength would enable me toreach
his outposts, but Iwas sure Inever
could guide the troops back, even ifI
had the courage toreturn to such a de-
testable spot. So Itook a bundle of
cotton withme, and lefta littlehere and
there from the end of the secret passage
to the main pathway, which led down
the ghaut. Although the night was
pitchy dark, Ihad no difficulty, once I
was out of the secret passage, infinding
the path down to the plains, and the
distance between itand the stockade was
barely a quarter of a mile. Where the
path divergedIstuck a forkedstick with
a good handful of cotton init,and point-
ing toward the direction tobe taken. I
knew wild beasts abounded in these
jungles, but so joyous was Iat the idea
of escape Igave them no heed, but hur-
ried down as fast as my unprotected feet
would carry me. Ihad anticipated a
good five hours' march ;but imagine
my delight whenIwag challenged by a
Goorkha of the Third Light Infantry
(now the Forty-fourth Light Infantry)
before Ihad been two hours on the
journey. Icould have hugged the ugly
but brave littlesoldier ;but as Iwas, to
all intents and purposes, a Naga indress
and dirt, he would not allowme to pass
his post, andIwas at a loss what to do,
and all but crying, when Iheard my
own husband's voice asking what the
row waa about ! Regardless of the sen-
try,Irushed forward, and, crying "Oh,
Willie,don't you know me ?" fell into
my husband's arms, and Barely escaped
a thrust made at me by the honest little
Goorkha, who thoughtIwas some witch
of a Naga intent on mischief.
Itwouldbe useless trying to describe

the next few moments. Half laughing,
half crying,Iclung to my dear . one,
thankful to feel his protecting arm once
more round me, and told himina few
words whatIhad suffered- and howI
had escaped. He thought the news so
important that he srged me to see Oast.

B
"*

at once, utterly unfit though I
was to see any civilized being. He told
me the information Icould give might
be the making of him and Oapt. 3P~- ;
that our garden was destroyed,, and -

two
allbut penniless ; and if he could ren-
der Government some important service
ho might get employment. So, for his
dear sake, Iinstantly consented ; and in
a marvelously short time B- was in
our hut. Itoldhim of the revelry in
the enemy's camp, of the- secret passage,'
and the means Ihad adopted of pointing
out the route to it,and also of all the
horrors Ihad witnessed.

'"My transient
strength had already been overtaxed. I
was dead-beat, and my husband per-
suaded me to lie down, and ina fewmo-
ments I,was'' fast* asleep, the lirst really
refreshing .and happy sleep 1had had
during the past six month?. . .

No sooner was Iasleep than myhus-
band offered to lead' thestormers

—they
were short of officers owing toBiekness
and casualties— and Oapt. & decided
tocapture .the enemy's post by a coup
de main, and within half an hour 150
Goorkhas under Willie, with a reserve
of another 150 under Oapt B l«i:n-
--self, were on route. They found
the fork stick as Ihad described ";"• and
the cotton scattered about led them di-
rect to the secret passage, and they were
inside the stockade before a single Naga
suspected ;the' :presence of an enemy.
The troops, entered justbefore daybreak,
when the savages were intheirmost pro-
found sleep, and but few escaped the
vengeance they so well merited. Itap-
peared that Capt. B ,-\u25a0; finding the
Nagas slipping through his lines, owing
to their extent,

'
had drawn the cordon

closer on the enemy, and Ihad ,thus
fortunately found his outposts so much
nearer than Ihad anticipated. Our loss
was not severe only a few men, but my
poor husband was' severely wounded ;
and when Iawoke from nearly fifteen
hours' sleep, and found himlying,in the
hut, a mass of bandages, _« and with
scarcely strength to speak to me, Iwas
nearly beside myself, and was very near-
lyupbraiding him forhaving leftme and
risked his life;but Capt. B

—
-came in

and toldme my husband had behaved in
the most gallant manner and that he had
recommended him for a commission.

Careful nursing soon brought Willie
round; and when he was able to move
wewent to Seebsaugor, where, what with
being with my husband, and seeing
kindly European faces round me, and
happiness instead of despair staring me
in the face, Iimproved so much that in
three months people declared Iwas as
bonnie as before mymisfortune.

—
Cham-

bers' Journal. QE9
Au Indian on Indian Com.

Some yeans ago Peol Susup, an edu-
cated Indian of ihe Penobscot tribe
(Elaine) wrote the following account of
maize or Indian corn :

"
Indian corn is

called by the Indians weachin, and is
believed by them to have originated in
Mexico. When white men discovered
America they found itincultivationover
the two continents, from latitude 40
deg. south to the island of Orleans in
the St. Lawrence river. That wasprob-
ably its extreme limitinthe Northeast.
How itcould have been propagated and
ripened so far north of its tropical home
has been a subject of curious specula-
tion. Every cultivator has doubtless
noticed how difficultitis toperfect the
plant from seed obtained at any consid-
erable distance south of the region in
which he endeavors to raise it. Seed
procured fromNew York willseldom or
never perfectitself in Maine, and it is
deemed unsafe to plant that brought
from Massachusetts. How, then, did
the Indian, without other education
than that derived from his own unre-
corded and imperfect observations, push
its production from the Gulf of Mexico
to the St. Lawrence ? He certainly ac-
complished this result ages before the
whiteman visited him, and itwas to the
natives the early white settlers of New
England were indebted for their seed
corn of the varieties nowinuse. Anan-
nual plant may extend itself east or west
along the isothermal lines by accidental
causes, but it could not have moved into
a colder climate, requiring cultivation
and care, without great attention, and
the application of more than ordinary
skill. Itmust have required ages to
have beo acclimated in that country
now constituting Canada and the New
England States. The Indian has his
tradition regarding the method bywhich
the northern varieties of corn were ob-
tained and perfected. Like all the
grasses and many other annual plants,
corn grows upward by jointsor sections.
The Indians observed that the time to
produce and perfect a joint was one
change of the moon, and as the ear of
corn starts only from a joint there was
necessarily about seven days between the
forming of the ears on successive joints.
Now,ifan ear could bo made to start at
the second joint it would mature some
five weeks in advance cf that which
should be formed on the seventh joint.
By constantly selecting for seed ths.. low-
est ears he finally produced varieties
that produced from joints lower than the
original plant, and very much earlier.
Thus in time ccm was produced, small
in stock and ear, and adapted to the
short summers of the North. Slowly
but permanently itpassed into the eight-
rowed ear, producing constantly on the
lower joints, and ripening in three
months from the day ofplanting."

Family Pride.
A Galveston boy of about 12 had a

very poor school certificate. The old
man said, as he looked under the sofa
for the bootjack :

"I'llhave to apply coercive meas-
ures."

"Don't do it, father. Iam. afraid
there willbe a scene, and we don't care
tohave the neighbors suspect that our
relations are not harmonious."

The neighbors say the boy's eloquence
was intoned by something that sounded
like hitting a tough beefsteak with the
flat side of an ax.

—
Galveston News.

Perhaps no American schoolboy's
composition has ever put the "Father
of his Country" on a stronger moral
basis than this (the letter appears in an
English paper) :"George Washington
was a littleboy what once livedin Ver-
ginny what had a nax give him by his
old man. Wen "Georges old man found
out what George an the nother boy
done he called George to him an he ses
George Washington who cutted the bark
ofon the cherry tree? George ses idid.
The old man sais you did George sais
ididan-i cannot tell a li. Why can't
you tell ali sais the old man. Coz eais
George ifitell a lithis here fellarlblow
on me and then I'llbe spanked twict.
Thats rite sais the oldman wenever you
get into trouble the esyist wav out is ttie
best."
In pulpit eloquence the grand diffi-

culty lies here :to give the subject all
the dignityit so fully deserves, without
attaching any importance to ourselves.
The Christian messenger cannot think
too highly of his Prince, nor too humbly
of himself. This is that secret art which
captivates and improves an audience,
and 'which all who see willfancy they
could imitate, while most who try will
faij.

OUR YOUNG FOLKS.
The JTlllktnau,and tbe Sandman.

Every day,
Evury day,

Stop twomen at nay door;they Bay ....
Tome ormine few words polite,
But early, at morning, early at night, !:

're,aura tocome, be Itlair or wet, ;J

As the gun failure torise and set.
For one the littlegirlGold-Locke waits,
While the other one she fairlyhates.

Theone that she
Isglad to ccc !

Is gruffand homely he be; . [/*\u25a0'
And the covered cart in which ho rides

'
v*-

-
Has letters paintedupon theBides—

11 The ElginDairy,"Ithink itis-~.':?v : •.".'.'
And Gold-Locks never is known toniina ;'

:His pause at tiio gate;but there she etanus
With her silver cup inher ctubby hands. .

This littleone,
\

; Whan the dayis done,
Has ahabit of wishingitjust begun.
But the shadowy sandman softly knocks, *
And whispers, "Bed-lime, littleGold-Locks!

"

Then scatters his doitinher tired eyes ,
Tillshe rnba them drowsily and sigh?,
And drops on her amiher heavy head,
Unwillingas ever to go tobed.

Ah, wait,my dear!
Andyear by year .... j

Will dread of the sandman disappear. , ;
:Hellbo slower to come, and loth to stay, , <

And ready at nothing to flee away. \u25a0\u0084 ;
I'm sure noPrince with coach and four,
Who would come inroyal state to mydoer,
Were half bo welcome as him who knock*.
And whispers,

"
Bed-time, littleGold-Locks !—

Tout Companion.

About Johnny Slyboots.

Hisname was Johnny Jones, but the
boys in the neighborhood all called liim
Johnny Slyboots, because he was always
getting into mischief, and was so sly
about it that itwasn't often that he got
found out."
Ijust wishhe'd get come up with

some time," said Joe Lane to another of
1
'

the boys.
" "

He's always doing mean
things, and, nine times out of ten, we
get blamed forthem."

Joe was right about this. The boys
knew how mischievous Johnny was, but
other people didnot.

Somebody must do the mischief, the
grown people argued, and, as the other
boys were often caught in mischief-do-
ing, it was quite likely they were the
authors of much of the mischief at
whichno one was caught.

As this mischief was generally of a
mean, low-lived kind, and Johnny was

nine times out of ten
—the doer of it,

the other boys were out of patience with
having itlaid to them. So it was not to
be wondered a| that they wished Johnny
might get caught at some of his mis-
chief-making.

One day he was going by old Widow
Larrabee's. AiintSophrony, as every-
body called her, was a very poor, hard-
working old voman, with a crippled
grandchild dependent upon her. She
was always at work, when there was
anything to do, but, work as best she
could, itwas but a poor living that she
succeeded ingetting.
Insummer, she raised vegetables and

sold them in the village. Inher garden
she had some grape-vines, and from
these she sold a few dollars' worth of
fruitinthe fall, What they brought her
inwas but a small amount, but to her it
seemed considerable, and to have gone
withoutit would have deprived her of
many littlecomforts and necessaries.

On this morning, when Johnny was
going by her house, he chanced to catch
sight of these grapes, hanging in great
purple, luscious-looking clusters on the
vines.
"Ilike grapes," said Johnny Slyboots

tohimself.
"

They're awfulgood—Iwish
Ihad some !

"
Then he crept up to the fence and

took a survey of the garden and the
grape-vines."
Ib'leeve I'llcome here to-night and

get some," he said. "11l bring a big
basket along and I'llfillitwith 'em. I
can hide itsom'ers about the barn, and
Ican have grapes to eat s'iong's Iwant
'em. I'lldo it!"

Now, most boys would have gone to
some of their boy friends and got them
to join them on the expedition he had
planned, but that wasn't the way with
Johnny Slyboots.

He didn't dare to hint about it to any-
body, for he knew that there wasn't a
boy in the neighborhood, excepting him-
self, that was mean enough tosteal from
such a poor oldwoman as AuntSophrony
was. They might get into "scrapes"
that were anything but creditable, but
not one of them wouldbe guiltyof what
he planned to do.

He waited until everybody had gone
tobed. Then he got up, dressed himself,
crawled out c£ his bedroom window, and
taking the big basket, that he had hid
under the currant bushes, so that itwould
be ready for use when needed, he set off
on his thieving trip. \u25a0'£;]v:.

He climbed over the fence and crept
islyly towaid the grape-vines. When
he got to them he set down his basket

;and listened. There wasn't a sound to
be heard about|the house, so he fell to
work. •?*

He c;it off
t

thsjfeinches withhis knife,
and laid them down carefully inthe bas-
ket, taking pains to pack them snugly,
bo that the basket would hold as many
as possible. ,

He meant to have all he could take
away, and what he could eat beside.
Now,it would have been a very mean
thing to do, ifany boy had stolen only
what he wanted to eat. But Johnny
had no notion of stopping there. He
didn't care if AuntSophrony was poor.
He likedgrapes, and here was a chance
of getting enough to last him for a long
time, without their costing him any-
thing.

'
'-\u25a0 \ \u25a0'\u25a0 \ \u25a0 .. :r

'

\u25a0He was such a stingy, miserly fcllcw
thatIthink the fact that he was getting
something that cost nothing, inmoney
value, would have induced him to steal

igreen persimmons. And, too, there was
something about this way of getting
what did not belong to him that seemed
sharp and cunning. •!.\u25a0\u25a0:; ,/; ;.

When he had filled his basket, he be-
gan eating the fruitfromthe vines.

'
•He

ate as long as he could swallow, then he
shouldered his basket and started for the :
road. .>, ', . :,' , .'\u25a0; V /,, '\u0084';'' | • -••\u25a0\u25a0

. About half-way,'. between the grape-
vines and ,the road were > two:hives 'of
bees. Johnny Slyboots knew they
were there, but he had forgotten about
them. ""\u25a0\u25a0 :

' '•' '•"" \u25a0'•: . ;
\u25a0:\u25a0..-. '\u25a0\u25a0:

He ran against one and fell over it,
head first, intotlie other hive,upsetting
it, and spilliDg his grapes. The bees
roared angrily, and before he could get
tohis feet a dozen of them had stung him
about hi3head.• He grabbed his basket and made a
dash for the fence. The pain of the
stings was so intense that he could
scarcely tellwhat he was doing or where
he was going. He caught his chin on
the clothes-line, and was jerked back-
ward, feeling that his head and body
wereon the pointof coming apart. Then
he caught his feet in some potato-vines
and fellinto a gooseberry bush, scratch-
inghis hands terr.bly.

"What'llIdo if the bee-stings make
me swell up?" groaned Johnny. "Of
course everybody'!! know it was me
that undertook to steal the grapes, and
father'll thrash me withinan inch of my
life. Dear me! lam going toswellup,
sure's the world, for lean just open my
lefteye, and that's all. I've got myfoot
intoit this time."

Johnuy Slyboots was right. He slept
not a wink that night on account of tne

pain, and when morning came one eye
was swollen shut, and his nose was about
the size and shape of a pear, while his
cheek looked as if.he mighthave a good-
sized potato inside of it."

For the land's sake !"exclaimed his
mother, when he came down stairs to
breakfast.

"
What on earth is the mat-

ter withyou, Johnny ?"
"Got stung," answered Johnny, gruf-

fly. "Hornet's nest in the barn.""
Why, when did it happen ?" in-

quired his mother. "Your face wasn't
swelled last night, and you haven't been
out this morning.""Ididn't go to bed tillafter you did,"
answered Johnny, wishing she wouldn't
ask any questions.

About the middle of the forenoon his
father came back from the village,
whither he had gone after breakfast."

I'dlike to see you out at the barn
for a few minutes," he said to Johnny.

Johnny began to shake inhis boots.
He knew wellenough what was coming.
He dared not disobey, so he followed
his father out with the air of a martyr
about tobe burnt at the stake.
"Iguess you found your hornets in

Aunt 'Phrony Larrabee's garden, didn't
you ?

"
asked Johnny's father.

"Y
—

e
—

es," admitted Johnny.
"So you thought you'd steal her

grapes, eh ?
"

questioned his tormentor.
"But Ididn't steal only what 1ate

up," eaid Johnny.
"
Ileftall the rest."

"Yes
—

because youcouldn't get away
with 'em," said his father. "I'm
ashamed of you

—
more so than ifyou'd

been robbing hen-.oosts. I've tried to
do my duty by you, and now it's my
duty to give you a good dressing down.
Go to the apple-tree in the pasture and
cut me a good switch

—
a good one,

mind!If it isn't, I'llcut two, myself,
and you know whatkindIget !

';
So Johnny had to undergo the ox-

quisite torture of cutting a tough
switch, knowing it was to be used on
himself. He longed toselect a poor o:ie,

buthe didn't dare to.
"Stand up there, now," said hia

father.
And Johnny "stood up," and took

his
"

dressing down"' withthe best grace
possible. He knew it wouldn't do to"

make a fuss," for when he did Smt his
father always switched him untilhe was
quiet.

"Now see if you'll steal anybody's
grapes," said Mr. Jones. "Youwon't
get oil* so easy next time."

Easy ! Johnuy rubbed his legs and
wondered whatkind ofan idea his father
had cf a hard whipping ifhe called that
an easy one.

Of course all the boys were glad when
they found out how Johnny Slyboots
had been "come up" with, and they
were more delighted than ever when
they heard that his father made him
carry all the money he had saved for
Christmas to Aunt 'Sophrony, to pay for
the mischief he had done.

—
Even E.

Rexford.

The Tyranny of Buttons.
Among all the possible arguments for

woman's natural inferiority to man the
only one having real force has never
been formulated ; this is her meek and
unquestioning submission to buttons.

The buttons of the male habiliments
are always coming off

—notably before
breakfast, when the average husband is
about as amiable as a bear with a sore
head. At this time, ifhe finds a button
loose, he gives it a "yank," and then
looks about helplessly for his victim

—
the first woman coming into his field of
vision. He holds the button up before
her, s&ys ithas

"
come

"
off, and she is

expected to sew iton straightway. Gen-
erally the victimis his wife;and, though
the baby may be crying, and the break-
fast preparations inneed of supervision,
while the tyrant himself has nothing on
earth todo but make his toilet, and has,
moreover, sewing materials rightbefore
him on the bureau or dressing-table,
h.9, never rises to the conception of his
Xiosaible competence to supply his own
wants. Woman, inhis eyes, is the pre-
ordained supervisor of buttons ; and a
delicate consideration for her rights and
prerogatives is his motive for relegating
the tusk to her ;at least this is the way
he apologizes, when in a playful mood,
forhis lack of deftness with the needle,
which, as a rule, is whollythe fault of
the women who had charge of his boy-
hood. They should have taught him to
replace the buttons he is forever wrench-
ing off withhis rude fingering. One or
two lessons about the time the boy be-
gins to go to school, a little work-box
placed in his room, containing needies,
thread, two or three kinds of buttons
and an open-top thimble

—the onlykind
that ever should, be worn

—
and the prob-

lem is solved for a lifetime; forwhatever
cue is accustomed to do fromchildhood
one does easily and dexterously. Wom-
eu have shown their capacity for accom-
plishments and attainments supposed to
l>» exclusively masculine. Itis time for
a corresponding display of ambition and
adaptability on the part of men ; and
they cannot make a better beginning
than by learning to bow on their own
buttons.

A Strategic Move.
During a recent session of the Galves-

ton county District Court, a stranger
employed one of our young lawyers to
assist the County Attorney inprosecut-
ing a maa charged withburglary. The
lawyer did his verybest to convict the
burglar, but the jury acquitted him
without leaving their seats. When the
stranger who had employed the young
lawyer to prosecute the burglar came to
pay the young lawyer, the latter said :
"Iwillonly take half the money, as I
failed to convict him."

"That's just whyIwant to pay you
well," was the reply of the stranger."

The prisoner is my brother, and ifI
hadn't hired you to help the State he
wouldhave been convicted and sent to
the penitentiary. Youhave done nobly."

The young lawyer gobbled the fee
without any more hesitation. He says
he earned it.

—
Galvcsion Neios.

DidItWith a Toothprcft.
The lion forbore to set foot on the

mouse, and the grateful little animal
chewed, asunder the meshes of the net
that held captive the king of beasts.
This ancient historical fable teaches us
not to despise small things. Fitzgerald,
a confirmed criminal, had a harmless-
looking toothpick in his mouth. He
was taking a littlepleasure excursion
per railroad with the Sheriff toward the
State prison in New Jersey. With the
inoffensive toothpick he picked the lock
of liishandcuffs, jumped from the train
and escaped.

Out of Condition.
In an action that was recently tried

when the question in dispute was as to
the quality and condition of a gas-pipe
that had been laiddown many years be-
fore, a witness stated that it was an old
pipe, and therefore out of condition
The Judge remarking that "People do
not necessarily get out of condition by
being old," the witness promptly an-
swered, "They do, my Lord, if buried
in the ground."

About Watches.
Caspar ViscoLti, a Milanese poet, al-

ludes to watches in a sonnet written in
1494, so these timemeasurers must have
come into sudden notoriety. The early
watches were mostly large find richly
chased. There was one such inSir Ash-
ton Lever's collection, with the date
1541, but by next year we finda striking
watch mounted ina ring, so the makers
must quicklyhave modified the size, of
the works. Watches in these times
were greatly prized, and .but rarely
found in the possession. of uiy but of
royal or noble persons. The makers
"were busy, however, ifnot intent upon
turning out many, at least in improving
the quality of those finished. .Dr.'Der-
ham describes a watch' 6aid to have be-
longed to Kin» Henry VIII., which
only required windingonce'overy seven
days, and Anne Boleyn had a similar
one.

InElizabeth's time watches had come
into more general use, though: it does
not seem to be an uncommon

'thing to
borrow a timekeeper.

Mary Queen of Scots had several
watches of a gruesome and lugubrious
character. One was in a crystal case,
coffin shaped ; another, which she

'
be-

queathed to her maid of honor, Mary
Setonu, was in silver-gilt,in the shape
of a human skull. .Upon the forehead
was graven a scythe and hour-glass
placed between a palace and a cottage,
to show the impartiality of death. At
the back of the skull was me decoy-
ing all things, and on the top scenes of

. the Garden of Eden and thr crucifixion.
The watch was opened by reversing the
skull, placing the upper pait in the hol-
lowof;the hand, and liftingthe hinged
jaws.

AtSouth Kensington is a silver watch
formed like a duck hanging by the neck.
Itis two and seven-eighths inches in
length, and by a, German named Henry
Ester. One of this maker's watches in
the BritishMuseum is -shaped, and
dated 1700. The same collection con-
tains a watch in the form of a cross,
with gilt-metal frame, and pieces of
crystal in front, back and sides ; and
one witha group on the top—a Venus
and Cupid, with, dog. At the British
Museum is a German cruciform dial,
presented by A. W. Frank?, Esq., made
by Melchior Reichol in15(59; also, an
English watch in the shape of a fritil-
lary flower. The Scottish Society of
Antiquaries have a watch of Sir Walter-
Raleigh's, whichbelongs to a subsequent
period. "

King James wore a finger-ring with a
watch set in the jewel. One of his
timekeepers (extant) is oval, and nearly
allbrass. The dialis a silver ring one-
eighth of an inch wide. The hours are
engraved inRoman numerals, and there
is a small stud at the. bas e of each, so
that the hour couldbe ascertained by a
touch in the dark. Above the dial are
figures of Leda and the Swan, and be-
low a cherub's head between two foxes.
Inthis watch catgut is use instead of a
chain.

Charles I. had two watches, one of
gold and one of silver, placed near a
lamp upon a stool at his ;bedside. On
the morning of the unhappy King's ex-
ecution, while on the way to Whitehall,
he gave the silver watch to Sir Thomas
Herbert. This is stillpreserved. It is
richlychased, three inches indiameter,
and one and a quarter thick.

In the Fellowes Collection at the
British Museum is a watch formerly
worn by Milton. It is of silver-gilt,
and steel faced, the dial covered by
a glass. Upon the face is inscribed
"loanniMiitoni,1631."

In the same collection are two oval
silver watches made in16;>0, and said to
have been the property of Oliver Crom-
well. There is also another watch in
the Ashmolean Museum which, without
doubt, was the great Protector's.

South Kensington has several watches
of seventeeutli-centary make.

The greatest improvements' inthe art
of watchmaking ftta due to the seven-
teenth, century, when the studious minds
of Huygens and Dr. Hooke were di-
rected into this channel. Dr. Hooke,
an irrepressible and ;;;cosmopolitan
."scientist, ":.originated the spiral or
pendulum spring, and this was improved
upon by Thomas Tompion, who had
been a fattier, and tried his prentice:
hand at watch-work by regulating the
wheels of meat-jacks. Tompion was a
famous watchmaker of the day, and Dr.
Hooke induced him tocoastruct a watch
upon the new principle for Charles 11.
From this period' watches became real
timekeepers, and the improvements in-
troduced since have been mainly to
counteract the varying effects of cold
and heat upen the metal of which tht
works are constructed, and in
rendering the working parts leß-
liable to friction, until the pre-
cision and mathematical accuracy of
these machines justly entitled them to
the eulogy ofPaley, who selected watches
as exhibiting the highest specimens of
human ingenuity.

At one time it was fashionable to
wear two watches, to compare the one
with the other. This carrying of two
watches at one time was «'is nothing com-
pared to the whimsicality of a Saxon
Minister, Count Bruhl, in:whose ward-
robe, when the Prussian 3 took Dresden
in1757. were discovered suits of clothes
for each day of the --'iyear, and 365.
watches, sticks and snuff-boxes, respect-
ively.

Some of the last-century watches are
highlyornamented, and other specimens
display great ;ingenuity; : South Ken-
siußton has a French lyre-shaped watch,
set with pearls and enameled, and sur-
mounted by an •image of the sun. An-
other, inthe form of a very small apple,
has a gold-enameled case, \u25a0 and is sur-
rounded by a belt of

'
seed pearls. : This

was made at Geneva about*l 760. l In the
Gardner collect ton at the same "museum
is a watch inan oval geld' case, highly
decorated t with pearls I:and diamonds;
set inenamel, the hands of which con-
tract and elongate ,to lit.the form of

,the dial..']' '\\ . ' '' ;

Miniature watches ars little thought
of now ; :precision ., is

'''
everything,

as it ,should be ;. and \u0084this has cul-
minated in jthe \u25a0 chronograph, .a won-
derful invention of our own day,'by
which the great horse races are usually

( timed. . The precise
"

moment the start-
er'ss flag is lowered is indicated"upon the
dialby a spot of ink, and another dot
shows withequal exact: the time at
which the first hoxae^pfusses the judge's
chair.— Scientific* Artie"/can. •:

Betermined to Have a Peep.
A lady of rather a positive turn of

mind once gave a tea-purty to some lady-
friends in her bedrooia. "John," she
said to her husband, i-s she heard the
company coming, "get under the bed !"
John tried to resist, but finally suc-
cumbed. Every now aad then he would
make an effort to peep out as the ladiss
laughed and made inorry, but he was
mercilessly driven baciby his angered
wife. At length, after a good joke had
exploded among the party. John tint
his head away out.

"
Get in there, will

you?" whispered liis as she nudged
him. "No!" shrieked John; "as long
asIhave the spirit of a man leftinme,
Iwilltake a peep !"

THOMAS CARLYLE.
Trail*and Peculiarities of tbe Great

Iconoclast*

Americans were always going to see
Carlyle, and were commonly rewarded
for their curiosity and admiration by
being told in his bluff, gruff way that
their country was bent devilward, and
that itmerited its doom.

Up to a very short time before his
death he used to take early morning
walks ;his tall, bent, heavy-set figure,
neatly but plainly clad ;his clothes fit-
ting loosely, and crowned by a tumbled
black felthat (he had the moral courage
to reject invariably a silk cylinder even
inLondon), drawing the eyes of persons
wherever he passed, but moving on as if
a desert lay around him. He walked,
when in good condition, two or three
miles through the tortuous, grimy
streets, sometimes wrapped in deep
thought, unconscious of his surround-
ings ;sometimes observing everything,
gazing into the shop windows or glanc-
ing every wheie. For the most part
alone, he was fond of the company oi
one of his intimates, and in snch com-
pany he usually kept up a steady flowof
peculiar, pictorial talk, the counterpart
of his printed sentences, showing that
Ms style, often called aflected, had
grown to be his natural form of expres-
sion. He had a fondness for riding on
top of the London omnibuses for long
distances, and not infrequently went
below Temple Bar, alternately commun-
ing with himself and taking in the
crowded and diversified panorama oithe
city.

Carlyle's hours of composition were
generally three to four

—from 10 or 11
a. m. to*2 p. m.

—
unless he were spe-

cially engaged or hurried, when he add-
ed an hour or two to the ordinary num-
ber. He wrote unevenly

—
at times

slowly, then rapidly, but always with
care, never allowing his manuscript to
go fromhim untilitsuited him exactly.
He frequently destroyed whole pages
upon which he had labored hard and
long, being extremely fastidious as to
punctuation as wella& to words and ar-
rangement. But the writing of his
books was much less than his prepara-
tion for writing, which wa« most thor-
ough and conscientious. No man had a
keener appetite for work, yet he worked
far faster than most authors. His read-
ing was stupendous, and he did it with
surprising quickness, dispatching a vol-
ume of ordinary size while many per-
sons wouldbe occupied witha few chap-
ters. For forty or fiftyyears of his life
he read on an average from six to eight
hours a day, sitting up for that purpose
generally until 1 or 2 o'clock in the
morning.
It is said that, having gone to spend

an afternoon and dine with a new ac-
quaintance, and arriving several hours
before his host, he entered the library,
upon which the gentleman prided him-
self, as it contained a nnniber of rare
and curious volumes. The host came
and dinner was eaten. After leaving
the table, he told the author that he
should be happy to show him liisbooks.
'Tve read 'em," was the laconic an-
swer; and it proved that Cariyle had
actually absorbed in the tiiae before
dinner allthat was valuable to him in
the well-chosen library.

When Charles Dickens had decided to
write

"
ATale of Two Cities," knowing

that Carlyle had made special studies for
his "French Revolution," he asked the
latter to seed him a few books that
would be worth consulting. Judge of
the novelist's surprise when a large van
drove up to his door and discharged its
load of volumes, infiveox six languages,
to his amazement and dismay. That
was Cariyle's notion of a few books—
really enough for a moderate library.

A characteristic anecdote is told cf the
Scotch image-breaker. A .ship-owner, a
iVilow-countryman, went from Glasgow
to call on him, and, entering his pres-
ence, said, with fervor and feeling : "I
have come to see

-
you, Mr.Carlyle, to

tell you that Iadmire and honor yen ;
thatIhave builta ship and named it af-
ter you on account of the good you have
done in the world." Then quoth the
author with his marked accent: "I
don't believe you, maun !Inever did
ony gude in the warld! Naabody ever
did any gude in the warld! There is
uae gude in the warld !"

William Black, the novelist, cuce
called on Carlyle, and, after a littlecon-
versation, Jthe philosopher remarked :"

You know Scotland vary well,Isee.
jI've read your noovV-ls with pleesure.
They're vary amusing, vary. But
when are ye goin' to do some wark

—
when are yu goin' to write some real
books, maun ?"

Carlyle, though generally polite to
persons who brought letters of introduc-
tion, could not be depended upon as to
manners. He had moods, and vary
ivariable ones, Laving been troubled for
years with dyypepsi^ When suffering

! with ithe was often wryrude, especaal-
!ly to Americans, against whom, after
!our civilwar had broken out. he ap-
Ipe-ared to have ft violent prejudice, not
j infrequently berating them in his Ger-
manized English, as though they had
done Lim some great wrong. The truth
is th&t he enjoyed scolding with his
tongue nearly as much as with his pen.

Employ incut for a YonthinlLover.
One of our marriageable young ladies

from the suburbs had heard her father
say that he wanted a boy to do chores,
and as she was leaving the church for
home, a forwardyouth of about 15, with
cane in hand and a cigarette in his
mouth, thinking himself every inch a
man, stepped up to the young lady and
withan air of assurance proffered his ser-
vices as escort, at the same time offering
his arm.

"Well, yes," said the young lady, "I
believe father has been thinking of tak-
ing a boy to bring up, and perhaps you
might answer."

The boy sloped at a go-as-you-please,—
New York Mercury.

Sothern'g Estimate of Americans.
When the conversation again turned

upon America,Isuggested thatIshould
like to know his opinion of the natives of
that country. He paused a moment,
nnd said, substantially:

"Inmy opinion, they are the most
liberal, the most generous people ofany
countryIwas ever in. Youmay know,
•

.os?« lily, thatIhave traveled somewhat
-iveiy, butIrepeat that the Amer-

iftana are generous, and Ihavo more
wfirinfriend?, inthe United States than
anywhere else, caA, besido all that, they
aie the most go-ahead people in the
world.

The glass manufacturing interest of
Ohio forms in itself no inconsiderable
element in the prosperity of the State.
The following counties are officially
recognized as the glass sections : Bel-
mont, Franklin, Jefferson, Licking,
Muskingum and Portage. Inthis sec-
tion there are thirty-two furnaces, Bel-
mont county having fifteen and Portage
six. The value of glass manufactured
yearly aggregates over $3,000,000.


