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THE DEATH OF THE FLOWERS. 

HE melancholy days are come, the saddest of the year, 
e477  Of wailing winds, and naked woods, and meadows brown 

and sere: 

Heap'd in the hollows of the grove, the autumn leaves lie 
dead; 

They rustle to the eddying gust and to the rabbit's tread; 

The robin and the wren are flown, and from the shrubs the Jay, 
And from the wood-top calls the crow through all the gloomy 

day. 

Where are the flowers, the fair young flowers, that lately sprang 
and stood 

In brighter light and softer airs, a beauteous sisterhood? 
Alas! they all are in their graves, the gentle race of flowers 

Are lying in their lowly beds, with the fair and good of ours. 
The rain is falling where they lie, but the cold November rain 

Calls not from out the gloomy earth the lovely ones again. 

The wind-flower and the violet, they perished long ago. 
And the brier-rose and the orchis died amid the summer glow; 
But on the hill the golden-rod, and the aster in the wood, 
And the yellow sun-flower by the brook in autumn beauty 

stood, 

Till fell the frost from the clear cold heaven, as falls the plague 
on men, 

And the brightness of their smile was gone, from upland, glade, 
and glen. 

And now, when comes the calm mild day, as still such days 
will come, • 

To call the squirrel and the bee from out their winter home; 
When the sound of dropping nuts is heard, though all the 

trees are still. 
And twinkle in the smoky light the waters of the rill, 
The South wind searches for the flowers whose fragrance late 

he bore, 

And sighs to find them in the wood and by the stream no 
more. 

And then I think of one who in her youthful beauty died, 

The fair meek blossom that grew up and faded by my side. 

In the cold, moist earth we laid her, when the forest casts the 

leaf, 
And we wept that one so lovely should have had a life so brief: 
Yet it was not unmeet that one, like that young friend of ours, 

So gentle and so beautiful, should perish with the flowers. 
—William Cullen Bryant. 

For the INSTRUCTOR. 

THE POET BRYANT. 

N the picture on this page you may see the portrait 
of the one who wrote the beautiful poem, "The 
Death of the Flowers," which you have just read. 
It has been said, and justly, that he was the great- 

eat poet we have had in America. 
He was born in 1794, while Washington was still 

president, and he died in 1878; just think how much 
of the important history of our country Bryant was 
familiar with, because he had lived through it all. No 
doubt you would prefer to have him tell his own story 
about his boyhood, which he once did for the young 
readers of the St. Nicholas. In speaking of the way 
in which children were brought up in those days, he 
says :— 

" The boys of the generation to which I belonged—
that is to say, who were born in the last years of the 
last century or the earliest of this—were brought up 
under a system of discipline which put a far greater 
distance between parents and their children than now 
exists. The parents seemed to think this necessary, 
in order to secure obedience. They were believers in 
the old maxim that familiarity breeds contempt. My 
own parents lived in the house with my grandfather 
and my grandmother on my mother's side. My 
grandfather was disciplinarian of the stricter sort, 
and I can hardly find words to express the awe in 
which I stood of him—an awe so great as almost to 

prevent anything like affection on my part, although 
he was in the main kind, and certainly, never thought 
of being severe, beyond what was necessary to main-
tain a proper degree of order in the family." 

" One of the means of keeping the boys of that gen-
eration in order was a little bundle of birchen rods, 
bound together by a small cord, and generally suspen-
ded on a nail against the wall in the kitchen. This 
was esteemed as much a part of the necessary furni-
ture as the crane that hung in the kitchen fireplace, or 
the shovel and tongs. It sometimes happened that 
the boy suffered a fate similar to that of the eagle in 
the fable, wounded by an arrow fledged with a feather 
from his own wing; in other words, the boy was made 
to gather the twigs intended for his own castigation." 

Then he tells of his school-days and the visits of the 

committee men; of the merry-makings, "raisings," 
huskings, and apple-parings; of the meetings, and 
the grim tything-men, who kept the young folks in 
order, and woke up the drowsy ones; and he con-
cludes it all with the remark, "It is yet to be seen 
whether the different system now adopted in training 
the youth of our country will give it a better class of 
citizens." But I think you would best like the story 
of his life as he tells it in a touching poem called "A 
Lifetime." 

Bryant did not depend on his verses for a living, for 
that would have been starvation seventy years ago. 
For a time he practiced law, and bid fair to rise to a 
distinguished place in the profession; but it was dis-
tasteful to him, and at length he moved to New York 
City, where he took a place as editor on a daily paper. 
As he says in his poem 

"Another change, and I see him 
Where the city's restless coil 

Sends up a mighty murmur 
From a thousand modes of toil. 

"And there, with the clash of presses, 
He plies the rapid pen 

In the battles of opinion, 
That divide the sons of men." 

For a period of over fifty years, to the time of his 
death, he continued to edit the paper, walking daily 

from his up-town home to his office, a distance of 
three miles, and back again, in all kinds of weather, 
till within two weeks of his death. 

In his editorial work, Mr. Bryant was very careful 
of the feelings of others. There is a pleasing little 
story of this trait of his character told by one of his 
fellow editors: "Soon after I began to do the duties 
of literary editor, Mr. Bryant, who was reading the 
review of a little book of wretchedly halting verse, 
said to me: 'I wish you would deal very gently with 
poets, especially with the weaker ones.' Later I had 
a very bad case to deal with, and as Mr. Bryant hap-
pened to come into the room while I was debating 
the matter in my mind, I said I was embarrassed by 
his injunction to deal gently with poets, and pointed 
out to him the utter impossibility of finding anything 

to praise orlightly to condemn 
in the book before me. After I 
had read some of its stanzas 
to him, he answered: 'No, 
you can't praise it, of course; 
it won't do to lie about it, 
but'—turning the volume in 
his hand and inspecting it—
`you might say that the 
binding is securely put o n , 
and that—well, that the binder 
has planed the edges pretty 
smooth." 
But you must read his 

poems for yourself if you wish 
to become really acquainted 
with this great man; and I 
think you will not regret doing 
so, for his pure thoughts, told 
in such beautiful words, will 
leave a good impression on the 
mind. 	 W. E. L. 

A NOBLE CHOICE. 

"CLEAVE to that which is 
good," says the Book of all 
books. We must not only ab-
hor evil, but we must carry the 
war into the enemy's country, 
so to speak, and do the good. 
I wonder how many of my little 

readers would be as brave and steadfast in doing right, 
or make such sacrifices for duty's sake as a young 
prince that I once read of! One of our great Amer-
ican statesmen, in an hour of supreme trial, declared 
that he would rather be right than be President. I 
think that it required even a wiser and grander forti-
tude than was shown by Henry Clay to make the 
pagan-born prince Born Singh say, "I would rather 
be a Christian than a king." 

This noble young prince was a Hindoo, nephew of 
Rama Singh, who reigned in Cheera among the moun-
tains of Bengal, the seat of a long line of Khassean 
kings. His people were all idolaters, and he, too, was 
a worshiper of false gods, until one day he met a 
missionary who told him of Jesus and gave him a 
copy of the Bible to read. Boru Singh was so im-
pressed by the beauty and truth of the Scriptures 
that he secretly avowed himself a Christian. 

Then followed a severe struggle in the boy prince's 
mind. His uncle was the sovereign of a powerful 
State, and he was his rightful heir. No one could be 
wholly insensible to the splendors of royalty, and the 
young mountaineer had been brought up to regard 
this distinction as the important thing of his life. Yet 
he knew that he must renounce all claim to the succes-
sion if his belief in Christianity became known, for it 
was one of the laws of the kingdom that the king must 
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preside at all the pagan feasts and ceremonies, and 
how could he do this if he was a Christian? 

Can you understand how much the decision cost 
him? You have been tempted, perhaps. Many of you 
who read this have long wished to be Christians, and 
have been kept back because you did not feel like giv-
ing up the pleasures of society, or because you feared 
the ridicule of your young friends. Do not hesitate 
any longer. Let this young heathen prince be an ex-
ample. Prince Boru Singh sacrificed more infinitely 
than you can do. 

Here was a youth of nineteen, brought up a prince 
at a heathen court, and taught to believe that there 
was nothing in all the world so desirable as rank and 
riches; yet when he learned of the religion of Jesus 
Christ, of his own free will he chose to give up not only 
his false religion, but all his worldly expectations with 
it; for that was what Boru did. He devoutly thought 
the matter over, and became convinced that he could 
not be conscience free if he worshiped God in secrecy 
and fear; he must openly, before all men, declare his 
convictions and his creed. 

But the ordeal was not over even then, for only a 
few months after his public confession King Rama 
died, and the nobles of Khassi met to decide on his 
successor. 

"The true heir is Boru Singh," said one of the 
magnates, an old man, "but our king must also be 
our high priest and preside at the sacrifices the tribes 
make to our gods. Boru calls himself a Christian, 
and will not do this. If he will not abjure the for-
eigner's religion, then we will make his cousin king." 
And so said they all. 

A committee of the great nobles went to Boru, and 
told him their decision. You can imagine the induce-
ments they held out to him; for though he was a 
Christian, those heathen nobles respected him, and he 
knew the throne by right was his. But he could not 
give up Christ for what they offered him; so he ans-
wered courteously but decisively. 

"I can never renounce my Saviour," he said; "but, 
oh, whether I am king or not, if you would give up 
your devil-worship and become the followers of my 
Lord, how happy Born Singh would be!" 

They left him with anger, and a few days afterwards 
his heathen cousin Hujonamik was crowned king over 
the Khassean sovereignty. But do you not think 
that Boru is happier as a subject with his Bible and 
his faith, than he would be as aking and the worshiper 
of idols, and did he not make a wise choice? He 
would have made an enlightened Christian sovereign 
if he could have accepted this power without surrender-
ing duty. But he could not; his course was clear. 
Brighter than the crown of the Khassean sovereignty, 
inestimably beyond it in price, is the celestial crown 
that will one day be Boru Singh's and all those who 
serve the Lord in holiness and truth.—Christian 
Weekly. 

For the INSTRUCTOR. 

THE EXECUTION OF LAW AMONG THE MAORIS. 

THE natives of New Zealand give as great proof 
that the law of God has been written on their hearts 
as the natives of any other country. While they are 
very cruel when their hatred and desire for revenge 
are aroused, it is evident that they are naturally a 
harmless people, having no desire to injure any one. 
They are inclined to imitate the evil habits of the 
white men instead of those that are good. They have 
laws by which they are governed, and these are rigidly 
enforced. The family relation is very sacred in their 
estimation. They are extremely fond of their children, 
and will even sacrifice their own lives in their behalf. 
In this respect, and also in respect to morality, they 
are very different from the natives of the Sandwich 
Islands, who, in their barbarous condition, would 
even take the lives of their children in the most in-
human manner. 

The violation of the seventh commandment is re-
garded by the Maoris as one of the darkest crimes 
that they can be guilty of. When such a thing hap-
pens, they hold a great council, which is presided over 
by the chief or king. No one can bear testimony or 
enter a complaint while standing, since it is their cus-
tom to sit during an investigation. If the man be 
found guilty, they do not take his life, but they take 
from him all his property, horses, and every thing he 
possesses. Sometimes they will even take away his 
rug, leaving him perfectly penniless and destitute. To 
the Maori, his rug is the most sacred thing he pos-
sesses. He must ever afterward be an outlaw and an 
outcastfrom society. He will be known by every tribe 
upon the island, and will be fellowshiped by none. The 
things taken from him are given to the friends of the 
person who has been wronged, as a restitution for the 
injury done them. They are held in great honor, 
while he who did the injury will always be miserable. 

They do not like the English law, because they think 
it takes too long to get justice, and then one is not 
sure of obtaining it. They always consider it an 
honor to have Europeans place confidence in them, 
and let them try their own people when accused by the 
Europeans. Difficulties of this kind will often be set-
tled more satisfactorily to both parties in this way 
than any other. If they err in either direction, they 
are too severe on the accused. The course taken by 
those who are friendly to them, is to lay their cause 
of grievance before the chief, who will call a council 
to investigate the case, and decide what the damage 
is, and how it shall be paid. Their decisions upon 
such occasions are considered very sacred, and they 
will promise nothing in their terms of settlement that 
they cannot fulfill. Their children are early impressed 
with the importance of giving to every one his rights 
and what is justly his due, according to their ideas of 
right. If civilized people, with the light and knowl-
edge they have of the word of God, were as consci-
entious as these untutored and ignorant natives, so-
ciety would be much better than it now is. Next week 
we will tell you more about their courts of justice. 

S. N. HASKELL. 

For the INSTRUCTOR. 

SEA TALES.—NO. 5. 

QUANTITIES of bonitos are usually found south of 
the equator. Several attempts were made by the sail-
ors to catch some, but they were not hungry, and 
would not bite, keeping too far away to allow of the 
"grains" being used. A flock of "Mother Carey's 
chickens," some fifty in number, kept us company 
after we entered the track of homeward bound ves-
sels. It is amusing to watch them through the glass. 
Without this aid, they appear to the eye to be con-
stantly on the wing; but when using a glass one can 
see plainly that, as they skim over the tops of the 
waves, they use their feet, which are webbed, and run 
over the water, just as young chicks run on land. Sail-
ors assert that the chickens never alight on land. 
Thinking of this assertion made me wonder how, if it 
were true, the young were hatched. I therefore hunted 
up the captain, and put the question to him. His an-
swer was that, personally, he knew nothing about it, 
but that it was the current belief that the Mother 
Careys carried the eggs under their wings until they 
were hatched. I scrutinized his face closely to see 
whether he was joking or not (he was an outrageous 
wag), but I could not detect the shadow of a smile. 
However, it is known that these birds breed on our 
northern coasts. 

it occurred frequently that birds which were keeping 
us company would suddenly leave, and be gone several 
days. Where they went to, or what became of them 
at night, was often a matter of discussion. One 
morning, soon after sunrise, our captain made a dis-
covery that may go far toward explaining what sea-
birds do at night. Looking above him, he saw a 
Cape pigeon following through the air, but could not 
see his head. As it came nearer, the captain, a very 
superstitious man, began to think it was the headless 
gl ost of a bird following the brig. In amazement he 
sang out to Mr. Allen, "Look at that pigeon without 
a head." 

The bird, which had been asleep, startled by the 
noise, drew his head from under his wing, and fright-
ened at finding himself so near the vessel, uttered a 
loud cry, and flew to leeward. Does this not explain, 
also, how wild geese are able to fly for hundreds of 
miles without alighting? Is it not probable that 
they, too, "sleep on the wing," as did this pigeon? 

At night, the fog, which had obscured everything 
from sight for several days, cleared away, leaving a 
beautiful blue sky to gaze upon. It is such a treat to 
look upon the clear blue sky inthe region of the south-
ern Atlantic, it is so intensely, deeply blue! This 
night I saw for the first time, clearly, the southern 
cross and its accompanying kite. They are each com-
posed of four stars, the only difference between them 
being the position and distance between the stars. 

One morning, as I stepped upon deck, I noticed that 
something above was throwing a shadow over me. 
Looking up to ascertain the cause, I was startled at 
discovering a large bird directly over my head, and 
not more than twenty feet from the deck. It was an 
albatross, the first that had been seen, and quite a 
large one too, measuring about ten feet from tip to 
tip of the wings. I cannot better describe it than by 
telling you to fancy a large gray eagle, with a white 
cravat around its neck which would muffle it up to its 
eyes. This bird is found from the Cape of Good Hope 
eastward past New Zealand and nearly to Cape Horn. 
Its strength is enormous, and it is armed with a 
powerful bill. Mr. Stone had a scar entirely around 
the wrist of the right hand. caused by a cut from the 
bill of an albatross which seized him while it was be-
ing brought aboard. 

The bird is a glutton, and often swallows so large a 
fish that part remains protruding, awaiting the diges- 
tion of the portion swallowed. In flying, the wings 
remain motionless, and the bird apparently does noth-
ing but balance its body from left to right and right 
to left, alternately, shaving the tops of the waves, 
and plunging its head under in search of food. Al-
though the body is larger than that of a goose, yet 
in weight it does not exceed that of a small turkey. 
At sundown several other albatrosses appeared, one a 
tremendous fellow. Some of these were pure white, 
another was black and white, but most of them were 
gray and white. Sailors call the white ones " captain's," 
the next "'mates," and the last " sailors." Many sailors 
believe that after death the souls of sea-faring men 
enter the bodies of these birds. 

At this time we were in a region where heavy squalls 
prevail, and where huge seas frequently broke over 
the vessel. One, in particular, that I remember, came 
aboard amidships, and dropping solidly on the main 
hatch, made the vessel quiver from stem to stern, and 
awakened me from my afternoon nap. No one can 
realize the immense power of such waves unless he has 
seen one descend upon the deck of a vessel. Water 
weighs ten pounds to the gallon, and these "cockle 
seas" that come aboard run from one to ten barrels 
of water. 

1 often had to smile when I thought of the way my 
friends talked before I sailed, as to the amount of 
room I would have to promenade, and as to the prob-
ability of seas coming aboard. They settled it that 
the only possible place where seas would come aboard 
would be amidships, and that I would therefore have 
plenty of deck room in any weather. Very frequently 
there were days together when there was not a dry 
spot on the vessel, or a place where one could stand 
in safety from the sea or spray for over five consecu-
tive minutes. I have known seas to pour in even over 
the quarter, when the helmsman steers badly, and 
come thundering against the cabin windows aft. I 
have seen the vessel often level full of water from the 
quarter deck to the forecastle, and have seen men 
drenched with spray when up on the foreyard. I fre-
quently paddled around on the deck, but often would 
not be able to promenade once a month. 

W. S. C. 

SWEET WORDS. 

"My dearest of mothers." I heard the words 
repeated in soft tones by my next-door neighbor at 
an island farm-house where we were sojourning. "My 
dearest of mothers." My friend was a widow, and her 
son, an affectionate, talented fellow, was engineering 
in Idaho. In one of his late letters he had said at the 
close, "And now, my dearest of mothers, good-bye." 
Did he guess, I wonder, how the little petting phrase 
would please the heart that loved him so? Did he 
think that she would say it over softly to herself as 
she sat alone in her room ? 

The home days were over. The babies, with their 
sweet ways, their joy-giving and their trouble-making, 
had grown to noisy boys, then to self-asserting men; 
they were out in the world making their way; brains 
busy, thoughts absorbed, hearts full; yet here was 
one who remembered the mother, still in middle life, 
loving and needing love the same as when her boys 
were her very own in the dear child's home. He wrote 
her long letters, describing his adventurous, change-
able life; the strange companions by whom he is sur-
rounded, the wonderful scenery of the wild western 
world. It was all intensely enjoyed; but better than 
all were the love-phrases that showed the son's affec-
tionate heart. I wonder if the "boys" know how 
dear they are to their mothers, and how little atten-
tions, little gifts, tender words, flying visits, cheer and 
warm the hearts that leave borne the test of years 
and sorrows. 

Life is a little chilly to the mothers whose homes are 
the things of the past. Even if they remain in the old 
home, the rooms seem very bare and silent after the 
children are gone. It is as if summer had flown, with 
its nests and bird songs, and autumn winds were 
blowing. Then the love of the sons and daughters is 
like sunshine of warm fires to the hearts that sadly 
miss them. Let us hope there are many sons who 
write, "My dearest of mothers."—Congregationalist. 

THE general cry is against ingratitude; but sure 
the complaint is misplaced. It should be against 
vanity. None but direct villains are capable of willful 
ingratitude; but almost every body is capable of 
thinking he hath done more than another deserves, 
while the other thinks he has received less than he de-
serves.—Pope. 

THE highest position in life is one nearest God. His 
is true aristocracy. 
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PARABLES OF CHRIST. 

LESSON .12.-THE TALENTS. 

the reins with a firm, albeit a gentle hand. Insist on 
obedience, because to inculcate obedience is no small 
part of your work. But avoid a fault-finding, scold-
ing, scowling habit. Vinegar catches no flies. The 
fish never bite when it thunders. 

Stop when you are done. I have seen teachers talk-
ing and talking to their scholars long aftereverybody 
else was through the lesson, and quite until the tap 
of the bell announced the hour of dismissal. The schol-
ars were evidently weary and restless, and looked decid-
edly bored. When you have driven the truth home, and 
fastened it like a nail in a sure place, let it alone. Keep 
on hammering at it, and you will pound the head off 
your nail, or split your plank, and spoil your work. 
If you have little children in charge, be particular to 
remember Spurgeon's saying that "Little vessels are 
soon filled."-S. S. Times. 

Ouz 8c.. cap - a3oofs. 
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withdrawn with the exception of that held by one 
man. He stationed himself upon an eminence on the 
roof, raised his staff high above his head, and from 
about his feet sprang into the air avast flock of birds. 
Up they rose, higher and higher, into the heavens, 
waving and turning, the morning sun glistening upon 
their varied colors as they exposed themselves in dif-
ferent positions to its rays. When almost out of 
sight, and, like dark spots against the sky, they 
turned, and, like a living cloud, a meteor of wings 
came rushing down with a roaring sound audible for 
a great distance, and nearing the house-tops they rose 
gently, and amid the fluttering of countless wings 
again alighted about the tall figure on the lofty roof. 

"Hardly had this been accomplished when another 
figure rose, and another flock darted upward. These 
were pure white, and resembled flecks of silvery cloud 
as they swept about, forming a great living circle. 
Around they went, encircling an area of several acres, 
glistening, gleaming, and finally alighting again. 
These maneuvers were repeated two or three times, the 
birds always returning in obedience to the waving of 
the flag. 

"This was followed by four other flocks, all of dif-
ferent colors, and all going through maneuvers unlike 
the former. It was evid^utly an introductory salute 
for some grander performance, which very shortly 
commenced. At a certain signal from the men the 
different flocks of pigeons-for such they were-rose 
high in air, and passed to and fro with rapid flight, 
evidently in obedience to the movements of the flags. 
Now an entire flock would bearrested in its downward 
flight, and by a sudden motion Ise again, separating 
into columns or halves, flying away in opposite di-
rections, only to join again and alight at their own-
er's feet at the proper signal. 

"The game or sport is carried on in different ways. 
The one just mentioned is merely ornamental. A sec-
ond is to declare war against a neighboring flock, 
when the birds are so directed that they will, by man-
euvering, capture birds from a neighboring cote, in 
which case the owner has to pay for the captured 
bird, or the captor wins a prize. In olden times these 
battles were carried on with great cruelty. A bottle 
or flask of powder with a fuse was attached to a 
trained bird that dashed into a neighboring flock, 
when the torpedo would explode, killing large num-
bers of birds. This is now done away with, and the 
captures are made in pleasantry." 

CZAR PETER'S SHOES. 
IT is thought to be one of the best tests of the true 

worth of a person of high rank for him, when occasion 
requires, willingly to perform the duties of a servant, 
or to submit gracefully to reverses; and surely it ex-
ceeds almost anything else to inspire confidence in a 
subject, when a ruler lays aside his dignity and en-
gages whole-hearted in manual labor. Such we class 
with persons of good common sense, worthy of our 
confidence. And no doubt it was this disposition 
which gave character to the subject of the following 
sketch :- 

"Peter the Great often visited the iron foundry of 
Ulullee, about ninety versts from Moscow and on one 
occasion passed a whole month there. Laying aside 
all the cares of state, the Czar occupied himself while 
there entirely in examining minutely every portion of 
the great establishment, and threw himself with ardor 
into the study of the blacksmith's trade. He soon 
succeeded in making himself master of this art, and 
some days previous to his departure succeeded in mak-
ing eighteen pounds of iron, stamping the imperial 
mark upon every piece of metal that came under his 
hand. 

"This work completed, Czar Peter went to the di-
rector of the works, and, having expressed his satis-
faction with them, inquired what wages he was in the 
habit of giving his hands for every pound of iron they 
smelted. 

"The manager replied: Three kopecs.' 
" Then,' said the emperor, 	must have earned 

fifty-four.' The manager wished to pay him in so many 
ducats, saying that he could not remunerate his sov-
ereign like a common workman, but Peter replied by 
saxing 

Keep your ducats, and let me duly receive what 
you .generally pay, unless, indeed, I have worked bet,-
ter than the other workmen. I'm hi great want of a 
pair of shoes, and shall buy them with my wages.' 

"So saying, lie showed his employer, at the same 
time subject, the miserable, worn-out pair of shoes in 
which his feet were at the same time incased. The 
fifty-four kopecs were handed over to him, and eagerly 
accepted; and with them lie purchased apair of shoes, 
which lie was proud of showing to every one as having 
been earned by the sweat of his brow. 

"A piece of iron smelted by Peter the Great, and 
stamped with the imperial mark, is still shown in the 
foundry at Ulullee, while another is kept in a museum 
of curiosities at St. Petersburg." 

1. How did some of the followers of Jesus feel as 
he was on his last journey to Jerusalem? Mark 
10:32. 

2. What cause had they for fear? Luke 13:31. 
3. When Jesus had taken the twelve apart, what 

did he tell them? Mark 10:32, last part of the verse. 
4. Unto whom did he say he should be delivered 

when he arrived at Jerusalem? Verse 33. 
5. How would they treat him? Same verse. 
6. What did he say the Gentiles would do when the 

Jews had delivered him into their hands? Verse 34. 
7. Did the disciples comprehend what Jesus told 

them? Luke 18:34. 
8. Why could they notunderstand such plain state-

ments? Same verse. 
9. What did they seem to be expecting that Jesus 

would do when he arrived at Jerusalem ?-They ev-
idently thought he was about to set up his kingdom 
upon the earth. 

10. In view of this, what request was made by the 
sous of Zebedee? Mark 10:35-37. 

11. Because of these false notions, what did Jesus 
do? Luke 19:11. 

12. What did he say the kingdom of heaven was 
like? Matt. 25:14. 

13. How did the nobleman dispose of his goods be-
fore starting on his journey? Same verse. 

14. How did he distribute them? Verse 15. 
15. Why did he thus give unequal portions to differ-

ent ones? Same verse. 
16. What course was pursued by the servant who 

received five talents? Verse 16. 
17. What by the one who received' two talents? 

Verse 17. 
18. What did the servant do who received but one 

talent? Verse 18. 
19. After a long time what did the lord of these 

servants do? Verse 19. 
20. What report was made by the man who had re-

ceived the five talents? Verse 20. 
21. What did the man report who had received the 

two.  talents? Verse 22. 
22. What did their lord say to each of them ? Verses 

21, 23. 
23. When the servant to whom but one talent was 

intrusted was called up, what preamble did he make? 
Verse 24. 

24. What account did he finally give of his lord's 
money? Verse 25. 

25. How did his lord condemn him from his own 
words? Verses 26, 27. 

26. What command was given concerning the sloth-
ful servant? Verse 28. 

27. What general principle did our Lord then lay 
down? Verse 29. 

28. To what was the unprofitable servant doomed? 
Verse 30. 

29. What are the talents which the Lord of the 
earth has given to his servants ?-Talents of health, 
strength, intellect, wealth, skill, and everything else 
by which a man may benefit others. 

30. How may these talents be improved upon to 
divine acceptance?-By using them to the glozy of 
God and the good of mankind. 

31. What special incentive should prompt all men 
to faithfulness at the present time ?-The Lord of the 
earth is about to return and reckon with his servants. 

JARRAH WOOD. 

THE jarrah wood of Western Australia is acknowl-
edged by those who know its qualities to be about 
the next thing to everlaiting. Almost every thing in 
Western Australia is made of this timber-work-boxes, 
piano-fortes, buildings, wharves, and jetties; it seems 
to defy all known forms of decay, and is untouched 
by white ants and all other insects, so that ships built 
of it do not require to be coppered. It has been used 
above ground and below, in almost every situation in 
which timber can be placed, and is durable in all. 
There are about fifteen varieties of the timber, and it 
can be obtained of any reasonable length up to sixty 
or eighty feet, the trunk of the tree having no branches 
whatever. Another advantage is that it does not 
burn freely, but only chars, which makes it addition-
ally valuable for building. It is poisonous to all in-
sects. This timber will not grow on 'good soil, only 
where there is ironstone, a ton's 'weight of which is 
sometimes lifted by the roots. The more ironstone 
there is in the soil, and the higher the elevation, the 
better the trees grow. It is one of the most remark-
able facts connected with this timber, that if you put 
a bolt, no matter of what size it may be, into it, when 
you take it out a bolt of precisely the same size will 
go into the hole again. The effect of the iron, appar-
ently, is to preserve the timber, and of the timber to 
preserve the iron. Jarrah is far superior to teak; it 
is less liable to split, and it will bend freely without 
being steamed. 

A FAMOUS FLOATING BRIDGE. 

AMONG the great variety of bridges built by man, 
some are so constructed as to float upon the water. 
A writer in the Wide Awake says the most famous of 
all these was that built by the Roman Emperor Cal-
igula in A. D. 39. The description given of it is as 
follows:- 

" An immense number of boats was anchored in the 
bays of Bails and Puteoli in two lines, in the form of 
a crescent, over three miles long. A flooring of planks 
was laid upon them and covered with earth. Houses 
were built upon it. and fresh water was conveyed to 
them by pipes from the shore. When all was ready, 
the emperor, accompanied by his court and a throng 
of spectators, rode in solemn procession from one end 
of the bridge to the other. He was clothed in costly 
robes adorned with gold and pearls, and wore Alex-
ander's breastplate and civic crown. At evening the 
whole bridge was illuminated with torches and lan-
terns, and Caligula boasted that he had 'turned the 
night into day, as well as the sea into land.' The 
whole court slept that night in the houses on the 
bridge. Next day there was another procession, in 
which Caligula, rode in a triumphal chariot, followed 
by a train of other chariots. The insane emperor 
then made an oration in praise of his work, and wound 
up the festivities by ordering a large number of the 
spectators to be thrown into the sea." 

THE PIGEON-FLIERS OF MODENA. 	• 
IT is said that in some parts of Italy and Asia are 

persons who give their attentionto breeding and tam-
ing pigeons, and keep in their possession whole flocks 
which, at certain flag signals, will maneuver in the air 
with the regularity and precision of a body of well-
drilled soldiers. A traveler in Italy, so states a writer 
in Harper's Young People, says that in the city of 
Modena, through which lie passed, there "are fully a 
hundred flocks, containing several hundred birds each, 
trained so perfectly that they will obey the slightest 
movement of the flag." Thinking the Ixsrittimon 
boys and girls would like to know how wonderfully 
even the birds can be tutored, we quote a portion of 
what was published in this magazine. Speaking of 
the attractions of the quaint old city of Modena, the 
writer says :- 

" The traveler was most astonished at the strange 
actions of a man by whose side he was standing one 
day in the tall tower. When he first observed him, 
the man was leaning far out of the window, his face 
exhibiting a variety of emotions denoting excitement 
and pleasure. In his hand he bore a long staff, upon 
the end of which was a colored flag, with which he 
seemed to be signaling to some one in the distance; 
and soon our traveler distinguished upon the roofs of 
various houses in the vicinity several figures, all of 
whom were evidently engaged in answering the signals. 

"For some time the stranger watched the perform-
ance, unable to understand it, as all the flags seemed 
to be in motion at once; but finally they were all 

0 TEACHER, DON'T! 

DON'T begin before you are ready. Come to the 
Sabbath-school with your lesson well prepared. How 
shall a man teach except he bath first learned? How 
shall empty vessels be filled out of an empty vessel? 
Out of nothing, nothing comes; and from nothing, 
nothing can be taken away. I know teachers who 
make it a practice, every Sabbath afternoon or even-
ing, to look over the lesson for the next Lord's Day. 
Keeping it in mind during the following week, think-
ing it over, gathering illustrations, reading about it, 
getting themselves full of it, when the next Sabbath 
comes round they are well prepared to teach, and 
never need to begin before they are ready. 

Don't go faster than your class can follow. Avoid 
big words. Use simple language. See that your ques-
tions and explanations axe perfectly intelligible. Riga 
high art to ask questions aright. While a question 
should not be so framed as to suggest its own answer, 
neither should it be so constructed as to be ambiguous 
or misleading. That teacher was rightly served who 
asked a boy in his class, "What was the condition of 
the patriarch Job at the end of his life?" and re-
ceived the prompt reply, "Dead!" 

Don't scold. Perserve order in your class. Hold 
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0 or 6). c.We 14 . 	I she paused 
good by. 

a  moment iu Aunt•.Tennie's room to say 

 

A little cottage queen is she, 
Her realm is poor and bare, 

lint no proud queen across the sea 
Possesses gems so fair; 

For Carrie has found a contented heart, 

And it seems it has the magical art, 

Of finding in even poverty's smart, 
Some blessing, rich and rare. 

S. ISADORE MINER. 

CONSECRATED BANDS. 

ALICE was singing to herself as she put her room in 
order, and her voice was very sweet as she sang the 
beautiful consecration hymn, which was her favorite:— 

"Take my hands and let them move 
At the impulse of thy love." 

She was singing just as little Daisy entered the room, 
and as the child wandered around, looking for some-
thing to play with, Aunt Jennie, from her room, heard 
the sweet song suddenly cease, and an impatient ex-
clamation take its place. 

"Go away from here, I tell you, Daisy; do you hear 
me?" 

There was a sound of something falling, a hasty 
slap and push, and poor little Daisy went down stairs 
again, sobbing that "Allie was so cross." 

It did not take but a moment to put back the book 
that the mischievous little hands had pulled from the 
table, and presently Alice's good humor returned, and 
she went on with her song again. 

She was soon ready for school, and taking her 
school-bag, and putting on her dainty ruffled apron, 

"You are early," said Aunt Jennie, glancing at the 
clock, whose hands pointed to half past eight. 

"Yes'm," answered Alice. "I guess I'll stay and 
talk to you a little while, for it's too early to go." 

"Did you mean those words you were singing a lit-
tle while ago?" asked Aunt Jennie, as Alice took off 
her hat and seated herself on a little ottoman at her 
aunt's side, where she could watch the busy fingers at 
work. 

" What was I singing?" asked Alice in surprise. 
"0, yes, I remember. Yes, auntie, I meant them;" 
then as the thought of how much was meant by the 
simple words came to her, she added half shyly, "I 
hope I mean them." 

"Suppose you think about that hymn, or at least a 
part of it, to-day," said Aunt Jennie, "and try to 
remember that it has a real practical meaning, thatit 
is not merely a beautiful hymn. A little while ago I 
heard you singing, 

'Take my bands and let them move 
At the Impinge of thy love;' 

and a moment later those hands, which you had just 
asked Jesus to consecrate to himself, gave little Daisy 
a push and slap that brought tears to her eyes. Were 
your hands moving at the impulse of Jesus' love then, 
dear?" 

There was no answer for a moment, and a rosy flush 
spread over the girl's face. 

"I forgot, then, auntie," she said presently. "But 
I'll try to remember after this." 

"That is right, dear," said Aunt Jennie, drawing 
her to her side and putting a loving arm about her. 
"Remember that these little hands, which are conse-
crated to Jesus, should never be used in unchristlike 
acts of unkindness; and more than that, they should 
always be used in doing some work for him." 

"But I can't, always," said Alice. "Sometimes I 
can take things to old Mrs. Foster, or do kind things 
with them, but when I am at school I haveto practice, 
and do my examples. I can't use my hands for Jesus 
then." 

"Yes, you can," answered Aunt Jennie. "These 
things are your duties, and you would be doing wrong 
if you left them undone, while you looked for other 
work to do. Your principal duty now is to fit your-
self for good and useful womanhood, and study is 
necessary for this ; so when you do your exam'kles or 
practice the exercises that you think are so tiresome, 
remember it is all work done for Jesus. If you watch 
for them, though, you will find many an opportunity 
to do a kind act to some school-mate or friend, and  

consecrated bands will never lack employment. Now 
it is time for you to start to school. Don't forget to- • 

day whose hands these are." 
And Alice did not forget. When 

she was tempted to coy the answer 
to a difficult example from a com-
panion's slate, she refrained, because 
her hands must not do a dishonor-
able thing, and every hour during 
the day brought her some opportu-
nity to do a self-sacrificing or helpful 
deed, which was gladly and cheer-
fully done for Jesus' sake.—Presby-
terian. 

ttez a6ublet. 

EFFIE MOORE and LIBBIE WILSON 
write from Otter Tail Co., Minn. 
Effie says: "It is a nice 'place where 
we live, only the winters are very 
long and cold. We raised a nice 
garden this summer, and a good 
many flowers. We also raised one 
hundred and two chickens. I at- 
tended school last winter, and 
boarded at Eld. Collins. We go to 
Sabbath-school, but have about 
three miles to go, so I expect our 
school will have to close when it 
gets very cold, for we have no team, 
and would have to go afoot across 
the prairie. We are quite sorry 
about it. Libbie Wilson, who .wri tee 
with me, is my little niece. She has 
a little brother three years old, and 
he knows the answers to quits a few 
questions in Book No. 1. Libbie 
studies in the same book, and reads 
in the third reader, at day school. 
She is seven years old, and has 
learned the commandments and the 
names of the books in the Bible. 
We are trying to he good, so we can 
meet all the members of the Budget 
in heaven." 

GERTRUDE M. PARKER, writing a 
letter from Holt Co., Neb., says: 
"It has been a long time since I sent 
a letter to the Budget. I live in the 
far away West, where the people 

burn hay. I read an interesting piece in the Ix-
STIWCTOR not long ago about the mirage. When I 
was going to town, I saw one that looked like a large 
grove. I once saw one that looked like a bridge over 
a river; another looked like a tank on a railroad. 
Some of them have the appearance of lakes. We 
live seven miles from Sabbath-school, so do not 
go very often. We get the INSTRUCTOR every week, 
and love to read the nice pieces in them. I think 
the articles about Australia are very interesting. I 
have read to the thirteenth chapter in ' Thought's on 
Daniel and Revelation.' I am trying to overcome my 
sins, hoping to meet you all in the earth made new." 

ELKE and LANA STRONG, aged eleven and six years, 
send a letter from Travis Co., Texas. It reads: " We 
have never seen a letter in the Budget from this place 
so we thought we would write. Our family is the only 
one we know of here that keeps the Sabbath. Mamma 
learned the truth last summer in Wisconsin. We have 
no Sabbath-school, but learn the lessons in Book No. 
1 and recite them to mamma. Our papa died about 
two months ago and we are very lonely without him. 
We have no brothers and only one sister. We have a 
mocking bird, which is a great pet and sings very 
sweetly. He is very jealous of our little dog Gyp, and 
scolds us whenever we play with him. We hope this 
letter will reach you, for we love to read the Budget, 
and learn about the little boys and girls so far away 
from us." 

ALLIE- GIBSON, of Todd Co., Ky., says: "This is my 
first letter to you, and I hope you will not throw it 
into the waste basket. This is a beautiful country. I 
came here last year from Cross Plains, Tenn. When I 
lived there, I used to go to Sabbath-school with my 
little cousin, Nellie Kinney. We have no Sabbath-
school here. I live with my grandma now. We all 
love to read the INSTRUCTOR so well I do not think we 
could get along without it. We have had splendid 
crops here this year. With love to all, I close." 
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aVEIt the frozen pond they glide, 

With cheeks and eyes aglow; 
Carrie is taking her first sleigh-ride— 

The first since the fall or snow. 
No flashing sleigh with its swan-like swells, 
No prancing horse with its silvery bells, 

No liveried footman homage tells, 

No courtier's praise bestow. 

Her sleigh's an upturned kitchen chair. 

Splint-bottomed, worn, and old, 

And for a robe of costly fur, 
An apron's scanty fold ; 

Two rollicking lads are her prancing span. 
And Rover is her true footman; 

A happier heart find me who can; 
The secret is soon told : 
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