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nant faculty ordered it to be burned. The discourse dwelt 
very fully upon the doctrine of Justification by faith. 
For this bold venture, Cop and Calvin were obliged to flee 
from the city, and the latter, it is said, was let down from 
the walls of the city by a basket. 

After leaving Paris, Calvin for a time found refuge with 
Queen Margaret of Navarre, the sister of Frances I., and 
who favored the cause of the Reformers. At Angouleme 
he supported himself by teaching Greek, and here he also 
composed the greater part of his "Institutes of the Chris-
tian Religion," which has rendered his name famous. 
This was written in Latin, for the benefit of the learned, 
and was afterward translated into French. Many edi-
tions of the work were printed in Calvin's time. It has also 
been issued in the various European languages, and in 
Greek and Arabic. The " Institutes " contained a written 
declaration of the doctrines of the Reformers, as well as 
unanswerable arguments against the errors and corrup-
tions of the Catholic faith. 

Calvin was cotemporary with Luther and Melanchthon, 
as well as Bucer, Farel, Viret, Beza, Bullinger, and 
Capita,—names that so frequently occur in connection 
with the cause of the Great Reformation. 

Let us now, for a little, trace the varied experience of 
this intrepid man in the noble cause which he had espoused. 

We find him at one time in Italy, at the court of the 
daughter of Louis XII., winning others by his persuasive 
words to the doctrines of the Reformers; the ever-vigilant 
Inquisition, already crushing out the work in Italy, com-
pels him to leave. He then goes to his native place for 
the last time, to arrange his family affairs. In August, 
1536, when he is twenty-seven years old, he comes, in the 
midst of personal peril, to Geneva. Here he preaches, 
and is obliged to become one of the pastors. He proceeds 
to organize a distracted church, and publishes in French a 
catechism for the children. He has a public disputation 
with the Anabaptists, and puts them to silence; and holds 
a disputation in Lausanne, and speaks against the Cath-
olic doctrine of the real presence. With Farel, the re-
former, he is banished from Geneva. He is welcomed at 
Strasburg by Bucer, and a church of French refugees is 
put under his charge. He is present at the conferences be-
tween the Romanists and Protestants at Frankfort and 
Worms; prepares a treatise on the Lord's Supper; holds 
a conference with the Lutherans at Hagenau, in which he 
gives his view about the eucharist; lectures on the epistle 
to the Romans and John's Gospel, crowds of students from 

' all parts of France attending his lectures. The authorities 
of Geneva now urge him to return, and he reluctantly 
consents. He institutes a system of strict discipline in the 
Genevese church, and in the city. Opposers persecute 
him, and name their dogs after him. An apostate assails his 
character. Next occurs the execution of the Spanish phy-
sician, Servetus, for which Calvin is largely responsible, 

though Melanchthon, Farel, and the Swiss Church ap-
prove. He publishes an " Antidote " against the twenty-
five new tenets of the Sorbonne College at Paris; another 
against the " Decrees " of the Council of Trent; helps 
John Lasco in his work of reform; starts an academy of 
learning in Geneva, and lectures to crowds from France, 
Scotland, Holland, and Germany. His labors are inces-
sant and prodigious. Every other week he preaches every 
day, besides the Sabbath, and lectures three times a week 
on theology. Every Thursday he preaches at the Consis-
tory, and every Friday is present with the congregation. 

Such, in brief, are some of the labors and trials which 
this celebrated French reformer experienced. John Cal-
vin will ever be regarded as far more than an ordinary 
man. His memory was remarkable, and his ability to 
reason was of the highest order. While he was banished 
from Geneva, the Romish cardinal, Sadolet, endeavored to 
entice the Geneva church back again to the fold of Rome; 
but Calvin, hearing of this, seized his pen, and wrote with 
such logic and wisdom as to extort praise from even his op-
ponent. It was at Worms that Melanchthon gave him 
publicly the title of "The Theologian." At the age of 
twenty-two, Joseph Scaliger pronounced him the most 
learned man in Europe. His knowledge of the Latin lan-
guage was a marvel to scholars, and his correspondence. 
was enormous. Men in the highest stations in Europe 
coveted a letter from his hand. Bishop Cranmer, of Eng-
land, advised with him freely in regard to matters both in 
Church and State. His wise counsel was sought by the 
Moravian, and to Hungary he wrote letters of advice. 
He also befriended with purse and pen the Waldenses, in 
their bloody trials and.anishments. 

But with all his excellences, this talented man had his 
faults. Some of his doctrines have been a source of deep 
regret to the church. He was also severe to his opponents, 
and his temper was often impatient. He admitted that it 
was hard for him to control the " wild beast." He tracked 
the foes who intended mischief to him or his cause. With 
him life was a combat. Duty was the one great thing con-
stantly before him. 

In 1564, when not yet fifty-five years of age, Calvin's 
mortal frame began to sink under his multiplied cares 
and a complication of disorders. He could hardly take 
food, but still dictated letters to his friends, and comments 
on the book of Joshua. He began to preach a sermon, 
Feb. 4, but was obliged to stop. On April 27, the lesser 
council met at his bedside to hear his parting words. The 
next day, the ministers of the city, and others, listened for 
the last time to his faithful counsel. Farel, then eighty 
years of age, journeyed from Neuchatel to grasp his hand. 
Prayers were offered for him by all the churches. He lin-
gered on till May 27, in intense suffering, yet in the triumphs 
of faith, when he breathed his last in the arms of Beza, his 
faithful friend. 

At his own request, no monument marks his resting-
place, and no one can now tell where lie the remains of 
this remarkable man. His whole earthly wealth, only.about 
two hundred and twenty-five dollars, he bequeathed to his 
relatives and poor foreigners. His salary was small, and 
he would not receive that part of it which accrued during 
his last illness. 

In size, Calvin was of middle stature; his complexion 
was somewhat pallid and dark, and his eyes, to the latest, 
clear and lustrous. He was sparing in his diet, sometimes 
for years taking but one meal a day. In dress he was sim-
ple. He took but little sleep, and was capable of enduring 
great intellectual toil. 	 G. W. A. 

WILLING TO SHOVEL. 

To be willing to begin at the bottom is the open secret of 
being able to come out at the top. A few years ago, a 
young man came to this country to take a position in a new 
enterprise in the south-west. He was well-bred and well-
educated. He reached the scene of his proposed labors, 
and found, to his dismay, that the enterprise was already 
bankrupt, and that he was penniless, homeless, and friend-
less in a strange land. He worked his way back to New 
York, and in mid-winter found himself, without money or 
friends, in the great, busy metropolis. He did not stop to 
measure the obstacles in his path ;  he simply set out to find 
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work. He would have preferred the pen, but he was will-
ing to take the shovel; and the shovel it was to be. 

Passing down Fourth Avenue on a snowy morning, lie 
found a crowd of men at work shoveling snow from the 
sidewalks about a well-known locality. He applied for a 
position in their ranks, got it, and went to work with a 
hearty good will, as if shoveling were his vocation. Not 
long after, one of the owners of the property, a millionaire, 
passed along the street, saw the young man's face, was 
struck by its intelligence, and wondered what had brought 
him to such a pass. A day or two later his business took 
him to the same locality again, and brought him face to 
face with the same man, still shoveling snow. He stopped, 
spoke to him, received a prompt and courteous answer, 
talked a few minutes for the sake of getting a few facts 
about his history, and then asked the young man to call at 
his office. 

That night the shovel era ended, and the next day, at the 
appointed time, the young man was closeted with the mill-
ionaire. 

In one of the latter's many enterprises there was a va-
cant place, and the young man who was willing to shovel, 
got it. It was a small place, at a small salary, but he more 
than filled it. He filled it so well, indeed, that in a few 
months he was promoted, and at the end of three years he 
was at the head of the enterprise, at a large salary. Here 
he is to-day, with the certainty that if he lives, he will event-
ually fill a position second in importance to none in the 
field in which he is working. The story is all told in three 
words—willing to shovel.—Christian Union. 
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MYRTLE'S VICTORY. 

MYRTLE WOOD was in a great hurry one beautiful sum-
mer morning. She washed the dishes with speed, and sang 
joyously as she hastened about her morning work. The 
flowers perfumed the air, and the green woods looked 
fresh and delightful. Myrtle looked often toward them; 
for her mother had given her permission to go that day 
with Fanny Crosby, to gather violets and anemones for 
the sick at the hospital. 

" Poor creatures ! " said Myrtle; "won't they be delighted 
to have some fresh wild flowers? Don't you think wild 
flowers seem to mean more, and go deeper into your heart, 
than the garden flowers, mother ?" 

"Yes," said Mrs. Wood, " it always seemed as if the wild 
flowers came more directly from God than cultivated flow-
ers; but of course it's only a fancy. I love to see them 
sprinkled over the green sod, as if they had felt a throb of 
the love of God way down in the earth, and fairly thronged 
up like happy thoughts God writes sweet thoughts to us 
in the flowers." 

" 0 mother!" cried Myrtle, "I hope the flowers will 
make them feel that God loves th m." 

Just then the bell rang, and MMIe bounded to the door. 
"Here's a letter for you," said a neighbor boy; "I 

brought it from the office." 
"Thank you," said Myrtle. "Do open it, mamma. Let's 

see who it's from." 
The handwriting was stiff and inelegant; but Mrs. Wood 

read:— 
" Dear Sary,— 

" I'm a comin' out to your house to spend a few weeks. 
My health is very poor, an' there don't seem to be anybod3  that 
wants me 'round. I can do odd Jobs for you, an I know you be a 
Christian woman. I'll be there Monday night. 

" Yours truly, 
" Jane Brierhall." 

"Oh, dear I" cried Myrtle; "what does she want to come 
for? It will spoil everything." 

"Poor old lady," said Mrs. Wood; "she has had a hard, 
loveless life. We must try and make her comfortable. 
Let's see; where will we put her ?" 

Myrtle's brow was dark. She was thinking to herself: 
"No wonder she has a hard life. She's no business to be 
so queer." 

" Yes," said Mrs. Wood, rousing from her meditation, 
"we'll clear out the store-room, and have it fixed comfort-
able by to-night. It is quiet and sunny, and will just suit 
poor Aunt Jane. Now, Myrtle, if you could help me to 
move the things this morning—but oh! you're going to the 
woods. Well, maybe I can manage it myself; I don't want 
to have you disappointed." 

Myrtle's face was very gloomy now, and her tears ready 
to fall. She knew her mother was not strong enough to 
undertake such a task. Duty certainly bade her give up 
her plan for flower gathering. 

"I don't care," said Myrtle. "It's too bad; but that's 
always the way. Whenever I think of some plan for do-
ing good, somebody has to spoil it all. Of course I can't 
go to the woods, and leave you all that work to do; but I 
think it's real mean she thinks she can come here when-
ever she takes a notion." 

" Why, Myrtle, you grieve me very much. Perhaps God 
had a plan for you to do good before you had made one. 
Instead of going away to find work, he has sent it right 
to your door. Remember, dear, poor Jane Brierhall is one 
of Christ's little ones, and she comes in his stead. If the 
Saviour were coming, would n't you fly to make everything 
beautiful for him?" 

Myrtle walked silently away to her room. Tears of dis-
appointment overflowed her eyes. But her good angel 
whispered to her till tears of repentance took their place; 
and after a while, Myrtle ran out, and threw her arms 
around her mother, and asked to be forgiven. 

When Fanny Crosby called, Myrtle came from the store-
room in dust cap and apron, ,and explained how a dear 
friend was coming, and she had to stay home to prepare 
for her. "And 0 Fanny! won't you please bring me a 
bunch of flowers for her room ? She's sick, you see. I 
don't know that she'll care anything about them, but 
somebody will, I'm sure," said Myrtle. 

Myrtle scrubbed and polished the store-room till it shone. 
Then the pretty single bed was put up, and made with 
great care. "If He were coming to sleep here," whispered 
Myrtle, "I couldn't make it any better." The white bed 
and dainty pillow looked very restful. It was really aston-
ishing how many beautiful ornaments Myrtle found for 
Aunt Jane's room. She draped the white curtains with 
some of her own dainty ribbons, made a bright cushion for 
the little rocker, and an ottoman out of a low box, 
spread down a bright piece of carpet for a mat, and robbed 
her own room of pictures for the walls. When Fanny 
brought the flowers, she arranged tasty bouquets for the 
bureau and stand. How fresh and sweet the little room 
looked, with a glimpse of the woods and sky through the 
window, and the flowers and whiteness within! 

Myrtle surveyed her work with deep satisfaction. "I 
couldn't do anything more, even if Jesus were really com-
ing," she said to herself. 

Aunt Jane arrived just at sunset. Myrtle ran down the 
path to meet her. She felt a tender pity creep into her 
heart, as she saw the slow, hesitating steps, and the with-
ered little form of the old lady. She wasn't any relation 
to Myrtle, but she was known everywhere as Aunt Jane. 
"O child!" she exclaimed, as Myrtle implanted a hearty 
kiss on her withered lips, "I didn't know's you'd be glad 
to see me. It's so seldom folks is, now-a-days. I knew 
your mother would. She'd be good to anybody." 

"Here's your room, Aunt Jane. I fixed it all up for you 
to-day." 

"It's like a peek inter the better land," said Aunt Jane, 
as she took off her spectacles and rubbed them. "O dear! 
and here be some violets; " and Aunt Jane sat down, and 
rocked to and fro, while the tears trickled down her fur-
rowed cheeks. 

"Yes," said Myrtle, "mother says they are God's 
thoughts to us." 

"How sweet they be! They make me think of home, 
and when I was a girl. But they're all dead now; there's 
only me left. But God's alive yet, and he's sent me here 
for comfort." 

Myrtle hung around Aunt Jane all the evening with lit-
tle, kind attentions, and at bed-time folded down the snowy 
coverlid of her bed, and put up her fresh lips for a kiss. 
Aunt Jane folded her face between her hands, and said, 
"Bless you, child." 

Was n't it a sweet night for Myrtle? Her room seemed 
full of peace, and sweet texts thronged her mind: "Who-
soever receiveth you receiveth me," and, "Inasmuch as ye 
have done it unto one of the least of these my brethren, ye 
have done it unto me." 	 FANNIE BOLTON. 

TO-DAY. 

T THINK not of to-morrow, 
Its trials or its tasks; 

But still, with child-like spirit, 
For present mercies ask. 

With each returning morning, 
I cast all things away; 

Life's journey Ices before me— 
My prayer is for to-day. 
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- 	HOW COMBS ARE MADE. 

THE other day I went to Clinton, Mass., to visit the comb 
factory of Bartlett and Co., who employ about sixty hands. 
One of the hands was kindly permitted to show us how 
they made the combs. 

The combs are made out of the horns of cattle—just 
such horns as you see on the cows and oxen at home. 
Here they had horns by the wagon load; some were little, 
some were big. I brought home one nearly two feet long. 
Some are straight, but most of them are very crooked. 
These horns they gather up from all parts of the country 
where cattle are killed for beef. Some come from South 
America, from Texas, and from the West. These horns, 
you know, are hollow, just like a tin horn or a bottle. 
They are composed of a substance just about like your 
finger nail, only very much thicker and harder. This fac-
tory daily uses from three thousand to five thousand horns. 
Every particle is used in some way; not a bit is wasted. 

First they take the horn, and saw off the little end, which 
is too small for combs. Perhaps this end will be three or 
four inches long. This tip is sold to other factories, where 
it is made up into knife handles, stems to pipes, and such 
things. The horn is now sawed in two on one side length-
wise, so that it can be made to open out flat. It is next 
placed in hot water, till it becomes soft, like a piece of sole 
leather. Then it is put through a machine which rolls it 
out flat. This piece is next pressed between two hot irons, 
so that it will remain flat. When it is boiled only in water, 
it retains its natural white color, and makes the toughest 
and best combs. That boiled in oil looks the best, as this 
boiling gives it different shades. Sometimes it gets burned 
in this process, and then the combs made from it are brittle, 
and break easily. 

Another person now takes these pieces, and saws them 
up into smaller pieces, the size of the different combs. 

The smaller pieces make the fine combs, and the larger 
ones are used to make the coarser combs. Then they are 
passed to another man, who runs them through a machine, 
shaving them on both sides, so that they will be smooth, 
and of the same thickness. Now a man takes them, and 
cuts teeth on them with very fine saws. This is all done 
by machinery. Then they are passed to a man who lays 
them on a wheel covered with sand-paper; this rounds the 
back, and sharpens the teeth. Then they are passed to the 
next man, who scours them with wet ashes. Then another 
person takes them, and puts them into a machine that sets 
the large outside teeth straight. These pieces of horn are 
soft and pliable, so that they will bend like leather strips; 
you could tie them into knots. Of course they have to be 
dried straight, or they would be twisted in all shapes. 

The next thing is to polish them very bright. This is 
done by holding them on a swiftly-revolving wheel made 
of cotton cloth. You would not suppose that the wheel 
could polish anything, but it does; it makes them shine 
nicely. 

Now the combs are sent to the packing room, where 
they are put up in little bunches ready to ship. So you see 
that from the time the horn is taken from the old cow's 
head, till it is ready to use on your head, it is quite a process 
to make a simple little comb. The shavings and fine dust, 
gathered from making these combs, are sold to gardeners, 
to enrich their ground. 

A comb factory is not a very pleasant place to work in. 
The packing room is the nicest. Here the work is done by 
women. 	 D. M. CANRIORT. 

AIM HIGH. 

Ca-ei
lM at the highest prize; if there thou fail, 
Thou'lt haply reach to one not far below. 

Strive first the goal to compass ; if too slow 
Thy speed*, the attempt may ne'er the less avail 
The next best post to conquer. 

—Bishop Mant. 
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"WHO ARE THESE I" 

Winn the prophet asked, " Who are these that fly as a 
cloud, and as doves to their windows?" it seems as if he 
must have been looking away down to the children of the 
present time, as they come trooping into the Sabbath-
school. As the time draws near for the school to open, a 
sight of the scholars gathering from all directions to the 
doors of their meeting-place, is truly suggestive of the 
doves flying to the entrances of their house. 

The prophet was not familiar with the scene; and as his 
eye took in the vast company, he asked, " Who are these ?" 
We easily imagine he asked, " Who are these who mani-
fest so much earnestness, as they assemble from week to 
week to learn the ways of the Lord ?" 

We ask, who are these whom the Lord pointed out to 
the prophet so many hundreds of years ago ? We think 
the prophet was directed to a time when a special work 
should be done for the young; and who but believes the 
time has now arrived, and that the labor now being be-
stowed upon the youth in the Sabbath-schools and chil-
dren's meetings is the work that was foreshown? 

The Lord wants this great company of children saved. 
Some parents and teachers feel the burden of this mes-
sage; and will not you, dear young friends, take hold with 
them, to be benefited by their efforts ? None can be saved 
in their sins; for not one sin or sinner will be permitted to 
enter heaven. But the Lord has made the way easy for 
you to be saved from your sins. 

You all know the story of the cross,—the great price 
that was paid that you might be saved. And knowing 
this, must any of you be urged to accept of eternal life? 
urged to exchange a moment of sinful pleasure for an 
eternity of unbounded happiness in the world to come? 
Were it not acted over and over every day, we could not 
believe any would be so blind to their own interests, as to 
slight the gracious invitation to "Look," "and be saved." 

Christ asks that you shall turn from your evil ways, and 
make friendship with him. He says, " Ye are my friends, 
if ye do whatsoever I command you." Those who really 
acquaint themselves with him, love him, and delight to do 
his commandments. 

No doubt most of you really mean sometime to have 
fellowship with Christ, and so share with him in the glo-
ries of the future kingdom; but the danger is that you will 
not appreciate the infinite goodness and love of God suffi-
ciently to break away from your sinful habits. Satan is 
never so well pleased as when you say, " By and by I will 
begin the service of Christ; " for he always improves that 
little " by and by" in trying to make you fast in his net. 

Dear young friends, why do you serve your greatest 
enemy, whose purpose is to destroy you? Why not serve 
the One who offers you a crown of everlasting life in his 
kingdom, making you an equal heir with him in the new-
earth riches forever? Ohl "serve the Lord with glad-
ness." " Be thankful unto him, and bless his name; for 
the Lord is good; his mercy is everlasting; and his truth 
endureth to all generations." 	 M. J. C. 

GOD hath set our eyes in our foreheads, to look forward, 
not backward; not to be proud of that which we have 
done, but diligent in that which we are to do. 

IF we could read the secret history of our enemies, we 
would find in each man's life, sorrow and suffering enough 
to disarm all hostility.—Longfellow. 
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care-taker of young lives 

4** 	 
To fail, through weariness an 

and despised field of present la 
trous failure if ever the oppo 
larger, longed-for field, which 
of every incompetent worker. 
the ability which have shown t 
lesser task, prove equal to the I 
Writ, spoken centuries ago by 
was not found lacking, bear an 
ery weak seeker after a larger 
with the footmen, and they ha 
canst thou contend with hors 
peace, wherein thou trustedst, th 
wilt thou do in the swelling of J 

discontent, in the narrow 
or, is a prophecy of disas- 

ity comes to enter that 
haunts the imagination 
ow can the strength and 
emselves unequal to the 
ger ? The words of Holy 
e who was tried and who 

mpressive warning for ev-
career : "If thou hest run 
e wearied thee, then how 
? And if in the land of 
y wearied thee, then how 
rdan ?" 
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THIRD SABBAT IN JULY. 

IMPORTANT BIB  i  E SUBJECTS. 

LESSON M.—INBEEITAN 

(Continu 

AN EARTHLY RI 

E OP TEE SAINTS. 

G CHOSEN. 

[NOTE TO THE Krunzicr.—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 	black letters indicate those 
texts that should be committed to me ory. A little diligent applica-
tion each day will enable you to do thl .1 

1. GIVE two proofs that the partial possession of Ca-
naan by the Israelites was not t e fulfillment of the prom-
ise. 

2. If the possession of the lan had been complete, would 
that have been a complete ful  i  llment of the promise ? 
Bora. 4 :13. 

3. When the Lord brought t em from Egypt, what did 
he promise to make of them ? x. 19:5, 6. 

4. How were they governed for many years after that 
time ? Acts 13 : 20. 

5. Who was the last of the ju. ges ? 1 Sam. 7:15-17. 
6. In his days, what did the I raelites demand ? 1 Sam. 

8:4, 5. 
7. What did the Lord say th :y had done in making this 

demand ? 1 Sam. 8 : 7. 
8. Then under whose imme  I  iate authority must they 

have been up to this time? 
9. What did the Lord say tat Samuel should do? 1 

Sam. 8: 7, 9, 22. 
10. Who was chosen as their rst king? Acts 13 :41. 1 

8am. 9 : 7. 
11. By whom was Saul cho n as king over Israel? 

1 Sam. 9 : 15, 16. 
12. Had the Lord, then, utte y rejected his people be-

cause of their rejection of him? 

AWAY IN THE NORTHLAND. 

LIEUT. FREDERICK SUMATRA, who has spent some 
time in the Arctic regions in Europe, is writing a series of 
entertaining articles in the St. Nicholas, entitled, "The 
Children of the Cold." In speaking of the amusements 
of the Eskimo children, he mentions a game of ball in 
which three or four balls of quartz or granite, about the 
size of an English walnut, were kicked and knocked about 
on the smooth lake of ice, without any rules to govern the 
game. These children were very happy, however, in their 
sport. 

The Eskimo make these balls by grinding irregular 
pieces of stone with their rude implements in the same 
way that they manufacture knives, needles, etc., out of 
old pieces of iron. They are a very patient people, and 
consider time of so little value that they are not at all dis-
turbed even though it takes years to accomplish a little 
work. This gentleman relates what he noticed of their 
workmanship near King William's Land. He says:— 

"An Eskimo was working upon a knife that, as nearly 
as I could ascertain, had engaged a good part of his time 
some six years preceding that date. He had a flat piece 
of iron, which had been taken from the wreck of one of 
Sir John Franklin's ships, and from this he was endeavor-
ing to make a knife-blade, which, when completed, would 
be about twelve inches long. In cutting it from this iron 
plate, he was using for a chisel an old file, found on one of 
the ships, which it had taken him two or three years to 
sharpen by rubbing its edge against stones and rocks. 
His cold-chisel finished, he had been nearly as many years 
cutting a straight edge along the ragged sides of the irreg-
ular piece of iron ; and when I discovered him, he had out-
lined the width o his knife on the plate, and was cutting 
away at it. It would probably have taken him two years 
to cut out this piece, and two more to fashion the knife 
into shape and usefulness. 

" The file which he had made into a cold-chisel was such 
a proof of labor and patience that it was a great curiosity 
to me, and I gave him a butcher's knife in exchange for IL 
Thus almost the very thing he had been so long trying to 
make he now unexpectedly found in hisiossession. When 
I told him that our factories ( or 'big loos,' as I called 
them for his easier understanding) coul make more than 
he could carry of such butcher-knives during the time we 
had spent in talking about his, he expressed his great sur-
prise in prolonged gasps of breath at this manifest superi-
ority of the Sod-loau-sah, as the Eskimo call the white 
men. 

"Among the women of this same tribe I found a number 
of square iron needles that they had taken months to make, 
slowly filing them on rough, rusty, iron plates and occasion-
ally using stones for the same urpose. We 'had with us a 
great number of glovers' needles, and these we traded for 
the iron ones, which to us were great curiosities. The 
women do some wonderfully neat sewing with these nee-
dles, considering the nature of the implements and the 
coarse thread of reindeer sinew which they use. This 
sinew is stripped from the reindeer's back m flat pieces 
about eighteen inches long and two inches wide. The Es-
kimo woman's spool of thread consists of a bundle of 
these strips of sinew, hung up in the igloo from which she 

I strips a thread whenever she needs one. t is very strong, 
and-will cut through the flesh of one's fingers before it can 
be broken. The Eskimo braid it into fish-lines, bow-strings, 
whip-cord, and nearly always have a ball of it on hand in 
the house, braided up and ready for use." 

FOR THE SPORT OF IT. 

IF any who read these lines are in the habit of taking 
the life of God's creatures for sport or cruelty, we wish 
they might feel the sting of conscience as keenly as did 
the Boston boy, "now an energetic business man in a 
Western city," whose story is told in a late Youth's 
Companion. Said this gentleman:— 

"I was floating around in my boat in the lower harbor 
one bright day in June, when a sea-gull, which on the wing 
is one of the most graceful of birds, but whose flesh is 
not used for food, came sailing over my head. 

"'What a splendid shot!' I said, and, seizing my gun, 
I fired at him. He fell near the boat, not dead, but mor-
tally wounded. As I drew him into the boat, suffering 
much agony, he turned his dying eyes upon me, as if he 
said, 'Why did you shootme? I have done you no harm. 
I was enjoying myself floating in the air, as you on the 
water in your boat ,• why did you shoot me?' 

"Having done what I had, it would have been merciful 
to end his sufferings at once, but I had no more heart for 
killing; and the minute that passed before he died, seemed 
an hour to me. 

"The remorse for that wanton shooting preyed on my 
spirits for days; and the remembrance of it has most ef-
fectually cured me of any desire to kill, for the fun of it, 
any creature that God has made." 

LEARN TO UNTIE STRINGS. 
BOYS and girls may sometimes think it is a small matter 

to save the littles ; but it was the Saviour who taught to 
"gather the fragments, that nothing be lost." It was he 
also who said, "He that is faithful in that which is least, 
is faithful also in much." We quote a few paragraphs 
from an exchange, showing how intelligent business men 
view " small matters " :— 

" One story of the eccentric Stephen Girard says that he  

once tested the quality of a boy who applied for a situa-
tion, by giving him a match loaded at both ends, and 
ordering him to light it. The boy struck the match, 
and after it had burned about half its length, threw it 
away. Girard dismissed him because he did not save the 
other end for future use. The boy's failure to notice that 
the match was a double-end one was natural enough, con-
sidering how matches are generally made; but haste and 
heedlessness (a habit of careless observation) are responsi-
ble for a great part of the waste of property in the 
world. 

" Said one of the most successful merchants of Cleveland, 
Ohio, a day or two since, to a lad who was opening a par-
cel, Young man, untie those strings—don't cut them.' 

" It was the first remark he had made to a new employe. 
It was the first lesson the lad had to learn, and it in-
volved the principles of success or failure in business ca-
reer. Pointing to a well-dressed man behind the counter, 
he said,— 

" 'There is a man who always whips out his scissors, and 
cuts the strings of the packages in three or four places. 
He is a good salesman, but will never be anything more. 
I presume he lives from hand to mouth, and I presume is 
more or less in debt. The trouble with him is that he was 
never taught to save. 

" 'I told the boy just now to untie the string, not so much 
for the value of the string, as to teach him that everything 
is to be saved, and nothing wasted. If the idea can be firmly 
impressed upon the mind of a beginner in life that noth-
ing was made to be wasted, you have laid the foundation 
of success. ' " 

HOW THEY ARE MANUFACTURED. 

IT is said that at least ten million base balls are made 
and sold in this country every year. It may be the boys 
would like to know the process by which they are made so 
hard and firm. The Philadelphia Times says:— 

"The most expert workmen are employed. First, 
around a little, hard, rubber ball the wrapper winds a 
strong, blue, coarse yarn. When this reaches an estab-
lished size, it is firmly wrapped with white Venetian yarn. 

"The balls are then placed in an oven and baked until 
all the moisture is taken out of them and they are reduced 
in size. This makes them solid. They are then coated 
with cement, which causes the balls to retain their shape, 
so that they cannot be knocked crooked; after which they 
are wound with fine, blue yarn, and around the whole is 
placed fine, white gilling twine. The balls are weighed, 
for each must be of certain weight. Next in order is the 
cover, which consists of two pieces of the best quality of 
horse hide, each cut in the shape of the figure '8.' By 
bending one section one way, and the other in an opposite 
direction, a complete cover is obtained. 

"For years the balls were covered with four pieces of 
leather, instead of two, as now. Thepresent method is the 
invention of a college boy, and has been of great service to 
the manufacturers. 

"A little machine, the only one of the kind in the world, 
is used for winding the balls, and it does its work as 
quickly and neatly as if it had life. The ball as made now 
cannot be knocked out of shape, because the cement holds 
it." 

FAITHFUL TO CONSCIENCE. 

" WHERE there is a wItl, there is a way " to regard the 
convictions of an enlightened conscience. Principle should 
never give way to selfishness or fear in matters of right. 
We quote Mr. Thompson's example as one good to follow: 

"The superintendent of a large and thriving facary 
near Baltimore was, for many years, a man named Thomp-
son. He was a native of Paisley, in Scotland, and had all 
his nation's reverence for the Bible and its commandments. 
Very soon after entering on his new duties, his firmness 
and fidelity to conscience were put to a test. 

" On the first Saturday night the mill shut down as usual, 
but Sunday morning brought a peremptory message from 
the owner, an irritable and exacting old gentleman, whom 
it was by no means easy to please. 

"The new manager had learned somethingof what he 
would encounter in the service of the imperious rich man, 
and he had reason to know what the present message 
meant. 

"Arriving at the owner's house, he was met by the ex-
cited old gentleman, who demanded why he was not 
`repairing the mill.' Since the day the mill was started, 
not a Sunday had passed but the sound of the carpenters;  
and machinists' hammers had been heard there. Now all 
was still. It was an unheard-of change. 

" What does all this mean, Mr. Thompson ?' 
"Mr. Thompson replied that no repairs were needed. 

The owner angrily told him that this was impossible. 
Such a thing had never been known before. 

" Get the keys, and we'll go down and see.' 
"They went and searched in every room. All was in 

perfect order. The old gentleman was silenced, but not 
satisfied. 

"The next Sunday the same silence in the factory irri-
tated him again. Again an examination was ordered, 
with angry protests and almost threats. From the bottom 
to the top story of the factory not a wheel or spindle was 
out of place. 

"`How in the world do you contrive to have no re-
pairs ? ' was the impatient question. 

" Mr. Thompson quietly explained. A disorder soon 
mended is soon ended. He inspected the machinery him-
self early on the morning of every working-day, and any 
defect found was immediately remedied. As the result of 
the plan, the mill spoke for itself. 

"The astonished owner had little more to say. He 
learned to let his young superintendent alone, to practice 
his Christian method; and before he died, he testified that 
'Thompson was the best manager he ever had.' " 

PIKE-FISHING THROUGH THE FLOOR. 

THIS feat is accomplished on the ice of Lake Huron. 
Hundreds of men roll rudely furnished wooden huts upon 
the ice, and live there while they fish. They dig a hole for 
the water, in the center of each hut. A live herring, fast-
ened to a piece of pack thread, is dropped Sto the water, 
and scoots away rapidly until he is pulled back again by 
the thread. After him follow a number of large fish who 
desire to dine on him. When they reach the hole, a fish-
erman thrusts in a five-pronged harpoon and brings out 
several at a time. Sometimes they catch two hundred fish. 
in a day. And at night they work by the light of torches, 
which attract their game without the herring.—Selected. 
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TIME'S SONG. 
1 ORTALS !" thus he, weaving sings, 

	

J 	" Bright or dark the web shall be, 
As ye will it, all the tissues 
Blending in harmonious issues, 
Or discordant colorings; 
Time the shuttle drives, but you 
Give to every thread its hue, 
And elect your destiny." 

—W. H. Burleigh. 
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ON THE STAIRS. 

SEWING an over-and-over seam, 
Sitting upon the stairs, 

Yellow curls, and apron white, 
Rosy lips puckered up tight,— 

Such a frown she wears 

Such a long over-and-over seam, 
Such a weary way; 

Such little fingers and kinky thread, 
So many shakings of wise little head, 

That aches to go to play. 

Seventeen stairs—so seventeen pins 
Mark off the seam with care. 

For every step she has measured a space, 
And when her needle reaches the place, 

Down she slides one stair. 
So she sews on to please mamma, 

Nor stops for anything 
The cat goes to.sleep in the entry way, 
Waiting for Bessie to come and play; 

Canary ceases to sing. 
The long seam done, the last stair reached, 

Needle and thimble and thread 
Drop from the tired little fingers at last, 
Slumber closes the eyelids fast, 

Down drops the weary head. 

Mamma, asleep in the room above, 
Soundly naps until 

She suddenly wakes, to wonder where 
The child has gone she left on the stair,—

The house is quite too still. 

Looking over the banister, 
She sees—what do you 

guess ? 
The kitten rolled up in a 

little ball, 
And both asleep on the 

floor of the hall,—
Pussy and tired little 

Bess. 
—Independent. 

Written for the Ittsysucron. 
STACY'S BARGAIN. 

$ TACY I Stacy !" called 
Ann from tit) door- 
way; but thete was 
no answer. Ann went 

book to her washing. 
Stacy was not so far away 
that he could not hear. 
He was only back of the 
wood-house ; but he did 
not like to answer Ann's 
calls on washing day. He 
was digging bait, and be-
side him lay his fish-pole, 
that he had cut in the 
wood lot the day before. 

When he had filled his 
bait box, he picked up his 
pole, and whistled to Gyp 
to follow. I must tell you 
how Gyp came there. 

One stormy evening in 
winter time,. Mr. Brown 
heard a faint scratching at 
the door, and then a piti-
ful moan. Looking out, 
he saw the sorriest little 
dog standing knee-deep in 
the snow before the door. 

"Do let him in, papa," pleaded Flossy, who had fol-
lowed him. 

"Well," he replied, "we'll keep the poor fellow to-
night; " so Gyp was let in. He was a gaunt, lame, yellow, 
little dog. Flossy fed him, and made him a bed behind 
the stove. Gyp stayed that night and many more, for no 
one had the heart to turn him adrift. 

This morning, Stacy started off through the meadow 
and down to the woods. When about half way there, 
Frank Preston, a boy about a year younger than Stacy, 
came up the path. 

"Hello, I say!" called Stacy, running to catch up with 
him; "hold on a minute." Frank turned around. 

"My! what a beauty!" said Stacy, as he eyed Frank's 
bamboo fishing-pole. "Where did you get it ?" 

"Uncle John gave it to me when he was here last fall," 
Frank replied. "Is that your dog ?" 

"Yes," said Stacy. 
"I wish I had a dog," said Frank. "Say, what'll you 

take for him ?" 
"I don't know," returned Stacy, "as I want to sell him." 

But Frank kept on urging. 
"Well," he replied, "if you'll give me your fish-pole and 

basket, I will." 
Frank looked regretfully at the pole, and then longingly 

at the dog. "He's lame," he said. 
"But he'll get over it," returned Stacy, who coveted the 

pole, though he knew the dog was not worth so much. 
"All right," Frank filially said, "I'll trade." So the 

pole and basket and the dog exchanged owners. 
Stacy went on to the creek. He found a cool, shady 

place, where a great maple bough overhung the water. 
"That's a bargain," he said to himself, as he flung out 

the line, and leaned back against the steep bank. 

Then he waited. A little nibble, then another, then a 
long silence. The boughs sighed in the breeze, and the 
brook foamed and fretted over the stones. Then there 
came a tug at the end of the line, and Stacy landed a fine 
fish on the bank. Then another time of waiting. 

The sun rose higher and higher, and at last the fishes 
refused to bite. So he gathered up his tackle, and taking 
the three fish he had caught, started for home. He 
was just in time to have them fried for dinner. Ann had 
the washing done when he got to the house. She readily 
forgave him for running off, since he had brought back 
such nice fish. 

At noon, Mr. Brown came home. " Gyp! Gyp!" he 
called, and gave a shrill whistle as he entered the gate. 
But no Gyp came to greet him; he was two miles up the • 
road, contentedly gnawing a bone In Mr. Preston's wood- 
shed. 

" Where's the dog?" Mr. Brown asked Stacy, as they 
sat down to the table. 

Stacy's face flushed, and he hesitated. " I traded him," 
he said at length. 

"Traded him ?" laughed Mr. Brown. "Who would 
want such a dog as that?" For, to tell the truth, Gyp had 
not grown much better looking than he was the first night 
he came there. 

"Well," said Stacy, hopefully, feeling sure his father 
would think he had made a good bargain, "I let Frank 
Preston have him, and he gave me his pole and basket and 
tackle." 

"Let me see them," said Mr. Brown. 
Stacy went out into the woodshed, and brought them in. 
Mr. Brown looked grave when he saw what Stacy had. 

"How much do you think they are worth?" he inquired. 
"I don't know zactly," returned Stacy; "but Johnny 

White's brother has got a pole that cost five dollars." 
" Yes, I should think this one, together with the basket, 

was worth fully that much," said his father. 
"I think it is a pretty good bargain," said Stacy, breath-

ing more freely now he thought his father approved. 
"And I think it is a bad one," said Mr. Brown, looking 

at him sharply. 
Stacy shifted over to the other foot. "He wanted to," 

he urged. 
"Frank is younger than you are," his father replied, 

"and did not know the value of his pole. It is a mean 
and dishonest thing to take advantage of him in this way. 
A wise man once said that it was a bad day for any man 
when he thought there was an easier way of getting a 
thing than by squarely earning it. You must take these 
all back after dinner." 

Somehow, Stacy had lost his appetite, and the fish did 
not taste as good as he expected. After dinner he set out. 
It was a hot day, and the road was very dusty; it seemed 
to Stacy as if the walk would never end. But he got there 
at length, and returned with Gyp. 

Whenever he makes a trade now, he always remembers 
the long, hot walk, and his father's good advice, and is 
very careful to be strictly honest. 	 W. E. L. 

"MOTHER, what makes you put salt in everything you 
cook? Everything you make you put in a little salt, and 
sometimes a good deal." So spoke observing little Annie, 
as she stood looking on. 

" Well, Annie, I'll make you a little loaf of bread with-
out any salt, and see if you can find out." 

"O mother, it does n't taste a bit good," said she, after 
she had tasted it. 

" Why not ?" asked her mother. 
"You didn't put any salt In it." 
"Mother," said Annie, a day or two afterward, "Jane 

Wells is the worst girl 1 ever saw; she slaps her little 
brother Johnny, and pulls his hair, and acts real hateful. 
When I told her it was naughty to do so, and if she would 
be kind to her brother he would be kind to her, she only 
spoke roughly to me, and hit him again. Why won't she 
do as 1 told her to, mother ? " 

" Perhaps you didn't put any salt in what you said. 
Ask help of God in all you say and do, and your words, 
spoken in the spirit of Christ, will do good. Do n't forget 
to put salt in, or else it won't taste good." 

Rettez 
	. 	y 	........ I 

WILLIE CASTLE writes from Branch Co., Mich. He 
says: " This is my first letter to the INSTRUCTOR. I am 
twelve years old, and have a twin sister Lillie, and three 
brothers. I cannot attend Sabbath-school every Sabbath, 
for it is ten miles there and back. I have read Miss Mor-
ton's letter on tithing. 1 am paying tithe of all I earn. I 
have got thirty-seven cents this year. My oldest brother 
went to school to Miss Morton when she taught in Battle 
Creek. He is now teaching in Dakota. I am trying to be 
a Christian, and hope to be saved when Jesus comes to 
gather his children home. Pray for me." 

You are right, Willie, in paying a tithe of your earnings; 
for it belongs to God. We cannot expect the Lord will 
prosper us very much when we are putting to our own use 
what belongs to him. Supposing it does leave us with but 
little; if we conscientiously give God his due, he will more 
than make it up to us in some way. 

MYRTA TAMER, a little girl nine years old, writes from 
Ionia Co., Mich. She says: "I do not go to meeting, for 
the church is six miles away. Mamma and I recite our 
lessons at home. 1 want to go to camp-meeting this year, 
if mamma is well enough to go with me. We have a very 
good school. I have not been absent nor tardy once. My 
papa has a farm, and has nineteen horses and colts. Two 
colts and a horse died this year. My grandma and great 
grandma live with us. Grandma takes care of great grand-
ma, who is sick abed. She is eighty-eight years old. I 
want to be saved with the INSTRUCTOR family." 

If Myrta had been heedless, or a loiterer, would she hat 
been able to say she had not been absent nor tardy once 
It is by effort that we accomplish anything of account. 
Would you have eternal life, young friends, you must strive 
for it with all the powers of your being. 

CLARA EVANS writes from Grundy Co., Iowa. She says: 
"I have two little brothers, Cliffie and Willie, but I have 
no little sisters. I am eight years old, Cliffie is five, and 
Willie is three. We have Sabbath-school in a hall. Clif-
fie and I get our lessons in Book No. 2. I would like to 
be baptized. Cliffie and I are going out canvassing for the 
INSTRUCTOR some day; but we go to day school, and 
don't have much time. We children keep the Sabbath 
with our parents. I like to read the stories in the IN-
STRUCTOR to Cliffie •; but Willie is so little, and makes 
so much noise, that he won't listen." 

May the Lord bless the lambs of the fold!! 

ALMA L. DAVIS, a little adopted girl nine years old, 
writes from Franklin Co., Vt. She says: "I can't write 
very well, because I never went to school but little. We 
live almost two miles from school. I can read pretty well, 
and I love to read. My mamma is blind. She has not seen 
a letter for twenty years. I read to her, and I can't tell you 
how it comforts her to have me read good books and pa-
pers to her. We are poor folks and have no reading only 
what is given us. We have a Bible and a Testament. The 
first time I ever saw one of your papers was last winter 
when one was given me. My own mother died when I 
was a week old, but I have dear parents now, who took me 
as soon as my own mother died. This mamma never had 
any children of her own. She and I keep the Sabbath, 
but papa don't love God, and so don't delight in keeping 
his commandments. I pray with mamma every day, and 
pray for papa. Will you do so too? 1 am going to get my 
big brother, Randall to direct my letter. He and his wife 
keep the Sabbath. I hope to meet you all in the kingdom 
of heaven." 

Yes, indeed, we shall all remember you, and shall be 
glad to hear from you again. Maybe, if you are faithful, 
that sometime your father will join with you in praying to 
God, and keeping his commandments. Have you ever read 
of one who was eyes to the blind ? 
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