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DAY DREAMS. 

WHILE the slighted grammar uno, ned lay, 
The little maid dreamed of a fa clue, 

A magic thread that led far and away 
The deep, tangled maze of the fores through. 

"Oh I I wish there were things to do 	ay, 
Queer riddles to solve, great prizes gain, 

.Enchantments to break, magicians to lay, 
And that I, a queen, on the throne fight reign! 

"But the puzzles are lost, the quee a are dead, 
And there's nothing to do," she si hed and said. 

A little lad leaned on his hoe that mo , 
And longed for a horse, and a burn hed shield, 

To ride away from the pumpkins and  •  rn, 
To the tourney's lists on the tented eld. 

"Oh 1 I wish there were things to do 	ay, 
Great dragons to kill, and battles to  c  ght; 

I would break a lance in the fiercest f y, 
I would fling a glove at the proudest knight. 

"But honor is lost, and glory.  has fl , 
And there's nothing to do," he sig ed and said. 

And the poor little maiden never kne 
That Knowledge was ready to cro 

And the clue that led his labyrinth th 
Lay hidden the leaves of her book 

And the little lad never even guessed 
That the dragon Sloth conquered hi that day, 

While he lightly dreamed of some idle quest, 
And the unused hoe in the young co i lay. 

But Honor and Fame passed the d earners by, 
And crowned brave Toil, who fo  a  d no time to sigh. 

—S. S. Times. 

Written 

PLYMOUTH. 

call it holy ground, 
11 The soil where first they trod; 

They have left unstained what ther 
Freedom to worship God!" 

"Plymouth," as a traveler aptly rema 
scan Mecca. It does not contain the to 
but the Rock of the Forefathers, their tr 
graves." 

Over two hundred years ago the Pil 
on Plymouth Rock, to them the door-ste 
world; and with this rock for a corner-s 
foundations of our great Republic. 
"God had sifted three kingdoms, to find 

planting, 
Then had sifted the wheat, as the living 
So say the chronicles old, and such is 

people." 
These were stout-hearted men, and bray 
who willingly faced the hardships of 
they might have a place where they cou 
simplicity. 

How pleasant it would be if we could 
the every-day life of these noble men an 
them lay an untamed wilderness; but t 
In that first, terrible winter, many di 
governor touchingly wrote, "Ye well 
measure sufficient to tend ye sick; nor 
able to burle the dead." There was no 
hard work before them; but I fancy th 
joyed it, and cared little for recreation. 

But some of the new-comers were not 
industrious a life. It was the custom f 
call all the able-bodied men together e 
lead them to their work in the fields. 
some refused to go, saying that it was 
science to work on that day. Very w 
said; if it was against their conscience 
them t ntil they were better informed. 
ing at noon, he found them playing 
quoits in the street. With a twinkle o 
the governor took away their implemen 
into the house, saying that it was aga 
that they should play while others worke 

And, girls, do you know what was d 
They were gagged and set at the door 
for all corners and goers to gaze at. U  

such severe treatment in prospect, the shrews very pru-
dently held their tongues, and peace reigned at the hearth-
stone. 

All who were inclined to find fault with the government 
were promptly banished from the settlement. One John 
Oldham, who had been driven out for causing a revolt 
among the disaffected, dared to return. He was more con-
tentious than before, and was put under guard until his 
wrath had cooled. Then he was marched between a double 
file of musketeers, each man giving him a "thump with 
ye but end of his musket." He was then taken to a boat, 
and told to go and mend his manners. This may seem like 
severe treatment, but all the success of the little colony 
depended on the good-will that prevailed among its mem-
bers. 

On the top of the hill stood the fortress and church, a 
"large, square house, with a flat roof, made of thick, 
sawn planks, stayed with oak beams." To intimidate 

the Indians, there were placed upon the top six can-
non,— 

"Preachers that spoke to the purpose, 
Steady, straightforward, and strong, with irresistible logic, 
Orthodox, flashing conviction right into the hearts of the 

heathen." 
It would be a satisfaction if we might visit the ruins of this 
first church, but there is not a vestige left. The governor's 
house, together with all the other dwellings, have been torn 
down. In their places stand newer ones, and this first city 
looks like any other New England town. 

We would expect the rock to remain the same as when 
the Puritans set foot on it that cold December day. 
But here, too, there have been changes. At one time the 
people tried to move it to a more conspicuous place in the 
town; but the rock split in two. So only the top part was 
taken, which now lies in the yard in front of Pilgrim Hall. 
It is surrounded by a paling, and on it is chiseled the date, 
1620. The lower half remains where it was, but it is in-
closed by a canopy. Our picture shows us Plymouth Rock 
as it was, and as we always imagine it to be. 

But whatever changes have been made in the town, the 
hills are the same, and the sea; and tender memories will 
always cluster around them. And after all, the Forefath-
ers need no other monument than that which may be found 
in the good government built upon the foundations they 
laid. May it long stand as a witness to their wisdom and 
forethought. 	 w. E. L. 

POE HIM. 

NINE o'clock, and Hettie still standing by the stove, bak-
ing pancakes. The family breakfast had been eaten and 
cleared away a full hour and a half before. 

Hettie was baking cakes for brother Rob, who at that 
moment was sitting in the dining-room, leisurely eating 
his breakfast-cakes and maple syrup, regardless of what 
the clock said, or of the work that was waiting for Hettie. 

Rob was nineteen, four years older than Hettie, and con-
sidered it his privilege to 
tease his sister, and dom-
ineer over her generally. 
Often would he co m e 
down-stairs late, and de-
mand his breakfast of 
Hettie in a tone of author-
ity, as if it was the busi-
ness of her life to wait 
upon him. As often, too, 
the sister would reply 
with sharp words that left 
a sting all day long. 

On this particular morn-
ing, Rob had been more 
exasperating than usual. 
He said that the cakes 
were burned, then that 
they were raw; and he 
asked Hettie if she had to 
wait to have some flour 
ground before she brought 
any more. Besides all 
this, it was a warm morn-
ing, and mother was sick, 
and life seemed all awry 
to poor Hettie. Do you 
wonder that her face was 
drawn into a scowl, and 
that the frowns grew 
deeper with each cake 
turned? To tell the truth, 
I don't think she tried 
very hard to have those 
cakes right, for certainly 
they were not done as 
nicely as nettle Bryson 
could bake cakes. 

"Rob says he wants a 
glass of water." 

The small messenger 
who said this was the pet 
of the House. Now if it 

had been any one else but little Lillie, Hettie would have 
said, "Tell him to get it, then;" but she could not quite 
bring herself to send such a message by this gentle little 
sister, so she slammed her plate onto the table, and went 
to get the water. 

Lillie watched her sister a moment as she jerked the 
pump-handle up and down, and then, with a puzzled look, 
asked:— 

"Hettie, are you getting it for His sake ?" 
"For His sake! What do you mean? Whose sake ?" 
" Why, for Jesus's sake, I guess. It is in my lesson, 

about getting a cup of cold water for his sake, and I don't 
see how we can when he isn't here. Will it do to give it 
to anybody ?" 

Poor, startled Hettie! It was in her lesson too. She had 
so longed last night for an opportunity to give a cup of 
cold water for His sake, to prove that she was trying to be 
a disciple, had thought wearily of the coming morning, 
with its round of homely duties, and had sighed, and said 
there was nothing she could do. Was it possible that here 
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was a chance right in her own home ? Could she even give 
this cup of water in His name? 

These thoughts rushed swiftly through her brain, and 
quick as the thoughts followed this answer:— 

"Yes!" 
Yes, it should be done for Jesus. She looked at the glass, 

It was not clear, and she knew that the water she had 
filled it with must be warm, and taste of the iron pipe, be- 
cause she had not pumped out enough. 

Hastily she reached after a clean glass, and pumped un- 
til the water was cold and sparkling as crystal. 	Instead 
of the hard thump she had intended, she set the glass 
down gently and in silence by Rob's plate, and went 
swiftly back to those cakes. 	The dried-up things were 
thrown away, the damper opened, the fire made to roar, 
the griddle to smoke, and soon another set of golden-brown 
cakes had taken their place on the plate. 

" I say, how many years are you going to keep me wait- 
ing for those cakes?" was her greeting, as she opened the 
dining-room door. 

"The fire wasn't burning brightly; it is all right now," 
she said meekly. 

Amazement shOwed in every line of Rob's face, as he 
saw the tempting cakes, and heard the gentle reply. 	But 
Hettie

Within 
did not see his face, for she was standing over the 

stove again. 	The next time she went in, he said, in a 
pleasant tone:— 

"That will do, Hettie; they are beauties, though, and I 
wish I had time to eat more of them." 

Hettie was almost tempted to tell him that he would 
have had more time if he had come down stairs sooner. 
But she didn't; she shut her lips firmly. 

After Rob was gone, Hettie sat down on the back door- 
step to cool herself off, and think a minute. 	Rob was not 
a Christian; she had been praying for him, and here, per- 
haps, her own cross words and ways were keeping him 
back. 

The next evening, as she was starting for church, she 
lingered in the hall a moment when Rob was putting on 
his coat preparatory to going, she did not know where, 
for it was not his habit to attend this meeting. 

"Rob," she said, half timidly, "I wish you would go to 
young people's meeting with me to-night !" 

" How do you know but I will?" 
" Oh! will you ?" 
"I shouldn't wonder. You see, nettle, somebody told 

me you took part in the meeting last week, and I've been 
watching you to see if it was all talk. 	Yesterday morning 
I made up my mind that you had something that you 
did n't have once, something that helped you. 	I'm sure if 
there is anything, I'd like to find it too. 	I said to myself, 
If she can stop snapping and snarling, why can't I ? At 
any rate, I mean to go to this meeting every Sunday night 
after this." 

And Hettie, full of smiles and tears, could only murmur 
below her breath, " 0 Rob, I'm so glad! "—The Pansy. 

and though he never married, he possessed a stately home, 
where his sisters and their orphan children were ever 
welcomed, and around his table gathered the most noble 
and illustrious people of the time. 

One day, as he sat at his work on the portrait of a great 
lady, he felt a sharp pain in his eyes, and then he knew 
that his sight was gone. 	He was sixty-five, years old at 
that time, and for five years longer he lived, honored and 
respected by the whole nation. 	For he had worked long 
and well, and had put his talents to good use. 	His fame 
is world-wide, and his name is immortal.—The Kaleldo- 
scope. 

broad, but very short, and so fixed that a ball may be 
thrown high into the air, and fall inside the fort. 

Passing on, we see large numbers of anchors, which are 
used to hold a ship still. 	The anchor is fastened to the 
vessel by a rope or chain, and then cast overboard into the 
water. 	The anchors used for row boats are so small that 
a little boy could lift one; but the large ones are extremely 
heavy. 	These are fastened to strong chains, and are 
turned up by a windlass. 

At the wharf lies a very large vessel, called the Wabash, 
which was in two battles during the war of the Rebellion. 
It is now used for a receiving ship. 	It carries fifty guns, 
and an engine of eight hundred horse-power. 	These guns 
are placed inside the vessel, all around the sides. 	The 
muzzles of the guns are run out through the loop-holes 
that everywhere pierce the sides of the ship, so that when 
on the outside, you see a large number of cannon pointing 
right at you. 

Here we have what is called a Gatling gun, a most ter- 
rible little thing. 	It is not very large, perhaps not larger 
than a stove-pipe. 	It has ten little barrels made so as to 
turn by a crank, and can fire off four hundred and eighty 
shots in a minute. 

This receiving ship is used for training men for sea-serv- 
ice. 	Persons from fourteen to forty years of age are en- 
listed, their term of service lasting from one to many years. 
They are taught all about our vessels, and how to manage 
one in a battle. 	Persons who enlist must be in sound 
health. 	They are not allowed to swear or drink. 	They 
hold religious services every Sunday. 	There are about 
fifty men on it at present. We were very kindly shown 
all over the vessel; everything is just as clean as it can be. 
As we turned to go, an officer very politely told me that it 

contrary to their rules for a person to take notes on a 
war vessel. I told him I meant no harm, and that I was 
taking down a few items so as to write about it for a child's 
paper. 	He said he waited till I got through before telling 
me, but he had to obey orders. 

Not far away was another old vessel, called the Magaria, 
a famous ship, years ago. 	It was used in laying the Atlan- 
tic cable, and it was the first American ship to enter Japan. 
At the time of building, it was the largest vessel owned by 
the United States. It is three hundred and sixty-three feet 
long, and fifty feet wide. 	Can you tell how long that is? 
It is about a quarter of the way across a forty-acre field. 
A man would have to take about a hundred and twenty 
steps 	walk the length of it. 

Another time I will tell you about the rope-making that 
we saw going on here. 	 D.M. CANRIGHT. 
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" YEAR NOT." 

T morn, in the western sky, was seen 
The storm-rack rising high; 

And the threatening clouds, as they onward rolled, 
Betokened the tempest nigh. 

The bright sun vailed his glorious face, 
Not a whisper the breezes spoke; 

But soon the thunder's muttering voice 
The solemn stillness broke. 

the cottage, the children three 
Drew close to their mother's chair ; 

Pale were their faces, forgotten their sport, 
As they stood in silence there. 

Then the mother's work aside was laid, 
And she gathered them at her knee, 

And smiled-  at the troubled, questioning eyes 
Turned up so anxiously. 

While the tempest raged, she told the care 
Of the Father to the dove; 

That even the tiny, houseless birds 
of his love ; Are objects was That he it is who rules the storm, 

Obedient to his word; 
His hand through sunshine and through cloud 

Safe will his children guard. 

"0 mamma!" cried Paul, "I remember now 
The lesson you read to me, 

Of Christ's disciples all alone 
On the sea of Galilee, 

Toiling at night on the stormy waves, 
Trembling with dread and fear; 

But Jesus came to them on the sea, 
And brought them help and cheer; 

"For he bade the angry waves be still, 
And guided them safe to land.? 

Does he not the storm command 
Is he not the same to-day, mamma? 

to 
I think I shall not forget it now, 

Nor fear the storm again;. 
We may trust him in sunshine and in storm, 

And we shall not trust in vain." 

And by and by, when the storm-cloud rolled 
Away o'er the eastern hill, 

And the thunders silenced, as if they heard 
The mighty "Peace, be still," 

The children out to the garden ran, 
Where each leaf and flower, arrayed 

In sparkling rain-drops, diamond bright, 
To the gentle breezes swayed. 

As Mabel stood where the lilies spread 
Their leaves to the sun, and smiled, 

They seemed to say, in sweetest tones, 
" 'Consider the lilies,' child. 
Lessons of truth we have for you, 

And faith in a Father's care • ., 
The kings of the earth, in their regal robes, 

With our beauty cannot compare." 

That night, when the sun had set, and the moon 
Was climbing the star-lit stairs, 

Three little children, in robes of white, 
Knelt down for their evening prayers. 

They had learned from sunshine, storm, and flowers, 
To trust in the heavenly care; 

And, like incense, up to the courts above 
Was wafted each simple prayer. 

For truly, "of such is the kingdom of heaven." 
"Let the little ones come unto Me." 
They will share in redemption's joyous song,. 

Through all eternity. 
EmmA RE A. WAKEHAM. 

AN EMPEROR AT THE FORGE. 

BOYS often resent being called upon to do a piece of 
work which they think beneath them; especially if it is a 
task which generally belongs to some one else. 	But every 
one should cultivate an obliging disposition, and be able 
to help in any emergency to the extent of his ability. 

The Emperor Joseph set a good example in this respect, 
when traveling one day in Italy. A wheel of his carriage 
broke down, and he repaired to the shop of a blacksmith 
in a little village, and desired him to mend it without de-
lay. 

"I would," said the smith, "but this being a holiday, all 
my men are at church; even the boy who blows the bel-
lows is away." 

"Now I have an excellent chance to warm myself," said 
the unknown emperor. So, taking his place at the bellows, 
instead of calling an attendant to do so, he followed the 
smith's directions, and worked as if for wages. 	The work 
was finished, and, instead of the little sum he was charged, 
the sovereign handed out six golden ducats. 

"You have made a mistake," said the astonished black-
smith, " and given me six gold pieces, which nobody in 
this village can change." 

"Change them when you can," said the laughing em- ay
peror, as he entered his carriage. "An emperor should pay 
for such a pleasure as blowing the bellows." 

I have known some shop boys who would have waited 
long, and sent -far for help, before they would "come 
down" to blowing a blacksmith's bellows. 

It is not boys with the best sense who thus stand upon 
their dignity. 	A readiness to oblige, and to take hold of 
unaccustomed work when necessary, has often been excel-
lent business capital for a young man; while the opposite 
spirit never wins friends. 	"Pride goeth before destruction, 
and a haughty spirit before a fall."—The Youth's World. 

- 

SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS. 

ONE morning in July, 1723, the little village of Plymp- 
ton Earl, that lay so quietly on the fair English sea-cOast, 
was gifted with a great treasure. 	This was nothing more 
than a baby—a weak little creature, who cried as all ba- 
bies cr 	and who had nothing remarkable about him at all. y,  

Moreover, as he was the seventh son of the poor school- 
master, he might have been very well spared, the neighbors 
thought; but his parents welcomed and loved him, and the 
little fellow, who was christened Joshua, proved to be the 
greatest artist of the age. 

He grew up, with his eleven brothers and sisters,—for 
there was always a baby in the house,—and his greatest 
delight was to draw. They were very poor, so Joshua had 
no paper nor pencils, but drew with charcoal on the cel- 
lar walls. 	His brothers could draw, too; but Joshua's 
drawings were different from theirs, for they were always 

with the most scrupulous care. 
Before he was eight years old, he had studied the rules 

of perspective, and oh, how he worked at his drawing! 
In after years, when the whole country was filled with 

his fame as a painter, he said to a young artist:— 
•" The man determined to excel, must go to his work, will- 

ing or unwilling, morning, noon, and night; and he will 
find it to be no play, but, on the contrary, very hard labor." 

It was in this way that Joshua Reynolds succeeded. He 
studied his art as others study arithmetic and languages. 
His father intended him to be an apothecary; but when he 
found how the boy was attached to his art, and how he 
studied and worked at it, he sent him as a pupil to Hudson, 
then the greatest portrait painter of England. 

Joshua remained with him for four years, learning all 
that his master could teach him; but he studied, too, from 
nature, and at length his master was compelled to confess 
that the pupil was the better artist of the two. 

When Joshua was twenty-six years old, he painted the 
picture that brought him immediate fame. It was a por- 
trait of his friend, Admiral Keppel, who stood upon a 
stonily beach, with the wind blowing his hair and mantle 
—such a beautiful, true portrait, that it opened the door of 
fame to Joshua; and from that day his life was filled with 
triumphs. 

All the beautiful ladies and great men of England came 
to Joshua Reynolds to have their portraits painted; and 
now, though one hundred and fifty years have passed, they 
are still preserved as works of the great master painter. 

Later in life he was knighted, and became Sir Joshua; 

Written for the bisTaucroa. 

THE NAVY YARD.. 
HAVING a little time to spend when• we were in Boston 

the other day, we went to visit the Navy Yard. The yard 
belongs to that part of the U. S. army which serves on the 
sea. 

Here are kept all the materials needed for war, such as 
swords, rifles, cannon, balls, and war vessels. 	The yard 
is situated on the bay, so that large vessels can go up to 
the wharf. 	The first thing we saw, was a long row of can- 
non, laid out in perfect order, and always ready for use 
when wanted to be sent to any part of the country. There 
are several hundred of them, and they are of all sizes, from 
the little cannons not larger than a good-sized fence post, 
to monstrous ones fifteen feet long. 

Here is one of the fifteen-foot guns; it measures five feet 
across the butt end, and it is about the height of a man. 
It carries a fifteen-inch ball; that is, the hole, or bore, is 
fifteen inches across. 	It is large enough so that I could 
crawl into the cannon, for I tried it. 	This big gun weighs 
42,250 pounds, or over twenty-one tons. 	It would take a 
good many horses to pull it. 	The ball is larger than a 
good-sized water-pail. 	Some of the guns are so large and 
powerful that they will throw a ball fifteen miles. 	You 
know how far fifteen miles would be. Just think of a can- 
non ball flying such a long distance through the air! 	Can- 
nons are very costly. 	Here lie seven medium-sized ones, 
which cost $75,000. 

Yonder stands a curious gun, called a mortar. 	it is 

ONE BLACK DROP. 
ONLY one black drop, but what a tinge it gives that 

water 1 	Spreading to every other drop in its neighborhood, 
it clouds the whole mass. 

That is the way with a thought that is not pure. 	It af- 
fects the desires, and there follows the wish to do the 
wrong. 	It reaches the will, and there follows the deed. 
Then how the recollection of it clouds the hour of prayer, 
the hour when the Bible is read and God's house is visited, 
the hour of solitary study, of intercourse with friends. 

Look out for this evil. How? A man says of the water 
obscured by the black drop, 	"I will expel this dusky 
cloud." 	Let him go farther back, and not admit that drop 
in the first place. 	Do n't gratify that impure desire. 	Put 
a hundred feet as quickly as possible between you and 
that impure book. 	Who will promise in this one thing to 
look not, touch not? That promise will make a memory 
of sunshine for you.—S. S. Classmate. 
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LESSON 53.—INHERITANCE 0 THE SAINTS. 

(Continued.) 
REJECTION OF SAUL AS KING 

[ NOTE TO THE STUDENT.—Do not consider t 

reference for each. The references in black 
you can give at least the substance of every 

texts that should be committed to memory. 
tion each day will enable you to do this.] 

/ 3 1. WHO was the first king of Isialel 
2. By whom was he chosen ? 
3. How long did he reign? 
4. On one occasion, what message 

to Saul, through Samuel ? 1 flam. 16 : 
5. How did Saul carry out his instru 

7-9. 
6. What excuse did Saul make for 

command of the Lord? 1 Sam. 16 : 20, 
7. What did Samuel say the Lord v 

rifice ? 1 Sam. 16 : 22. 
uivalent ? 1 Sam. 8. To what was Saul's stubbornness 

15:28. 
9. What had he rejected? lb. 

10. Since rebellion is equal to idola 
rejecting the word of the Lord, rejec 

11. Because Saul had thus rejected 
the Lord done? 1 Sam. 15: 23, 26. 

12. What had lie rent from Saul ? 1 
13. To whom did Samuel say the 

lb. 
14. What important lesson may we 1 

	
from the narra- 

tive in this chapter ? 

REASONS WHY. 
SABBATH-SCHOOL teachers should ever allow them-

selves to be unduly cast down or dish artened. Discour-
agements will come, and the heart be so e inclined at times 
to withdraw from labors in the Sabbat -school; but when 
this is the case, teacher, reflect for a oment that it is a 
marvelous kindness that our Master ermits us to be his 
fellow laborers and cu-workers here t all. How much 
there is in the thought, "I am a se 

	
t of Jesus, doing 

his will, telling his love, pointing and I ading souls to him, 
and spending and being spent in his se ice." If you have 
started to teach, keep right on. Be s 

	
it will not be in 

vain. A crowd of unseen witnesses hold your efforts, 
and they rejoice when they see you rsevering. Jesus 
says, "No man, having put his hair to the plow, and 
looking back, is fit for the kingdom of od." And so far 
from being willing to drop out, we o ght to have, in an 
intense degree, exactly the opposite des e, for again Jesus 
said, " The harvest truly'ls great, but th laborers are few : 
pray ye therefore the Lord of the h est, that he would 
send forth laborers into his harvest." 

Teachers imagine they are making n 
their scholars. They cannot perceive 
are heeded or ever remembered. How 
make the scholars realize that the great 
is Jesus! But impressions are made. 
many a lesson sinks down deep into 
times to be vividly remembered long 
and become wonderfully and powerf 
for good. Nobody ever sees the sap th 
roots of the trees all around us, throug 
and the limbs and branches, until th 
tiniest leaves are reached and fed; but 
the sap is flowing every moment. So 
and who can pretend to describe?—all th 
meats and workings of the Spirit; b 
does work in answer to our prayers. 
then, and very hopeful. Ask the Mas 
full of faith. Believe that your schol 
them, be converted to Christ. The lo 
greater aptitude we gain in teaching, 
equipped than otherwise we should be to work for Jesus 
in other spheres. 

What work is there on this earth t 
joy, blessedness, peace, and surest ho 
work that is done for Jesus? Wh 
embarked in it, for what else woul 
Blessed work I It does not save us. F 
does that; but, having this faith, we ar 
work. Let us be "always abounding 
Lord, forasmuch as ye know that your 
in the Lord.":—S. S. World. 

STUDY THE BIBLE. 
BY study I do not mean learned criti sm. I mean deep 

attention—to be often pondering its ruths. Men com-
plain of their dwarfishness in religion. Can this be won-
dered at, if they cannot keep their eye n the great rule of 
duty for an hour continuously? We all never see our 
duty if we do not study it. God will n t do miracles for 
an idle man, and cast rays of light into is mind, when he • 
is indifferent to it. if we neglect the ide he has given 
us, we shall lose our way.—Se/. 
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A PEBBLE AT TEE RIVER'S SOURCE. 

PEBBLE at the river's source 
May but a trifle seem, 

And yet it shapes the water-course 
Toward the rushing stream. 

'T is little efforts for the right 
That turn good fortune's key 

And close on hinges small and light 
The doors of destiny. 

THE REVISED BIBLE. 

ANYTHING that is revised, is looked over with care, and 

Youth's Companion gives as the reason for making this 
revision:— 

"King James's version has been universally admired for 
majesty and elegance of style, and for general fidelity to 
the original text. But the wonderful progress made dur-
ing the last fifty years in knowledge of the Oriental lan-
guages, of Eastern customs, and of Biblical geography, 
seemed to demand a revision of their labors, and a version 
representing the best scholarship of the age." 

The following paragraphs from the Well-Spring tell 
how they did their work. We quote:— 

" The English company began their work of revising 
the Bible in June, 1870; and completed it in May, 1884. 
Since then, the presses at Oxford and Cambridge have 
been preparing the various editions, and now we have 
them. Students looked forward eagerly to the appearance 
of the new edition. 

"Four years ago the Revised New Testament appeared. 
Last month the Old Testament was given us revised, as 
the other; and to-day we have the whole Bible, changed 
but little after all the severe scrutiny that it has under-
gone. But how did Englishmen and Americans agree 
across the three thousand miles that separated them ? 

"First the British committee studied and revised one 
book of the Bible. Then it was printed and sent to the 
American committee to be criticised by them. Each 
member was furnished with a private copy for his own 
study, after which the committee met in the Bible House 
in New York, and discussed, one by one, the changes pro-
posed in England. Most of them were agreed upon by 
both committees. But as was natural, there were changes 
proposed in America that met with opposition in Great 
Britain, and others proposed there that were contested 
here. The American variations were printed and sent to 
England, and with these in their hands the British com-
mittee went through the books a second time. 

"It was thought best on both sides that the British com-
mittee should decide disputed questions finally, and that 
the revised edition should be printed first in England. 
The American work, however, appears on every page, 
having been accepted cordially by the English committee." 

A TREE THAT GIVES LIGHT AT NIGHT. 
THE owner of a luminous tree like one recently de-

scribed in Golden Days could pass the warm summer 
evenings very pleasantly out-of-doors, provided he could 
screen himself from the annoying insects which are at-
tracted by the light. The following is the description:— 

" A most remarkable tree or shrub grows in a small ra-
vine near some springs about twelve miles north of Tusca-
rora, Nev. It is about six or seven feet in height, with a 
trunk which, at its base, is three times the size of a man's 
wrist. 

"Its leaves, at certain seasons of the year, are so lumi-
nous that it can be plainly distinguished in the darkest 
night for a distance of over a mile; while in its immediate 
vicinity it emits sufficient light to enable a person to read 
the finest print. 

" Its foliage is extremely plentiful, and resembles some-
what in size, shape, and color that of the aromatic bay-
tree of California. 

"The luminous property is evidently parasitic, and con-
sists of a sort of gummy substance, which is transferred, 
by rubbing, to a person's hand, imparting to it the same 
apparently phosphorescent light, while that on the leaf 
entirely disappears. 

"The Indians regard it with superstition, and will not 
approach it, even in the daytime, if they canpossibly avoid 
it. They have a name for it, which, literally interpreted, 
means `witch tree.' An old Soshone Indian said there 
were but two others in the entire country." 

THE MYSTERY OF NIAGARA. 
NONE of us care to sound the depths of that awful 

abyss at the base of the Niagara Falls, nor of the gorge 
through which those fallen waters are borne onward; but 
we are interested in what others have ascertained by their 
measurement. The New York Times is responsible for 
the following:— 

"The mysterious and awful depths of Niagara's canon 
are fruitful subjects of comment. Some portions of it are 
reasonably supposed to be bottomless. When the first 
railway bridge was constructed here, some ambitious per-
sons attempted to sound the canon directly beneath it. 
They filled a large tin pail with stones, and lowered it. 
The currents merely played with it. Then they took a 
stronger cord, attached a bar of railway iron to it., which 
actually floated, owing to the fierce counter currents. 

"A few years ago the United States lake survey came 
here, and, as recorder of the survey, I know of the remark-
able data obtained. We saw at once that the current 
would buoy up a large sinker, and proposed to test the 
smallest possible surface With the greatest possible weight. 
We took a lead weight in the form of a plumb bob, weigh-
ing thirteen pounds, and attached it to a small but strong 
cord. Then we secured the services of one of the ferry 
boatmen, and started out into the stream. The boatman 
was ordered to row as nearly under the falls as possible, 
and the result will never be forgotten by a member of the 
party in that skiff. 

f. 
"As we approached the falls, the roar became more and 

more terrible, until we were not only unable to hear, 
but the lipssitively refused to open and utter a sound. 
For several days afterward some of the party were so deaf 
as to be unable to distinguish one word from another. The 
lead was cast first near the American falls, where bottom 
was found at eighty-three feet. Near the main falls we 
found 100 feet of water. Here the oarsman's strength 
failed, and the little craft began tto dart down stream. 

"At every cast of the lead the water grew deeper, until 
in front of the inclined railway the old guide and most of 
the party-became terror-stricken and refused to go further 
down stream. Here the lead told off 193 feet. We were 
then able to compute the depths lower down by simply 
ascertaining the width of the stream. Directly under the 
lower bridge, the water narrows considerably, and deepens 
to 210 feet. Lower down, at the Whirlpool rapids, the 
gorge becomes very narrow, and the currents terribly 
fierce. Here the computed depth was 350 feet. One place 
in the gorge is still narrower, and would exceed a depth of 
400 feet. 

" When the depth of water is taken into consideration, 
the height of the canon walls above the surface must not 
be forgotten. These walls range from 270 to 360 feet in 
height, often perpendicular, so that the total depth of the 
canon ranges from 350 to 700 feet. This great depth of the 
gorge leads directly in imagination to the canon's wear." 

A LONG NAP. 

WE are indebted to the School Newspaper for the fol-
lowing account of a snail's long sleep:— 

"A certain famous historical desert snail was brought 
from Egypt to England as a specimen, in the year 1846. 
This mollusk, at the time ofhis arrival in London, was 
really alive and vigorous; but as the authorities of the 
British Museum, to whose tender care he was consigned, 
were ignorant of this important fact in his economy, he 
wasgummed, mouth downward, onto a piece of card-
board-, and duly labeled and dated with scientific accuracy, 
March 25, 1846. 

"Accustomed to long droughts and corresponding naps in 
his native sand-wastes, the mollusk simply curled himself 
up into the topmost recesses of his own whorls, and went 
placidly to sleep, in perfect contentment for an unlimited 
period. Every conchologist takes it for granted, of course, 
that the shells which he receives from foreign parts have 
had their inhabitants properly boiled and extracted be-
fore being exported; for it is only the mere outer shell, or 
skeleton, of the animal, that we preserve in our cabinets, 
leaving the actual flesh and muscles of the creature him-
self to wither unobserved upon its native shores. 

"At the British Museum the desert snail might have 
slept his life away unsuspected but for a happy accident 
winch attracted public attention to his remarkable case. 
On March 7, 1850, nearly four years later, it was casually 
observed that the card on which he reposed was slightly 
discolored; and this discovery led to the suspicion that 
perhaps a living animal might be immured within that 
papery tomb. The Museum authorities accordingly or-
dered our friend a warm bath, upon which the grateful 
snail, waking up at the touch of the familiar moisture, put 
his head cautiously out of his shell, walked up to the top 
of the basin, and began to take a survey of British institu-
tions. The desert snail at once awoke, and found himself 
famous. He actually sat for his portrait to an eminent 
zoological.  artist. 

"A writer in CornhtU sa-ys it is the best authenticated 
case on record (so far as his knowledge goes) of any ani-
mal's existingin a state of suspended animation for any 
long period of time together." 

"WORTH WHILE." • 
PRINCE ALBERT VICTOR, the prospective heir to the 

throne of England, made his maiden speech the other day, 
to an assembly of lads of his own age. "Whatever it, 
worth doing at all, is worth doing accurately," lie said; 
"whether you sharpen a pencil or black your boots, do it 
thoroughly and well." 	 • 

A young lad who was a pupil at Rugby school was noted 
for his bad penmanship. When his teachers remonstrated, 
he replied, "Many men of genius have written worse 
scrawls than I do. It is not worth while to worry about 
so trivial a fault." 

Ten years later, this lad was an officer in the English 
army, doing service in the Crimean war. An order he 
copied for transmission was so illegible that it was given 
incorrectly to the troops, and the result was the loss of a 
great many brave men. 

A few years ago, the keeper of a life-saving station on 
the Atlantic coast found that his supply of powder had 
given out. The nearest village was two or three miles 
distant, and the weather was inclement. He concluded 
that as it "was not worth while to go so far expressly fcr 
such a trifle," he would wait a few days before sending 
for a supply. 

That night a vessel was wrecked within sight of the 
station. A line could have been given to the crew if he 
had been able to use the mortar, but he had no powder. 
He saw the drowning men perish one by one in his sight, 
knowing that he alone was to blame. A few days after-
ward he was dismissed from service. 

The experience of every man will suggest similar in-
stances that confirm the truth of the young prince's advice. 

Whatever is right to do, should be done with our best 
care, strength, and faithfulness of purpose. We have no 
scales by which we can weigh our duties, or determine 
their relative importance in God's eyes. That which 
stems a trifle to us may be the secret spring which shall 
move the issues of life and death.—Youth's Companion. 

A WATCH MADE OF STRAW. 
AN ingenious young man, who was sentenced to pass 

five years in a prison at Karthaus, in Bohemia, has suc-
ceeded in making a curious watch. It is mainly of straw, 
and is not nearly as heavy as the ordinary time-piece. 
The inside works comprise a few bits of straw, some cot,-
ton, two needles, and a pin. A piece of paper forms the 
dial. It will run six hours, and will keep good time. 

§attcA - §dwor. 

FOURTH SABBATH IN JULY. 

IMPORTANT BIBLE SUBJECTS. 

OF ISRAEL. 
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,, 	corr 	During the last fourteen years, some of the 

tions, both in England and America, have been. revising 
King James's version of the Bible. The editor of the 
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THE BAREFOOT BOY. 

BLESSINGS on thee, little man, 
Barefoot boy, with cheek of tan; 
With thy turned-up pantaloons, 
And thy merry whistled tunes; 
With thy red lips redder still 
Kissed by strawberries on the hill; 
With the sunshine on thy face, 
Through thy torn brim's jaunty grace; 
From my heart I give thee joy,— 
I was once a barefoot boy 
Prince thou art,—the grown-up man 
Only is republican. 
Let the m dlion-dollared ride! 
Barefoot, trudging at his side, 
Thou haat more than he can buy 
In the reach of ear and eye,— 
Outward sunshine, inward joy,— 
Blessings on thee, barefoot boy 

O for boyhood's painless play, 
Sleep that wakes in laughing day, 
Health that mocks the doctor's rules, 
Knowledge never lea) ned of schools;—
For, eschewing books and tasks, = 

Nature answers all he asks! 
Hand in hand with her he 

walks, 
Face to face with her he talks, 
Part and parcel of her joy,— 
Blessings on the barefoot boy I 

0 for boyhood's time of June, 
Crowding years in one brief 

moon, 
When all things I heard or 

saw, 
Me, their master, waited for. 
I was rich in flowers and trees, 
Humming-birds and honey-

bees; 
For my sport the squirrel 

played, 
Plied the snouted mole his 

spade; 
For my taste the blackberry 

cone 
Purpled over hedge and 

stone; 
Laughed the brook for my 

delight 
Through the day and through 

the night, 
Whispering at the garde  

wall, 
Talked with me from fall to 

fall; 
Mine the sand-rimmed pick-

erel pond, 
Mine the walnut slopes be-

yond, 
M i n e, on bending orchard 

trees, 
Apples of Hesperides I 
Still, as my horizon grew, 
Larger grew my riches, too; 
All the world I saw or knew, 
Seemed a complex Chinese 

toy, 
Fashioned for a barefoot boy ! 

Cheerily, then, my little man, 
Live and laugh as boyhood 

can! 
Though the flinty slopes be 

hard, 
Stubble-speared the new-

mown sward 
Every morn shall lead thee 

through 
Fresh baptisms of the dew ; 
Every evening from thy feet 
Shall the cool wind kiss the 

heat: 
All too soon these feet must 

hide 

Made to tread the mills of toil, 

In the prison cells of pride, 
Lose the freedom of the sod, 
Like a colt's, for work be shod;  

Up and down in ceaseless moil; 
Happy if their track be found 
Never on forbidden ground; 
Happy if they sink not in 
Quick and treacherous sands of sin. 
Ath ! that thou couldst know thy joy, 
Ere it passes, barefoot boy! 	

—Whittier. 

LITTLE PHEBE. 

I
T was in a simple fishing-village upon the coast of 
Maine that I first met Phebe Morrison. She lived 
with her parents in a cosy red house, built near the 
shore. From her window she could look far out to 

sea, and at night she was soothed to sleep by the solemn 
roar of waves upon the rocks. 

Her father was a young fisherman; and her mother was 
a busy little woman, whose days were spent in doing all 
she could for Phebe, while at the same time she kept the 
red house bright and clean, and waited upon the small 
store, which to help her husband she had set up in the 
front room. Here was a counter, over which she handed 
many a package of tea and sugar; besides fishing-tackle, 
nails, confectionary; and I know not what. Sometimes 
Phebe was allowed to wait on customers; but oftener she 
was scampering over the slippery rocks, or wading in the 
shallow water near the shore, where the breakers sent 
cool spray into her eyes, and made the brown curls roll up 
into tight rings about her face and neck. 

I never knew how God's love fell into little Phebe's 
heart. Her mother found time on Sundays to teach her  

child something about God; but the busy woman seldom 
thought of it again throughout the week. 

But Phebe did; and often she would sit upon the rocks, 
her brown hands folded upon her knee, and wish she could 
see Christ walking upon the waves as the Bible said he 
once walked to Peter long ago. 

One day her father thought he would give Phebe a rare 
treat, and so took her with him a little way out to sea in 
his trim fishing-boat. 

Well, it was .a merry day. The big fish came bobbing 
up on her father's hook; the summer wind filled the sail; 
and the white-caps looked like the clouds that floated 
across the sky. 

Oh, who would dream such pretty things could grow so 
terrible! The fisherman was so eager drawing in the fish 
that he did not notice the black cloud rising in the west, 
till shadows dimmed the sun; and then he knew the dan-
ger that lay ahead. 

A storm of wind was upon them. With a wild glance at 
his smiling child, the fisherman gathered in the swaying 
sail; and telling Phebe to hold on tight, he tried to row 
for the distant shore. 

Overhead, the sky was a tender blue; but out of that 
bank of cloud rushed a gale of wind which tossed the boat 

like a cork, lashed the waves to fury, and sent them over 
the sides till the water covered Phebe's feet. 

"Phebe," shouted the fisherman, above the roar, "can 
you help father bale out ? " 

"Yes, sir," she replied bravely, grasping a tin pail he 
held toward her; and so the strong man and the tender 
child began a fight with death. 

Are you afraid, Phebe ?" called the father. 
" Yes, I am afraid ; but God will see to us, " rang out the 

young voice above the wind. 
"Oh, Phebe, you are a good girl! Pray for us so we 

need not die," exclaimed the fisherman; and while the sea 
lashed the frail boat, a sweet voice took up that pitiful 
prayer of the disciples: "Lord, save us, we perish!" 

In a little while the black clouds parted into paths of 
light, the wind grew still, and the fisherman and his child 
glided smoothly across the rippling waves. Oh, joy when 
they saw the red house upon the shore! Oh, joy when 
they saw the mother weeping and laughing in its door 
way 	And the sea never soothed a happier heart to rest 
than Phebe Morrison's, as she lay in her little bed, and re-
membered how the Saviour had hushed the storm.—Ada 
L. Clarke. 

• 

"Now, do you suppose," said Johnny, as his little cousin 
laid away her largest, rosiest apple for a sick girl, "that 
God cares about all such little things we children" do? I 
guess he is too busy taking care of the big folks to notice 
us much." Winnie shook her head.and pointed to mamma, 
who had just lifted baby from his crib: "Do you think 
mamma is so busy with the big folks—helping the girls off 
to school and papa to his office—that she forgets the little 
ones? She thinks of baby first, 'cause he's littlest and needs 
it most. And God knows how to love as well as mamma." 

ettez 	.14.6cjet. 

MAY E. CRosix, of Saginaw Co., Mich., writes: "1 am 
nine years old, and read in the Third Reader. I am stay-
ing with my grandparents. They love to read your publi-
cations, but they are not Sabbath-keepers. I love to read 
the INSTRUCTOR, and wish to take it six months and send 
it to my cousin six mouths. I send my love to the IN-
STRUCTOR family." 

We are glad to send you the paper, May, and hope you 
and your cousin will both find it so interesting that you 
will Wish to take it longer. 

A LETTER from MAUDIE A. CHAPMAN, of Kalamazoo 
Co., Mich., says: "I have learned to write now, so I do 
my own writinK; and as I have never seen a letter in the 
Budget from this place, I thought I. would write one. I 
am nine years old, and have two brothers. We lived in 
Kansas before coming to Michigan. There are another 
family besides ours, and an old lady, here, who keep the 
Sabbath. I send you the `Honey Bee's Song,' which I 
hope you will print. I want to be ready to meet the IN-
STRUCTOR family in the new earth." 

Maud's letter was written with care, and was nearly as 
easy to read as print. The spelling was almost perfect. 
When adding ing to the word write, the letter e, at the 
end of the word write, should be dropped; thus, writ-ing, 
instead of write-ing. To be able to write a good hand is 
a valuable accomplishment; but to be able to spell cor-
rectly is better. 

DAVIE REES, writing from Howard Co., Ind., says: 
"This is my first letter to the Budget. I have two sisters. 
My oldest sister died last fall, and we laid her away to 
wait for the time when the Lord will wake her. I want to 
live so that I can be with her when this earth is made new. 
We have taken the INSTRUCTOR since I can remember. 
We go to Sabbath-school every Sabbath. I have sold sev-
eral copies of `Sunshine at Home', and I am going to 
canvass more for it. I want to meet all the INSTRUCTOR 
family in heaven." 

Possibly some whom you canvass for " Sunshine " 
may appreciate a copy of the INSTRUCTOR. Try it some-
time, if you have spare copies. 

CORNELIA VAN GANDY. a little girl ten years old, 
writes from Deer Lodge Co., Montana Territory. She 
says: "I have two brothers and two sisters. I also have 
two grandmothers. My uncle has only one arm. My 
great grandma is seventy-nine years old. Her hip was in-
jured, and she is so lame she can only take a few steps 
with a crutch and a cane. She is coming to stay with us 
a week or two. We are working for mother, to earn 
money for the missionary children. We are going to take 
our money for them to-day. I go to day school and Sunday-
school." 

Cornelia has a fine chance to do missionary work among 
her own friends, by lightening their burdens, and weaving 
sunshine into their lives. Nobody can bring more happi-
ness into the home than little boys and girls who cheerfully 
do the little, every-day duties of life. Faithfulness will 
bring its reward to them as much as to the missionary in 
foreign lands. 

LILLIE J. BEEBE writes from Larimer Co., Col., where 
she is visiting relatives. She is a little lame girl, whose 
father bought her a wagon so she could go to school. Her 
father takes the INSTRUCTOR. They have Sabbath-school 
at their own home, where she has five sisters and two 
brothers, making quite a Sabbath-school class. Lillie is 
ten years old, reads her Bible, and is trying to be a good 
girl, so she can meet the readers of the INSTRUCTOR in the 
new earth. 

In the new earth the helpless will not be dependent upon 
some one to draw them from place to place; for the lame 
shall leap as the hart. Shall you be there, Lillie? 

Our letter box is yet so full that we have decided just to 
print the writers' names of all letters remaining in it up to 
May 1. These little boys and girls love the INSTRUCTOR 
and the Sabbath-school. A few may have no Sabbath-
school privileges, but all are trying to be Christ-like, hop- 
ing to be rewarded with the faithful. May none of our 
letter-writers fail of this reward. 

Up to May 1 we have received letters from the following: 
Nancy A. Evans, Emma Johnson, Libbie Stanton, Willie 
Winchell, Rosalie Mulqueen, Edith Mack, Esther Doty, 
Zoa M. Huffman, Blanche E. Flora, Emma B. Smith, 
Jessie Bear, Ella Decker, Rachel Taggart, A. Bailey, 
Minnie Robbins, Lillie Gorrell, Mollie D. Jones, Valentine 
Ferrell, Willie Stocking, Eddie Barnhart, Melia Carnahan, 
Eddie Gros, Olive 0. Nettleingham, Eva Emery, Neville 
C. Hampton, Selecta Dick. 
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