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CHRIST CRUCIFIED. 

" AND when they had platted a crown of thorns, they put it upon 
His head." Matt. 27 : 29. 

" He was wounded for our transgressions, he was bruised for our in-
iquities." Isa. 58 :5. 

BOUND upon the accursed tree, 
Faint and bleeding, who is He? 

By the eyes so pale and dim, 
Streaming blood, and writhing limb, 
By the flesh with scourges torn, 
By the crown of twisted thorn, 
By the side so deeply pierced, 
By the baffled, burning thirst, 
By the drooping death-dewed brow, 
Son of manl 't is thou, 't is thou! 

Bound upon the accursed tree, 
Dread and awful, who is He? 
By the sun at noonday pale, 
Shivering rocks and rending vail, 
By earth, that trembles at His doom,_ 
By yonder saints, that burst their tomb, 
By Eden, promised ere he died 
To the felon at His side, 
Lord, our suppliant knees we bow; 
Son of God I 't is thou, 't is thou! 

Bound upon the accursed tree, 
Sad and dying, who is He? 
By the last and bitter cry, 
The ghost given up In agony; 
By the lifeless bedy, laid 
In the chamber of the dead; 
By the mourners, come to weep 
Where the bones of Jesus sleep; 
Crucified! we know thee now ; 
Son of man! 't is thou, 't is thou I 

Bound upon the accursed tree, 
Dread and awful, who is He? 
By the prayer for them that slew, 
" Lord I they know not what they do I " 
By the spoiled and empty grave, 
By the souls He died to save, 
By the conquest he hath won, 
By the saints before His throne, 
By the rainbow round his brow, 
Son of God! 't is thou, 't is thou! 

—Henry Hard batman. 

Written for the INSTRUCTOR. 

"NOT TO BE MINISTERED UNTO." 
MISS PARKER drew her scholars 

closely to her. Tears glistened in her 
eyes. "This has been a precious les-
son to-day," she said. "How I wish 
that all of us might follow our Saviour 
this week I Though he was the maj-
esty of heaven, he came to earth to be 
a servant to all men. He said he came, 
' not to be ministered unto, but to min-
ister,'—not to be served, but to wait 
upon others. Shall we not try to follow 
his footsteps this week ?" 

" Well, but how can we?" said Lot-
tie Stephens. "He could go out and 
heal the sick, and feed the multitudes, 
and say such wonderful things; but 
I'm sure we can't do as he did." 

"Now think, Lottie; isn't there a chance right in your 
own home to follow him every day ? Some people have 
the idea that they must go into the public places to do 
good; but too many only run away from the very work 
the Master wants them to do. Ask the Saviour to open 
your eyes, that you may see the •places where you can help 
others; and when you do see them, act just as Jesus would 
if he were in your place." • 

Lottie walked slowly home, pondering upon the words 
of the lesson, " Not to be ministered unto, but to minister." 
She was quite absorbed in her thoughts, when Tom Jones, 
the washerwoman's boy, ran against her, and almost 
pushed her over. The force of the collision threw him 
into the mud. 

"Do n't you know any better than that, Tom Jones!" 
exclaimed Lottie angrily, as she re-adjusted her hat. 

Tom scrambled up; but his hands were bruised and bleed-
ing. "Serves you right," said Lottie; "you ought to look 
where you are going." 

"Oh! what shall I do ?" sobbed Tom; "I've spoiled my 
best clothes, and mother will give me a whipping." 

Lottie knew Mrs. Jones; she was nervous and irritable, 
and had to work hard to earn a living for herself and Tom. 
"Do just as Jesus would if he were in your place," flashed 
into Lottie's mind. 	• 

" Look here, Tom," said Lottie, " I'm sorry I was so 
cross. Of course you didn't mean to run against me, and 
I'll help you clean your clothes. Here's a spring right by." 

Tonflooked at Lottie in surprise, as she rubbed the mud 
from his jacket, and bathed his bleeding hands with her 
own white handkerchief. 

" Why don't you come to school now ?" asked Lottie. 
" Oh ! I can't come any more," said Tom, "'cause I have 

to turn the washer. Mother's got the rheumatiz, so she 
can't." 

"Poor woman I ind I'm sorry for you, too; but of 
course you try to make the best of it, don't you ?" 

" Yes, I study my reading and geography at night and in 
the morning; but I can't see through the 'rithmetic at all." 

"Oh, I like arithmetic," said Lottie. "I tell you what," 
she added after a pause, "I'll come over to your house after 
school, and help you." 

" Will you ?" cried Tom. "You're the best girl I ever 
saw. Maybe I can learn percentage, if you'll help me, and 
then I can get a place in Mr. Brown's store. He said he'd 
take me as soon as I got through percentage." 

It would be hard to tell which was the happier, Lottie or 
Tom, as they went home. "I do believe the Lord opened 
my eyes that time," whispered Lottie to herself, "and I'm 
so glad I've found something to do for others. Now for 
my new library book. Good! it's one of Mrs. Whitney's; 
I do love her books so much," and Lottie seated herself on  

the sunny porch. Her little brother and sister were romp-
ing up and down in a noisy game. 

"Oh, do keep still!" exclaimed Lottie impatiently; "I 
want to read." 

"Won't you read to us, please ?" asked Ned. "We'll 
keep still then, won't we, Peggy ?" 

"Yes, indeed," Peggy replied. 
" Oh, don't bother me; I don't want to read out loud. 

This book is too old for you children. Go and play on the 
other porch." 

" Won't you tell us a story, then ?" persisted Ned. " I'd 
rather hear a story." 

"No," said Lottie; "you go to the other porch, both of 
you." 

The two little faces were clouded a 
moment. "Wait till I'm big, and 
know stories; and I'll tell the children 
all the stories they want. I'll not keep 
them all to myself, Miss Lottie," said 
Peggy. "Come, Ned, let's go and 
play." 

The children were soon happy, but 
Lottie lost her interest in her book. 
" Not to be ministered unto, but to 
minister," seemed written all over the 
pages. " Oh, pshaw I " thought Lottie, 
"it doesn't mean that; the children 
are happy." Then she heard her 
mother saying, "Children, won't you 
be quiet? Mamma has a headache. 
Why did n't you play on the other 
porch where I told you to ?" 

"Lottie told us to go away. She 
wouldn't tell us a story, either," said 
Ned. 

Lottie's face burned with s h am e. 
" Children," she called, " come here; 
I'll tell you a story now." 

Lottie had a rare and interesting 
way of telling stories. Now, as she 
told the story of Jesus w alking 
through the streets and the fields, and 
how the children loved him, and the 
sick rejoiced to see him, her own 
heart was melted, remembering his 
untiring patience and love to others. 
The children's faces glowed as she 
pictured Jesus riding into Jerusalem, 
and the people throwing the palm 
branches in his path, and the children 
shouting "hosanna." "Jesus blessed 
the children, you know, and told them 
they might come to the kingdom of 
heaven," said Lottie. 

" Oh, if I'd seen Jesus," said Peggy, 
" I wouldn't have been afraid of him; 
he was so kind. 1 would have gone 
right up to him, and took hold of his 
hand, and kissed him. I wish 1 could 
kiss him now." 

"Well," said Lottie, " he saki if we 
were good and kind to others, it was 

just the same as being kind to him." 
"Does it mean we must be kind to everybody ?" asked 

Ned. 
"Oh, yes," said Lottie; " was n't Jesus good to every-

body?" 
" Well, then," said Ned, " I'm not going to call Solomon 

Reed 'Red Head' or' Pumpkins' any more." 
" That's right," said Lottie, " we must try to do just as 

Jesus would if he were here. But there is the bell for din-
ner." 

" 0 Lottie I I think that story was so good, and I want 
to kiss you for it," said Peggy. Lottie's eyes filled with 
happy tears. 

How many things she found to do for others that week 1 
Father's stockings had to be mended, mother's cares light-
ened, grandma's yarn untangled, the children's lessons 
heard, Mrs. Jones's house put to rights, Tom's arithmetic 
made plain; and scores of little things that Lottie had not 
seen before had to be done. Mrs. Whitney's book lay on 
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the mantle all the week; but Lottie read a story from the 
leaves of every-day life. Not without many a struggle did 
she deny self and follow Jesus. 

" Well, child," said Mrs. Jones, " that liniment you 
brought me did me more good than anything I ever tried 
before; and your bonny bright face has just brought the 
sunshine right into our home; bless you!" 

"Lottie," said her mother, drawing her into her arms, 
"I saw this slip of paper in your room: `Not to be minis-
tered unto, but to minister.' Hasn't that been your text 
this week ?" 

" Why! what makes you think so, mamma ? " 
" Oh, I've seen your thoughtfulness, and felt your gentle 

help; and 1 thank God for my daughter." 
"0 mamma! I didn't know it was so blessed to minister 

to others. You don't know what awful selfishness I've 
found in my heart, but I do want to be like Him." 

"He is the chief of all, the one altogether lovely, Lottie. 
I'm so glad you've found his beauty." But the sweetest 
of all commendations was when Lottie knelt to pray at the 
end of the week, and the peace of God was in her soul; 
for she knew she had pleased her Saviour in forgetting 
self,' and remembering others. 	FANNY BOLTON. 

Written for the INSTRUCTOR. 

OUR NATIONAL MILITARY ACADEMY. 
A SHORT time ago I had the pleasure of visiting our cel-

ebrated National Military Academy, and I thought some 
description of it might be of interest to the INSTRUCTOR 
readers. A military academy, you know, is a place where 
men learn to be soldiers, to be captains and generals; where 
they learn to build forts and take cities. This is where 
such great men as Grant and Sherman, Lee and Johnson, 
and hundreds more, got their training. 

How many such schools has our nation, do you ask?—
Just one, and only one; always remember that. Now, how 
many can tell where it is located ? Those who have read 
the history of the United States ought to know that it is 
situated at West Point, New York. Where is that? Get 
your map, and look at the great State of New York, near 
the south-eastern point, where it reaches the Atlantic. 
Here is New York City, the metropolis of America. Here 
the Hudson, a large and majestic river, running down from 
the north, empties into the sea. Going up this river fifty-
two miles north from New York City, you come to West 
Point. Just here the river, coming down from the north, 
turns east about a quarter of a mile, then gradually turns 
back west again, leaving a point of land like an elbow on 
the west side of the river. On this point the academy is 
situated. 

All the country around West Point is hilly, such great 
hills that they are almost mountains, and covered with 
small trees, with here and there a few farms in the open-
ings. 

West Point Academy stands on quite a level piece of 
ground, about one hundred and sixty feet above the river. 
The whole tract of land owned by the government contains 
two thousand and one hundred acres. This is not all level ; 
most of it is very rough and hilly, and covered with woods. 
But where the Academy buildings are, the grounds are 
beautiful, and kept in the neatest possible order. There are 
lovely walks, shaded by great trees; and grassy lawns, 
flower gardens, pleasant dwelling houses, and a number of 
large, costly, public buildings. Some of these are for the 
school-room, where the young men recite; for the library, 
containing about thirty thousand volumes; for the chapel; 
the boarding house; the barracks; etc. 

This Academy was founded in 1802. Only young men 
between seventeen and twenty-two years of age, not less 
than five feet in height, with a perfectly sound body, and 
of good moral character, can be admitted. They must have 
a certain amount of education. They must agree to serve 
the United States eight years, unless sooner discharged.  
Only one person at a time can be appointed from each con-
gressional district and territory. The examination is rigid, 
and the discipline of the school very strict. The course of 
study covers four years. 

These military students are called cadets. They all wear 
a neat uniform, and are required to be very particular in 
regard to their dress. They present a fine appearance 
when on drill and parade. They march and maneuver 
just like a regular army. There were about three hundred 
students when I was there. All the expenses of the Acad-
emy are paid by the Government. 

During the Revolution, West Point was an important 
place, since it commanded the Hudson River. The first 
fortifications were begun in 1775. General Putnam com-
manded here 14 1778. General Washington himself made 
this his headquarters in 1779, and with La Fayette, after-
ward visited the place. Arnold, the traitor, took command 
here in 1780, and arranged with the British to betray the 
place and the army to them. If he had succeeded in his 
plot, the whole American cause might have been ruined. 
He just escaped with his life, while Andre, the British spy, 
was captured and executed. 

The ruins of Fort Putnam are situated on a high bluff, 
just west of the Academy buildings, commanding the river 
above and below West Point. It furnishes a grand:view 
of the surrounding country. The building of this fort 
cost $3,000,000, and two years' work of the army. The 
massive walls are in ruins, and trees have grown up inside 
the fort. There are many interesting spots all around 
West Point, which have been hallowed by the footsteps of 
Washington, La Fayette, Knox, Green, and other revolu-
tionary heroes, and have been associated with some of the 
m 	 toost stirring events of our nation's hisry, 

D. M. CANRIGHT. 

OTHER'S BURDENS. 

I WAS a little bit °tit girl when it happened, but I have 
thought of it all so often. We were going off on a 
picnic, and just ahead of me were two great girls, 
quite young ladies in my eyes, whom I knew a little and 
admired a great deal. 

By and by one asked me to carry her lunch-basket a few 
moments. I don't remember why now, but I know she 
had some good reason. 

I took it up ; it was a pretty big basket, and, as I said, I 
was a little bit of a girl; and when she presently turned to 
take it again, I declined giving it up. Every few moments 
the girl repeated her offer, but 1 refused always, and tugged 
that great load all the way to the picnic grounds. 

Why do you suppose I did it? Simply for this: over 
and over in my mind went the words, "Bear ye one an-
other's burdens," and I felt I was keeping the command to 
the letter. 

That night my arms ached, and I felt very tired. I also 
wanted a little praise, so I told my father and mother inci-
dentally what had happened. 

Mother said, surprised, " Why in the world did you do 
it ?" 

And father added, with a man's impatience, "You were 
excessively foolish, child, to make a pack-horse of yourself 
in that way !" 

That word " pack-horse " has come back to me a thou-
sand times. I should have defended the girl, of course, 
but I did not; I only felt grieved 'and shocked, somehow. 
Was that the way grown people looked at the dear Lord's 
own command? What was wrong in the whole affair? 
What might have been different? 

I wish now that I had gone to some one with my 
trouble; but children seldom do; and I puzzled over that 
incident often and often, until I had learned enough to see 
wherein the wrong lay. 

I did make a " pack-horse " of myself absurdly, for the 
older girl was able and willing to bear her own burden. 
The smaller and weaker were the ones I should have 
helped; and I think the root of the whole matter lay in 
the fact that I wanted to help some one whose esteem and 
thanks were of consequence. 

You see 1 did this to be seen of men, or I would have 
chosen the one to aid more wisely, and I would not have 
told of it afterward. 

Ah, there it all was in a nutshell, and there it is now for 
you, children, to profit by.—The Child's Paper. 

SNOW GARMENTS. 

)1(14111 hams in heaven are busy; see how swift 
The fleecy raiment falls, and clothes in white 

All the bare, waiting world. The meadow bed 
Is spread with snowy sheets; the hill's brown head 
Stands veiled and hooded in a graceful drift. 
And quick as winged things in eager flight, 
Soft dropping over twig, and branch, and stem, 
Come tiny, clinging cloaks to cover them, 
And make them fair and lovely in our sight. 
The birds fly here and there, amazed to see 
All this white wonder falling wide and free, 
Changing the face of Nature in its might! 
Poor, startled birds, they cannot even guess 
The meaning of the world's new lovelmess. 

—Mary Ainge De Vere, In Companfion. 

WHAT IS A FAILURE / 

I DO N'T know how many of my readers are familiar 
with the names of the two French writers, Erekmann and 
Chatrian ; but they are very famous in France and Europe, 
and pretty well known in all the civilized world. They 
write stories together; you will often hear of a book by 
" M. M. Erckmann—Chatrian," showing that it was writ-
ten by both together. Their stories are remarkable for 
purity and beauty. Some years ago the two had just fin-
ished a romance intended for one of the Paris papers. 
Before sending it to the printer, M. M. Erckmann—Cha-
trian re-read it together. A shade of disappointment set-
tled upon their faces; the romance was not satisfactory, to 
the authors at least. " Shall I tell you what I think about 
it? " suddenly remarked Chatrian. "It is lame. We have 
made a mistake. This romance represents a considerable 
sum of money; after we have expended it, we shall be 
none the richer, and will have incurred the responsibility 
for a commonplace work. I am only too well aware that 
it has cost us much time and labor to cover these sheets 
with ink; but what avails it? One's expectations cannot 
always be realized; and, just now that we are both in bad 
humor, let it be settled in this wise: You set out immedi-
ately for the Vosges for a much-needed rest. I, of course, 
am forced to remain in Paris; but before you go, let us 
burn every leaf of this manuscript, so that, hereafter, we 
may not be tempted to make use of it in any way." 

" Very well," responded Erckmann; " to the stake with 
it at once." 

The doomed manuscript was thrown into the blazing 
grate, and when the last vestige had disappeared, the two 
authors shook hands warmly. Now what do you say to 
this; was it a failure ? Yes, the story was a failure, no 
doubt, but it was that sort of failure that made these 
men good writers. 

It is said by a certain writer, " Every failure is a step to 
success; every Ldetection of what is false directs toward 
what is true; every trial exhausts some tempting form of 
error. Not only so, but scarcely any attempt is entirely a 
failure; scarcely any theory, the result of steady thought, 
is altogether false." 

Another writer says that when you have failed in any 
undertaking, the best way is not to recognize the fact. In-
deed, to a brave man there is no such thing as failure. 
He is simply knocked down, and gets up and goes at it 
again. He knows it is no disgrace to make a big mistake, 
or a hundred of them. He tries again, and does the best 
he can as long as he lives. Even when a whole life, seems 
to have been a failure, a wise man will know better. " If 
we read history, we will find that the failures have really 
advanced the world more than the successes. Columbus 
was a failure, Galileo was a failure, Savanarola was a fail-
ure. If those three men had at any time been gifted with 
second sight, and had seen the place they were to fill in 
history, it might have consoled them; but no doubt every 
one of them died of a broken heart, convicted In his own 
mind of failure." 

What is a failure? Not to do the best you can, is a fail-
ure. To dodge the work that belongs to you, is a failure. 
To get ahead of your neighbor by unfair means, or in any 
way to gain a point dishonorably, is the meanest kind of 
failure. Mistakes, misfortunes, accidents—don't count 
against you; these happen to the best men: but a fail-
ure in pluck or in honesty—a failure in manhood, is some-
thing to cry over.—Treasure-Trove. 

WHAT'S THE DIFFERENCE I 

"IT'S rotten clear through; it won't bear us," said Joe, 
surveying with an unbelieving look the mossy tree that 
had fallen across the brook at some unknown date. 

" Why, of course it will," insisted Tom. "it's a regular 
old giant. I'll risk myself on it, anyhow." 

Neither of the boys could swim, and they were in the 
middle of the dark wood in company with the old farmer 
with whom they boarded. They had come trouting; but 
the farmer was revolving in his mind some doctrinal 
thoughts called forth by a late neighborly discussion. 

"There is a good bridge above here," said Joe. 
"Oh, nonsense!" cried Tom; "come on!" 
Joe looked at the farmer. " Going over by that tree, sir, 

or round by the bridge ?" 
" Well," said the farmer, " they say it does not make any 

difference what you believe, if you are only sincere about 
it. Tom thinks the tree is safe, and you don't. There's 
the difference. We an't all constituted alike. We must 
have different beliefs for different people. If each one is 
only honest and sincere in his belief, it don't make any 
difference." 

The boys looked at him as though they thought he was 
crazy. 

"Constituted!" echoed Joe; "what's constitution got to 
do with it? Tom might believe that tree was a carriage 
road, and it would not make it so. if it isn't safe, Tom's 
thinking it is won't make it so, will it, Mr. Bright ?" 

A twinkle came into Mr. Bright's eye. 
" Certainly, certainly, Joe. If he is only honest and sin-

cere, that is all that is necessary. God is too good to let 
Tom suffer any harm, anyway." 

" Well, Mr. Bright," said Tom, " I don't know what you 
mean; but if I didn't believe that tree was safe to cross 
on, I would n't do it, of course. I'm willing to take my 
chances." 

"All right," said Mr. Bright. "If you go over safely, 
Joe and I will follow." 

Tom turned toward the brook, and farmer Bright, throw-
ing off his coat, said in a quick undertone to Joe, "Keep 
still! You can't swim, but I can." 

Tom sprang quickly on to the tree, and with such force 
that he hardly knew his first step had snapped the bark 
which wrapped the fallen monarch. Fair and perfect in 
strength as it looked to Tom, it was held in shape only by 
its bark ; and his second step was a headlong plunge through 
the crumbling mass into the brook. 

Mr. Bright was not long in helping him, dripping, on 
shore. 

"Much obliged to you for trying the bridge for me, 
Tom," said Joe, mischievously. "I'll take a ducking for 
you some day." 

"Now, Tom," said Mr. Bright, "I suppose you would 
• like some dry clothes; but Joe is out for a good time, and 
we don't want to spoil it. Let's just believe our clothes 
are dry, and it will all be the same." 

" 0 Mr. Bright," said Tom, with a shivery laugh, " I 
honestly believed that tree would hold. Why didn't you 
tell me it wouldn't ? I am wet to the skin, and I am going 
home." 

"Never mind me, Mr. Bright," said Joe. "You and Tom 
have scared the trout off for one day. It's no use fishing 
now." 

" Well, boys," said Mr. Bright, " always remember that 
sincerity doesn't save a man ; he may be honest, and yet be 
in the wrong. Be very careful to find out whether what 
you believe is right or not, and stand by the right." 

Then they took the shortest cut home, crossing the brook 
by the legitimate bridge.—American Messenger. 

WHEN our devotion to the ideal is such as to lead us to 
live in a dreamy anticipation of the future and to neglect 
present duties, we may be sure that something is wrong. 
If we are in danger of getting into this condition, let us 
remember that every day is a miniature life, and so put 
whatever of noble thought or earnest purpose there is in 
us into to-day. If daily we do this, we shall find at the 
end of our life that we have thereby approached more 
nearly to our ideal than if we had spent our life with 
folded hands, dreaming beautiful dreams. 
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FOURTHI:SABBATH IN DECEMBER. 

IMPORTANT BIBLE SUBJECTS. 

LESSON 15.-RECAPITULATION. 
[NOM TO TM STUDENT.-Do not consider the lesson learned until 

you can give at least the substance of every text, with the correct 
re`erence for each. The references in black letters indicate those 
texts that should be committed to memory. A little diligent applica- 
tion each day will enable you to learn them, although this need not 
be considered a test of scholarship.] 

1. WHAT part of the world's history is covered by the 
prophecies of Daniel? 

2. By what five universal kingdoms was this period to 
be covered ? 

3. By what symbols was the first of them represented? 
4. Which of these symbols best indicates the wealth 

and intelligence of this kingdom? 
5. Which best represents its prowess and dominion? 
6. How IsIthe identity, or name, of this kingdom deter-

mined? Dan. 2:37, 38. 
7. When did this kingdom become connected with the 

people of God ? 
8. How long after this did it exercise supreme power? 
9. How was its decline represented? Dan. 7:4. 

10. By what power was this kingdom subdued? 
11. How was the second great kingdom symbolized in 

the different visions ? 
12. Which of these symbols best represented the union 

of two kingdoms in one ? 
13. Which of them was most suggestive of its unyielding 

and aggressive character? 
14. When did this kingdom gain the ascendency, and 

how long did it continue to be the leading kingdom of the 
earth ? 

15. When, and by what power, was it overcome ? 
16. How was the third kingdom symbolized in the differ-

ent visions ? 
17. What represented its division into four parts? 
18. What represented Alexander the Great and his re-

markable career ? 
19. What seems to suggest the celerity of his movements ? 
20. How is the identity of the second and third kingdoms 

put beyond a doubt? 
21. How long did Grecia rank as a universal kingdom ? 
22. When, and by what act, did the fourth kingdom be-

come connected with God's chosen people? 
23. How was the fourth kingdom symbolized in the dif-

ferent visions ? 
24. How was its cruel and warlike character indicated? 
25. What showed that it was to be divided into ten pow-

ers, or kingdoms? 
26. When did this division take place? 
27. Show that the fourth kingdom must be Rome. 
28. What great universal kingdom is to succeed Rome? 
29. When is it to be set up? 
30. How was it symbolized in Nebuchadnezzar's dream ? 

NOTE. 
Dates.-The Babylonian kingdom proper was founded 

B. C. 747, and became connected with the people of God B. 
c. 677 by the capture of Manasseh, king of Judah. In 
prophecy, therefore, it dates B. c. 677; it continued 139 
years. 

Medo-Persia became supreme B. c. 538, and continued to 
be the dominant power for 207 years. 

Grecia conquered Persia in B. c. 331, and maintained its 
supremacy about 170 years. 

Rome dates from its league with the Jews in B. c. 161, 
and in its undivided state continued until A. D. 483, about 
644 years. In its divided state Rome has already contin-
ued 1400 years, and is to continue till the coming of our 
Lord, being represented by nations that are under the in-
fluence of the Papacy, and corrupted Protestantism,-the 
Mother of Harlots, and her apostate daughters. 
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TAKE IT BY THE FORELOCK. 

14ISS not the occasion; by the forelock take 
jv-i- That subtle power, the never-halting time, 

Lest a moments putting off should make 
Mischance almost as heavy as a crime. 

A QUAINT VILLAGE. 
IN  a thriving section of country in North Holland, near 

the shore of Zuyder Zee and not far from Amsterdam, is 
the celebrated "Broek,"-a village which has long been 
famous for its oddities. First, everything about the place 
is in miniature, as if made for a race of tiny dwarfs; to 
which, add its queer architecture, its great display of 
bright tints, its wonderful gardens and chambers, and its 
unbounded rage for cleanliness, and you have the elements 
of its distinguished reputation. One writer has said, "Im-
agine the most childish extravagance to which the name 
of village can be given, and you will have a faint idea of 
Broek." There are tiny houses and streets, tiny yards and 

gardens, tiny walks and arbors, tiny canals and bridges, 
tiny steps, gates, and lattices all through the town. 

The small houses are of one story, and are rose-colored, 
black, gray, purple, and grass-green; and the roofs are 
covered with painted tiles, in squares of various colors. 
Stripes of two or three colors border the windows, which 
are of blue and red glass, and decorated inside with em-
broidery, fringes, and ribbons. The doors :are carved, 
gilded, and painted very elaborately. 

But the wonders are in the tiny chambers (" which are 
so many bazaars, each one of which would require a vol-
ume of description "), and in the gardens. The houses 
are all surrounded by small gardens, separated from the 
street by sky-blue palings. Mimic canals, about the width 
of the hand, apparently made for toy boats, separate the 
arbors from the tiny flower beds. The narrow walks are 
bordered with bushes of box, which have been cut back to 
diminish their size, and are shaped to represent ships, pea-
cocks with spread tails, children with their arms stretched 
out, etc. The shade trees, too, in the same manner, are 
fashioned after different objects, and are twisted and 
dwarfed to make them curious and unnatural, while their 
trunks are painted a bright blue to the first branch. Scat-
tered here and there about the gardens are miniature grot-
toes and cascades, chapels, temples, Indian pagodas, and 
painted statues, and automatic figures which bounce and 
spring from hidden places, performing a variety of curious 
feats. 

An eminent traveler, who had visited the place, in write 
ing of it afterwards, said:- 

" The narrow streets are paved with tiny bricks of vari-
ous colors, set edge-wise and combined in different de-
signs, so that, at a distance, the street seems to be carpeted 
with Cashmere shawls. 

"The village is so constructed that from no point can 
more than four or five houses be seen at one time; conse-
quently, at every .step, a new scene is discovered, a new 
combination of bright colors, a new caprice, a new absurd-
ity. Fifty paces carry you around a house, over a bridge, 
through a garden, and back to your starting point." 

Although Hollanders, as a people, have always borne a 
reputation for neatness, probably no other town in their 
own country, or any other has carried the matter to such 
extremes as has this village of Broek. The same writer 
gives some interesting descriptions of Broek home-life, 
only a few of which we can notice, although all are quite 
entertaining. He at one time accepted an invitation to ex-
amine the house of a poor widow, and he thus relates 
what he saw :- 

" The woman had only one room ; but what a room! 
The floor was covered with clean matting; the furniture 
shone like ebony, and all the little points of metal here 
and there looked like silver. The chimney was a real 
temple, lined with colored tiles, and as clean and polished 
as if it had never seen a fire. She showed me the utensils 
for cleaning the mom-enough to set up a shop; brooms, 
brushes, tooth-brushes, cloths, scrapers, dust-pans, pokers, 
shovels, feather brushes, aquafortis, Spanish white for the 
window-panes, Venetian red for the knives, coal-dust for 
the copper vessels, emery for polishing the iron things, 
brick for rubbing the pavements, and sticks for poking out 
the'microscopic straws that get into the cracks of the 
floors. The bed, as in all other houses, was shut in a kind 
of closet in the thickness of the wall, and consisted of a 
mattress or two laid upon the lower part of the same 
wall-a suffocating bed, one would think, in summer. 

"She gave me some curious information about the fury 
of cleanliness for which this village is famous. It is not 
long since an inscription to the following effect could be 
seen at the entrance to the village: ' Before and after sun-
rise, it is forbidden to smoke in the village of Broek except 
with a cover to the pipe-bowl (so as not to scatter the 
ashes.)' It was also forbidden to go through the village in 
a carriage, or with sheep or bows, or any other animal that 
might soil the street. Before every house there was once 
a stone spittoon, into which smokers spat from the win-
dows. The custom of being without shoes within doors is 
still in vigor, and before every door there is a heap of shoes 
and boots and wooden pattens. 

"It is true that every citizen who sees from his window 
a leaf or straw fall upon the pavement, comes out and 
throws it into the canal; but that they all go five hundred 
paces outside the village to dust their shoes, or pay boys 
to blow dust out of the cracks of the pavements four times 
an hour, as has been told, probably never happened." 

Distinguished visitors in Holland always take in Broek. 
It is related that the Emperor Alexander of Russia and 
Napoleon the Great were once there; and wishing to see 
the interior of a house, they were obliged, before entering, 
to draw on a pair of coarse woolen stockings, so that they 
should not soil the floors with their boots. This writer 
learned further that- 

"In former times, the mania for cleanliness arrived at 
such a pass, that the women of Broek neglected their re-
ligious duties for it. The pastor of the village, after hav-
ing tried unsuccessfully every means ofpersuasion in pro-
ducing a reform, took another way. He preached a ser-
mon, m which he said that every Dutch woman who should 
have faithfully fulfilled her duties toward God in this 
earthly life, would find in the other world a house full of 
furniture, utensils, and trifles various and precious, in 
which, undisturbed by other occupation, she could sweep, 
wash, and polish for all eternity, without ever coming to 
an end. The image of this sublime recompense, the 
thought of this immense felicity, infused such ardor and 
piety into the women of Brook, that from that moment 
they were assiduous at religious exercises, and never had 
need of further admonition." 

"Although the Broek of to-day is only a shadow of its 
former self, it still has many visitors. It was formerly 
a village of millionaires, who went there for the love of 
peace and quietness; but the desire for more agreeable 
surroundings drove away almost all the rich families from 
Broek, and those who remained allowed the old order of 
things to vanish. It has now about a thousand inhabitants, 
the greater part of whom make cheeses; the rest are shop-
keepers, manufacturers, and artificers, living on their in-
come.' 

HOW CUPS AND SAUCERS ARE MADE. 

IN the so-called " greenhouses " a large quantity of ware 
is drying, preparatory to being " fired." This process is the 
crucial test of pottery. All the preceding operations have 
been carefully conducted with a distant view to this one. 
All the combinations of clay, flint, stone, or bone have 
been made with forethought of the kiln in which the ware 
will be partially vitrified. Earthenware and porcelain are 
only, as it is well known, less perfect forms of glass, or 
rather of glass in another stage of development. When the 
earthenware slip cups and saucers, mugs and jugs, are suf-
ficiently dried, they are ready for the  "biscuit" kilns, as 
they are oddly called, for the ware is not twice baked 
in them, nor is it good to eat. Some kinds of ware 
are submitted to the intense heat of the kiln three times, 
all twice-once in biscuit and once in glaze. When paint-
ing is introduced over the glaze, as in the old Sevres pate 
tendre and the various kinds of fine porcelain, there is a 
third firing. Before beingplaced in the kilns, all the arti-
cles thrown, turned, or molded are arranged in " seggars," 
receptacles of coarse clay, very thick and strong, like deep 
pie dishes. Into these the various articles are packed with 
considerable skill, little triangles 'being placed between 
each to prevent their touching each other, and the seggars 
are next packed together in the kiln or oven, each seggar 
being lined at the bottom with a layer of rock sand. Piled 
one on the other, the seggars make a fairly compact col-
unin, and when the oven, some nineteen feet in altitude, is 
filled, the fire is applied. It will be understood that the 
fire by no means touches either the ware or the seggars in 
which it is inclosed. They are simply in an oven about to be 
raised to a tremendous heat. The firing is done by means 
of flues so arranged as to diffuse intense heat throughout 
the whole interior of the ovens. This firing is a ticklish 
operation, requiring the supervision of a skilled workman 
capable of going without sleep for some thirty-six or 
forty hours. At first the heat is applied gently for fear of 
cracking the ware, and the fireman has an anxious time of 
it. Little openings in the brickwork enable him to judge 
of the progress of his work. The heat of the biscuit oven 
during the last twenty-four hours is intense. As the ware 
has taken from forty to fifty hours in firing, so does it re-
quire an equal time to become cool.-The Interior. 

A NATURAL ICE-HOUSE. 
IN Breckenridge County, Ky., we are informed by the 

Elizabethtown News, three miles from Walker's Mill, is 
one of the most remarkable natural ice-houses in the world, 
and a curiosity well worth traveling some distance to see. 
It consists of a cave, with an entrance about eight feet wide 
and twelve feet high. The temperature in this cave ranges 
about twenty degrees above zero the year round, and in the 
summer time the change is so great that it nearly freezes a 
person to death to go into it. Above the cave, on the hill, 
is located a considerable stream of water that makes its 
way in large drippings through the roof of this remarkable 
subterranean passage. These drippings congeal in the cave, 
and fall in solid lumps of ice from the ceiling. This freez-
ing has doubtless been going on for years, as the cave con-
tams thousands of tons of ice. Dr. H. C. Duvall, of Big 
Clifty, who had occasion to get some ice from this natural 
storehouse for a patient in the neighborhood, says that it 
is the purest and best ice he ever saw; and that, standing 
at the mouth of the cave, the falling of the ice can be heard 
like thunder in the distance.-The Christian Advocate. 

HIGH-SOUNDING WORDS. 
IN Dr. Farrar's interesting work on " Families of 

Speech," he illustrates by examples the strange freaks 
which words are made to play in the languages of uncivil-
ized peoples. Savages, like ignorant persons in civilized 
lands, are fond of high-sounding words, of which the fol-
lowing specimens are given:- 

"Day" in Pawnee is shalcoorooceshairet. In Katsknai, 
a language of Athabasca, in the north of this continent, 
the word for " tooth " is, Ichotsiakatatklumia, and that for 
" tongue " is such as we should think no one would wish 
to utter more than once or twice in his life. It is this: 
Shotzotklatzitzkh/itsaha. " Star" in Chenook is tkh/h-
lialtanama. 

"These are vocables," as De Quincy says, "enough to 
split the teeth of a crocodile." 

The Mexicans are notorious for their long words. Their 
common address to a priest in the one word, Notlazomah-
inzteopixcatezin, which means, " Venerable priest, whom 
I honor as a father." It sounds like a cat and dog prepar-
ing to fight. 

A fagot is tlatlotlalpistitentU; and if the fagot were of 
green wood, it could hardly make a greater splutter in the 
fire.-Youth's Convpanion. 

A SHY RACE. 
IN Sumatra there is a very singular race called the Ku-

bus, who are too shy to mix with other races of the island, 
and dwell in the recesses of the forest. They are looked 
on as inferiors by the Malays, and thought to be only  a 
little better than wild beasts. Such is their shyness that 
they will never willingly face a stranger. Their trade 
with the Malaya is consequently carried on in a strange 
manner. The trader announces his arrival by beating a 
gong, and then retires from the place of rendezvous. The 
Kobus approach, put their forest treasures on the ground, 
beat a gong, and retreat. The trader returns and lays his 
commodities down in quantities sufficient, as he thinks, for 
the purchase of the goods on sale. Then he retires, and 
the Kubus reappear and consider the bargain. And so, 
after more withdrawals and approaches and gong-beatings, 
the respective parties come to an understanding, and carry 
off independently their baxgains. The Kubus in their 
wild state do not bury their dead. They live on snakes, 
grubs, fruits, and the flesh of any deer or pigs they can 
slay. They are skillful spearmen, and throw stones with 
marvelous accuracy. They know of no state after death. 
-Selected. 

KEEPING FLOWERS FRESH. 
ALL that is necessary to keep flowers fresh is to keep 

them moist and cool. Instead of dipping flowers in water, 
they should simply be wrapped in a wet newspaper, which 
will keep them far fresher over night. A wet towel or 
napkin is too heavy, and will crush the blooms too much; 
besides, it would allow the moisture to evaporate too 
easily. Boston florists pack rosebuds in wet paper, and 
send them as far west as Chicago, or even St. Louis, 
where they are taken out even fresher than when they 
came off the bush. 

ALL the gold and silver coins of this country are com-
posed of nine tenths o pure metal to one tenth of alloy. 
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A WINTER SONG. 

)1(HERE'S a song upon the air, 
Heard above the trumpet blare 

Of the storm, 'mid bleak and bare 
Woodland maizes. 

Ah 1 the icy winds may blow, 
And hurl the heaping snow; 
But in the earth below 

Sleep the daisies. 

There's a song within the heart, 
Though its sunshine may depart, 
Learn it whosoe'er thou art, 

Till life closes. 
Ah! the snows of grief may fall, 
And the shadows may appall; 
But beneath them, after all, 

Sleep the roses. 
—George Cooper. 
• 

Written for the INSTRUCTOR. 

AN EGYPTIAN SHADOOF. 

HAT is this man in our picture doing, do you think? 
A  He seems to be very hard at work, dipping water up 

out of the river. You know he does not live in any 
country that you have seen; for off in the distance 

stand a group of palm trees. So you judge from that and 
the scanty clothing the man wears that it must be in some 
very warm country. And so it is. 

This river that flows so smoothly and quietly along is 
the Nile; and that, you know, is in Egypt. In that part of 
the country where this man is at work, they have no rains. 
Just think what long, sunshiny days they must have, and 
such a blue, blue sky ! 

But the land would be parched and dry if it were not for 
one thing. Every year the river rises and rises till it comes 
way up over the high banks, and thoroughly waters the 
land. After awhile it goes down, leaving a rich coating 
of mud on the wet ground. Then the farmers sow the 
seed. 

What makes the river rise in this strange mariner? Way 
off at the source, hundreds of miles from its mouth, every 
year fall, oh, such hard rains ! Of course the water from 
the country then runs into the river, and it grows to be a 
very large, swollen stream, drowning all the rich, low gar-
dens, and making little islands of the houses. If it were 
not for this, the land would be only a desert, where no one 
could live. When we learn that the people did not know 
of the true God, it does not seem so strange that they 
should worship the Nile, since it was the cause of so many 
blessings to them. 

But in the dry season the land would become parched if 
the people did not take some way to keep it watered. So 
all over the land they dig deep ditches, or little canals, and 
keep them filled with water from the river. And that is 
what the man in our picture is doing. At one end of the 
swinging pole hangs an empty vessel, and at the other is 
a great lump of Nile mud. He pulls down on the end 
where the vessel is tied, thus raising the heavy mud at the 
other end, and dips the vessel into the river. You may be 
sure it is not easy to move this great pole, and I should 
think he would almost break his back. He has to keep 
doing it all day long, for one bucketful would not go far 
toward filling the canal. This awkward machine is called 
a shadoof. 

For hundreds of years the land has been watered in this 
way. It does not seem to have occurred to the people that 
there is any easier way to get the water from the river. 

A GREAT THOUGHT, AND WHAT CAME OF IT. 

THIS was the great thought, "God sees me, and hears 
me, and knows all that 1 do." 

It was planted in the mind of a little child, not yet six 
years old, by a good lady who loved the little children, and 
gathered them around her to speak to them about the great 
God, and his love and care for little children. 

The little child was the daughter of a rich man who did 
not know God; and what was still mure sad, he did not be-
lieve that there was such a God. 

Little Annie's father would not let her go to Sabbath-
school ; but when her friend Hattie came, and begged that 
she might go to children's meeting with her, he said, "The 
child is too little to be hurt by anything she will hear; " and 
so he let her go. 

One day the good lady taught the children, "Thou God 
seest me," and told them that this great God sees and hears 
and knows all things. It was all new to little Annie ; and it 
made her feel very solemn, and yet very glad, for her 
teacher said that this wonderful Being knows and loves 
each little child. She went home, full of the great, won-
derful thought, and said,— 

"Papa, do you know who made you ?" 
" Oh, don't talk any of that nonsense, pet," he said. 
"But, papa," said Annie solemnly, "God made you, and 

he hears all you say, and knows all that you do." 
" There, there, that will do," said her papa; and then 

the tea-bell rang, and soon the family were seated at the 
table. 

Something happened at the tea-table that vexed Annie's 
papa, and he spoke a dreadful word, so dreadful that I 
dare not tell it to you. 

Annie laid down her knife, and said gravely,— 

"Dear papa, God sees you, and he hears you, and he 
knows all that you do." 

"Leave the table instantly," said Annie's papa, and the 
little girl obeyed without a word. 

She went up to the beautiful parlor, and sat down in 
her little rocking-chair, and thought about the great God, 
who knows all things. And soon her papa came into the 
room, and began pacing back and forth, with a troubled 
look on his face. 

Annie watched him a little while, and then she went to 
his side, and slipped her hand into his, and said softly,— 

"Papa, God sees us, and he hears us, and he knows all 
that we do." Then, folding her hands and looking up, she 
whispered, "Thou God seest us." 

This time Annie's papa did not send her away, but he 
stooped and kissed her, and that evening he went to the 
church where one of God's ministers was trying to get 
people acquainted with the Lord Jesus; and going to the 
altar, he asked God's people to pray for him. 

He became an earnest Christian from that hour, and al-
ways says that the good God sent his little Annie to 
lead him to the dear Saviour.—S. S. Advocate. 

FRANK'S MISTAKE. 
" My shoe-strings always have knots in 'em. I never 

can find my slate-pencil." And then Frank sat down on 
the floor and cried. 

He cried two kinds of tears: one kind was because he 
was impatient; the other, because he was trying to be good, 
and had failed. 

He let small things make him cross, such as a knotty 
shoe-string and a lost pencil; and he very well knew that 

Jesus did not care to have cross disciples. When he got 
up that morning, he was very determined to " shine " for 
Jesus; but before he was ready for morning school, he 
was in gloom and tears. He wondered if Paul and all the 
rest of the good Bible people were pleasant all the time. 
"If they were," he said, " their things must have been all 
right and not bothered; mine plague me." 

The whole day went wrong. He forgot and whispered 
at school, got angry with a boy on the play-ground, and 
dropped his new reader in the mud. So, on the whole, it 
was a sorrowful day; and Christ's little disciple did not 
shine much. 

He told over his sorrows and his mishaps to his mother 
that night, and she said she thought she knew where the 
trouble was. 

This surprised Frank, and he asked what was the matter. 
She did not answer at once, but repeated very slowly, 

" Having therefore obtained the help of God, I continue 
unto this day.' `Having therefore obtained help of God, I, 
Paul, continue to preach Jesus,' it means Frank." 

Frank looked out of the window with a very sober face, 
but made no answer. 

"Frank did not ask God to help him to preach Jesus at 
school, coming home, and at home; so he did not let his 
light shine," said his mother. 

Another long time was spent in thinking; and then 
Frank remembered he had not said any prayer that morn-
ing, and had not even asked God to help him, feeling very 
certain that he could be a good boy all by himself. 

Have you ever made such a mistake?—Little Folk's 
Quarterly. 

GIVE constantly. The irregularity of beneficence is one 
reason of its irksomeness. Spasmodic exercise leaves a 
feeling of soreness in the unpracticed muscles. A little 
practice -in the gymnastics of generosity will ensure a 
pleasant sensation to the giver. It is only by cultivating a 
habit of giving that one learns how much more blessed it 
is to give than to receive. 

ettez Vt.. 

IT is an unusual circumstance to have letters for the 
Budget from little boys and girls living in Battle Creek; 
but through the kindness of the teacher of the primary de-
partment of the college, we now have a few. In instruct-
ing her pupils to write out their thoughts on paper, the 
teacher encourages them to write letters for the IN-
STRUCTOR. Knowing how well you will like to read them, 
we will put all we have in this number of the paper. The 
first which appears is from a little girl whose father went 
as missionary with Eld. Haskell, away off in Australia. 
It is from— 

FLORENCE B. ARNOLD, who says: "As I have not seen 
any letters in the INsmucron from Battle Creek, I thought 
I would write one. Igo to school every day. My teacher's 
name is Mrs. Kirby. We have a very pleasant school-room. 
Igo to Sabbath-school, too, every Sabbath. I have a little 
sister. Her name is Mabel. My papa has gone to Australia. 
I want to be a good little girl, so I may be saved in the king-
dom of God." 

LIMA. OWEN says: "I cannot write very well, but I will 
do my best. I am ten years old. I have two brothers and 
one sister. I go to school, and read in the Second Reader. 
I go to Sabbath-school, and study in Book No. 3. We have 
a large Sabbath-school. I like the school very much." 

BESSIE K. SMITH writes: "I thought a letter from Bat-
tle Creek, where the paper is printed and the editors live, 
would beinteresting to the little friends who live far away. 
I live near the Tabernacle, and attend Sabbath-school there. 
I go to school at the College. Hike my teacher very mueb, 
and am trying to be a good girl. I have a little sister. Her 
name is Nellie. I must say good-by for this time." 

LITTLE ELLA GOFF writes. She says: "I like to hear 
the stories read out of the INSTRUCTOR. I am seven years 
of age. 1 go to school, and read in the First Reader. I 
have a little sister. Her name is Mina, and her age is three 
years." 

CLAuDIE AMADON says: "I am a little boy nine years 
old. I go to Sabbath-school; and if I have my lessons, I 
always get an INSTRUCTOR. After I do my work, mamtna 
gives me time to play. I play ball, and now that snow has 
come, I shall have lots of fun with my sled." 

Here is a letter written by a little boy from the "sunny 
South," where it hardly ever snows. Very likely he is to 
have his first sled ; and the little folks who have never seen 
much snow, can think just how he will enjoy it. The letter 
is from— 

WILLIE LONG, who says: "My home is in Tennessee. 
I came up here to go to school. I think I am learning very 
fast. I hope to have a nice time when it snows. Mamma 
said she would buy me a sled large enough for brother and 
me to ride on. I hope to meet you all in the new earth." 

HERE is another letter from a little boy in Battle Creek, 
—CHARLIE P. WARNER. He writes through the post-office: 
"I am nine years old. I used to live in Corsica, Ohio, with 
my grandma, who was a Sabbath-keeper. I attended 
Sabbath-school with her. We had thirty members in our 
school. My grandma died last April. I miss her very 
much, because she was so kind to me. Now I live in 
Battle Creek, with my uncle and aunt. They are also 
kind to me. I go to the College primary school. I think 
the Lord is very kind to give me such a good home. I 
want to be a good boy, and meet my good friends in 
heaven." 

BERTHA JENSON, of Shelby Co., Iowa writes: "As I 
had not seen any letter from this place, I thought I would 
write you a few words, to let you know how we are get, 
ting along. There are only four families here who keep 
the Sabbath, but we hope our numbers may be increased. 
Our Sabbath-school is held in a small house, which we 
rent, and which is quite convenient for such purposes. It 
is two miles from our home. We have only lived here 
since last August, and we did not keep the Sabbath until 
then. We are husking corn now, and we all help • I mean 
all of us children help papa. My own father diedlast fall. 
I am trying to be a good girl, so 1 may be saved." 

A good beginning has been made in your place, Bertha; 
now you have each to " let your light so shine before men, 
that they may see your good works, and glorify your 
Father which is in heaven." This is the way to increase 
your members the most rapidly. Live Christ's example 
every day. To do this, you will have to study his life, and 
watch against temptation, and pray very much. 
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