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MAY. 
NOT the word but the soul of the thing! Not the name 

but the sirit of spring!  
And so

pear
,  at morning 
  

with 

	early, through hedge-rows fresh and 

Bedecked 	hawthorn branches and apple blossoms gay, 
Her golden hair around her, as if some god had crowned 

her, 
Across the dewy woodland conies dancing in the May. 

0 spirit of hope and of truth ! 0 spirit of beauty and youth! 
Thine still the olden glory; thine still the song and story 
Of joyous lads and lasses, of birds upon the spray, 
Of perfumed airs a-blowing, of green things glad with grow- 

Of all the world grown young again to welcome in the 
•May. 

—Wicle-Awake. 

Written for the INSTRUCTOR. 

DELFT HAVEN. 

ELFT HAVEN, which is shown in the picture, is a 
spot memorable for an important event in the lives 

, of the "Pilgrim Fathers," who, to escape religious 

# 

Ci persecution, were compelled to leave their homes, 
and seek an asylum in a strange land. But the place is of 
no special interest to us only as connected with the lives 
of these persons; so it may be well to give you a bit of 
their history previous to the event referred to. 

Immediately following the Reformation of the sixteenth 
century, the struggle in England was principally between 
Catholics and Protestants. When Edward VI., a Protest-
ant, came to the throne, the religion of the state was 
revised, and the Church of England reformed in many 
particulars. A " Common Book of Prayer" was prepared, 
also a "Book of Homolies," or sermons, to be read for 
instruction in the churches. The Bible was translated at 
this time, and copies procured at public expense, and dis-
tributed in the several places of worship, that all might 
have access to them. Articles were drawn up, defining the 
position of the Church of England, and setting forth their 
determination not to submit to the corruptions of the Cath-
olic church. 

Although the Reformed Church was in advance of the 
Romish church in point of purity of doctrine and morals, 
yet many errors still clung to her, which the more devoted 
Protestants realized. These contended for freedom, and 
simplicity in worship, and that her forms and ceremonies, 
so much like the Romish church, should be set aside. 
Because these persons thus urged reforms in the Protest-
ant church, and a return to primitive simplicity in re-
ligious faith and practice, they were called Puritans. 

But more serious difficulties were soon to occupy the 
attention of the Puritans; for at the death of Edward 
VI., which happened about this time, his sister Mary, a 
bigoted Catholic, ascended the throne. It was her con-
stant aim to bring everything under Catholic rule, and to 
undo the good which had been accomplished by her prede-
cessor. She punished as heretics all who would not bow 
to the Catholic yoke; and to save their lives, a number of 
Protestant ministers fled to Geneva, Switzerland. During 
her reign of five years, two hundred and eighty-live per-
sons, including children, were martyred. Five of these 
were bishops at the time she took the throne. 

But though the Puritans were at variance with the gov-
ernment in church matters, in its struggle with the Catho-
lies during the reign of Mary, they were ready to help de-
fend the country against the invader, and at once enlisted 
their sympathies in the government's behalf. 

" Bloody Mary," as she was called, was succeeded by 
her half sister, Elizabeth, a Protestant. Elizabeth went 
right to work to restore what the Catholic power had 
overthrown during Mary's reign. She re-established the 
Reformed faith and customs, their articles of faith, and 
" Book of Common Prayer." The Protestant religion 
began once more to revive. 

No immediate danger being feared from the Romish 
power, the Puritans redoubled their zeal in advocating 
their reform views, hoping to bring about what they 
termed a " Re-reformation." By the aid of the printing 
press, they issued many tracts for distribution; and when 
refused the use of the public press, they purchased one for 
themselves, which they carried secretly from place to 
place. 

The Protestant ministers who fled from Mary's persecu-
tions now returned to their homes. During their seven 
and a half years' stay in Switzerland, with partial reform-
ers, they had accepted views contrary to the system of 
church government adopted by the Established Church. 
Before this had become known, they were employed as 
clergymen, as of old; but they did not hesitate to advocate 
their new views, and consequently did not long retain 
their situations. 

The persecution waged by the Reformed Church 
against the Puritans became more and more severe, and 
their only hope now was that when James I. should suc-
ceed Elizabeth upon the throne, he would in some way 
give them relief. But in this•they were disappointed. 
The following extract will show the spirit he cherished 
toward them: " At a conference held in 1603, to consider 
the grievances of this class of his subjects, James L 
boasted, in a letter to a friend in Scotland, that he had 
`kept such a revel with the Puritans these two days, as 

was never heard the like; where I have peppered them so 
soundly as ye have done the Papists." 

Persecuted Puritans were scattered all through the 
kingdom, quite a number of them about London; but 
where the borders of the counties of Lincolnshire, Notting-
ham, and York united, there were several hundred, com-
posed of "the great middle class of England, the firm foun-
dation on which the state rested." They were educated 
and intelligent, and their religious convictions were the 
result of careful and conscientious study and observation. 

In North Nottinghamshire was the village of Scrooby, 
where a good many Separatists, or Puritans, resided. 
The principal one of these was William Brewster, a 
man of considerable note, and a particular friend 
of a distinguished Secretary of State in Elizabeth's 
reign. He was postmaster at Scrooby, occupying the old 
manor-house belonging to the Archbishop of York's 
estate. liere Brewster kept an inn, as was the custom for 
postmasters to do in England at that time; and this house 
he opened once every week for the meeting-place of the 
Scrooby Puritans, thus making the house of a first-class 
bishop in the Church of England free to those who bit-
terly opposed Church and state! 

This company chose Brewster for their leader; but they 
were not long left undisturbed. Brewster was dismissed 
from his office, and with others would have been further 
punished had they not escaped before the officers had 
time to take action in their eases. From this time, Sopa- 

ratists were hunted, persecuted, and imprisoned; often 
having to leave all their possessions to save their lives. 
There seemed no way of escape from their afflictions 
other than by flight to another country. 

Some years before, a party had fled from Gainsborough, 
in Lincolnshire, to Amsterdam, Holland. The Scrooby 
company now turned their eyes thither, where, they had 
been informed, they could serve God as one's conscience 
said was right. But how to dispose of their property and 
get away unobserved, was a perplexing problem. 
t At one time a company attempted to leave Boston, 
Lincolnshire. During the night they got safely on board 
ship, but only to be treacherously turned over to the offi-
cers, who ransacked their goods and searched their persons 
for their money and other valuables. Being left destitute, 
they were led back to town amid the jeers and jests of a 
wicked crowd ; and then, after being tormented and kept 
in suspense some time, they were imprisoned a month, 
when all but seven, who were kept for trial, were released. 

This party, and others with them, in attempting to get 
away afterward, were worse dealt with than at that. 
They had engaged to be taken on a Dutch vessel between 
Hull and Grimsby. All arrived, as proposed, and one 
boat load of men had gone onto the ship, when suddenly a 
mob came rushing upon them, frightening the captain, 
who put off without the remainder of the party. 

It is touching to read what befell these persons during 
the next few weeks. But their blameless lives attracted 
the attention and excited the sympathy of many citizens, 
who searched out their cause, and were instrumental in 
having them finally united with their friends in Holland. 

In the winter of 1607-8 and the spring following, the 
Scrooby church, at different times and through much trib-
ulation, came together at Amsterdam. But trials awaited 
them here. The country and language were new and 
strange to them; they were poor, so that it was only by the 
closest management and the strictest economy they could 
earn a livelihood. But a greater trial was in store for them. 
Tired of strife and turmoil, they had anticipated pleasant 
communion with those who had gone before them to Hol-
land, when they should join them. But instead, they 
found the Gainsborough church, under a restless leader, 
one John Smith, at variance among themselves. The 
Scrooby church could not unite with this disaffected party, 
and after a year's stay at Amsterdam, quietly withdrew to 
Leyden. 

They lived in the pity of Leyden twelve years; and by 
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hard labor made a comfortable living. They were very 
happy in their spiritual relations, and were favored with 
the labors of Wm. Brewster and other men equally tal-
ented, and devoted to the interests of religion. 

But it began to be a question with them what the 
future demanded of them. There seemed to be no 
prospect that they should exert any great influence for 
good with those outside their own party should they re-
main in Holland; and as time passed on, the young, who 
did not realize what their freedom had cost, were yielding 
to the spirit and customs of the foreigners. Therefore, 
with the fathers, it seemed only a question of time that 
they would lose all they had gained by sacrifice and suffer-
ing for Christ's sake, unless other advance moves were 
made. 

Whither shall we flee? was the subject agitated. For a 
time, various opinions as to what was duty were enter-
tained and discussed; but there is not space in this already 
long article to tell how it was decided where they should 
go, neither the long process of scheming and planning 
that was gone through before arrangements were matured 
which finally resulted in their departure for America. 

Provision could not be made for all to embark at once, 
so it was decided who should go, and who should remain 
to follow afterward. They were to sail from the port of 
Delft Haven, which is located a little way south-east of 
Leyden, whither their friends accompanied them. They 
spent one night there, "not to sleep, but in friendly enter-
tainment and Christain discourse ; " for on the morrow the 
separation must be made. And it was indeed a sorrowful 
parting, and with many it proved to be the last. 

You have learned that Delft is in Holland, that country 
the Dutch have made on the water. One writer calls Hol-
land "a raft of mud and sand; " another says it is "an im-
mense crust of earth floating on the water." It is a come,  
try of windmills, and you would be interested to read how 
they will dry up streams that they may make use of the 
soil beneath. 

The word Delft means ditch, so called from the water 
canal which leads to it from the Meuse River. Delft is 
one of the prettiest cities in Holland; but unfortunately 
it has met with some sad catastrophes. Once it was nearly 
destroyed by fire, and twice has been terribly shattered by 
the blowing up of powder mills. It 'was in this city that 
William the Silent, or the Prince of Orange, was so cruelly 
assassinated. Delft is not now a maufacturing or com-
mercial city. It has a population of about twenty-two 
thousand inhabitants, who live very peacefully. 

M. J. C. 

A STORY FOR WET WEATHER. 

IT was Bert Jackson's first day at the store. He was a 
bright, young fellow, sixteen years old. He had just 
entered the high school, but the sudden death of his 
father, and the consequent change in the bitcumstances of 
the family, obliged Herbert to give up his hopes of further 
education in school, and he had secured a place in a whole-
sale jewelry establishment. After all, it was very satisfac-
tory to feel that he was going to earn his own living. He 
meant to be very saving, and he had begin by resolving 
not to use the horse-cars, but to walk the mile from his 
home to the store. 

It was a perfect morning in early October. The spark-
ling sea air gave a briskness to everybody. Bert walked 
along, thinking of his grandmother's parting words at the 
door. She was a peculiar old lady, rather brusque, but 
sensible. This is what she said:— 

"Do n't be afraid of style, Bert. Don't let it master 
you. Be honest, and never do anything to lose your self-
respect. It is no shame to wear an old coat, but it is a 
shame to wear a new one that isn't paid for." 

Everybody liked Bert, and he received nothing but kind-
ness that first day at the store. 

Two or three days of golden weather followed. Every-
thing went smoothly in business, and it was a proud feel-
ing to come home like a man, and speak of "our store." 
Toward the last of the week an autumn rain set in. 
' "Better ride this morning," said Mrs. Jackson. 
"Oh no," said Bert, "mustn't break my resolution so 

soon." 
"Well, take an umbrella, then." 
Bert rushed to the rack in the little entry. 
" Why, mother, there is not a decent one here. No mat-

ter. This old green one will keep off the wet," and away 
he ran. 

The book-keeper was on the steps as Bert reached the 
store; and, surveying the boy with a quizzical air, he 
exclaimed, " My but we look as fresh as a rose under a 
cabbage-leaf. Better not let Alloy & Co. see that spread, 
or you'll get your discharge. They like their clerks to 
look stylish." 

" I don't care! " said Bert, stoutly. "If they want me 
to carry silk umbrellas, they must raise my wages." 

" Do n't get mad," said the book-keeper. " I'm your 
friend. You'd better cultivate Em Bradford's acquaint-
ance. He can give you a point or two on ways and means, 
and put you in the way of au umbrella at low cost. Here, 
Emmett!" as a boy dressed in a neat gray overcoat, with 
kid gloves of the same shade, met them. "Have you seen 
our new clerk, Mr. Jackson?" 

" Had the pleasure the other day," said Emmett, cordially 
extending his hand. Then, stepping within the vestibule, 
he closed an umbrella that did for the moment cause Bert 
a pang of envy. He felt ashamed to stand his faded green 
cotton friend beside its aristocratic neighbors of silk and 

ivory. All the while the book-keeper stood smiling, and 
Emmett, drawing off his gloves, was smiling, too. 

"You must shingle yourself in better style to-morrow, 
Jackson," said Emmett. "I'll tell you how. Don't men-
tion it out, of course. Business is business, and if we 
want to keep our places in an establishment like this, we 
must cultivate style, of course. Listen! every man Jack 
of us, except old Ridley here, who has pay enough to buy 
what he likes, get umbrellas at the same emporium. Cost 
nothing but a little brains and cheek. I'll do this favor 
for you, and very likely you'll have a chance to do one for 
me in some other line. I'll run down to one of the large 
railway stations sometime to-day, and inquire for an um-
brella that was left in the cars yesterday. Baggage man 
says, Describe it.' So I make up a description like this, 
perhaps: 'Brown silk, with natural wood handle.' He 
takes me into the baggage-car where, stacked up in one 
corner, is a heap of all sorts and kinds. if I see an um-
brella answering to my description, I claim it, and present 
it to you. If I don't see one like that, 1 get my eye on a 
tip-top article, say black silk with hammered silver handle. 
I go back and tell you. Down go you for the umbrella you 
left in the train. You describe it—' hammered silver,' etc. 
Baggage man hands it over. You're all right. Every fel-
low in the store is provided for in this pleasing manner. 
What say ?" 

" No, I thank you!" said Bert stoutly. " Very kind of 
you, I'm sure; but I guess I'll sail under my own colors 
a while first." 

"All right, if you prefer green," said Emmett. " When 
I make you another offer, you'll know it." 

Mr. Ridley walked off whistling, " Wearing of the 
Green." Bert felt alone and unpopular, and sometimes 
asked himself, " What is the use of trying to be better 
than the rest? What do I lose by it? A nice umbrella, 
and lots of other things probably, besides the good-will of 
the fellows. What do I gain ? Nothing, as I see, but I 
keep my self-respect. Guess I will hold on to that and the 
old green umbrella for a while longer." 

Business was lively in Boston that autumn, and soon 
the force at Alloy & Co.'s was increased by half a dozen 
new clerks. Bert could but notice that one after another 
was supplied with nice umbrellas, and from the sly allu-
sions that he heard, he suspected where they were ob-
tained. Among the new clerks was a boy of shy, fright-
ened appearance, named Johnnie Fay. He was taken up 
at once by Emmett and his set. Bert had been severely 
let alone since that first rainy day. One morning there 
was a sensation in the store, caused by the report that 
Johnnie Fay had been arrested for stealing an umbrella. 

" Greater fool he!" cried Emmett, indignantly. "He 
had the umbrella in his possession, and he was flat enough 
to let another party take it and look up some initials on it, 
and then he was not bright enough to say, Beg pardon. 
The blundering baggage man gave me the wrong one,' or 
something of that sort. But he must needs cry for mercy, 
say. he 'never stole before,' and all that sort of thing. It 
was a hard-hearted old party that it belonged to, and he 
said the boy must be made an example of, and his case is 
up before the police court. We shall be lucky if he 
doesn't peach on uS," added Emmett. 

How much Alloy & Co. found out about the matter, 
Bert could only guess. He kept his own counsel, said 
nothing, and was asked nothing. But it was a fact that 
Emmett was discharged at Thanksgiving; or, as he ex-
pressed it, "I wanted a long vacation, and old Alloy has 
given it to me." 

At Christmas, Herbert received from his employers a 
fine English umbrella with his• name graven on a silver 
band, and underneath the motto: "Honesty is the best 
poticy."—S. S. Advocate. 

Written for the INSTRUCTOR. 

WALKS ABOUT BOSTON.-5. 

BOSTON COMMON. 
A LARGE city is always a very crowded place, often 

with narrow, dirty streets, and low, dark tenements. I 
pity children who have to live here till they are grown up. 
They know nothing about the green fields, hills, woods, 
and streams, which are so dear to every country child. I 
am glad that I spent my boyhood on a farm, where there 
was fresh air, clean water, and lots of room to run, jump, 
and tumble about in to my heart's content. City children 
know little of these pleasures. However, Boston, like 
most other large cities, has provided several fine parks, 
where people can get away from the houses, and be in the 
woods, as it were. We will describe one which will give 
you some idea of all the rest. 

Boston Common is one of the most noted places in this 
old city, and is situated nearly in the center of the city. It 
covers forty-eight acres of ground, which would make 
quite a good-sized farm. Ask your father how large his 
farm is; then you can have some idea as to the size of 
Boston Common. It is not just a level piece of ground, 
but is undulating, that is, some places are low, others quite 
high, in fact, good-sized hills. It is covered with green 
grass, and is shaded by over one thousand fine old elm 
trees. There are five broad walks, running in different 
directions across the Common, and there are trees all 
along each side of these. The entire Common is sur-
rounded by an iron fence, with entrances here and there. 
There is a very fine monument on a high point of land, 
and there is a beautiful fountain in another place. 	• 

Frog,  Pond is a bright little sheet of water, on which the 
boys skate in winter, and in which they wade in summer. 

In one corner of the Common is a deer park, inclosed by a 
high wire fence. Here are kept quite a number of tame 
deer, old and young. In another part there is a band 
stand where, in summer evenings, free open-air concerts 
are given at the expense of the city. So you see that poor 
children can attend the concerts and hear good music, if 
they do not have any money. All over the ground there 
are numerous benches where the people sit when they are 
tired, and there are also many drinking fountains for those 
who are thirsty. 

This Common was long used as a pasture for cattle, and 
after that as a parade ground for the soldiers. Our troops 
that captured Louisburg assembled here, and those that 
took Quebec were recruited here. Can you tell where 
Quebec is? Is it in Mexico? Or South America? Or is 
it up north, where it is very cold ? The taking of Quebec 
was a famous event in history, so you ought to know 
where the city is. 

Boston Common was a noted mustering place for the 
soldiers who fought in the Revolution. Here the British 
encamped in 1775. Here the Boston boys had a quarrel 
with these soldiers, and went to Gen. Gage to have him 
protect their right to coast down the hills of the Common. 
That was a brave thing for those little boys to do, and the 
General granted their request. Here witches were hung; 
and here the eloquent Whitefield used to preach. Now 
they have here balloon ascensions, fire-works, etc. This is 
also a great place for the boys to meet to play ball, and 
have fun generally. On a warm summer day you will see 
scores of people sitting under the trees, riding, visiting, or 
talking business. On the whole, it is one of the most 

	

interesting places in the city. 	D. M. CANJUGHT. 
	 1 	I. 
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MY BIBLE. 

WITH great delight I think of thee, 
My Bible; 

Of words of holiness in thee 
My Bible. 

Thou tallest me from whence I came, 
Thou tellest me just what I am, 
And pointest me to Calvary's Lamb, 

My Bible. 

O precious word of light and love! 
My Bible; 

Sent down to earth from God above, 
My Bible. 

Without thy blessed rays of light 
_To guide my feeble steps aright, 
'I soon would stray in sin's dark night, 

My Bible. 

A casket full of richest gems, 
My Bible; 

More precious than earth's diadems, 
My Bible. 

The proud and sinful man may hate, 
The unbeliever may berate, 
Still I will love and call thee great, 

My Bible. 

How cheering are thy words to me, 
My Bible; 

Those promises so full, so free 
My Bible. 

I love thy blessed book, my Lord; 
Correction, wisdom it affords, 	• 
And points the way to heaven and God, 

My Bible. 

I'll ever press thee to my heart 
My Bible. 

From thee I'll never, never part, 
My Bible. 

And when my Lord shall take me home, 
Beyond this world of sin and gloom, 
I'll praise him for this precious boon, 

My Bible. 
J. M. Iloparics. 

HIND THE LITTLE THINGS. 

ALL evils have a beginning; and often the beginning 
seems small. Children should mind the little things. A 
lie is a little thing. Have you told a lie ? just one single 
word that is not true ? Let us see, then, what else you 
have done. First, you have broken the law of God. If it 
is a sin to break a law made by man, how great a sin it 
must be to break a divine law—the law of our Creator. 
Second, you will have to tell many more lies to maintain 
the first one. Third, you lose the love and friendship of 
your acquaintances. Fourth, if you practice lying, that 
will lead to something worse. Lying is the door by which 
other and greater vices enter the heart. Fifth, "all liars 
shall have their part in a lake that burneth with fire and 
brimstone." Think of it—all these terrible consequences 
from one false saying! 

Words are little things, but they accomplish great things 
sometimes. A kind word or act might have saved many 
a boy or girl from ruin who is now at thp lowest point of 
degradation. 

THREE BAD BARGAINS. 

ONCE a Sunday-school teacher remarked that he who 
buys the truth makes a good bargain, and inquired if any 
scholar recollected an instance in Scripture of a bad bar-
gain. 

"I do," replied a boy; "Esau sold his birthright for a 
mess of pottage." 

A second said, "Judas made a very bad bargain When 
he sold his Lord for thirty pieces of silver." 

A third boy observed, "Our Lord tells us that he makes 
a bad bargain who, to gain the whole world, loses his 
own soul." 
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OattcaSi - ecItoof. 

FIRST SABBATH IN JUNE. 

IMPORTANT BIBLE SUBJECTS. 

LESSON 46.—INHERITANCE OF THE SAINTS. 

(Continued.) 
THE PROMISES RENEWED TO ISAAC AND JACOB. 

Non  TO  THE STUDENT.—Do not consider the lesson learned until 
you can give at least the substance of every text, with the correct 
reference for each. The references in black letters indicate those 
texts that should be committed to memory. A little diligent applica-
tion each day will enable you to do this.] 

1. To whom besides Abraham was the inheritance of 
the earth promised ? Oen. 18 :15. 

2. From which one of his sons was his seed to be reck-
oned ? Gen. 17:19; 21 : 12. 

3. Where do we find the promise to Abraham explic-
itly renewed to Isaac ? Gen. 26: 1-4. 

4. How do you know that Isaac alone was not the 
"seed" referred to in the promises to Abraham ? Gen. 
28 : 4. 

5. Upon what condition was the promise to Abraham 
based ? Gen. 26 : 5. 

6. Since the same promise was made to Isaac, must 
it not also have been on the same conditions 

7. Where do we find this promise again repeated ? 
Oen. 28 :18, 14. 

8. On what occasion and to whom were these words 
spoken ? Verses 10-17. 

9. Who besides Jacob was at this time included in 
these promises ? Verses 13, 14. 

10. Where are Isaac and Jacob expressly called the 
heirs of the promise made to Abraham? Heb. 11:8, 9. 

11. .Did they, then, receive the fulfillment of the prom-
ise? Heb. 11 : 18. 

12. From this last verse, what would you conclude as to 
their understanding of the promise and the time of its 
fulfillment? 

13. Quote the texts already learned, which prove that 
these promises will yet be literally fulfilled to Abraham, 
Isaac, and Jacob. 

NOTE. 
WE know that neither Isaac nor Jacob as an individual 

was the "seed" referred to in the promise to Abraham, 
because when the promise was made to them, it also in-
cluded their seed. We know also, from Heb. 11:13, that 
they, as well as Abraham, understood the true nature of the 
promise, and did not expect its fulfillment in their life-
time. Had it been otherwise they could not have died in 
faith, believing that the promises would be fulfilled, while 
they confessed themselves to be strangers and pilgrims on 
the earth. 

SOWING FOR REAPING. 

ONE wrote of a great general's plan, "It was a bold one, 
full of danger in case of defeat, but he intended to con-
quer." 

Doubtless the expectation of success is a great element 
in securing it. The great Master, wishing his workers to 
have every helpful motive to patient, persevering work, 
has given them abundant encouragement in the promises 
of his word. St. Paul's words are, " Be ye steadfast, un-
movable, always abounding in the work of the Lord, for-
asmuch as ye know that your labor is not in vain in 
the Lord." Thus, too, he says earlier in the same epistle, 
" He that ploweth ought to plow in hope, and he that 
thresheth to thresh in hope of partaking." (R. V.) It is to 
be feared, however, that many workers are not thus hope 
ful; they expect scarcely any results to flow from their 
labors, at all events, not for a long time to come. They 
sow, but seem to have no thoughts of reaping. Perhaps it 
was not so when they first took up their work. May be 
they then rushed forward to it eagerly, expecting at once 
to grasp the prize; but hope deferred soon made the heart 
sick. They are tempted to give up the work in despair or 
disgust, because the results they expected are not apparent 
at once. 

The one hundred and twenty-sixth psalm seems to refer 
to a similar case. When the 

to 
of the Captivity 

heard of the promised return to their sacred land, the idea 
was at first so overwhelming in its joyousness that it 
seemed like a dream—" Our mouth was filled with laugh-
ter, and our tongue with singing." But soon they realized 
that the desired end was yet remote, and the way difficult. 
Great hardships and grievous toils had first to be encount-
ered. There were to be bitter tears before abiding joy. 
This is God's rule in nature as in grace. Present self-sac-
rifice leads to future benefits. God would also thus en-
courage the Christian workers who are seeking to bring 
pilgrims to the promised land. They must not lose heart, 
for then their efforts would be paralyzed. God would 
have their hearts steeped in hope. They must be "look-
ing unto Jesus, who, for the joy that was set before him, 
endured the cross, despising the shame." The promise is, 
"In due season we shall reap, if we faint not." It is for 
the Master, not for us, to judge when the season is due. 

When the disciples could not cure the lad with the un-
clean ,spirit, they came to Jesus apart, and said, " Why 
could not we cast him out?" If workers who bemoan the 
lack of success did so, they would soon hear the reply,  

"Because of your little faith," little faith being a road to 
failure, as well as no faith. With full faith in the Master, 
his promises, his resources, his Spirit, the blessed results 
must be secured. The worker carried forth a few seeds; 
he will bring home sheaves. He may toil, assured of suc-
cess—and joyous success, for he shall "reap with joy; " he 
" shall bring his sheaves rejoicing."—The Church Worker. 
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INFLUENCE. 

THERE is no end to the sky, 
And the stars are everywhere, 

And time is eternity, 
And the here is over there ; 

For the common deeds of the common day 
Are ringing bells in the far away. 

- 	 - 

A REMARKABLE INSTANCE OF DEVOTION. 

ANY one who knows much about Holland knows that 
this nation's favorite bird is the stork, and that it is consid-
ered by the people an omen of good luck to have these 
birds build nests upon their premises. To attract them to 
their homes, the peasants plant long poles in the ground, 
at the top of which they fasten round pieces of wood. In 
some towns the storks are so tame they may be seen walk-
ing the streets. 

These birds were very numerous in the city of Delft be-
fore the great fire which nearly destroyed the town 'more 
than three hundred years ago, and travelers who write 
about the city, mention a remarkable instance of the stork's 
self-sacrifice in defense of its young at the time of the fire. 
One traveler wrote :— 

"There were in Delft innumerable storks' nests. When 
the fire broke out, which was on the 3rd of May, the young 
storks were fledged, but could nat yet fly. Seeing the fire 
approach, the parent storks attempted to carry their young 
ones out of danger, but they were too heavy; and after 
having tried all sorts •of desperate efforts, the poor birds 
were forced to give it up. They might have saved them-
selves by abandoning the little ones to their fate, as human 
creatures often do under similar circumstances. But in-
stead, they stayed upon their nests, gathered their little 
ones about them, covered them with their wings as if to 
retard as long as.possible the fatal moment, and so awaited 
death in that loving and noble attitude." 

MEXICAN WATER-CARRIERS. 
THE readers of the INSTRUCTOR may never have an op-

portunity of seeing a Mexican water-carrier; but presuming 
they would be interested to know how they do their work, 
we give you a description, as copied from an exchange :— 

"The city of Guaymas, Mexico, has no wells, and as yet, 
no water-works, with the exception of the pipes of the 
railway company, from which the houses of its officers, be-
sides its shops and tanks, are supplied. The water-carriers 
are a curious local spectacle. The public wells are at the 
upper end of the town, and nude Yaqui Indians may be 
seen there all the day pulling up the water in buckets, 
standing on a staging beneath which donkeys are coming 
and going with enormous sacks of raw hide, riveted and 
water-tight, hanging down almost to the ground on either 
side. 

" When the donkeys arrive, the bags are flabby and light. 
The naked Yaqui above pours down the water m a glisten-
ing stream, and the skins swell up until they hang heavy 
and distituded, like a full paunch. • The donkeys then de-
part down the street into the town on atalow, deliberate 
walk the large water-bags swinging slowly as they go. 
Scantily clad boys happy looking and brown as berries, 
sit astride the hind-quarters, and kick their bare heels in-
cessantly against the donkeys' flanks. 

"There is a bullock's horn in the bottom of each bag, 
and when the horn is pushed up,it lets the water out into 
a bucket, also of raw hide. Water is sold for one real 
(twelve and one-half cents) a bag, or by the bucketful for 
a cent or so. 

`Altogether these water-carriers are about as oriental in 
aspect as anything on this continent; and the lover of the 
picturesque might regret the establishment of the water-
works, which, with many other new things, are to be intro-
duced under the awakening of the land by railway." 

SOMETHING ABOUT PAPER. 
IT is commonly said that paper is made of rags; and 

so some of it is, but not all. Other substances are used to 
a very great extent. Straw and wood-pulp make very 
excellent paper. In most parts of Sweden, enormous 
quantities of blanched and bleached mosses are found, that 
grew ages ago. These old mosses are now gathered and 
made into paper, which is found to be very fine in 
quality. A manufactory of paper from this material 
has begun operations near JenkOping, and is turning 
out paper in all degrees of excellence, from tissue to sheets 
three quarters of an inch in thickness. These latter are as 
hard as wood. What they do with such thick sheets we 
are not told. It is certain_, however, that they are not 
used for printing books. They are more likely to be made 
into water-pails or car-wheels. 

The paper on which Bank of England notes are 
printed comes from Laverstock, in Hampshire. It is hand-
made, and comes up to the Bank in reams of five hundred 
sheets, each sheet being of a size for two notes. The water-
marks are different in the paper for notes of different 
value, and each kind comes wrapped in a particular colored 
wrapping,—five-pound notes pink, ten-pound yellow, and 
so on. It is a curious fact that so firm in texture is the 
paper of a genuine Bank of England note that even burn-
ing can hardly destroy it. The authorities have in a little 
glazed frame the remnants of a note which was in the 
great fire of Chicago. Though completely charred and 
black, the paper still holds together, and the printing of 
the note is said to be sufficiently legible to establish its 
genuineness and to warrant its being cashed. There are 
some other notes at the Bank which were cashed after 
having gone down with the `Eurydice' a few years ago, 
and reduced to little better than a pulp. Indeed the scraps 
and fragments which sometimes come into the Bank to be 
cashed have a really ridiculous appearance. But that  

makes no difference so long as they show that they are 
really bank-notes. If the officers of the Bank are satisfied 
of this, they are ready to pay the money, no matter what 
may be the appearance of the paper. A genuine bank-
note, even though torn and blurred and charred, is worth 
more than a piece of blank paper, no matter how fresh 
and beautiful it may be.—S. S. Closemate. 

THE LANGUAGE OF INSECTS. 

A MicitoscorE is an instrument for examining objects 
which are too small to be distinctly seen with the naked 
eye. It reveals most wonderful things to the sight, as 
many of our readers can testify from what they have seen 
through one. A microphone is Used to magnify sound, or 
to make weak sound stronger. "The microphone actsffor 
the ear of man as the microscope does for the eye." The 
Scientific Reporter says of the microphone :— 

" An English scientist has made the surprising discov-
ery that flies have a language of their own, inaudible to 
unaided human ears, though, no doubt, distinctly audi-
bleto the ears of insects. This is not the buzzing tone com-
mon to all flying insects, which is produced by the rapid 
movement of their wings, and is but a mere incidental 
effect, as meaningless as are the sounds of our footfalls 
while we are walking and conversing with a friend; but it 
consists of other tones, made voluntarily, no doubt, for 
the Burpose of limited communication with one another. 

"This discovery was made by means of the newly invent-
ed microphone while magnifying the tramp of a fly, walk-
ing on a table, till it sounded loud as that of a horse passing 
over a wooden bridge. By close observation during these 
experiments, sounds were heard different from those of its 
footfalls and wings, which proved to be its trumpeting 
calls, issuing from its proboscis, resembling, somewhat, 
the distant whinnying of a horse." 

NOT A BOY! 
How would the INsruucron girls like to exchange 

places with the Algerian daughters? One who was lect-
uring about the Algerians recently, in Paris, related the 
following incident;— 

"Some of the ladies, seeing our admiration of the Moor-
ish children, surprised us by the visit of a beautifully 
dressed and lovely little girl of seven or eight years of age. 
The child is lovely as a rose,' I said to her father. 'Does 

she read and write?' 
" No!' said he, my daughter—why, she is a girl.' 
" 'And because she is a girl, thou teachest her nothing.?' 
" Nothing, for a woman is happy only when she knows 

nothing.' 
" But she cannot read the Koran, which speaks of 

Allah, who made her so beautiful !' 
"`So much the better; my daughter has nothing to do 

with the mysteries of the Koran.' 
"`But I believe, with the eat prophet Christ, that she 

has a soul, even as you and I.' 
" Alt,' cried lie desperately, my daughter is not a boy !' " 

• 111.-- 

. POOR COMPANY. 
Fr is a too common belief, especially among the young 

folks, that "poor company is better than none," and the 
proverb is worn threadbare by those who use it as an 
excuse for putting up with inferior associates. There is 
no telling when or under what circumstances the proverb 
originated, or hi wbat severe strait the person may have 
been who declared that " poor company is better than 
none; " but in these days of many resources, the occasions 
are rare that would furnish an intelligent creature with 
sufficient excuse for making such a declaration. It is far 
better and safer to be alone than in poor company. 

Poor company has been the ruin of many a fine char-
acter. Poor company has kept many a one down who had 
the ability to reach an honorable position. The states-
prison convict, the fallen woman, the reckless renegade, 
may trace their first steps in the annals of crime to the 
influence of poor company. 

He who is born with a low taste, naturally drifts toward 
low companions, and it not infrequently happens that the 
son or daughter of a titled family will develop traits of 
character that would disgrace respectability. The poison 
is in their system, and can only be got rid of by careful 
culture and association with good people. 

Bad books are poor company. Impure thoughts are 
poor company. Never be misled into fancying that poor 
company is better than none, but "gather to thy heart 
such friends as are worthy of honor and attention; for the 
company a man chooseth is a visible index of his heart."—
Selected. 

HIS PASSPORT. 

A STORY is told of Petrarch, the poet, that once when a 
number of witnesses were being sworn, of whom he was 
one, the officiating magistrate administered the oath as 
usual until he came to the poet, when he passed him at 
once with the remark, "As for you, Petrarch, your word 
is sufficient." This was an extraordinary tribute to char-
acter. Here follows an example of tribute to genius quite 
as pronounced and quite as remarkably deserved. 

It is related of Gustave Dore that many years ago, while 
on a tour in Switzerland, he happened to lose his passport. 
Arriving at Lucerne, he asked to be allowed to speak to 
the mayor, to whom he gave his name. 

" You say you are M. Gustave Dore," replied the mayor, 
"and I believe you; but," he added, producing pencil and 
a piece of paper, "you can easily prove it." 

Dore looked around hint, and perceived some women 
selling potatoes in the street. With a few touches, he clev-
erly reproduced the homely scene, and appending his 
name to the sketch, presented it to the mayor. 

"Your passport is perfectly in order," remarked the 
official, "but you must allow me to keep it as a souvenir, 
and to offer you in return one in the ordinary form."—S. S. 
Advocate. 
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Their bodies shine with all the 
colors of the rainbow. A writer 
once said that we need not talk 
of the violet as the emblem of 
modesty because she hid herself 
in the green leaves. Here are 
these shining worms, as beautiful 
as can be, that hide down deep 
in the tufts of sea-weed, and at 
the bottom of the ocean. 

Some of the annelides wander 
about, and glide h i t her and 
thither as they choose. They 
have neither house nor cell to 
carry with them, and on that ac-
count they are said to be naked 
worms. 

Little tufts of hair-like bristles 
grow down each side of the body. 
These are the breathing appara-
tus, by which the creature draws 
in air. 

You know very well the con-
struction of the common worm. 
Its body is made up of a number 
of rings, with soft flesh between. 

Just so it is with the worms in the sea. One worm has 
as many as three hundred rings round its body, and thou-
sands of muscles to help it to move about. For in the 
tropics, these worms grow to a great size. 

The tangled worm is sometimes nearly forty feet 
long. Its long, smooth body is a little like a ribbon, of a 
violet or brown color. It lives in the hollows of the rocks, 
or among loose stones. It eats tiny shells for its food, and 
it seems to amuse itself by tying its long, ribbon-like body 
into knots and untying them again. Every now and then 
it sets out in search of food. It has no muscles, like its 
relative, the worm that I have just told you about; but it 
glides along by means of a number of hairs, or cilia, with 
which its body is covered. 

The cilia move backward and forward in the water, and 
help the giant worm on its way. 

By and by it comes to a stone, like the one it has left; 
here it stops, and begins its old game of tying knots in 
itself. 

This great worm has only a little hole for its mouth, and 
a head somewhat-like a snake. 

Nature has not given it feet; but she has done so to some 
of its tribe. 

Some of the more perfect annelides have bristly feet, and 
they make good use of them. 

When any little creature comes swimming by, the annel-
ide will dart upon it, seize it with its jaws, and squeeze it 
to death. 

Others go wandering about, looking for their prey among 
the sea-weeds and corals. They are very quick, and arrest 
the poor little victim before it has time to bury itself in 
the sand. 

But though the worm is so voracious, and devours so  

many minute creatures, it has enemies of its own to con-
tend with. 

The fishes pursue it without mercy, and so do the crabs 
and lobsters. This is why it likes to hide itself in some 
snug hole or corner. 

While it keeps in its hiding-place, it is tolerably safe; 
but if it puts out its head, a fish is sure to be passing by, 
and will snap it up in a minute. 

There are some creatures with hard shells, called whelks, 
that will even dig the annelides out of the sand.—The Sea, 
and Us Wonders. 

THE ROYAL FAMILY OF ITALY. 

WHEN it was known that Victor Emmanuel was very 
sick, the peasants and farm-laborers gathered in crowds 
about the Quirnal Palace, at Rome. They lingered there, 
asking hourly for news of him, until he died. Then, in-
deed, all Italy mourned. This was in 1878. 

He was greatly beloved, for he had freed the States of 
Italy from foreign rule and united them into one kingdom. 
Of this kingdom he was the first king—Vittorio Emman- 

uele I. He was fond of hunting, and was "every inch a 
soldier." He did not mind the hardships of the camp or 
hunting-field. He slept always on a little iron camp-
bedstead. 

The present King of Italy, Umberto I., is his son. 
When he first began to reign, he was not so much, beloved 
as was his father. But he is becoming dear to his people 
because he is so kind. When the cholera was raging in 
Naples, -in 1884, he went among the sick fearlessly. He 
helped them both by his presence and with money. 

Margherita, Queen of Italy, is a beautiful and amiable 
woman, much beloved by the Italians. 

They have one child, Vittorio Emmanuele, named for 
his grandfather. His title is, Prince of Naples; the Ital-
ians call him principtno (little prince). When I went to 
school and studied geography, it used to be said that Italy 
was shaped like a boot. If you look on the map, you will 
find in the ankle of the boot the city of Naples, where the 
principtno was born, November 11, 1869, and where he 
has a palace of his own. This palace overlooks the lovely 
Bay of Naples, perhaps the loveliest bit of water in the 
world. From it, you can also look out upon Vesuvius, 
that volcano which sends up its ceaseless smoke and flame, 
day and night. 

Italy is a land rich in beauty—beautiful skies and lovely 
landscapes; rich in what we call "art," too—in beautiful 
paintings and statuary; rich, too, in cities of great beauty. 
Did you ever hear of Venice, that city which looks as 
though it had just risen from the sea ? It has canals 
instead of streets ; and boats called " gondolas," in place 
of carriages; there are no horses in Venice. It is a silent 
city. 

So you see that the principino (little prince) is born to  

a wonderful inheritance; he may some day be king of this 
beautiful land. He is said, to be a manly little fellow, and 
he is being carefully educated, as most princes are. ,He 
can read and speak English..  

Educated people in Europe are generally fine linguists. 
That is, they understand a good many langtiages besides 
their own. They are taught these when they are young 
children. 

In the winter the prim/pin° lives in Rome. Visitors at 
Rome often see him, driving on the Corso with his beauti-
ful mother or his tutor. 

(The Corso is a fine street and is the principal street in 
Rome.) 

The Romans all know him and love him. They lift 
their hats to him as he passes, and he bows in return. 

The princIptno, like many an American boy, is making 
a collection—not of postage stamps, nor buttons, nor birds' 
eggs—but of coins. He has not only collected the coins, 
but he knows a great deal about them. There is a deal of 
history in coins. 

Should the principtrto ever be king of Italy, may he be 
worthy of the name the people gave his grandfather—it 

Re Galantuomo (King Honest-
man).—F. A. Humphrey. 
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DEAR LITTLE PEOPLE :— 
Tardy spring has at last scat-

tered the ice and snow, and 
brought us her beautiful treas-
ures,—the blue sky, the warm 
sunshine, the singing birds, the 
rippling streams, and the green 
trees and grass and flowers. 
Don't you hear them all saying, 
"God is good"? 

If God made the earth so 
beautiful where so much sin is, 
what will he not delight to make 
it when the sin is all taken out 
of it, never to return again ? 

You all want a home in the 
bright new earth ; then try every 
day to obey God, so that he will 
fit you up to live with him. 

We have such a great many 
letters, and only room for a few 
this time. We will print them 
as fast as we can.. 

ADA M. BLISS, of McLean 
Co., Ill., writes : " I am ten years 
old. I walk three miles to Sab-
bath-school. I have two broth-
ers, but they are too small to 
walk so far, so I go one Sabbath, 
and ma the next. I get my les-
sons in Book No. 2. My papa 
is a minister, and is away front 
home most of the time. When 
it gets warmer, I am going to 
canvass for the INSTRUCTOR. 
This is my first letter to the 
Budget. I read all the IN-
STRUCTOR through. I am try-
ing to be a good girl, and want 
to meet the INSTRUCTOR family 
in heaven." 

CHARLIE W. BREMNER sends 
us a letter from Colfax Co., 
Neb. He says: ".This is my 
first letter to the Budget. I am 
nine years old. My little sister 
two years old and my little 
brother four years old died this 
winter from diphtheria. We 
could hardly endure parting 
with them, they were so nice; 
but we are six weeks nearer the 
resurrection than before they.  
died. Time is flying, and I want 
to be a good boy so that when 
Jesus comes, I can go with them 

to that heavenly home, where there is no parting. My 
little brother would often come in from play and ask 
mamma if Jesus would give him wings, and if he could 
pick nice flowers where Jesus was. I have only one sis-
ter now. She was very sick too with the same disease. 
She has been:almost blind for five weeks. We keep the 
Sabbath with papa and mamma, and were baptized last 
fall. We are striving to be an unbroken family in the 
kingdom of God. Will the INSTRUCTOR family pray for 
us P' 
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LITTLE NELL AND THE VIOLETS. 

I'VE brought you some flowers, grandma, 
1 found them down by the brook; 

I guess they have been in wading, 
For just see how wet they look. 

Jack says they're Johnny-jump-ups; 
It's as fuimy as can be. 

What do you s'pose they jumped up for? 
Perhaps they wanted to see 

If spring was ever a-coming, 
For 't was getting late, they knew; 

Perhaps 't was to catch a sunbeam, 
Or to dance when the south wind blew. 

Some are white as my Snowball kitty, 
Some yellow as her eyes, 

But the rain must have given the prettiest ones 
The color it washed from the skies. 

And they smell like a breath from 
heaven; 

smelled of them o'er and o'er, 
Till it seemed as if I would go to 

sleep, 
And never wake up any more. 

I love the birds and the sunshine, 
And the trees, and the green fields 

too; 
But I think when God made flow- 

ers, he made 
The sweetest things he knew. 

S. ISADORE MINER. 
• 

WORMS THAT LIVE IN THE 
SEA. 

THERE are worms in the sea, 
as well as on the land. The 
worms that live hi the sea be-
long to a class called annelides. 

They have very pretty names 
given them besides this family 
name. One is called Nereis; an-
other, Eunice; and another, Eu-
phrosyne. They are called so 
because they are so beautiful. 
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