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TRUST. 
et  PICTURE memory brings to me: 
'F I look across the years and see 

Myself beside my mother's knee. 

I feel her gentle hand restrain 
My selfish moods, and know again 
A child's blind sense of wrong and pain. 

But wiser now, a man gray grown, 
My childhood's needs are better known, 
My mother's chastening love I own. 

Gray grown, but in our Father's sight 
A child still groping for the light 
To read his works and ways aright. 

I bow myself beneath his hand; 
The pain itself for good was planned. 
I trust, but cannot understand. 

like a flash, upon it, and kills it with one crash of his 
powerful jaws. He is so strong that one blow from his 
paw would break a man's leg. 

Being a sort of great uncle to the cat, he cannot be 
trusted. Though the " king of beasts," he does not always 
show the nobility that high rank obliges; and his savage 
disposition will manifest Itself, even after long years of 
docility and familiarity with human beings. 

Many years ago, a German king, when a boy, had a 
lion's cub for a pet and playmate. They grew up together, 
and were very fond of each other. The king had a wise 
counsellor, who advised him to send the lion away now 
that he had become large and strong, or at least to confine 
him where he could do no harm. The king laughed, and 
said, "He is my oldest friend; why should I turn him off ? 
He is as tame as a dog." But he was not so tame, how-
ever, as the king imagined. 

We were fortunate enough one day to reach the menag-
erie in Central Park at feeding time. When the animals 
saw the meat, they were so impatient and hungry that 
they acted much like naughty children under the same 
circumstances. The tigers snarled, and the panthers 
hissed, and paced up and down their cages; while the 
lions roared so terrifically that it shook the whole 
building, and some of the people ran out of doors. It 
seemed as if the iron bars were not sufficient to hold such 
animals in check. 

The attendant threw a large piece of raw meat into the 
lion's cage; as he crouched there, licking it, with the 
sleepy look in his eyes, I wondered if he could remember 
his home far away in the jungle, when his roar made all 
the beasts fear, and when the dizzy spring through the air 
was the prelude to all his feasts. It is rather hard to be 
confined in a cage all the rest of his litc, after such a free 

I fondly dream it needs must be, 
That as my mother dealt with me, 
So with His children dealeth He. 
I wait and trust the end will prove 
That here and there, below, above, 
The chastening heals, the pain is love! 

— J. G. Whittier. 

For the INSTRUCTOR. 

THE LION. 
THE lion is a native of Asia and Africa. It is about 

three feet high, and of a tawny yellow color. The lioness 
looks exactly like a huge eat; the lion differs only in hav-
ing a full, shaggy mane encircling his neck. Hunters in 
those countries tell us that his tongue is sometimes as soft 
as velvet, and sometimes of file-like roughness. At night-
fall he usually crouches near some water where animals 
come to drink, and lies in wait for his prey. While the 
poor victim stoops to quench its thirst, the lion springs, 

One night, after going to bed, the king had a queer 
dream. He dreamed he was dressed, and a servant was 
brushing the sleeves of his coat with a very hard brush; 
and as the brush touched his hand again and again, it hurt 
him so that he gave a cry. He awoke. Something was 
brushing his hand, which lay over the side of the bed. It 
was the rough tongue of the lion, who had crept into his 
master's room through a door carelessly left ajar. The 
hand had just commenced to bleed. At the first taste of 
warm blood, all the savage nature of the lion awoke, and 
he stood there, just ready to spring, his mane bristling, 
his tail lashing, and his eyes flashing fire. 

The king saw his peril, but he did not lose his wits; he 
kept his bleeding hand perfectly quiet, and with the other 
he softly and swiftly reached under his pillow for his 
pistol, and saved his own life by shooting his " friend " 
through the brain. Had he slept one minute longer, it 
would have proved his last sleep. 

condition; but he serves as a lesson in natural history to 
thousands of children, who could never go to see him in 
his native land. If he could only reason about it, he might 
console himself some by thinking he was fulfilling a mis- 
sion. 	 L. E. ORTON. 

THE POCKET-BOOK. 

"Tom JACKSON says, he does not believe there is  a  God; 
he says he never saw him; and I don't know that I believe 
—I never saw him," said John Clary, just come in from 
the company of Tom Jackson. 

"I do," said his mother. She said nothing more. 
A week or more after this, John burst into the kitchen 

with Tom at his heels. 
"See, mother," he cried, "what I have found—such a 

handsome pocket-book l" 
"Where did you find it ?" asked his mother. 
"In Pine Grove; now, whom do you suppose it belongs 
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to ?" said John with a puzzled look. 
"I dare say it grew there," said his mother. 
"Grew there," exclaimed John, lifting up his eyebrows 

with great surprise; "a pocket-book grow in the woods! 
Who ever heard of such a thing? It could not be." 

"Why not?" she asked. 
"Why not ?" replied the boy; "the pocket-book was 

made on purpose. Look here!" opening it; "here is a 
place for bank-notes, and here is a little out-of-the-way 
spot with a snug fastening for gold, and a memorandum-
book, and a pencil-case, and a beautiful gold pencil. Look, 
mother, with a pen and a lead, both; it was made for a 
man to use." 

"Some contrivance here, certainly," said his mother, 
putting down her work and taking it into her hands for 
further examination. " It is one of the most useful pocket-
books I ever saw ; if it did not grow there, perhaps it made 
itself." 

Both boys stared at her more and more. 
"Why, mother, you talk foolishly," said John, with a 

sober and puzzled look; " there must have been a man with 
a mind to make this." 

"A man that knew how—a pretty neat workman," added 
Tom Jackson. 

"How do you know? you never saw him." 
"No, but I have seen his work, and that's enough to 

convince me; I am just as certain that somebody made it 
as if I saw him." 

"You are!" said Mrs. Clary; "how so ?" 
" Why, mother," said John, very much in earnest, " you 

see the pocket-book had to be planned to answer a certain 
purpose; now, it must have had a planner, that's the long 
and short of it; and I know it just as well as if I saw it 
planned and done by the man himself." 

"That is," said his mother, " it shows wise contrivance, 
and it must have had a wise contriver. Somebody must 
have made it, and thought beforehand how to make it." 

" Just so !" exclaimed both boys at once. "It would be 
foolish to think otherwise," added John. 

"I think so," said his mother. "And it is just as fool-
ish," she continued, as she looked into the boy's eyes, 
"when you see the wonderful contrivance in the beings  
and things around you, the end for which they were made, 
and the skill with which they were put together, for you 
to doubt or deny that there is a God who made them. 
Who planned your eyes to see with, and your ears to hear 
with? Can eyes make themselves I Can a man make a 
bird? Who created the sun, and planned night and day? 
Did your mother and father plan your fingers and make 
them grow? You never saw who does all these things, 
but you know perfectly well that a great somebody thought 
beforehand, designed and contrived the eye, and the sun, 
and your fingers—all things and all beings which are around 
you. And that great somebody is God, the eternal Mind, 
and great Maker of us all." 

The boys did not expect to be condemned from their own 
mouths in this way.—Scotch Tract. 

For the INSTRUCTOR. 

THE POWER OF OBSERVATION. 
THE habit of going through the world with our eyes 

open, and training them to see the things around us, is a good 
one. Many great and useful discoveries have been made 
by persons of an observing turn of mind. A little boy in 
Scotland, by noticing the lid of his mother's tea-kettle 
rise and fall when water was boiling in it, found that 
steam had great power, and this led him to experiment un-
til the steam-engine was the result. This lad was James 
Watt. Hundreds of boys and men had seen kettle lids 
bob up and down, but their eyes were not wide open, that 
is, they saw to no useful purpose. 

It is said that the great French naturalist Cuvier had 
studied the anatomy of animals so closely, had observed 
the parts so carefully, that he could tell to what kind of 
an animal a piece of bone presented to him belonged. One 
day some students thought to have some sport with the 
old professor. One of their number wrapped himself in 
an ox-hide and got under a table. When the baron came 
in, he said in deep, solemn tones: "I am Satan, and am 
going to eat you." At once came the response, "Divided 
hoof, grass and grain eating, can't do it." From his knowl-
edge of animals, he instantly classified the object under 
the table, and concluded that he was in no danger of be-
ing made meat of, as oxen do not eat flesh. 

The guides and trappers of the far West have trained 
their senses of sight to a remarkable extent. Many anec-
dotes of their profficiency are told. One was able to tell 
what kind of a,  horse passed the camp during the night. 
He said it was black; it had a long tail; it was very hun-
gry, lame, etc. He gave good reasons for all these partic-
ulars, and proved he was right. Another, seeing a human 
track, said it was that of an Indian, although it was made 
by a white man's shoe. He said that in all probability he 
had killed the white man and taken his shoes, as Indians 
do not buy shoes. He said he had a double-barreled shot 
gun. He knew this because he had hoticed here and there 
where the muzzle of the gun had dipped into the snow. 
He had passed a week ago, because then the snow had be-
come very soft by reason of a thaw. The tracks were 
deep. Since then the snow had been frozen hard, and 
they could not have been made. 

In how many thousands of ways can a little wide-awake 
attention to what is going on be made of great use. No-
tice things, their location, shape, size, color, and relation 
to other objects. Think over at night what you have seen, 

and try to profit by it. Whatever is bad, avoid; whatever 
you see is good, make the very best of it you can. Let us 
all keep our eyes open, and ears too, and learn all we can 
by what we see and hear. 	 N. J. BOWERS. 

For the INSTRUCTOR. 

EARLY HISTORY OF AIISTRALIA.—NO. 1. 
AUSTRALIA and its surrounding islands are so far away 

from most of the INSTRUCTOR readers that probably they 
know very little of its early history. Coming from Amer-
ica to this country, the writer found himself very ignorant 
of many important facts, and even the information he had 
gathered, he learned from actual observation was not al- 

ays correct. 
The first known navigators in the Southern Ocean were 

the Spaniards; but with the exception of the few smaller 
islands to the north, their discoveries gave the world no 
knowledge of the almost boundless resources of the great 
southern continent. During the great struggle of the 
Dutch for their national freedom against the Spanish in 
the days of the tyrant Philip II., the Dutch became experts 
in navigation. Early in the seventeenth century, a vessel 
was fitted out by that people for a cruise of discovery in 
the Southern Ocean. The voyagers sailed along the north-
east coast of the continent, and landed at a few points, 
naming the country New Holland ; but as they found it only 
a desert place, and occupied by wild, black savages, who 
murdered a part of the crew, they concluded it was noth-
ing but a barren island, and took no farther interest in it. 

After this, voyages to the Southern Ocean became fre-
quent. In 1628 Francis Pelsart sailed thither in command 
of eleven vessels, but the vessels being separated in a storm, 
and some of them being wrecked, nothing definite came of 
the expedition. In 1642 the great navigator Tasman was 
sent out to learn what became of the missing ones of Pel-
salt's expedition, of which he could gain no account. The 
voyage was not without fruit, however; for on his return 
to Europe, the world was apprised of the existence of large 
and rich islands that had hitherto been unknown. These 
now bear the names of Tasmania and New Zealand. 

The next adventurer to explore the Southern Ocean was 
an Englishman named William Dampier. With some bold 
companions, he seized a Danish vessel, and set off to cir-
cumnavigate the globe. After meeting with many wild 
adventures, he managed to get control of a vessel called 
the "Cygnet," in which he sailed for the Philippines, and 
from there to New Holland. Dampier, in his report of the 
country, said he could not determine whether it was an isl-
and, or was attached to the main continent. He was cer-
tain of one thing; and that was, that it was a "very large 
tract of land." His description of the Eucalyptus tree, 
that is so common in the country, is very accurate: " They 
are about the bigness of our large apple-trees, and about 
the same height, and the rind is blackish, and somewhat 
rough. The leaves are of a dark color; the gum distils 
out of the knots or cracks that are in the bodies of the trees." 

His explorations on shore could not have been carried on 
very extensively; for he reports having seen "no sort of 
animal, nor any track of beast, but once, and that seemed 
to be the tread of a beast as big as a great mastiff dog." 
This was undoubtedly the track of the kangaroo, which 
abounded in Australia at that time. In fact, there are 
great quantities of them now in the interior beyond the 
pale of civilization, where they are hunted and killed for 
their skins, which are made up into very pretty floor mats 
and carriage robes, or, as they are called in English coun-
tries, "carriage rugs." 

He described the people as being the " miserablest " 
people in the world, differing but a little from the brute. 
The native bushman of Australia has to this day lost noth-
ing of his hideousness. He is tall and, thin, with small 
limbs, great head, and prominent eyebrows. His skin is 
nearly coal black, without one graceful feature in the face. 
He has a large bottle nose, thick lips, and wide mouth. 
His eyelids seem half closed, and so when he looks away 
into the distance, he tips his head backward as if looking 
at something overhead. In early days the bushmen lived 
in any way they could. They had no houses, but herded 
in companies of twenty or thirty. They would build stone 
fences across little coves of the sea. As the tide arose, it 
brought in little fishes, many of which were left behind 
the stones when the tide receded. These, with what shell-
fish they could find on the beach at low water, was their 
principal diet. A fire was kindled by rubbing together 
briskly dry sticks, and their food was cooked by broiling 
on the coals. Having eaten what was provided, they lay 
around again until the next low water, when, if fish were 
found in their rudely constructed weirs, they would feast 
again. 

And thus they lived without any knowledge of their 
Creator or of a future life. How strange it seems that any 
part of the human family should fall so low after being 
created in the likeness of Jehovah, and having the high 
privileges that were given them in the beginning by their 
Maker! And yet this came about by forgetting God, and 
not rendering to him the worship that belonged to him. 
This is made very plain by the words of the apostle in 
Rom. 1 : 20-23. 

But the blacks of Australia are fast disappearing. Like 
the American Indian they cannot live where the white man 
pursues his industries. The most of those now on this 
island continent are in the interior, away from civilization. 
A few, however, who formerly lived in the districts now 
occupied by the whites, are kept at stations provided by 
the Government. Here they are cared for, and some re-
ligious instruction is given them; but they are fast dying 

out, and must soon become extinct. In another paper we 
will say more upon these points. 	J. 0. CORLISS. 

Melbourne, Australia. 
-•-•-••••• • 

" LIKE UNTO SHIPS." 

GIKE unto ships fur off at sea, 
M' Outward or homeward bound, are we. 
Before, behind, and all around, 
Floats and swings the horizon's bound. 
Seems at its distant rim to rise 
And climb the crystal wall of the skies, 
And then again to turn and sink, 
As if we could slide from its outer brink. 
Ah I it is not the sea, 
It is not the sea that sinks and shelves, 
But ourselves 
That rock and rise 
With endless and uneasy motion, 
Now touching the very skies, 
Now sinking into the depths of ocean. 
Ab I if oar souls but poise and swing 
Like the compass in its brazen ring, 
Ever level and ever true 
To the toil and task we have to do, 
We shall securely, and safely reach 
The Fortunate Isles, on whose shining beach 
The sights we see, and the sounds we hear, 
Will be those of joy and not of fear I " 

—Longfellow. 

For the INSTRUCTOR. 

CUSTOMS OF THE MAORIS. 
THE Maoris, or natives of New Zealand, are superior to 

other natives of the South Sea Islands. Those of Samoa, 
or Navigator's Islands, somewhat resemble them. The 
Maoris are very intelligent, and learn what is taught them 
in the schools more rapidly than Europeans. They are 
naturally reflective, have a high regard for justice and mor-
ality, and are susceptible to religious impressions. At 
the present time most of them profess the Christian reli-
gion. Their number is estimated at fifty thousand. 

They were never known to injure the white man until 
after the white men had injured them. 

If dealt with unjustly, they will retaliate. This is char-
acteristic of all savages. At one time a Maori was em-
ployed by the captain- of a ship coming from England to 
New Zealand. During the passage, he was for some cause 
flogged, but nothing revengeful was said at the time, and 
every thing passed off quietly. After they reached New 
Zealand, the entire crew were invited by the natives to visit 
a retired spot some distance from the ship. Upon arriving 
there, the natives surrounded them and murdered every 
one. Other natives went on board the ship, and killed all 
who were there, excepting one woman, who escaped. 
Years afterward she was recaptured, and told the story. 
• They found some soap on board the vessel, and not 
knowing any other use for it, ate it. They also found a 
quantity of gunpowder, with which they had'a more seri-
ous experience. While examining it, one of them lit his 
pipe, and the fire came in contact with the powder, which 
exploded, killing many of them. Since then, they have 
learned the use of gunpowder and fire-arms. 

Many of their customs have changed. Formerly they 
practiced tattooing the face, but this custom is fast falling 
into disuse. Girls were tattooed on the upper and under 
lip, and were called by the nickname of "blue lips." Men 
of rank were tattooed all over the face and forehead. All 
persons of rank were tattooed. This is a very painful 
process, and only a very little can be done at a time. The 
coloring matter that is inserted under the skin is very poi-
sonous, and the marks thus made can never be removed. 

Their language sounds very musical when pronounced 
properly. Many of their words are short and easily spoken, 
while others are very difficult to pronounce, as for instance 
the following: Whakarewarewa, the name of a place; 
Au-Tawa-Kokori, the name of a hot spring; Te Porhipi 
Tukairang, the name of a chief. Kainga means a village. 
Kaeo is also the name of a village. Tauranga, Maketu, and 
Rotorua are names that have been retained. In fact, many 
of the cities, villages, and mountains in New Zealand still 
bear the names given to them by the natives. They have 
eighteen letters in their alphabet, and every syllable ends 
with a vowel. Next week we will tell you something about 
the salutation of friends when they meet. 

S. N. HASKELL. 

IT CANNOT SHAKE. 
"You look bright and happy," said a young man to a 

poor old Christian woman. With some difficulty she raised 
herself, and said:— 

"I am happy, and I ought to be. I'm the child of a 
King; my sins are all forgiven; my feet stand on the Rock 
—the Rock of Ages—and I'm only waiting to see his face." 

"But do you never feel the Rock shake under you ?" he 
inquired. 

"The Rock shake? Well, I never heard of such a thing 
as a rock shaking! No, it's immovable; it cannot shake." 
—Selected. 

Once, when a dray was passing along a street, a keg of 
beer fell off, and in falling burst open, so that the beer 
all ran into the gutter. A man passing along, said, " What 
a pity that the beer should all be wasted!" But another 
man answered, "No pity at all; better that the stuff 
should be on God's earth than in God's image. " Was not 
that a very true answer ? 
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THIRD SABBATH IN AUGUST. 

IMPORTANT BIBLE SUBJECTS. 

LESSON 18.-THE DAY OF THE SABBATH. 

1. How many days are there in a week ? 
2. How are the first six days of the week to be occu-

pied ? Ex. 20: 9; Lev. 23:3. 
3. What example have we of such a use of the first six 

days of the week ? Ex. 20: 1L 
4. What is to be done on the seventh day? Ex. 20:10; 

Lev. 23 : 3. 
5. On what day was Jesus crucified? Luke 23:54. 
6. What day followed the preparation day? lb. 
7. How did the women who followed Jesus pass that 

day ? Luke 23: 56. 
8. What did they do "when the Sabbath was pailt " ? 

Mark 16:1, 2. 
9. On what day was this ? Luke 24:1. 

10. Since they rested on the day before the first day of 
the week, on what day did they rest P-On the seventh day 
of the week. 

11. In so doing, with what did they agree? Luke 23:56, 
last part. 

12. Then what day of the week is enjoined in the com-
mandment ? 

13. And what is the name of the seventh day of the 
week? Ex. 20: 10, first part. 

14. Was it a particular day of the week, or only the Sab-
bath in a general way, that God blessed and sanctified? 
Gen. 2: 3. 

15. Is there any doubt as to which day is the seventh 
day, the true Sabbath 7-Bishop E. 0. Hawn, of the M. 
E. Church, while president of Michigan University, 
said: "There is no good reason for denying that the 
Jewish Sabbath [by this he meant the Sabbath which the 
Jews keep) is the true seventh day, reckoning from the 
creation of man, and that the Christian Sunday is the 
first day of the Hebrew week, or of the genuine week."-
Pillars of Truth, p. 89. 

Webster's Unabridged Dictionary defines Saturday 
as follows: "The seventh or last day of the week; the 
day following Friday and preceding Sunday." 

16. For whom was the Sabbath made? Mark 2: 27. 
17. On how much of the earth did God design that man 

should dwell ? Acts 17:24-26. 
18. Then did not God design that the Sabbath should be 

kept in every part of the world ? 
19. Since it is evident that God designed that the Sab-

bath, the seventh day, should be kept in every part of the 
world, what can you say as to the possibility of doing so ? 

20. Upon whom does the Lord pronounce a blessing? 
Isa. 56?2. 

21. IS this promise extended to any besides the Jewish 
people ? Isa. 56:6. 

A PLEA FOR PATIENCE. 
DR. ARNOLD, who was once the head master of the 

famous Rugby school in England, was a great and good 
teacher. Unlike the rest of us who are teachers, he was 
not quite perfect, and on one occasion, marvelous to tell, 
he lost his patience. The timid boy who stood in his aw-
ful presence was blundering in his recitation, and the 
doctor began to scold. Then the boy looked up and taught 
him a lesson that he never forgot to his dying day. 

" Why do you scold me, sir ?" he exclaimed in gentle 
tones. " Indeed I am doing the best 1 can." 

To the honor of Arnold be it said he did not flog the boy 
for that rebuke, but thanked him. He tried to teach that 
boy a lesson in Latin, but he was taught himself a lesson 
in patience, and in our journey through life we need pa-
tience even more than Latin. 

Patience is a virtue, and has a stunted, sickly growth 
unless placed under careful cultivation. The teacher 
needs it in the Sabbath-school, for one scholar is listless, 
and the other is bent on mischief, and so on through the 
class. But how grand a thing it is to have a stupid pupil! 
You rouse yourself in order to rouse him, and you tell 
what you know in clearest words, and then you practice 
on him the art of questioning until you become a master 
of that happy art. If you triumph and wake up that dull 
intellect, your triumph is complete; but if you fail, even 
then you have not failed to improve yourself as a teacher. 
Even the dunces have their part to act in improving us, 
and so let us not grow angry while we try to reduce their 
number. Patience-patience  I-S. S. Journal. 

" The most comprehensive description of our Lord's life-
work that has ever been produced is that given by the 
apostle Peter: 'He went about doing good.' It is also in 
perfect harmony with the other inspired delineations of his 
life. The first recorded utterance from his life, 'I must 
be about my Father's business,' is significant and prophetic. 
It reveals to us the hidden purpose and lofty ideal of the 
Son of man." 

SATAN selects his disciples when they are idle; but 
Christ chose his while they were busy at work mending 
their nets, or casting them into the sea. 

GOOD WORKS. 
OF all good works of men, which is the best ? " 

A young man once a prophet thus addressed; 
And this reply the wise man on him pressed: 
From strife exempt, good works together chime, 
And all the beautiful each in its time." 

-Oriental translation by W. B. Alger. 

THE AMERICAN PLOW. 
Do the boys who help on the farm knowrany difference 

between the farming tools in use now and those of a hun-
dred years ago or more? When "father" tells you what 
his experience has been in the use of tools, you will per-
ceive that marked improvements have been made in them, 
enabling the farmer to perform a great deal more work 
with much less effort. But their present perfected condi-
tion was not brought about in a short time, nor by one in-
ventor. It was by continued improvement upon the orig-
inal plan. As an example, we give you some facts in the 
progress of the American plow, as they were published in 
the Inter-Ocean last year:- 

"The plow used in this country during the colonial pe-
riod was made of wood, covered with sheet-iron, the share 
being of wrought iron. In 1793 Thomas Jefferson, who 
had been experimenting on his Virginia farm, invented an 
improved mold-board, which would turn a furrow without 
breaking it. In 1797 Charles Newbold, Burlington,. N. J., 
invented a cast-iron plow, and spent about $30,000 in per-
fecting it. It proved a great loss and failure to him, how-
ever, for the report spread among the farmers that the new 
plow poisoned the soil, ruined the crops, and promoted 
the growth of rocks, and as they refused to use it, the 
manufacture of the new invention ceased. About 1804 
Daniel Peacock patented a plow having its mold-board and 
landside of cast iron and separate, while its share was of 
wrought iron, edged with steel. Jethro Wood, of Scipio, 
N. Y., patented improvements on this in 1819, and the prej-
udice against new inventions among farmers having some-
what abated, he did a very successful business as a maker 
of these implements, and his plans have been the basis of 
most all of those of modern construction. The first steam 
plow in the United States was patented by E. C. Bellinger, 
of South Carolina, in 1833, but did not come into practical 
use until much later. Perhaps the `Great Plow,' invented 
by Daniel Webster, which was twelve feet long, drawn by 
four yoke of oxen, and turned a furrow two feet wide and 
one foot deep, may be regarded as the unwieldy precursor 
of the admirable and efficient sulky plows of later times." 

But the improved inventions of the reaper and mower, 
which have taken the place of scythe, sickle, and cradle, 
are probably of most value to the farmer. 

HOW TO MAKE AN /ROMAN HARP. 
Ix heathen mythology, the god of the winds was called 

lEolus, hence /Konen means something produced by the 
wind. An AWL= harp is a stringed instrument played by 
the wind's blowing upon it. One thread of silk, or a horse-
hair, stretched across a window-sash, near a crack, will 
produce pleasing musical sounds. But by following the 
directions below, a boy who is skillful with the jack-
knife may construct a really desirable musical instrument. 
We give the article entire:- 

"  THE wind is a musician by birth. We extend a silken 
thread in the crevices of a window, and the wind finds it, 
and sings over it, and goes up and down the scale upon it, 
and poor Pagaruni must go somewhere else for honor; for, 
lol the wind is performing upon a single string. It tries 
almost everything on earth to see if there is music in it; it 
persuades a tone out of the great bell in the tower, when 
the sexton is at home and asleep; it makes a mournful 
harp of the giant pines, and it does not disdain to try what 
sort of whistle can be made of the humblest chimney in 
the world. How it will play upon a great tree till every 
leaf thrills with the notes in it, and the river that runs at 
its base is a sort of murmuring accompaniment 1 And what 
a melody it sings when it gives a concert with a full choir 
of the waves of the sea, and performs an anthem between 
the two worlds that goes up, perhaps, to the stars, which 
love music the most, and sang it the first! Then how 
fondly it haunts the old house; mourning under eaves, 
sighing in the old halls, opening the old doors without fin-
gers, and singing a measure of some sad old song around 
the fireless and deserted hearths!' 

"One might go on for hours telling of wonderful stories 
called to mind by the musical wind, and of its power to 
stir our feelings to their depths, to rouse and quiet, to 
sympathize or mock us according to our mood, or perhaps 
to what we have anchored ourselves. But I wish to give 
you the directions which a friend has sent to me for making 
an reolian harp, and if you choose to follow them, perhaps 
you will find that the wind is a much greater musician than 
you thought. 'Its construction is very simple,' writes my 
friend, when speaking of his aeolian harp, and any cabinet-
maker can make iteasily.' 

" Some twenty-five years ago I made an scolian harp after 
my own notion, and it is giving forth its sweet sounds to-
day. Mine is made of whitewood, with the ends of cherry. 
It consists of eight pieces, and is simply an oblong box, 
glued together, with bridges or raised pieces at each end 
for the strings to rest on. It has a round hole about one 
and three-quarter inches in diameter In the center of the 
top covering, for a sounding-hole. At one end are ten lit-
tle pegs, to which one end of each of the strings is fast-
ened • in the other end are ten pegs or screws, like a violin, 
with littlet holes to put the strings through to tune them, or 
to raise and lower their tension. The best strings are 
made by about six strands of coarse silk when twisted and 
doubled to form a cord. The number of strings is imma-
terial. Of course, the more strings the greater and more 
varied the sounds. The strings are fastened to the little 
stationary pegs, and passed over the bridge immediately 
above, and fastened through the little holes, like violin 
strings, so as to tune them. The best way is to tune the 

 strings in unison. A good "pitch" is F, G, or A, in the 
natural scale of music. The strings may be tuned to one's 
fancy, but a high pitch will cause them to break. The 
box, or harp, is then put on the window-sill, on the side of 
the house where the wind is blowing into the room; the  

window-sash is raised from one and one-half to two inches 
above the strings over the center of the harp, when, if the 
wind blows a gentle breeze, a beautiful combination of 
sounds will be heard floating in the air, seeming to be 
miles away. The length of my harp is two feet; width, 
eight and a half inches; height, three inches; thickness of 
the bottom and top boards, one-eighth of an inch; thick-
ness of the ends, three-quarters of an inch; made a cherry 
or some hard wood to hold the pegs ; height of the bridges, 
five-eighths of an inch. The harp must be glued carefully, 
and may then be stained and varnished, and made as cheap 
or expensive as one wishes. Pine would be just as good 
as whitewood, and possibly better, and deal-wood would be 
better than either. With these plain directions any one of 
ordinary skill in the use of tools can have music of his 
own, and no household need be without its soothing min-
istrations.' " 

SOME THINGS ABOUT INDIA RUBBER. 
THE following interesting paragraphs about India rub-

ber were furnished the S. S. Classmate by Mrs. V. C. 
Phcebus. She writes:- 

" In the early manufacture of India rubber it became 
stiff and unbendable in cold weather, and in the hot days 
of summer it melted into a liquid paste. When rubber 
coats were first manufactured, a specimen was sent as a 
present to Daniel Webster. It seemed a wonderful prize 
when he first looked at it on a cool day in the fall. When, 
however, he wished it to do duty in the winter, he found 
it as stiff as a piece of sheet-iron. He took it to the front 
piazza, and finding it stiff enough to stand alone, he left it 
there after having placed upon its shoulders the India rub-
ber hat that had accompanied it. They stood there to-
gether through the cold, stormy day, amusing the passers 
by as a winter scare-crow. 

" The first India rubber shoes brought to this country 
were manufactured in South America. We are told by 
those who are exact about dates, that the first pair of rub-
ber shoes seen in the United States was in the year 1820. 
These were exhibited as a curiosity. Afterward they be-
gan to be brought here for sale, and though heavy and 
badly shaped, they sold readily,, bringing from three to five 
dollars. Little skill was required in their construction. 
The sap, when it first runs from the tree, is liquid, but it 
hardens slowly upon exposure to the air. The South 
American natives made lasts of clay, which were dipped 
into the vessel containing the liquid sap. Each dipping 
left a fresh layer of the rubber. As each layer dried, it 
was dipped again, until the shoe had been subjected to 
this process about twenty or twenty-five times, when it was 
hung up to harden. After a few days the clay last was 
broken and removed, and the shoe packed away for the 
foreign markets. 

"All this seemed easy enough, and some of the people 
of the United States began to think that they might buy 
up great quantities of the hardened' gum, melt it, clieinto 
the melted mass better shaped lasts than the clay ones of 
South America, and thus make better shoes and at a 
cheaper rate than the imported ones. They tried it, and 
all did so well and worked so smoothly that the manufact-
ure was started without difficulty. The next summer 
brought them a trouble of which they had never dreamed. 
The South American shoes were made from the gum in 
its natural liquid state; but the shoes made in our country 
were made of gum, which, having first hardened in the 
lump, had been melted by being dissolved in turpentine 
and afterward hardened again. The first summer showed 
that gum thus treated would not retain its shape under the 
influence of intense heat, but becoming sticky at first, it 
gradually melted into a liquid paste as adhesive as mo-
lasses." 

"Charles Goodyear was the man who, after long years 
of study and experiment, learned how to make rubber the 
pliable, durable substance which we now know." 

THE BLOWING STONE. 
IN the park of "Kingston Lisle House," Berkshire, 

 England, is a wonderful stone. It is three feet high, three 
feet six inches broad, and two feet thick, and is pierced 
with holes. There are seven in front, and three at the top, 
and several at the back. 

Just blow into any one of these holes, and you will hear 
a noise like the bellowing of a calf. 

A pretty big calf it must be, with powerful lungs, too, for 
when the weather is fine, the folks who live six miles off 
can hear plainly, and a person standing three feet from 
the stone will feel the ground shake under his feet. 

If a bit of stick is pushed into one of the holes at the top 
of the stone, it will come out at one of the holes at the 
back, showing what a wonderfully breezy place the inside of 
this stone must be. 

In the old, old times, when there were wars and rumors 
of wars in England, this "Blowing Stone" was very use-
ful in giving alarm when the enemy was coming. Now it 
makes fun for the children.-Exchange. 

CHIMNEYS. 
IN the year 1200 chimneys were scarcely known in Eng-

land. One only was allowed in a religious house, one in a 
manor house, and one in the great hall of a castle or lord's 
house; but in other houses the smoke found its way out 
as it could. The writers of the fourteenth century seem 
to have considered them as the newest invention of luxury. 
In Henry VII1.'s reign, the University of Oxford had no 
fire allowed; for it is mentioned that, after the students 
had supped, having no fire in winter, they were obliged to 
take a good run for half an hour to get heat in their feet 
before they retired for the night. Holinshed, in the reign 
of Elizabeth, describes the rudeness of the preceding gen-
eration in the arts of life. "There were," says he, " very 
few chimneys; even in the capital towns the fire was laid 
to the wall, and the smoke issued out at the door, roof, or 
window. The houses were wattled and plastered over 
with clay, and all the furniture and utensils were of wood." 
In 1689 a tax of two shillings was laid on chimneys. 

A NATURAL CURIOSITY. 

ONE of the natural curiosities of Florida is a subterra-
nean river, which is known as Silver Springs. 

It bubbles up in a basin nearly one hundred feet deep 
and about an acre in extent, discharging a stream sixty to 
one hundred feet wide and extending six or eight miles to 
the Ocklahawa River. It forms a natural inland port, to 
which three steamers run regularly from St. Johns. The 
water is so clear that it seems even more transparent than 
air, and not only the fish that frequent it, but every object 
on the bottom, can be seen with remarkable distinctness. 
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WE have a number of letters in type, and shall give you 
all there is space for in this paper. You will also find 
mu,th besides that you will enjoy reading. Because so 
many write such excellent things for the INSTRUCTOR, one 
would suppose that in morals and manners the readers of 
the paper would be very nearly correct. Is this true of 
them ? We wish it might be said that none are forgetful 
readers, and that all are doing the things they are taught 
from week to week. What strength it would add to our Cap-
tain's army if the whole INSTRUCTOR family would prove 
themselves his tried soldiers and what trophies they 
might lay at his feet if each served faithfully at his post! 
and oh, what a shining wreath of victory would crown 
each immortal brow when the battles are all fought and 
the victors receive their recompense of reward! We 
hope none of our readers will let some one else have the 
crown that may belong to him. Now for our letters. First— 

BERTIE B. ORR, of Comanche, Kan., in renewing his 
subscription to the INSTRUCTOR, says: "I am a little boy 
eight years old. I have a brother five years old. We both 
go to subscription school. There are no public schools 
yet, as this is a new country. We have organized a union 
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For the INSTRUCTOR.  

A BOY WHO PERSEVERED. 

li

SUPPOSE most of the INSTRUCTOR boys and girls 
have heard of the wonderful electric lights, and that 

) many of them have seen them on a dark night, send-
ing out their bright rays like a little sun, so dazzling 

t iat you could not look squarely at them. You have 
heard, too, of Mr. Edison, who invented the electric light, 
and perhaps have wondered where he lives, and what 
he did when he was a boy; if he liked his books, and 
studied hard; or whether he was mischievous, and gave 
his teachers a great deal of trouble. And so I shall tell 
you some things that I have heard about him, and that I 
suppose are true. 

Even when a very little boy, he was fond of making ex-
periments, trying this, that, and the other thing to see what 
would come of it. One time his mamma missed him for 
quite awhile, and where do you think she found him 2—In 
the barn, with his dress-skirt spread over a nest of goose 
eggs to keep them warm. He had brought along some-
thing to eat, and meant to stay there until he had hatched 
the eggs, as he had seen the old mother-goose do. When 
he grew older, he learned to make wiser experiments 
than this. 

He went to school only two months, but he was not al-
lowed to grow up in ignorance; for, like all men who have 
become great, he is found to have had a good 
mother, who taught him very carefully, as 
did his father, who paid him for every 
book he read. But the boy did not need 
the money to help him to be studious, for 
lie read every book lie could get hold of; 
and as these were mostly good books, no 
harm was done. 

Edison's parents were poor, and so the 
little fellow had to help himself. He found 
a place as train-boy on the Grand Trunk 
Railroad in Michigan, when he was twelve 
years old, where he sold peanuts, apples, 
songs books, and papers, and you may be 
sure he drove a thriving business; by and 
by he had four boys working under him. 

But this wasn't enough to keep him so 
busy that lie forgot all about his books, and 
did not care for experiments. He bought 
an old chemistry and some chemicals, and 
turned an old baggage ear into a laboratory, 
where he spent every spare moment. And 
for fear somebody would meddle with his 
bottles, he labeled them all " Poison." 

After awhile, he bought some type, and 
begun printing a paper in this old baggage 
car. Where did he learn the printer's 
trade, do you ask ? Well, nobody taught 
it to him; he simply made good use of his 
eyes when he went to the printing houses 
to buy his papers, and found out' how it 
was done. The baggage men and brake-
men furnished such news as would be of 
interest to the travelers, and soon this little 
Grand Trunk Herald became very popular. 
But one day such an accident befell this odd 
printing house 1 A bottle of phosphorus 
fell to the floor and set things afire. The 
conductor rushed in, threw the chemicals 
and type out of the car, and gave young 
Edison a thrashing; and the boy picked up 
what he could find of his precious belong-
ings, and moved them into the basement of 
the house where his father lived. All the 
time he was train-boy he stayed at home 
nights, and that, I suppose, helped to keep 
him good. 

Every day the train went to Detroit; and 
whenever he could, Edison visited the library, and made 
up his mind that he would read every book in it; but when 
he had read a space fifteen feet in length, of dry, old books, 
he made up his mind that he should never live long enough 
to read all the books in the world. 

He started another paper about this time, called the 
Paul Pry. Once one of his subscribers became very 
angry at some things that were put in the paper, and on 
meeting the young editor on the banks of the St. Clair, he 
coolly picked him up and threw him in. As Edison was a 
good swimmer, he did not mind the ducking, but he con-
cluded he would give up editing papers. 

One day he saw a little child playing on the track in 
front of a swift-coming train, and braving the danger, he 
rushed for the child, just saving it. It was the two-year-
old boy of a telegraph operator, who was very grateful 
for this kindness, and offered to teach Edison to send 
messages over the wires. You may be sure he went at it 
with a will, toiling all day at his regular work, and then 
going down on the freight train to the station where the 
operator lived, to study his new trade at night. Pretty 
soon he became a good telegraph operator, and was em-
ployed first at Port Huron and then in several other large 
cities. He worked very hard to make himself perfect in 
his new business. But he kept on making experiments 
and inventions, that everybody laughed at, until his em- 

p]oyers, one after the other, sent him off, because, as they 
said, lie had "such a thinking mind;" and I suppose they 
concluded he was something of a nuisance to have 
around. 

Th.en he went to Louisville, where he stayed two or 
three years; but one night, when he was niaking some ex-
periments, he tipped over a large quantity of acid, spoil-
ing the ceiling of the room below, and the nice carpet and 
furniture, and he at once lost his place. 

At length he went to New York, and wandered up and 
down in search of work, but nobody seemed willing to 
him him. By and by he went into a telegraph office 
where their instrument needed mending, and asked to be 
allowed to fix it. He succeeded so well that he was given 
a good place; and now it seems that his hard times were 
over. He kept on making experiments and getting inven-
tions patented, until the people at Washington spoke of 
him as the " young man who kept the way to the patent 
office hot with his footsteps." When he invented a way 
wherebyfour messages could be sent over the wire at a time 
instead of one, people ceased to laugh at him, and begun to 
think he was a genius. 

But I will not have room to tell you of all the useful and 
wonderful things he has invented,—the telephone, the 
phonograph, or "talking machine," and the electric lights. 
He is hard at work yet, and I suppose we shall hear of 
,mare wonderful things he has invented some day. But I 
do not believe he would have been able to do any of these 
grand things if he had not read a great deal, thought hard 
about what he read, and been so persevering. 	w. E. L. 

Sunday-school and introduced the INSTRUCTOR, but the 
school feel too poor to take a paper yet. My ma is one of 
the teachers. We like the school. We have lots of chickens. 
Mamma has given me some young ones to raise for mis-
sionary uioney, so I call them my missionary chickens. I 
have to be very careful to shut them up every night, for 
the coyotes [a kind of prairie wolf] are so bad out here. 
I am trying to be good, so that the Lord will take me when 
he comes. I send my love to all." 

It would seem as if those coyotes were very ungrateful 
to meddle with missionary chickens; but we suspect they 
have so little regard for any one's rights but their own, 
that the only safe way is to shut up the chickens. Hope 
to hear a good report from your fowls. 

LEONORA DIEFENBACH writes a letter from Merrick 
Co., Neb. She says: "I wrote a letter for the Budget 
when I was nine years old, and now that 1 am twelve, I 
thought I would write again. We live five miles from 
Sabbath-school, but we try to go as often as we can. We 
have nice flowers in Nebraska. One plant, called the cac-
tus, and another, the soap-plant, each has lovely blossoms. 
I have a nice little brother five years old. I had a little 
sister between two and three years old, but she died most 
three months ago. I long to clasp her in my arms again, 
and to hear her say, How I love you!' I am trying to be 
good so I may meet her in the resurrection morning. If 
there is any little boy or girl who does not have the IN-
STRUCTOR, it I can have the address, I will send mine." 

It Is kind in this little girl to offer her paper to some boy 
or girl who has none. If the address is sent to YOUTH'S 
INSTRUCTOR, Battle Creek, Mich., it will be forwarded to 
Leonora. 

Here is a letter from New York City, written by EDWIN 
J KEUCHMAN. He writes: "As long as I have had the 

INSTRUCTOR, I have never seen a letter in 
the Budget from this city, so I thought I 
would write one. I am twelve years old. 
I have three sisters and one brother. The 
first time I heard of the INSTRUCTOR was 
through my sister's friend in Sedalia. He 
sent me a copy, and 1 liked it so well he sent 
it a year, with the ' Golden Grains.' I 
was very much delighted. I think every 
boy and girl ought to read them, there are 
so many pretty stories in them. The little 
readers of the INSTRUCTOR would like to 
hear about this great city. In it is a very 
large, nice park, called Central Park. It is 
about two and a half miles long, and about 
half a mile wide, and contains several large 
lawns on which the children play. 'There 
is a menagerie in this park, in which one 
can see the different animals from all parts 
of the world. My letter is getting so long I 
will stop." 

You stopped in a very interesting part of 
your letter, Edwin. When you write again, 
can you not give the young readers other 
interesting items of that large city ? 

GRACE S. OSTERHOUT, of Oswego Co., 
N. Y., says: "I have written a letter for 
the Budget once before but as it was a 
number of years ago, I' thought 1 would 
write again. I am thirteen years old, and 
enjoy reading the INSTRUCTOR very much, 
especially the letters. I do not go to Sab-
bath-school or meeting, as the nearest church 
of our people is nine miles away; but 1 get 
lessons every Sabbath in Book No. 5. 1 
was baptized at the Syracuse camp-meeting 
last fall. I am trying to live so near like my 
Saviour that when he comes, he will take me 
home with him." 

We are glad Grace has loved the IN-
STRUCTOR so long; and we hope she may 
ever find it a help in living a Christian 
life. 

WILLIE MCCARTHY writes a letter from 
Rome, N. Y. He says: "I am ten years 
old, and try to be a good boy. Igo to Sab-
bath-school every Sabbath. This is a very 
nice city of about thirteen thousand inhab-
itants. The streets are straight, the blocks 
are square, and the ground is very level. 
The walks are all nicely flagged [that is, 
paved'with flat stones]. Last fall they put 
in electric lights, and they are going to put 
in the street railroad in the spring. I have 
a little sister Fanny, four years old. She goes 
to Sabbath-school every Sabbath when the 
weather is pleasant. I have taken the IN-
STRUCTOR four or five years, and think it 

is very nice, and that 1 cannot get along without it. This 
is my first letter." 

You have written an intelligent letter, Willie; some-
time you must write again. We are glad you "think you 
cannot get along without the paper." We want to make 
it so entertaining and useful that all the little boys and 
girls will feel just as you do about it. 
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FLOWERS. 
WITH what a lavish hand • 

God beautifies the earth, 
When everywhere, all o'er the land, 

Sweet flowers are peeping forth I 

Down by the babbling brook, 
tip in the silent hills, 

The glen, the bower, the shady nook, 
Their breath with fragrance fills. 

They creep along the hedge, 
They climb the rugged height, 

And leaning o'er the water's edge, 
Blush in their own sweet light. 

They seem to breathe and talk. 
They pour into my ear, 

Where'er I look. where'er I walk, 
A music soft and clear. 

They have no pride of birth, 
No choice of regal power, 

The humblest, lowliest spot on earth 
May claim the fairest flower. 
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