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SUNRISE ON THE HILLS. 

T STOOD upon the hills, when heaven's wide arch 
-1- Was glorious with the sun's returning march, 
And woods were brightened, and soft gales 
Went forth to kiss the sun-clad vales. 
The clouds were far beneath me; bathed in light, 
They gathered midway round the rocky height, 
And, in their fading glory, shone 
Like hosts in battle overthrown, 
As many a pinnacle, with shifting glance, 
Through the gray mist thrust up its shattered lance, 
And rocking on the cliff was left 
The dark pine, blasted, bare, and cleft. 
The vail of cloud was lifted; and below 
Glowed the rich valley, and the river's flow 
Was darkened by the forest's shade, 
Or glistened in the white cascade, 
Where upward, in the mellow blush of day 
The noisy bittern wheeled his spiral way. 

I heard the distant waters dash, 
I saw the current whirl and flash, 
And richly, by the blue lake's silver beach, 
The woods were bending with a silent reach. 
Then o'er the vale, with gentle swell, 
The music of the village bell 
Came sweetly to the echo-giving hills; 
And the wild horn, whose voice the woodland fills, 
Was ringing to the merry shout, 
That faint and far the glen sent out, 
Where, answering to the sudden shot, thin smoke 
Through thick-leaved branches from the dingle broke. 

If thou art worn and hard beset 
With sorrows, that thou wouldst forget, 
If thou wouldst read a lesson, that will keep 
Thy heart from fainting and thy soul from sleep, 
Go to the woods and hills No tears 
Dim the sweet look that Nature wears. 

—Longfellow. 

Written for the INSTRUCTOR. 

LUDLOW CASTLE. 

N the town of Ludlow, England, there stands on a rocky 
eminence the ruins of what was once a fine castle. It 
was built soon after the Conquest, by Roger de Mont-
gomery, and after him, was held at different times by 

the great lords of the kingdoin. 
When Edward IV. was king, he repaired Ludlow castle, 

and fitted it up as the palace of the Prince of Wales. Here 
was held the Court of the Marches, where the Lords Pres-
idents met to counsel together over the affairs of the king-
dom. The little Prince Edward lived in this castle with 
his uncle, Lord Rivers, who directed his studies and his 
plays according to the king's commandment. When he 
sat at meat, it was ordered " that there be read before him 
noble stories, as behooveth a prince to understand; and 
that the communication at all times, in his presence, be of 
virtue, honor, knowledge, wisdom, and deeds of worship, 
and nothing that shall move him to vice." 

I imagine that in some of the rooms of this old castle 
the little prince must have done some very hard studying, 
for there is no royal road to learning. And he got tired of 
his lessons, the same as boys do now, and wished he could 
go and play. No doubt he often looked off from his books, 
through the deep windows, to the uplands and glades, and 
the long stretch of woods that everywhere spread out from 
the castle. May be he sometimes was allowed to go on a 
hunt in these wild, dark woods with the lords and nobles. 

But he did not live in Ludlow very long. When he was 
twelve years old, his father, King Edward, died; and here 
in this castle the little prince was first proclaimed king, 
under the title of Edward V. He was a very young child 
to have the cares of the kingdom thrust upon him. On his 
dying bed, the king looked around on his courtiers stand-
ing by, and said, "If you among yourselves, in' child's 
reign, fall at debate, many a good man shall perish, and 
Haply, he too, and ye too, ere this land shall find peace 
again." 

But when the grand funeral was over, and the lords set-
tled down again to the business of the kingdom, they 
forgot all about the king's advice, and fell to quarreling. 
In three months from the time the prince was proclaimed 
king, he and his brother Richard, Duke of York, very 
mysteriously disappeared. It is believed that their uncle 
Richard, Duke of York, who was a very ambitious and 
cruel man, and wanted to be king himself, had these two 
lilt le brothers killed. At any rate, lie met the prince in 

company with Lord Rivers and Lord Gray, on their way 
to the coronation; and after professing to have great love 
for his little nephew, and great anxiety for his safety, he 
sent the two lords back on some pretext, and they never 
saw Edward again. The Duke said the young king would 
be a great deal safer in the Tower; so he shut him up there, 
and that was the last people saw of him. A great many 
lords died very suddenly and mysteriously while Richard, 
Duke of York, was king. 

This town of Ludlow, where the prince spent a part of 
his short life, is very charming. It stands on a knoll; and 
to the westward, on a steep line of rocks, rise the gray 
towers of Ludlow castle. The one shown in our picture is 
the Round Tower. As far as the eye can see, stretches a 

beautiful view of hills, vales, and forests; while in a little 
valley flows the Teme, one of the "prettiest and tiniest of 
rivers," running through a deep ravine that cuts off the 
knoll on which stands the town. 	 W. E. L. 

ROW RAIN SAVED AN ARMY. 

Nan came in from the office with the evening mail, 
shaking the water from coat and hat as a great Newfound-
land dog would shake his shaggy coat on coming out of 
the water. 

"Why! does it rain ?" asked Lou, looking up from the 
book which had absorbed her thoughts for the last half 
hour. 

"Indeed, it does; the creek is rising, too; we shall soon 
have a raging torrent at the foot of the hill !" 

"Well, there's no army waiting to cross," returned Lou. 
"What do you mean ?" asked Ned, handing the letters 

to his father. 
"Oh, I was only thinking of the time when a rain saved 

au army," replied she. " I don't suppose that a hundred 
years or so from now it will be known or be of interest 
that it rains to=night. But the fact that it rained on that 
twenty-eighth of January, 1781, is one of the things set 
down in history as important." 	 • 

"Just tell me about it," said Ned. 
"I am afraid you are a lazy fellow," said his father. 

"You seem to make Lou do a great deal of reading up 
for your benefit." 

"O, no, father 1 Lou does it for her own benefit, and it 
is really pure benevolence on my part to let her talk." 

" Well, you remember that after General Gates had won 
a reputation by the capture of Burgoyne, and the defeat 
of the British army at Saratoga, he was given the com-
mand of the Southern department; but only to suffer de-
feats and misfortunes. He was superseded by General 
Greene, who speedily rallied and reorganized the army, 
which he found greatly reduced in numbers. One division 
of his army defeated the British at Cowpens; but finding 
that he had so few men in comparison with the army of 
Cornwallis, he decided to retreat to Virginia, to save the 

remnant, and seek reinforcements. On 
the twenty-eighth of January, he reach-
ed and crossed the Catawba, getting 
safely over with all his baggage. Corn-
wallis was only two hours later in ar-
riving at the ford; but as it was now 
nightfall, he concluded to wait and 
cross by daylight, having no doubt of 
being able to capture Greene's army. 
But during the night a perfect torrent 
of rain fell, so that in the morning the 
discomfited General looked out upon a 
river swollen and unfordable. And it 
was a fortnight before he could cross 

.."'Nefttilffic army. Then, the roads having 
become only partly settled, the two ar-
mies began a race of sixty miles for the 
Yadkin. Again Greene came out ahead, 
and again Cornwallis was delayed by 
a rain which came up just as he was 
about to cross. However, by leading 
his army up the river about twenty-five 
miles to a shallow place, he succeeded 
in crossing, and the third race began. 
The two armies were on parallel roads 
only twenty-five miles apart ; but 
Greene came out ahead, and reached 
Virginia, where he was reinforced." 

"Was not Greene the general of 
whom it has been said that all his de-
feats had the effect of victories ?" in-
terrupted Ned. 

"Yes; and I believe he never gained 
a decided victory. At Guilford Court 
House the raw recruits broke line, and 
fled at the first fire; and this caused 
great confusion. The Americans were 
forced to retreat after some hard fight-
ing; but Cornwallis was so badly cut 
up that he also retreated. The battle of 

Eutaw Springs is called the hardest fought battle of the 
war, and there, as before, Greene failed of a decisive and 
complete victory only by the folly of some of his soldiers ; 
but the enemy were so crippled that they retreated." 

"This was during the last year of the war ?" 
"It was almost the end. This engagement closed the 

Southern campaign." 
For a few moments, Ned busied himself in tracing out 

the plan of the campaign on a small map. Presently Lou 
said:— 

"I have read two or three amusing anecdotes connected 
with this Southern campaign. At Cowpens, Morgan was 
attacked by the British under Tarleton. The attack was 
fierce, but the Americans stood well, and at a crisis of the 
battle, the cavalry under Colonel William Washington 
made a furious onset, and routed the British dragoons. 
During the assault, Tarleton and Colonel Washington had 
a personal encounter, in which Tarleton was wounded. 
Long after, the British officer remarked to a lady that he 
had understood that Colonel Washington was very illit-
erate, that he could not even write his name. To this the 
lady replied, ' Well, Colonel, you bear evidence that he can 
at least make his mark 1' 

"And another time Tarleton said he would like to see 
Colonel Washington; and the same lady remarked, `If 
you had looked behind you at Cowpens, you might have 
seen him.' " 
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" She was witty ! " said Ned, laughing. " Do you know 
whether this Colonel Washington was of George Washing-
ton's family ? " 

"He was, I think, a distant relative. But the funniest 
thing is the story of an American soldier at Eutaw Springs, 
who was rushing headlong in the flying pursuit of the 
retreating British. He suddenly found himself ahead of 
his comrades, and surrounded by the British. Of course 
he expected to be killed or taken prisoner; at least he 
would have thought so if he had taken time to think. 
But he seized a British officer by the collar, and wrested 
his sword from him; then, keeping the officer between 
himself and the enemy, he backed off. The enemy would 
not fire upon their own officer, and so he was pretty sure 
of escaping. The British officer stormed, and began to 
get off a string of titles, saying, I am Sir this and that, 
giving his rank in the army, and his title at home. The 
American said, `Exactly! you are just the man I was 
looking for I' " 

"But," said Ned, with a puzzled expression, "I don't 
see how it was; I thought it was sometime in the latter 
part of the summer that Cornwallis was shut up in York-
town; I don't understand how he came to be there. 
Eutaw Springs is away down in South Carolina." 

" Oh, Cornwallis did not command at Eutaw Springs 
Stuart was the British commander there. From Guilford 
Court House, Cornwallis retreated to Wilmington, and 
from thence went to Petersburg, and took Arnold's place, 
ravaging the country about until there was nothing left to 
destroy; then he took himself into Yorktown, and forti-
fied it. At first he intended to fortify Portsmouth, but 
Clinton ordered otherwise." 

"And then the end came." 
"Yes, October 19, 1781."—The Pansy. 

4 	• 
Written for the INSTRUCTOR. 

TWO INCIDENTS ILLUSTRATING LINCOLN'S 
HONESTY. 

I PRESUME there are not many of the INSTRUCTOR fam-
ily who have not heard over and over again the old prov-
erb, "Honesty is the best policy." While I cannot find 
this proverb in the Bible, I see that it is full of advice in 
regard to being honest and having an honest report. This 
is what we should strive to have. You don't see how 
Judas could betray his Lord, and I do not think he would 
have done it had it not been for his one great fault, the 
love of money, which caused him to be dishonest. 

I think that Abraham Lincoln must have believed this 
old proverb, and tried to live it out in his daily life; and 
that you may know why I think so, I will tell you two 
short stories I have read of his honesty. 

Once, while clerking in a store at New Salem, Ill., he 
sold a woman a small bill of goods, which, according to 
his reckoning, came to two dollars and six and a quarter 
cents. He received the money, and the woman went 
home. On looking over the bill again, to make himself 
sure of correctness, he found that he had taken six and a 
quarter cents too much. It was night, and, closing and 
locking the store, he started out on foot, a distance of two 
or three miles, for the house of his defrauded customer; 
and delivering over to her the sum whose possession had 
so much troubled him, he went home satisfied. 	• 

On another occasion, just as he was closing the store, 
a woman entered, and asked for a half pound of tea. 
The tea was weighed out and paid for, and the store was 
left for the night. The next morning, Lincoln entered, to 
begin the duties of the day, when he discovered a four 
ounce weight on the scales. He saw at once that he had 
made a mistake, and, shutting the store, he took a long 
walk before breakfast to deliver the remainder of the tea. 

These are very humble incidents, but they illustrate the 
man's perfect conscientiousness—his sensitive honesty—
better perhaps than they would if they were of greater• 
moment. We cannot all be presidents of the United 
States; but we can be honest, for "honesty is the best 
policy." 	 LUCY H. CANRIaHT. 

CESAR DUCORNET, THE WONDERFUL CRIPPLE. 

GiESAlt DUCORNET was born without arms, and in that 
helpless state grew up under the care of his parents, who 
were poor shoe-makers, and lived in the town of Lisle. 
Little Caesar, finding he had no arms, began very early to 
make use of his feet. His legs were very short, and on 
each foot he had but fora• toes; yet he managed to throw 
a ball, cut with a knife, and draw lines on the floor with 
chalk. 

One day he was found with a pen between his toes, try-
ing to write the alphabet on paper. This fact was men-
tioned to an old writing-master, who was so pleased with 
the boy's efforts, that he offered to teach him to write. The 
offer was accepted, and in one year the armless Caesar 
wrote better than any boy in the old writing-master's 
school, and every soul cried out, "Well done!" Having 
thus reached the head of the writing-class, Cmsar tried his 
best with his foot at drawing. He covered his copy-book 
with sketches and designs, which were so striking as to 
attract the attention of an artist. He got him admitted 
into the Academy of Design, where, in a few years, he 
won the highest prize in all the classes through which he 
passed. Then the people all cried out, "Well done ! " 
They were proud of the boy who painted without arms. 
Caesar now adopted painting as his profession. His pict-
ures and portraits were in great demand; his works were 
placed in churches and galleries. Some of them were of  

great merit, as well as of large size, and are still carefully 
preserved. But how he could paint such pictures is mar-
velous, for he was not only armless but thighless, his short 
legs being closely united to the trunk. Well, by one of his 
feet he held a palette, by the other a pencil; in his mouth, 
also, he carried a large brush and a second pencil, and 
with all this apparatus he moved and twisted about like a 
lamp-lighter. 

Thus did this wonderful man conquer his difficulties. 
For thirty years he toiled on in this way, until his feet were 
struck with paralysis. He died in the arms of his father, 
on April 20, 1836.—S. S. Classmate. 

RIGHT, NOT PRIVILEGE. 

EVERY boy who has read " Tom Brown at Rugby" ad-
mires the hero's sturdy independence, his scorn of a false-
hood, and his love of out-door sports. But every honest 
reader of the book feels that the most manly part of Tom's 
character is disclosed in the scene where he kneels down 
in the face of the whole dormitory of boys, and says his 
prayers. 

The scene has been repeated in other schools since then. 
But every boy who has had the courage to pray openly, 
when he knew he ought, can testify that it was one of the 
hardest things he ever did. There are several ways of 
doing this reverential act. It may be made unnecessarily 
demonstrative, or it may be performed so as to extort the 
respect of the boys. 

In a large and respectable school near Boston, two boys, 
from different States, and strangers to each other, were 
compelled by circumstances to room together. It was the 
beginning of the term, and the two students spent the first 
day in arranging their room, and getting acquainted. 

When night came, the younger of the boys asked the 
other if he did not think it would be a good idea to close 
the day with a short reading from the Bible, and a prayer. 
The request was modestly made, without whining or cant 
of any kind. The other boy, however, bluntly refused to 
listen to the proposal. 

"Then you'll have no objection if I pray by m*elf, 
I suppose ?" said the younger. "It has been my custom, 
and I wish to keep it up." 

"I don't want any praying in this room, and I won't 
have it I " retorted his companion. 

The younger boy rose slowly, walked to the middle of 
the room, and standing upon a seam in the carpet which 
divided the room nearly equally, said .quietly,— 

"Half of this room is mine. I pay for it. You may 
choose which half you will have. I will take the other, 
and I will pray in that half, or get another room. But 
pray I must and will, whether you consent or refuse." 

The older boy was instantly conquered. To this day, he 
admires the sturdy independence which claimed as a right 
what he had boorishly denied as a privilege. A Christian 
might as well ask leave to breathe, as to ask permission to 
pray. There is a false sentiment connected with Christian 
actions which interferes with their free exercise. if there 
is anything to be admired, it is the manliness which knows 
the right and dares do it, without asking any one's permis-
sion.—The Youth's Companion. 

.1•11. 	 

CURIOSITY. 

JIMMY GLENN was walking slowly forward, not notic-
ing his progress at all, for he was trying to pry into a note 
which his father had sent him to deliver. Since he did not 
wish to disturb the seal, he was holding it so that he could 
read a few of the words, hoping to be able to guess the 
rest. He was roused from this by Uncle Sandy, an old 
gentleman well known to the entire neighborhood. 

"For shame! to use for such a purpose one of the facul-
ties God gave you." 

Jimmy started, blushed scarlet, then said: "Why, Uncle 
Sandy, God did n't make my curiosity. I never got it from 
him." 

"Then where did it come from ?" was the reply. "No 
human being possesses a faculty that God did not create. 
All faculties have their proper uses; they are only wrong 
when we allow them to grow in the wrong direction." 

"How am I to use my curiosity in a proper way ?" 
asked Jimmy. 

" I can best answer you• question," replied Uncle 
Sandy, " by giving you a bit of history. There was a time 
when men wished much to know what could be found 
beyond the great world of waters. Columbus and his men, 
in the face of great danger, sought an answer to that ques-
tion. This was not wrong, it was no forbidden secret into 
which they pried; any one who patiently sought the an-
swer in the right way might find it. 

" If our Maker gave us a faculty but poorly developed, it 
becomes our duty to cultivate it," answered Uncle Sandy. 
"Many times a faculty seems excessively developed be-
cause we apply it to wrong purposes. Curiosity is merely 
a desire to know. Suppose you apply it, in future, to the 
finding out of useful things; your lessons, for instance. 
How would that do ?" 

Jimmy only blushed. After h few moments he added: 
"But, Uncle Sandy, I can't feel that God gave us all these 
bad faculties; there's anger, hate, jealousy." 

"God made us with noble faculties only; if we apply 
them to the wrong objects they become ignoble. There 
will come a time when he will ask us to account for the 
use of each talent. It will be well for us if we can then 
show that we used our curiosity for a useful purpose." 

" What with love ? " 

"If it has helped us to minister to our fellow-men and to 
regard them as brothers, children of the same Father, that 
will give us no regret." 

" What with hate " 
"If we have learned to hate sin and the evil one, the 

direction in which we have used this faculty will bring us 
joy."—S. S. Classmate. 

FOR TWO LITTLE GIRLS ONLY. 

THERE is a story told of a minister who said in his pul-
pit, "I see before me a woman who neglects her family, 
spending too much of her time in gossiping around the 
neighborhood. I will throw my hymn-book at her." And 
as he pretended to take aim, every woman in the congre-
gation dodged. 

There is an older story and a truer one, and one which 
can never provoke a smile, it is so sad, about our Lord's 
sitting at supper with his disciples and saying, "One of 
you shall betray me. And they began to be sorrowful, 
and to say unto him, one by one, Is it I ? " 

Each one of them knew his own weakness as well as 
each one of us knows that we have done things in careless 
moments that we may well be ashamed of having done. 

I went last Sabbath to a certain church for the first time, 
especially to hear its popular pastor preach ; but the sermon 
was as nearly as possible spoiled; for in the pew before 
me were two little silly, whispering, giggling girls. They 
had so much to say to each other that I am sure they had 
not met before within a week, so they could not have been 
sisters. 

They must have mothers, for each one was so well 
dressed that I felt sure a mother's all-observing eye had 
inspected their toilets. But 1 think their mothers could 
not have expected that the church manners of these little 
girls would be so much below their dress. 

They compared library-books, and of course rustled the 
leaves. They had, but one fan between them (although I 
do not think the thermometer would have registered in 
that pew more than eighty degrees), and this fan was used 
with diligence by one, while the other waited with impa-
tience for her turn to flutter. 

They were in the midst of a throng of worshipers, and 
they distracted the attention of a number of them. 

It is touching the lowest and weakest of motives to ask 
you, dear little girls, was it nothing to make yourselves so 
conspicuous by your thoughtlessness that every grown per-
son who was annoyed will recall that hour so miserably 
spent by you whenever you come before their eyes ? 
What Mrs. S— said and what Mr. T 	 thought 
about you is something. 

But higher than that. Do you think it a small thing to 
have broken a prayer, to have wrangled over your fan 
between persons so eager to listen, and the preacher 
giving them beautiful thoughts to comfort and to help 
them ? 

And higher yet, to reach for a motive for different be-
havior next Sunday. You were in the house of God, 
where we believe his Spirit meets us in the hours sacred to 
his worship. He saw you if you did not see him. You 
were forgetful of his loving presence, were you not? 
although so many times you have heard, "The Lord is in 
his holy temple; let all the earth keep silence before 
him ; " and, "Where two or three are gathered together 
in my name, there am I in the midst of them."—Child's 
Paper. 

A DANGEROUS REPTILE. 

THERE is a species of serpent that is found in all parts 
of the known world; its home is not so much in the jun-
gle and wilderness as one might suppose. It visits the 
haunts of men, showing that it is of a social nature; cities, 
villages, and sparsely populated neighborhoods, each and 
all claim its attention. Its form is often so beautiful that 
it becomes a household pet; and it is flattered and caressed 
as much as the most honored guest. It is found among 
the first circles of society, dazzling all with its brilliant 
mask, and alluring with its specious wiles the most tun-
wary; the fairest forms, the purest characters, are chosen 
to satisfy its craving and demoralized appetite. 

It certainly does hiss long and loud; but never until it 
has struck its poisonous fangs to the very heart. The best 
physicians have failed to find an antidote for its venom. 
Unlike that of most poisonous reptiles, its bite does not 
produce immediate death; but the victim lingers along, it 
may be, for years, often suffering the most excruciating 
torture. 

It causes more tears, more heartaches, more bloodshed, 
than any other living creature. 

Would you see this serpent in its ugliest mood? Visit 
the knots of men that are gathered upon the street corners, 
the tavern steps, at the store and post-office. It is always 
there. If you wish to behold it in its most attractive form, 
go to the sewing circle, the afternoon tea party, the even-
ing social, and see what a smooth tongue it has. You will 
never think, unless on your guard, how poisonous are the 
well-rounded sentences, that frequently end with, " but—
I was going to tell you something I heard, but I guess I 
won't, unless you'll promise not to tell who gave you the 
information. For of course I don't want to be mixed up 
with the affair." 

The name of this serpent—this honored but dishonor-
able friend, is—SLANDER.—Cottage Hearth. 

VIRTUE is something sterling, that will stay 
When gold and silver fly away. 
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SECOND SABBAT IN JUNE. 

IMPORTANT BIB E SUBJECTS• 

LESSON 47.—INHERITAN If OF THE SAINTS. 

(CONTIN D.) 
CHILDREN OF A RAHAM. 

Warm  TO THE STUDENT.—Do not co eider the lesson learned until 
you can give at least the substance f every text, with the correct 
reference for each. The references i. black letters indicate those 
texts that should be committed to me  •  ory. A little diligent applica-
tion each day will enable you to do t .1 

1. WHEN the Lord made ce ain promises to Abraham, 
who was invariably included? 

2. Through which of his son was this seed to be reek-
oned ? 

3. Did this insure that all o his descendants through 
Isaac, would be heirs of the pro ised inheritance ? Matt. 
3 : 7-9. 

4. What have we already le rued was the condition on 
which the promise was based ? 

5. To what righteousness (o obedience) does the prom-
ise have reference ? Bora. 4 : 1 . 

6. Was Abraham's righteo sness of this character? 
Gal. 8 : 6. 

7. Then who only are the c ildren of Abraham, in the 
sense in which the term is used in the promise? Gal. 8 : 

8. If only those who have fa th are the children of Abra-
ham, how could it be said that ' in Isaac shall thy seed be 
called" ?—Ans. Isaac was t e child of faith (Gen. 15 : 
4-6). He himself also possess the same faith that his 
father had (Heb. 11 :13), and therefore only those who 
have that faith are counted as is descendants. 

9. How is true faith invari bly manifested ? James 2 : 
17, 26. 

10. How did Jesus prove to :ome of the Jews that they 
were not the children of Abra m? John 8 : 39, 40. 

11. What were the works of braham ? Gen, 26 : 5 .  

12. Did the Jews as a nation eep these, fq10111,'` ' 	, " 
John 8 :40; Matt. 15 : 3-6. 

13. Whose children did the, thus become? John 8 : 44. 
14. Then if one is not a chile of Abraham, whose child 

will he be? 

ritten for the INSTRUCTOR. 

THE LATE-TO-SABBA 'H-SCHOOL FAMILY. 

THE other day I stopped wi a family who have numer-
ous relatives throughout the untry. I have met some of 
them in most every church hich I have visited. So I 
thought it might be well to 11 what I know Of them, as 
their relatives in other places perhaps, would like to hear 
from them. They are a reli ions family; most of them 
are members of the church, d all read the INSTRUCTOR, 
and belong to the Sabbath-s hool. As I know that they 
will read this, 1 shall be caref 1 to say nothing about them 
but the truth. All the mem rs of this family, wherever 
they live, or whatever their circumstances are, whether 
'they are rich or poor, young or old, whether they live in 
the country or in the village, esemble each other remark-
ably in one respect. I will d scribe them, and let the chit 
dren guess what it is. 

Their family name is La to-Sabbath-School. I have 
heard that some of the fam y do not like the name, and 
have thought several times f petitioning the Legislature 
to have it changed; but they were always just a little too 
late to have it attended to. 

I stopped a few days with hem awhile ago. Generally 
they are quite a social peop e, and love to talk and visit 
Sabbath evening I suggeste that we get the Sabbath: 
school lesson; but each o seemed to be busy about 

	

something else. The hush 
	

whose given name was No- 
Interest, was rather sleepy tl at evening; so he did not take 
much interest in it; and heir eldest child, a bright 
girl of twelve years, whose name was Don't-Care, was 
very busy reading a book, id did not seem to care much 

	

about it. Their boy, a sm 
	

little fellow of nine years, 
whom they -called Absent- Ind, lay on the floor, playing 
with the cat. I asked him bring me the INSTRUCTOR; 
but he had left it somewher and could not find it. Mrs. 
Late-to-Sabbath-School said hey would have to get up early 
in the morning, and get the' lessons. 

The first thing I heard Sa bath morning was the mother 
saying, "Here, No-Interest I declare, it is seven o'clock, 
and no one out of bed yet. We must get right up and get 
things to going, or we shall late again to Sabbath-school ; 
now you get up and build t le fire, and 1 will call the chil-
dren." 

	

After stretching and ya 	ig, No-Interest got out of 

	

bed; while the mother call 
	

" Do n't-Care 1 Don't-Care 
come, now, it is getting la get right up and call Absent. 
Mind. You know you have of to get your Sabbath-school 
lesson, and we want to be o time to-day. Do you hear ?" 

A faint answer was h rd upstairs, indicating that 
somebody was partially aw ke. Then all was silent again 
for half an hour, when th same thing was gone through 
with again, only in a littl sharper tone. This time she 
added, "Now if you don' get right up, I will come up 
there and see to you." 

This brought them down tairs, but not in the best frame 
of mind. It took quite a long while for them to dress-
Absent,-Mind got his par on wrong side to, and then 

couldn't find one of his stockings, and finally declared 
that the cat must have carried it off. His mother had to 
spend several minutes hunting up his things. Don't-Care, 
when about half dressed, became absorbed in a book again. 
Her father said, "Daughter, you ought to finish dressing, 
and get your Sabbath-school lesson. " 

She replied, " 1 don't care if I don't have it. It's an 
awful hard one. I don't see what they make them so 
long for." 

"There, that will do," said the father. "Now, children, 
wash yourselves, or you will be late to Sabbath-school." 

At eight o'clock, breakfast was ready. After breakfast, 
the mother said, "Now, husband, it is getting late, and we 
have so much to do, let us have prayers short this morn-
ing." So a short psalm was read, and a few words of 
prayer were offered, and then there was hurrying to and 
fro. Mrs. Late-to-Sabbath-School seemed to have the 
whole burden of the family on her shoulders. 

" Come, now, No-Interest, you sit down and teach the 
children their lessons. " 

"Oh, I have no time. I have got to change my clothes. 
You will have to see to them," he replied. 

" That is always the way it is. You do not take any in-
terest in their lessons; yet you scold if they do not have 
them well. I think if there is any one who ought to set an 
example, and see that the children have their lessons, it is 
you," said the mother. 

He made no reply, but took his hat and went out to the 
barn. Then she turned to the children, and said, " Now, 
children, you get your lesson book, and sit right down there 
and learn your lesson the first thing you do. I don't want 
you to go to Sabbath-school, and have people say that you 
do not know anything." 

"I can't get the old lesson," said the little girl. "I don't 
see what is the use of it. Besides, I have got to dress." 

"Well, then, be about it," said the mother. " Come now, 
Absent-Mind, get your things on, and I will try and find a 
few minutes to-sit down with you." 

Soon after, I heard a voice calling, "Ma, ma, where is 
my jacket? I can't find it." 

"It is where you put it, I suppose," was the answer. 
" Hunt it up, or you will have to go without it." 
ilv...and_py heux11 some one calling again, "Ma, ma, 

Absent-Mind is not dressing at all, but is bothering me. 
Can't he stop ?" 

At this, Mrs. Late-to-Sabbath-School went upstairs, and 
straightened things out rather quickly; and as she came 
down with the children, she said, "There, now, sit down 
there and get your lessons, and don't let me hear anything 
more from you." 

There was some very hard studying done then for about 
twenty minutes. The mental strain was so great that 
Absent-Mind had to relieve himself once in a while by pull-
ing the cat's tail, and Do n't-Care took a rest to re-arrange 
her curls. 

At half past nine, Bro. Late-to-Sabbath-School announced, 
"The team is ready. All aboard!" Then there was hunt-
ing for hats, caps, and baskets, and the mother said, " We 
ought to have been off twenty minutes ago; we shall be 
late again. Come, now, children, no more playing there. 
Absent-Mind, if you don't do as I tell you, you shall stay 
at home to-day." However, that did not seem to frighten 
him much. 

When we were started, the mother said, "Here it is a 
quarter of ten, and it is two miles to church. You will 
have to hurry, or we shall be late again. I don't see how 
it is that we are always late to Sabbath-school. I try my 
best, anyhow. Now let us see, children, if you have got 
your lessons. Don't-Care, what is the lesson about to-
day ?" 

"It is about—it is about—let me see." 
" Oh, I know," says Absent-Mind, "It is about MoseS." 
"No, it isn't. It is about Samuel." 
"Yes, that is right," said the mother. 
"Father, what does it say about Samuel ? " 
"Oh, I did n't have time to look at the lesson to-day," 

said he. 
"Well," said the mother, "I can't blame the children, 

then, if they don't have theirs, when their father sets them 
such an example as that." 

When they reached the church, school had evidently been 
going on some time, for all the classes were reciting. The 
children sat down by the stove to warm themselves, and 
the superintendent had to come and invite them to take their 
places in their class. After some holding back, they finally 
went in time to have one or two questions asked them, 
neither of which they could answer. The father got in 
just as they came to the review-lesson, but stayed back by 
the stove with the mother. They made out to answer one 
question apiece in the review. 

Coming home, Mrs. Late-to-Sabbath-School said, "I 
never did like that superintendent. He is always finding 
fault with some one, and you never can please him." 

" Yes," said Don't-Care, " I don't like our teacher one bit. 
She is always scolding me when I do my best. I wish 
they did not have any Sabbath-school. I would rather 
stay at home and read." 

I have not been to visit them since, and I do not know 
how they are getting along. I would like to know, how-
ever, how many of the INSTRUCTOR readers belong to this 
family. No answer ? Not one that belongs to this family ? 
Was I so much mistaken? Well, I am glad of that after 
all; for, to be plain, I don't like the family very well, and 
the less there is of them, the better. 

D. M. CANRIGHT. 

gt-tz §c zap 	o/.. 

FUNERALS IN FOOCHOW. 

FOR lack of knowledge of the true God, as revealed in 
the Bible, people do very strange things; and without this 
guide book, we should do no better. It is because the 
nations reject light, that they are left to grope their way 
in darkness. Unless we walk in the light when it is given 
us, we, too, may be left to walk blindly. 

"From my post of observation on the veranda, I have 
watched some very curious funeral ceremonies, especially 
during a festival answering to All Souls' Day. Then the 
whole population turn out, and go forth all over the coun-
try to visit their ancestral graves, which are scattered 
about in the most promiscuous fashion, on such spots as the 
soothsayers have declared to be especially pleasing to the 
dead. Each family carries offerings of food on litany trays: 
roast ducks, a pig roasted whole, rich dikes,. and sweet, 
rice wine. These are things of which, happily for their 
descendants, the dead cannot partake; so after they have 
been duly laid out upon the grave, and a religious service 
read by one of the party, from the ritual-of the dead, these, 
good things are replaced on the trays, and carried home 
again for the family festival. 

"But the dead are supposed to need many things in the 
far country—clothes, horses, furniture, houses, writing 
materials; whatever is needful for comfort here must be 
transmitted from earth to the spirit-world by the simple 
process of burning. Fortunately it is not necessary to burn 
real articles—paper or pasteboard imitations will do as 
well; so thousands of persons are employed solely in the 
manufacture of these articles, while thousands more de-
vote their whole lives to coating paper with tinfoil, to be 
made into shoe-shaped ingots of silver, and imitation 
dollars, and the semblance of other coins, especially 
strings of countless cash, all of which are destined for 
burnt-offerings. 

"Affection does not prompt all this immense annual 
expenditure in honoring the dead. It is generally the result 
of most slavish fear; for every Chinaman believes in the 
power of the dead to avenge neglect by causing all manner 
of evil to the living; so trouble of every description, 
disease, failure in business, loss of sons, and all other con-
ceivable afflictions, are due to the curse of the dead, to 
whom he may not even be related. The avenging spirit is 
very probably some neglected beggar, who has been al-
lowed to live and die unpitied, but who, after death? be-
comes a power of evil, whom no sane man dares to neglect',  

HOW THEY BEGAN. 

THE firm natue,a Harper Sr Brothers is so well known 
that a short sketch ofthc early business habits of those 
who first composed the firm moy_ serve as an example of 
what energy, perseverance, and carefonstoss have to do 
with prosperity. Other firms have established themselves 
upon the same rock bottom, and grown to vast propor-
tions. We give you this example because just such busi-
ness habits are necessary to success in any undertaking. 
A writer in a late magazine says :— 

" James Harper was born in Newtown, Long Island, 
about eighty years ago. He lived on the farm, and helped 
his father until fifteen years of age; during this time he got 
what instruction he could from the district school. At this 
age he made up his mind to be a printer. He came to 
New York, and went into a printing office as apprentice. 
Of course he had to do all the dirty chores, cleaning the 
rollers and presses, sweeping, and running errands. In 
this sort of work the face as well as hands usually get 
daubed and blackened, and give such an appearance to a 
young apprentice that the name of `printers devil' seems 
quite appropriate. He didn't shirk his work on this ac-
count, for he had sense enough to know that it was honor-
able dirt. He stuck to it and worked hard, and in time 
earned the name of being a first-class pressman. 

"His brother John also came to the city to learn the 
printer's trade at another office. As they often worked 
extra hours, they could only see each other occasionally 
evenings, and on Sundays. They carefully saved their 
small earnings, and when their long apprenticeship was 
ended, they started in for themselves, investing their few 
hundred dollars in a few fonts of type and a press, and 
hired an office on Dover street. Here they worked indus-
triously with their own hands, printing small editions of 
books for different publishers, but not taking any risks 
themselves. They took great care that their work, though 
on a small scale, should be done in the best manner, and 
thus they got a reputation and built up a business. They 
began to print small editions of books on their own ac-
count, but proceeded very cautiously, and took no risks. 
As their business grew greater, they were obliged to move 
from time to time into larger buildings. They took 
their two younger brothers into business with them, and 
when James was thirty years old, they adopted the firm 
name of Harper & Brothers. 

" The business went on increasing, and in due season, as 
the brothers grew to be old men, it was handed down to 
their sons. It is now one of the greatest publishing con-
cerns in the world, the simple catalogue of their works 
occupying nearly four hundred closely printed pages, 
including every variety of literature." 

CHINAMEN AND ANIMALS. 
ONE who knows something about the Chinese says: 

"They never punish animals; hence a mule which to a for-
eigner would-  not only be useless, but dangerous to every 
one about it, becomes in the possession of a Chinaman, as 
quiet as a lamb and tractable as a dog. We never beheld 
a runaway, a jibbing, or a vicious mule or pony in a Chi-
naman's employment; but found the same rattling, cheer-
ful pace mamtained over heavy or light roads, by means 
of a tur-ror cluck-k, the beast running to the right or left, 
and stopped with but a hint from the reins. This treat-
ment is extended to all the animals they press into their 
service. Often have I admired the tact exhibited in get-
ting a large drove of sheep through narrow, crowded 
streets and alleys, by merely having a little boy to lead one 
of the quietest of the flock in the front; the others steadily 
followed without the aid either from a yelping cur or a 
cruel goad. Cattle, pigs, and birds are equally cared for." 

Is there not yet considerable to be learned from the 
Chinaman ? 
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THE DISOBEDIENT KITTY. 

I GUESS I'd better take a walk," 
Mewed little Kitty Gray; 

"My brothers all are fast asleep, 
And mother is away. 

' T is true she told me not to go 
Beyond the big barn door, 

But I'm so tired of dusty mows, 
And this old hay-strewn floor. 

"I'm sure I'm old enough to know 
What's best for me to do; 

And what I want to do is best, 
And now I'll prove it, too. 

How soft this grass is to my feet! 
Much better than that hay; 

How foolish 't is to stay in-doors 
On suchie pleasant day ! 

" Ah ! here is something slim and tall; 
I s'pose it is a tree; 

And these are flowers, and these are leaves; 
But what is this? Dear me! 

I never heard my mother tell 
Of such queer birds or mice; 

What a fine meal I'll have to eat! 
It looks so very nice. 	• 

"O dear! The thing has bit 
my nose; 

' T will make a meal of me. 
What shall I do? I've lost 

my way; 
But what is that I see? 

• T is mother. Oh, how glad 
am ! 

of walking I am sick ; 
I' w sorry that I ran away, 

I •Il go and tell her quick." 
S. IsAnoia: MINER. 

TALK AMONG THE TOOLS. 

YNs," said the carpenter, 
looking at the plan in his 
hand, that will make a very 
pretty cabinet, and I'll begin 
it at once." 

So saying, lie drew open a 
draw, wherein lay a row of 
shining new tools. No sooner 
was the drawer opened, thaw 
the tools began talk:  

"There!" s..irthe plane, 
•• I'm afraid I shall be wanted 
to smooth that wood, and 1 
know I cannot do it. It is a 
thing I have never done, and 
I shrink from beginning. Oh, 
will you not do it for me ?" it 
said to an old, worn-out plane, 
that lay on the bench. 
" 	! my working days are 

over," Said the old plane, "or 
I would gladly be used. But 
you need not think so much 
of yourself, my young friend; 
you will find you have only to 
leave the work to the carpen- 
ter; you have nothing to do, 
but be willing he should use 
you." 

Hardly were the words spo-
ken, when the carpenter put 
out his hands, and seizing the 
trembling plane, began to re- 
move all the roughness from 
a fine piece of ash wood. 

This finished, the plane was 
put down beside its old friend, and at once burst into a fit 
of weeping. 

"Why I what is wrong ?" said the old plane. 
"Oh, dear! I cannot do that kind of work at all," cried 

the plane. 
"Well! you do surprise me," said the old plane. "I 

cannot see what you had to do with it. I do n't believe 
the carpenter made a botch of it; he is far too skilled a 
workman to do that." 

Their voices were here drowned by harsh sounds; and 
looking up, they saw the carpenter sawing the wood in 
two. This done, the saw was placed beside the planes on 
the bench, and began at once to give au account of what it 
had been doing. 

" Well, I declare I went as cleanly as a knife through 
that wood! It was a capital job! I quite enjoy this work!  
Did you hear how some of the tools praised me!" 

" As you are so clever," said the old plane, " perhaps you 
will saw through this piece of waste wood here? We 
should like to see you try." ' 

The saw tried to rise; it tried again, and then gave it up, 
looking so ashamed at its utter failure. 

Before any one had time to speak, the saw was again 
taken up by the carpenter, and sent cleanly and swiftly 
through another plank. 

While this was being done, the door opened, and a sunny- 
faced little girl ran in, saying, "I have learned my text, 
father; may I say it now to you?" And slowly the little 
one said : " Without Me, ye can do nothing." 

"Right," said the father. "Wood you like me now to 
tell you what it means ?" 

He showed. her the drawer of tools;  and asked her how 
much work they could do by themselves. 

"Oh, father !" said the child, " of course the tools can-
not move, they are not alive." 

" Then how did that wood become so smooth ?" 
" Why, you did it, father," said the child. 
"Will you not give the plane any credit ?" said the fa-

ther, smiling. 
" Oh ! now you are making fim of me, father. Why do 

you ask me such strange questions?" 
" My child," said the father, " it is because I want you to 

understand that we are helpless in ourselves as these tools. 
I want you to give yourself to the Lord Jesus, that he may 
work through you; and you need never feel sad, nor feel 
proud, over any work, for, like these tools, you can do 
nothing good unless he helps you. 

"Now, run away, and never forget the text learned to-
day : ' Without Me, ye can do nothing.' "—Owr Own, Ga-
zette. 

GOOD FOR NOTHING. 

A GENTLEMAN, while talking to some children, took 
out his watch and asked them what it was for. 

" To keep time," the children answered. 
"Well, suppose it won't keep time, and can't be made to 

keep time, what is it good for ?" 
" It is good for nothing," they replied. 
He then took out a lead pencil, and asked what it was for. 
" It is to mark with," was the answer. 
" But suppose the lead is out, and it won't mark, what is 

it good for ?" 
" It is good for nothing." 
He then took out a pocket-knife, and asked what was its 

use. 
"To whittle with," said some. "To cut," said the 

others. 
" Suppose that it has no blade, and then what is it good 

for ?" 
"Good for nothing." 
" Then a watch, or pencil, or knifeis good for nothing un- 

less it can do the thing for which it was made ?" 
"No, sir," the children all answered. 
" Well, children, what is a boy or girl made for ?" 
The children hesitated. 
"What is the answer to the question, ' What is the chief 

end of man ?' " asked the gentleman. 
"To glorify God and enjoy him forever," replied the 

children, remembering what they had learned in their 
Sabbath-school lesson. 

" Now, then, if a boy or girl does not do what he or she 
is made for, and glorify God, what is he or she good for ?" 

And the children all answered, without seeming to think 
how it would sound:— 

" Good for nothing." 
"Well, if children are made to glorify God, and they 

don't do it, are they good for anything If the fail to 
do this, it is as though they failed in everything. Without 
love to God, all other things are as nothing."—Selected. 

DIOB'S LESSON. 

DICK was bending over his atlas, with a puzzled face. 
Where was that river? He could find every other river lie 
had ever heard of, but the Tagus was not to be found. 

He called Mamie, and she looked too. But the children 
could not discover the river. Aunt Sue, who was sitting 
in the parlor, might have assisted them, but they did not 
ask her. Papa would have given his help, but he preferred 
not to offer it. I would be ashamed to tell it to you, only-
that I fear Johnnie and Jerry and Pansy and Jane may 
have been as foolish in their day. He said,— 

"I'll let that question go." 
"Oh," said Mamie, "I wouldn't, Dick." 
"Yes, I will," said the boy. "1 don't believe it will 

come to me in the class." 
"Did you know your geography lesson to-day, Dick?'' 

said papa the next evening. 
Dick flushed, and said, " No, papa. I had learned it all 

perfectly except just one question, and Miss Trumbull 
asked me that the very first thing. Was it not strange?" 

"I'm glad it so happened, my son," said papa. "It will 
teach you, I hope, to be thorough. It is never safe to leave 
one question unlearned. 

"If we would succeed in anything, we must not neglect 
a single detail, no matter how small. Your failure to-day 
spoils your week's record, and all because you gave up 
looking for a river which was on the map, with the idea 
that may be that question would go to somebody else."—
Chad's Paper. 

ettez wbiet. 
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AND now what does the Budget bring? First, comes a 
letter from LEWIS M. WHITE, of Wisconsin. He is 
twelve years old, and with his little sister six years old, reads 
the INSTRUCTOR, which they like v much. Their father 
is sick all the time at the Soldier's Home, in Milwaukee, 
Wis., so his mother has to work hard to take care of them. 

You have our sympathies and prayers, Lewis. 

Dona LUnINOTON, writing from Boone Co., end., says 
'.;:te'vlbti,•••u4ee int the INSTRUCTOR, but her letter was not 
printed; so she writes again. She is ten years old. The 
family all attend Sabbath-school at Thonitown. She and 
one of her sisters learn lessons in Book No. 2. She was 
baptized at the Logansport camp-meeting last year. There 
are about forty scholars in their day school, which was to 
close in three weeks when she wrote. After school closed, 
site and her sister were going to canvass for the IN-
STRUCTOR, and her father for the "Sunshine at Home." 
!Ler grandma\  who is seventy-three years of age, is staying 
with them. She has one brother and' three sisters. 

M.ARY E. WILSON, of Compton Co., Quebec, writes: "I 
a in twelve years old. We have kept the Sabbath four 
years, and have taken the Signs and INSTRUCTOR all that 
time, and the Review the last three .years. I go to day 
school, and take music lessons evenings. I have two 
brothers and two sisters. My baby brother is only nine 
months old; he is a little darling, I tell you. Papa bought 
a book called " Sunshine at Home," for which I have been 
canvassing. In one evening I obtained two subscriptions. 
Hope I shall get more soon. We have a little Sabbath-
school of about nineteen member& which meets every 
week; but we seldom have any preaching, as the nearest 
church is thirteen miles away. A minister was here two 
weeks ago, and we had a good meeting. I want to live so 
I may have right to the tree of life. I send love to the 
INSTRUCTOR family." 

BURTON L. FRINK, of Berkshire Co., Mass., writes: "I 
am eleven years old, and have one brother, seventeen 
years old, who is attending the So. Lancaster Academy. 
I am reading the Temptation of Christ in the Wilderness' 
by Mrs. White. We live so far from Sabbath-school I 
cannot go all the time in the winter; but 1 go most of the 
time in the summer. Papa is teacher of the class in the 
INsTimuron, so he goes sometimes in the winter when it 
is so cold and rough that mamma and 1 stay at home. I 
go a mile and a half to day school. We think we could 
not get along without the INSTRUCTOR. I hope I may 
so live that I 	INSTRUCTOR meet the INsTacron family on the 
new earth. I send love to all, especially the editors." 

W. J. B., of Multnomah Co., Oregon, writes: " Seeing 
no letters m the Budget from this part of the Sabbath-
school field, I will say a few words in behalf of the East 
Portland school, hoping thereby to induce some of the 
younger members to wrfte. Four years ago a family Sab-
bath-school was started here; now we have a school of 
ninety-three members, with bright prospects for the future. 
What has been accomplished has been the result of ear-
nest, persistent labor, with the blessing of God; and we 
can say for the encouragement of new schools, 'Be not 
weary in well doing,' you shall reap, if you faint not.' 
I have been a reader of the INSTRUCTOR seven years, and 
I can truly say it is the best paper for children I have 
ever read. The' INSTRUCTOR family ought to be thankful 
for the pains that is taken in prepaying this nice paper for 
them." 
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