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THE ANVIL OF GOD'S WORD. 

a  AST eve I paused beside a blacksmith's door, 

ACC And heard the anvil ring the vesper chime; 

Then, looking in, I saw upon the floor 

Old hammers, worn with beating years of time. 

"How many anvils have you had." said I, 
"To wear and batter all these hammers so ?" 

"Just one," he answered; then with twinkling eye, 

"The anvil wears the hammers out, you know." 

And so I thought, the anvil of God's word 
For ages skeptic blows have beat upon; 

Yet, though the noise of Paine, Voltaire, was heard, 
The anvil Is unworn, the hammers—gone. 

FOr the INSTRUCTOR. 

JOHN BUNYAN. 
VER two hundred years ago there lived in Eng- 
land a good man by the name of John Bunyan. 
He was a very poor and unlearned man, yet he 

did so much good that his name is better known to 
this day than that of many who were counted famous 
in his time. Bunyan was a tinker by trade. The cen-
ter piece of our engraving gives a picture of him, and 
up in the left-hand corner you may see him at work at 
his trade, mending some old kettles. The tinkers 
were a low class in those days, roving around the 
country from place to place, wherever they could find-
Work. They were often classed with the gypsies. But 
Bunyan seems to have been better off than most tink-
ers, for he had a home. He was so very poor that 
when he was married neither he nor his wife had so 
much as a dish or a spoon between them. But she 
brought with her two books, "The Plain Man's Path-
way to Heaven," and "The Practice of Piety," that in 
the end proved to be of more worth to him than al-
most any other dowry she might have brought; for 
his mind, already inclined toward religion, was set, by 
reading these books, to earnestly seeking the way of 
life. 

Now he began to preach to his neighbors and to all 
whom he could get to listen. But though he preached 
what he thought was true, it didn't happen to be 
what most people at that time believed; and as it was 
not allowable for a man to speak his mind freely on 
matters of religion, it came to pass that the authori-
ties shut John Bunyan up in jail. He was in great dis-
tress at this turn of affairs, for he did not know what 
his family would do now that he could not do any 
more tinkering. At length he bethought him to learn 
to make tagged laces, which he sold to hawkers for 
barely enough to keep his wife and four children alive. 
For twelve years he was kept in jail, at first guarded 
closely, but afterwards allowed more freedom. 

In the quiet of his prison he had a good chance to 
study his Bible and think of serious things. By and 
by he began to write out what he had been thinking. 
He told what he had to say in homely English, but it 
so took hold of the hearts and imagination of the 
people that his books are much read even at the pres-
ent day. The book people are now most familiar with 
is called "The Pilgrim's Progress." This was begun 
while Bunyan was in jail. In our picture the artist 
has given several scenes from this book, and I shall 
tell you a little about the story, in the hope that if 
you have never read the book, you will do so as soon 
as you can. 

Bunyan imagines that he has a dream, in which he 
sees a pilgrim setting out from the City of Destruction, 
with so great a load on his back that he can hardly 
walk under it. The man's name is Christian, and he 
has set out on apilgrim's journey toward the Celestial 
City. He falls into a great many mishaps. At one 
spot on the road he comes to a place somewhat as-
cending, whereon stands a cross, at the sight of which 
Christian's burden rolls off his back down the hill, and 

is seen no more. Then while he is wondering that the 
sight of the cross with the bleeding One hanging 
thereon should so ease him of his burden, three shin-
ing ones meet him, and give him new apparel and a 
written roll that he is to read when he desires con-
solation on his journey. Further on he comes to the 
top of a hill called Difficulty, where he finds a house 
built by the Lord of the way for the refreshment of 
pilgrims; but before he can enter the house he has to 
pass through the porter's lodge between two chained 
lions. At the door, four beautiful ladies make him 

welcome, and on his departure equip him with a suit 
of armor. His path next lies through the Valley of 
Humiliation, where he meets a terrible dragon, Apoll-
yon, and, after a desperate struggle, gets the better 
of him. By and by be falls into the clutches of a grim 
giant called Despair, who thrusts Christian into a dark 
dungeon, and cudgels him so soundly that he well-
nigh despairs of his life. But escaping from the 
giant's toils, he pursues his journey, crosses a deep, 
dark river, whose waters threaten to engulf him, and 
at last reaches the Celestial City, apiece most glorious 
to behold, where the king of the country bids him wel-
come to its delights forevermore. 

This is in brief the story; of course Bunyan did not 
write it simply for the sake of the story. He hoped 

that by making use of the imagination of his readers, 
he might more strongly impress on their minds the 
truths he wished to talk about, for the story most 
fitly represents the Christian life. No one knew better 
than Bunyan how to portray the hard struggles with 
Despair in Doubting Castle; for he had been driven 
almost to frenzy by the old giant himself. Bunyan 
believed in the doctrine of hell fire, and so strongly 
was his sensitive nature stirred by it that he thought 
he never could be saved. For a long while he fancied 
he heard hobgoblins shouting in his ears, "Sell him 

sell him!" and lie was afraid he had committed such 
a sin as Judas did, and had betrayed his Lord. But 
after a time his mind grew calmer, and he was able to 
enjoy religion. 

Bunyan lived to be sixty years old. His place in so-
ciety after he came out of prison was very different 
from that in which he had formerly moved. His book 
had made him many admirer's, and he was now famil-
iarly known among the Baptists as Bishop Bunyan. 
He could travel freely from place to place, preaching 
his doctrines, and laboring for the welfare of his hear-
ers. It was in the year 1688 that he went on a jour-
ney to reconcile a father and his son, prevailing on the 
old man not to disinherit the younger one; but this 
labor of love cost Bunyan his life. He had to ride 
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through a heavy rain, and became so thoroughly 
drenched that a fever shortly set in and terminated 
his life. 	He lies buried in Bunhill Fields, near the 
grave of good Dr. Watts. 

Many people try to make out that Bunyan was in 
his youth a very bad man, because he often calls him- 
self the vilest of sinners; but this was only because 
the least things looked in his eyes large as mountains, 

and led him to cry that all his righteousness was as 
, filthy rags when compared with the purity of Christ. 
The worst things he ever accused himself of were a 
fondness for dancing on the village green, and ringing 
the bells for chimes. 

Everybody ought to become acquainted with John 
Bunyan through his "Pilgrim's Progress; " and you 
ought to read it when you are children. 	I have heard 
a lady, who read it several times when she was a girl, 
say that it added half to her enjoyment of the book 
when she read it now, because she first read it when 
she was so little that she could understand nothing 
about it but the story. 	But whether it is the story 
that attracts you, or, as I hope, the good moral the 
book teaches, you must be sure to read the " Pil- 
grim's Progress." 	 W. E. L. 

and it is claimed that sixty thousand persons can here 
find standing room. 	It was built in the reign of 
Adrian and Antonius, between the years A. D. 107 
and 161. 	It is still used during the summer months 
for bull fights. 	These fights are attended with cru- 
elty and great risk of life. 	The animal selected for 
the occasion is placed in the arena, and is tormented 
by the actors in the ring, who gore the animal with 
sharp instruments until the beast is maddened. 	Then 
the fight commences, and often men lose their lives 
in the affray. 	Thousands of people assemble to wit- 
ness these cruel scenes. 	On the walls of the arena, 
about thirty-five feet above ground, can be seen a fig 
whose only sustenance is the nutriment drawn from 
the crevices in the rocks; and yet it seems to thrive, 
and produces figs twice a year. 

Nimes has figured largely in persecuting the people 
of God, and not until lately has this persecution 
ceased. 	There is a well in the city full of the bones of 
the martyrs, and many other traces of persecution 
could be cited. 	 WM. INGS. 

For the INSTRUCTOR. 

SEA TALES.—NO. 11. 

A FEW days afterward a noble old brahma fowl be- 
longing to the vessel committed suicide. 	He and his 
mates had been living continuously forward under the 
forecastle deck, near the chain lockers. 	The steward 
had that day let the fowls all out for an airing. 	This 
one had never before shown signs of despondency, and 
no reason for the rash act can be given. 	He had al- 
ways been well fed and in comfortable quarters. Shortly 
after dinner he had been seen at the knight's heads, 
gazing absently into the sea, when suddenly, uttering 
a loud cry, he flew overboard. 	No doubt he repented 
the rash act as soon as he felt the chill of the cold 
water; but his repentance came too late. 	The cap- 
tam 	got out his pistol and was going to shoot him 
and end his misery, but before 'he was ready, the bird 
had passed too far astern. 	We all felt sorry for the 
poor thing, yet we could not refrain from laughing 
while watching the maneuvers of the sea-birds. 	No 
sooner did they spy old chanticleer, than down beside 
him they all huddled, round and round in circles, the 
large birds inside, the gulls outside. 	After a little, a 
huge captain, as a white albatross is called, approached 
the rooster, and bobbing his head rapidly and repeat-
edly, seemed to be interviewing him, whilethegulls and 
other birds drew closer, as though to listen to what 
was said. 	I hope the poor thing drowned quickly. 
No doubt the sea birds tore him to pieces as soon as 
he began to sink. It seemed hard to leave "old Tom" 
to his fate. 

About 6:30 P. M. of the same day we heard for the 
first time on this passage, the welcomecry, " Sail, ho I" 

passed a large ship bound for some port on the 
coast of South America.  

At 11:30 A. M. the man at the wheel sang out, 
"Land, ho I on the starboard bow," and the north 
islands of Ramarez could be dimly discerned in the 
distance,—very faintly, as the weather was thick, 

frequent rain squalls. 

noon a bark was sighted on our port bow, 
with us, but under close-reefed top-sails. 	By 

three o'clock we had left her away astern, as we car-
ried all sail up to two o'clock, when a single reef was 
put in the mainsail; at sundown the topgallant was 
in. 	The way we " lugged " sail that day was some- 
thing frightful to look back upon. 	The captain told 
me that he had seldom abused a vessel so badly be-
fore, but he was anxious to pass the " Horn " before 

The sea was simply immense; no conception 
of it could be formed by any combination of words. 
Our vessel, large as she was, would be way down, masts 
and all, below the level of the waves, as she sank into 
the trough of the sea..h 	Terrible rain, snow, and hail 
squalls squalls came every half hour, and burst upon us with 
shrieks like the yells of a horde of maniacs; while the 
sea broke over the brig from all directions as she lay 
down, rails under, the spars buckling to the strain, 
making the brig tremble and quiver, as she dipped her 
bow to the huge seas. - 

By two o'clock we were abreast the two north clue-
of the Ramarez, and at half past five had passed 

the "Horn." Cape Horn is the southern extremity of 
Terra del Fuego, or " the Land of Fire," so called 
from the fact that, pass it during the day or night, 
one will see smoke in the day time and flame at night, 
in every direction, from the countless fires built by the 
natives. 

The Hermite, or Cape Horn islands constitute the 
archipelago that forms the southern extremity of 
South America. 	They consist of one large island, 
four others of moderate size, and numerous smaller 
islands and rocks. The shores are intersected by deep, 
narrow arms of the sea, on the sides of which rise the 
mountains, the summits for the greater part of the  
year covered with snow, while their steep and rocky  
declivities are partially overgrown with evergreens. 
Down these declivities swarm the natives at the ap-
proach of vessels, and seek by false fires and signals 
to mislead captains and cause wrecks, hoping to feed 
upon the lifeless bodies afterwards cast upon the rocks. 
The natives are low in stature, and live in a filthy, 
barbarous condition, having no other covering than 
satrap of green hide which is tied to their waists. They 
have no government, and the neighboring tribes, who 
speak different dialects, are almost always hostile. 
They are cannibals, and they never cultivate the soil, 
occupying only the shore, and living chiefly on such 
shell fish as they find among the rocks on the beach. 
When, as sometimes happens, heavy, continuous 
rains put out their fires, they do not know how to re-
kindle them, but assemble in a mass, and rash on the 
camp of some neighboring tribe and steal their camp-
fires, with which they return and rekindle their own. 

w. S. C. 

LIFE'S SUNNY SIDE. 

sHOOSE for thy daily walk 

'r Life's sunny side, 
So shall all peace and joy 

With thee abide. 

If shadows o'er thee fall. 

Faith still can see 

The Father's smile through all— 
Sunshine to thee! 

Then always look above, 

teer betide,  ' Wha and 
with heart of love, And choose western 

Life's sunny side.• 

—companion' 

For the Instructor. 

AN OLD ROMAN CITY. 

NIMES, in France, is such a very ancient city, having 
had an existence since the days of Christ, that I thought 
the readers of the INSTRUCTOR might be interested to 
learn something regarding it. 	There is nothing about 
the town itself that is especially interesting, unless it 
lies in the venerable appearance of the city and its nar- 
row, crooked streets; but its varied history and the 
ruins it contains of by-gone centuries attract many 
tourists within its precincts. 	The city contains nearly 
one hundred thousand inhabitants, of whom one-fourth 
are Protestants, and the rest Catholics. 	The build- 

The country around is comparatively level. No tim- 
ber is visible, but olive orchards are numerous. 	The 
city is partially supplied with water from a large 
spring. 	The water is soft and comparatively pure, 
and it bubbles up from a distance of forty-five feet be- 
low the surface of the earth. When it rains, the stream 
increases according to the amount that falls. 	The 

to form an island, on which grow trees and shrubbery. 
The spring is about seventy-five feet square, and is 
walled with cut stone, the foundation of which was elsewhere, 
placed there by the Romans. 	The water is conducted 
through the city by two walls, there forming a stream 

enough to run a small mill. 	Across this stream 
are many stone bridges. This spring was a famous re- 
sort for the Romans, and stone baths are yet in axis- 
tence, where they enjoyed a bath in its soft water. 	It 
is still a popular resort for the citizens, who spend 
their leisure hours under the shady elm and cotton- 

Near the spring is an old temple of Diana, built long 
before the first advent of our Saviour. 	The roof was 
partially demolished by the Turks in the eighth cent- 
ury, when they made their successful raid through 
Europe, demolishing cities and tearing down idols. 
There are near this temple numerous ruins, indicating 
that this was once an important place for idol wor- 
ship. In this temple are manygods and images. Near 
the building is a marble statue of the goddess Diana, 
a piece of workmanship that shows how skilled the 
Romans werein the art of sculpture. 	It is still in good 
preservation. 

About one-fourth of a mile above the temple, on an 
elevated spot, stands a tower said to be built in honor 
of Hercules, and it bears the name of Babel. 	It is said 
to be the oldest structure in Nimes. 	It is two hundred 
and eighty-five feet in circumference, and it is nearly 
one hundred feet high, half its original height. 'There 
are winding stairs in the center, with one hundred and 
thirty stone steps. 	From its top an excellent view of 
the surrounding country can be obtained,, and on a 
clear day you can see the Mediterranean Sea, twenty 
miles distant. 	From this tower the Romans used to 
signal to the surrounding country. 

In the center of Nimes stands an immense arena. Its 
walls are seventy-five feet in height, and sixty feet 
thick at its base. 	It has two stories, with sixty open- 
ings in each story. 	There is one entrance, built of, 
stone. There are catacombs underneath and in the 
walls. 	In these places of refuge the Turks once hid in 
the eighth century; but a French king burnt fagots 
to smoke them out, and many of the unfortunate men 
who had invaded the land thus lost their lives. 	The 
walls are still blackened by the effects of that fire. 

This structure will seat seventeen thousand' persons, 

ings are of stone, and are roofed with tile or slate. with 
The streets are paved with round stones, and the About 
teams make a great noise in passing over them. going 

water passes away in two directions, and then unites dark. 

wood
s. 
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OUTRAGES UPON OLD PEOPLE. 

RESPECT for gray hairs is a sentiment which so har-
monizes with the virtuous instincts of human nature, 
that it has been inculcated by every moralist and en- 
joined by almost every religion, 	Yet there are rough 
boys and thoughtless girls among us who see noth- 
ing in old age, except its want of power to defend it- 
self against outrage. 

Within sight of the window at which these lines are 
written lives an old man, who, in his life of eighty-eight 
years, has wronged no one, has benefited many, has 
reared sons and daughters, has faithfully done his 
part as man, citizen, and neighbor, until now, his 
work being finished, his children married and settled 

he lives almost alone in his old, old house, 
awaiting'  te end. 

Because he is old and cannot run or strike, rude, ill 
taught boys steal his fruit before his eyes, overrun 
his fields, pull the rails off his fences, throw down 
stones from his walls, and thus make bitter to him 
many o' his days and evenings, which ought to be 
happy and serene. 	He dares not complain for fear 
of provoking the young savages to worse outrage 

An event occurred in New Jersey not long ago which 
brings to mind the case of this good old man. 	At 
North Bergen, in that State, lives Jacob Lambers, 
who is described as "a crusty old farmer." 	

His  

orchard is near a silk-mill, in which are employed a 
number of girls, who like to get apples for nothing, 
and who "have been making the old man's life a bur- 
then to him by stealing his fruit and jeering at him." 

He remonstrated, threatened, and pursued, but as 
the girls ran faster than he could, they only stole and 
jeered the more. 	He showed them an old gun, and 
threatened to "pepper them with buck-shot." 	They 
laughed at his threats. 	At length, he fired both bar- 
rely at a riotous crowd of girls, and one of them fell 
bleeding to the ground, with so many buck-shot in 
her body that it took the doctor two hours to cut 
them out, and she came near dying of the shock and 
pain. 

That this act on the part of the " crusty old farmer " 
was wicked and cruel, no one will deny; lie confessed 
as much himself by running away from the quest of 
the police. 	But what can be said of the provocation 
but that it was impious and shameful? 	The girls 
violated laws which have the sanction of all the ages, 
and of every virtuous mind that exists. 

We strongly advise our young readers not to stand 
by in silence when they see an aged person treated 
with disrespect. 	Boys are terribly afraid of boys, 
and girls of girls. 	Some who care little for the pub- 
lit opinion of their school, care very much for the pub- 
lie opinion of their street. 	The other day, a boy not 
more than nine years of age put a stop to the ill- 
treatement of a crazy old woman by a crowd of boys. 
He simply said, "It's mean to treat her so." 	The 
boys felt that it was mean, and one by one desisted.— 
Youth's Companion. 

To rule one's anger is well; to prevent it is better.—
Edwards. 
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FIRST SABBATH IN FEBUARY. 

PARABLES OF CHRIST. 

LESSON 18.-THE TEN VIRGINS. 

1. WERE the Scriptures originally written in chap-
ters and verses as we now have them?-They were 
not. 

2. Why were they so divided afterward?-For con-
venience of reference; that is, so that any passage 
could be easily found. 

3. Is there necessarily any change of subject in go-
ing from one chapter to the next ?-There is not. 

4. How should the Bible be read in this respect?-
We should read right on from one chapter to another, 
just as we would from one verse to anotherin thesame 
chapter. 

5. Of what had the Saviour been talking all 
through the twenty-fourth chapter of Matthew?-
Of the time of the end. 

6. With what word does the twenty-fifth chapter 
begin? 

7. To what period of time would this naturally 
refer?-To the period just before the mind in the pre-
ceding chapter.-the time of the end. 

8. What do we mean by "the time of the end " ?-
The years just preceding the second coming of Christ. 

9. What work is going on in heaven at that time? 
-The cleansing of the sanctuary; or in other words, 
the work of the Investigative Judgment. 

10. What is going on upon the earth at the same 
time?-The work of warning the world, and prepar-
ing the people of God for the coming of the Son of 
man in the clouds of heaven. 

11. How is this work represented in the fourteenth 
chapter of Revelation?-By three successive messages 
of warning. 

12. How is the same work represented in Luke 14: 
15-24? 

13. How is it represented in the first thirteen verses 
of the twenty-fifth chapter of Matthew?-By the par-
able of the ten virgins. 

14. What did these virgins do? Matt. 25:1. 
15. Into what classes were they divided? Verse 2. 
16. What did each class do? Verses 3, 4. 
17. During what period did they all take their rest? 

Verse 5. 
18. What is typified by the going forth of all the 

virgins to meet their bridegroom, as represented in 
verse 1 ?-The giving of the first message. 

19. What was proclaimed in that message? Rev. 
14:7; 10:6. 

20. What is meant by the tarrying of the bridegroom 
spoken of in Matt. 25 : 5 ?-That he did not come when 
expected in April 1843. 

21. What is meant by the slumbering, or resting, 
period spoken of in the same verse?-The period of 
inactivity that followed the disappointment. 

22. According to the parable, what was to take place 
at midnight? Matt. 25 : 6. 

23. What does this midnight cry represent?-The 
second message. 

24. What was proclaimed in that message? Rev. 
14 : 8. 

25. What did the virgins all do when the midnight 
cry was given? Matt. 25:7. 

26. In what carelessness had the foolish virgins in-
dulged ? Verse 8. 

27. What is meant by letting their lamps go out? 
-They had neglected to practice the graces of faith, 
love, and good works, and so the Spirit of God had 
ceased to enlighten their hearts. 

28. What answer did they receive when they tried 
to borrow? Verse 9. 

29. What took place while they went to buy oil to 
fill their lamps? Verse 10. 

30. What is meant by the coming of the bridegroom 
spoken of in this verse?-The coming of Christ to his 
Father to receive the capital of his kingdom,-the 
New Jerusalem, called in Rev. 21:2, 9, "the bride, the 
Lamb's wife." 

31. How is this ceremony described in prophecy? 
Dan. 7:13, 14. 

32. What is meant by the shutting of the door?-
When Christ, after finishing his work as priest in the 
most holy place, receives from his father his kingdom, 
his work as High Priest and Advocate is finished, and 
those who have not secured salvation will be forever 
shut out of the kingdom. 

33. In the parable what does our Lord say to those 
who tried to enter after the door was shut? Matt. 
25:11, 12. 

34. What further proof have we that our Lord was 

still on the same subject that he was discussing in Matt. 
24? Compare Matt. 25 : 13 with 24 : 42. 

NOTE. 
Tilt parable of the ten virgins illustrates the exper-

ience of the church in the closing movement relative 
to the second coming of Christ, commencing with the 
work about 1840. 

The tarrying time was between the first passing of 
the time in the spring of 1844 and the true ending of 
the days in the autumn of that year. Midway be-
tween these two points, the midnight cry of the par-
able was given, when men in different parts of the 
land, simultaneously, and without a knowledge of 
each other's views or movements, started out as by 
a common impulse, and raised the cry, Behold the 
Bridegroom cornett' Light on the true ending of 
the days and the sanctuary question came forth at 
the same time, and gave the movement its power. 
Then was fulfilled verse 8. The foolish said to the 
wise, Give us of your oil. They were told to go to 
the Lord for themselves. 

The coming of the Bridegroom represents the com-
ing of Christ, not to this earth, but to the marriage 
which takes place at the close of Christ's work as 
priest, and before he comes to this earth. He came 
to the marriage before he entered the most holy apart-
ment of the heavenly sanctuary at the close of the 
2300 days in 1844. See Dan 7:13, 14. 

They that were ready went in with him to the mar-
riage. The Investigative Judgment decides who are 
ready, and this going in consequently does not take 
place till the close of that work. Then the door is 
shut; that is, probation ends. Then the foolish vir-
gins come saying, " Open unto us," but are rejected. 
The solemn and important period in the parable is 
that which determines who are ready to go in with 
Christ into the marriage; and in that period we are 
now living. 

• •••••• 

THE ATLANTIC OCEAN BED. 
HAvE you not sometimes wished you could look 

into the great ocean bed, and see all the wonderful 
things there hidden? That you can never do; but 
man, by exploring some portions of it, has revealed 
many interesting facts of this great cavern, which we 
may all know by reading the record of his discoveries. 
Not the least of these is what the bed 'of the great 
ocean is made of. On this subject a correspondent of 
Public Opinion (London), gives the results of several 
soundings made at various times, which are as fol- 
lows 

"In 1853 Lieutenant Brookes sounded between 
Newfoundland and the Azores, and brought up some 
of the deep-sea mud by the aid of a special sounding 
apparatus, and microscopists found this mud to be 
composed almost entirely of globigerinte, and very 
similar to those occurring in the chalk. 

" Again, when the enterprise of laying a cable be-
tween Ireland and the United States•was first under-
taken, it became a matter of immense importance to 
know not only the depth of the sea through the whole 
line along which the cable was to be laid, but the ex-
act nature of the bottom, to guard against thechances 
of cutting and fraying the strands of that costlyrope. 
The ocean, for the whole length along which the cable 
was to be laid, was sounded, and specimens brought 
up from the bottom and examined. As a result of 
these operations, we know the contours and the nat-
ure of the surface soil covered by the North Atlantic 
for a distance of seventeen hundred miles from east to 
west as well as we know any part of the dry land. It 
is a prodigious plain, one of the widest and most even 
plains in the world-a very fortunate thing for the 
cable. 

"If the sea was drained off, a wagon might be driven 
all the way from Valentia, on the west coast of Ireland, 
to Trinity Bay, Newfoundland, and except upon one 
sharp incline, about two hundred miles from Valentia, 
it would not even be necessary to put the skid on, so 
gentle are the ascents and descents along that long 
route. From Valentia the road would run down hill 
for 200 miles. Then would come the central plain, 
1000 miles or so wide, the inequalities of surface of 
which would hardly be perceptible, although the depth 
varies from 10,000 feet to 15,000 feet, and there are 
places in which Mont Blanc might be sunk without 
showing its peak above water. Beyond this the as-
cent on the American side begins, and gradually rises 
to the Newfoundland shore. 

Almost the whole of the bottom of the central plain, 
which extends many hundreds of miles north and 
south, is covered by a fine mud, which, when brought 
to the surface, dries into a grayish-white, friable pow-
der, very much like soft, grayish chalk, and, examined 
chemically, it is composed almost wholly of carbonate 
of lime. Examined under the microscope,, we find it 
to consist, in great measure, of globigerinin shells. 
So that the deep-sea mud is substantially `chalk.' 

These globigerinze have been the shells of a very 
low organism. The animal is, in fact, a mere particle 
of living jelly, without defined parts of any kind, with- 

out mouth, nerves, muscles, or distinct organs. Yet 
this formless particle is capable of feeding. growing, 
and multiplying, and of separating the carbonate of 
lime which is dissolved in sea-water. Here and there 
this hardened mud reveals the remains of higher an-
imals, which have lived and died and left their hard 
parts in the mud, just as oysters die and leave their 
shells behind them in the mud of the present seas. We 
find in the chalk remains of shell-fish, sea-urchins, and 
star-fishes. More than three thousand different spe-
cies of aquatic animals have been found in the chalk, 
some very rare, others very common." 

CORK. 
PRE substance that we call cork, which is used so 

commonly for stoppers to bottles, etc., is the soft. 
elastic bark of the cork-oak, a tree which grows in sev-
eral European countries, but most ex tensivetv,in Spain 
and Portugal. To remove the bark, incisions are 
made in it both crosswise and perpendicularly, when 
great slabs are stripped off quite easily. Beginning 
when the tree is about fifteen years old, it can be thus 
skinned as often as once in eight or ten years without 
injury, the trees afterward living, it is said, 150 years. 

The next process is to "soak the bark in water, press 
it under heavy weights, dry it before a fire, and then 
pack it in bales for shipment." It is estimated that 
$1,000,000 worth of the raw bark is shipped to this 
country every year. 

The work of cutting and rounding the corks was for-
merly done by hand, but Americans have invented a 
machine by which twenty times as much work can be 
done as by the old process, although the hand-made 
corks are the nicest. They are made in "thousands 
of sizes and grades, from the size of a pin head up to 
four centimeters in diameter. It is said that no fewer 
than 600 grades are kept in stock. 

Cork is employed in various ways. On account of 
its buoyancy in the water, it is used in the construc-
tion of life-boats, also in the manufacture of life-pre-
servers and cork jackets. Formerly the refuse was 
burned, but now nothing is wasted. Some one has 
said, "In a granulated state, it is used as roof-pack-
ing. The heat cannot get through thecork protector. 
The palace car builders use it to pack under the floors 
of their cars to deaden the sound, and under the roof 
to keep the heat out. The finest of the refuse is used 
by picture-frame makers in decorations. They sprinkle 
it on their bronzed or japanned frames; the large 
models, in the shape of pictures, are madefrom it when 
pressed like papier mache." Granulated cork costs 
only two cents per pound, and is used quiteextensively 
in packing choice commodities. 

CURIOUS GROWTH OF TREES. 
Tim Popular Science Monthly gives it as a peculiar-

ity of the growth of trees that they they "try to grow 
around and envelop with their bark any object against 
which they may grow. A nail or coin, if driven a lit-
tle way into a tree, is in a year or two completely cov-
ered up; and sawyers often find such objects in logs 
while cutting them into planks. A few years ago, while 
cutting down an old apple tree which stood on the 
boundary of a city house lot, we found a fence post 
directly in the center of the trunk, in perfect preserva-
tion. The tree, when a young sapling, had evidently 
been set out close to the post, and had grown around 
it until it was too late to remove it without destroy-
ing the tree; so, when the old fence was removed, the 
tree was left in undisturbed possession of its strangely 
acquired property, till forced to give it up to the ax 
of the wood-cutter. 

"A similar occurrence is illustrated in which an oak 
and a juniper tree have grown together in two differ-
ent places. The trees are situated in Russia, and the 
manner of their growth is very peculiar. The first 
junction is a few feet above the ground, and a little 
higher up the two trees unite again; and so closely 
are they blended, that certain of the branches of the 
juniper have passed entirely through the trunk of the 
oak, firmly riveting the trees together. As the species 
of oak and juniper are so distinct from each other, it 
is impossible that the joining of the trees could be due 
to any process of natural grafting; but it is probable 
that the two trees, growing so near together, have 
tried to mutually take in' each other, just as the 
apple tree above referred to enveloped the fence post. 
Similar growths are not uncommon, and doubtless 
some of our readers may have observed equally curi-
ous freaks of nature in the woods of this country." 

HARD TO PRONOUNCE. 

Fr is said that the longest word in the Welsh lan-
guage is Llanfairpwilgwngyllgertrobgllgerchwyrnbyll-
gogerbwllzanttvsiliogogogoch. This awful word of 
seventy letters and twenty-two syllables, the name of 
a village in Wales, constituted the subject of a lecture, 
given by the Rev. J. King, M. A., at the museum, Ber-
wick, England, in which he showed that it means-
"St. Mary's white hazelpool, near the turning-pool, 
near the whirlpool, very near the pool by Llantsilio 
fronting the rocky islet of Gogo." 

It is to be hoped that thisis the longest Welsh word, 
for if there be any longer we pity the poor Welshman 
who is obliged to pronounce it. We dare say, how-
ever, that no Welshman will ask for our pity; for the 
Welsh are proud of their language, as they have reason 
to be. Their language seems hard to us, but it is very 
rich, and has enabled some of the greatest orators in 
the world to express their burning thoughts.-S. S. 
Classmate. 

014/C Sava.? - 
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OLD KING WINTER'S SONG. 

0)H, I am the friend of the boys and girls! 
I am the fellow they love 

When there's plenty of frost on the earth below, 
And plenty of sunshine above. 

To me they look for the frozen pond, 
An ready for skate and slide; 

To me they turn with their sleds so swift 
For a coasting hill so wide. 

There is snow for the sleigh-rides far and near, 
And the bells are ringing a chime 

Of the merriest music in all the world, 
As a tribute to winter-time. 

If I kiss the cheeks of the lasses so 
That they tingle awhile, what then? 

I must have my share of the fun before 
The summer shall come again. 

I deck the trees with a fringe so bright 
That they glisten in sun or shade; 

And I scatter my snowflakes in the air 
Till they fill each valley and glade; 

And, climbing up to the mountain-top, 
Each shrub and tree I crown, 

And I spread the whitest of covers o'er 
The ground so barren and brown. 

I'm hoary-headed and old. I know, 
But the boys won't care for that; 

They're bound to welcome the Jolly old King 
Who wears the snow-brimmed hat. 

For I am the friend of the young and strong, 
And a merry old soul am I 

When there's plenty of snow on the frozen ground, 
And over it all blue sky 

—Selected. 

THE SUNSHINE OVERHEAD. 

LITTLE Alice lay curled up ill a heap under the 
peach tree in the orchard, with her head buried in her 
arms. 

" What are the clouds in my little girl's sky to-day ? " 
asked Aunt Sue, coming up behind her, and stroking 
the curly head. 

"I know I'm very foolish, Aunt Sue," sobbed Alice; 
"but I never saw any peaches growing in my life be-
fore I came here, and I've been watching them all sum-
mer. There were only six on the tree, and grandpa 
said I might have half of them when they were ripe. 
I thought it would be such fun to pick them all my-
self; and I was going to have a dolls' tea-party this 
afternoon, and had asked some of the girls to come." 

" Well, and what is there in all this to cry about?" 
" Why, grandpa forgot he promised me half, and has 

gone and given them all to Cousin Maude. I met her 
just as I was coming in, and she had a big basket full, 
and was eating one of the peaches; and I heard her 
tell some one she got them in grandpa's orchard. I 
was so disappointed I just had to sit right down and 
cry. I wouldn't care so much, only Cousin Maude gets 
all the good things." 

" Well, and what is Alice going to do about it,—sit 
here and cry under her little cloud, or look up and see 

' if she can't see some sunshine somewhere? How would 
some of those big rosy apples do for the tea-party?" 

"They would be nice, wouldn't they?" and Alice 
dried her eyes. "And I could have lots of them." 

"And what do you think Maude's little sick sister will 
say when she sees the basket of peaches ?" 

"Oh, she'll be delighted! I'm glad to have Lousie 
have some, she has so little to make her happy. I 

didn't think of that." 
"Now the sun is beginning to come out. Did you 

know, my dear, that young people often hide their 
faces in the shadows, and think 't is raining, when 
there's plenty of sunshine overhead? Just look up 
and see." 

Alice raised her eyes involuntarily, and there, just 
over her head, hung three great peaches. 

"Why, Aunt Sue!" she cried. "How did they get 
there?" 

"They have been there all the time, my dear, only 
you wouldn't look up to see them. Grandpa told 
Maude to leave half of them for you, and her basket 

was filled with apples, not 
peaches. I didn't tell you 
before, because' I wanted 
you to learn a little lesson. 
You remember it some 
time, when everything 
seems to be dark,—that 
there may be some golden 
blessings hanging, like the 
three peaches, just over 
yourhead. But you never 
will see them until you look 
up into the sunshine."—S. 
S. Times. 

BUDS IN . THEIR WINTER OVERCOATS. 

WHAT a cold day it is! We must wrap up warmly 
if we go out-of-doors to-day. Even the trees, bare as 
they look, have put winter jackets on their buds—the 
buds which next spring will open and dress the trees in 
green. 

Just look at this big bud at the end of a horse-
chestnut twig. You see that the outside is shiny and 
very sticky, so that it sheds the rain from its surface, 
and forms a rubbercoat for the bud, which keeps the 
leaves inside dry and comfortable. Now, we will take 
off these outer leaves or scales, and notice, as we do 
so, that t hey are put on like shingles on a roof, so that 
the cracks between the inner leaves are covered by the 
outer ones. Within, we find more leaves, but these are 
soft. and white, packed quite closely together, and all 
covered with down. 

If we look still farther in, we may find a pyramid of 
little white balls, which, when the warm spring sun 
shines on them, will grow and blossom out into the 
beautiful spikes of flowers which make our horse-chest-
nut trees in bloom look like Christmas trees covered 
with lighted candles. So now you see what a fine win-
ter overcoat this bud has—waterproof outside, with a 
lining of down. 

You may open many other buds, and you will find 
that they are all prepared to face the cold winter 
winds, and that they need not be afraid of Jack 
Frost, even when he puts on his most nipping air.—
Little Unity. 

NOTHING FINISHED. 

I ONCE had the curiosity to look into a little girl's 
work-box. And what do you suppose I found? Well, 
in the first place, I found a "bead-purse," about half 
done; there was, however, no prospect of its ever be-
ing finished, for the needles were out, and the silk upon 
the spools all tangled and drawn into a complete 
snarl. 

Laying this aside, I took up a nice piece of perforated 
paper, upon which was wrought one lid of a Bible, and 
beneath it the words, "I love:" but what she loved 
was left for me to guess. 

Beneath the Bible lid I found a sock, evidently com-
menced for some baby-foot; but it had come to a stand 
just upon the little heel, and there it seemed doomed 
to remain. Near the sock was a needle-book, one 
cover of which was neatly made, and upon the other, 
partly finished, was marked, "To my dear." 

I need not, however, tell you all that I found then; 
but this much I can say, that during my travels through 
that work-box I did not find a single article complete; 
and mute as they were, these half-finished, forsaken 
things told me a sad story about that little girl. 

They told me that, with a heart full of generous af-
fection, with a head full of useful and pretty projects, 
all of which she had both the means and the skill to 
carry into effect, she was still a useless child—always 
doing, but never accomplishing her work. It was not 
a want of industry, but a want of perseverance. Re-
member my dear little friends, that it matters but lit-
tle what great thing we undertake. Our glory is not 
in that, but in what we accomplish. Nobody in the 
world cares for what we mean to do; but everybody 
will open their eyes by and by to see what men, and 
women, and little children have done.—Children's 
Friend. 

READY BEFOREHAND. 

"WHAT are you doing now? I never saw a girl before 
thatwah• always finding something to do ! " 

"I'm only going to sew a button on my glove." 
" Why, you are not going out, are you?" 
"Oh, no. I only like to get things ready before-

hand; that's all." 
And this little thing that had been persisted in by 

Rose Hammond until it had become a fixed habit, 
saved her more trouble than she herself ever had any 
idea of ; more time, too. Ready beforehand—try it. 

As surely as you do, faithfully, you will never give 
it up for the slip-shod, time-enough-when-it's-wanted 
way of doing.—Young Christian. 

Nettez Vublet. 
^.40, •t.••• 

HIRAM WATERS writes an interesting letter from 
Newaygo Co., Mich. He says: " I am the eight-year-
old boy that wrote you last winter, and promised to 
write again. There have been so many letters on hand 
I thought I would wait awhile. When I wrote last, 
the snow was deep. Since then the bright summer has 
passed, and winter has come again. I did not raise 
many chickens this year, for the wild animals caught 
almost all of them. My brother caught one mink. 
He saw the mink playing in the creek that runs through 
the barn-yard, when he called my other brother, and 
they two caught and killed him. We have -his hide 
stretched on a board. We have a nice calf, which we 
call Ben. Franklin, in honor of the great philosopher. 
We have one very large rooster, and pa has named 
him Grover Cleveland. We keep the ponies yet, and 
go to meeting almost every Sabbath. I am now in 
Book No. 4. My class get two lessons a week. My 
lesson this week is on the Miracles of Elisha. I think 
it is very interesting. My little niece, Ella, that I 
spoke of, has a little dog named Fido. He is not 
much larger than the cat, and the cat makes him mind 
her. My pa and brothers have been skidding logs, and 
last week the scaler came to measure them. I took 
my little ax on my shoulder, and went to the woods 
with them to see them scale the logs. The scaler has 
a long wooden rule marked off into inches, which he 
places across the end of the logs, and marks the num-
ber of inches. By this he can tell the number of 
feet of boards that the log will make. Then my pa 
makes a funny stamp on the logs by striking the end 
of them with a heavy iron hammer. Afterward he 
will draw them to the river, and plunge them down 
the bank into the water. The place where he throws 
them in is called a roll-way. It is about two hundred 
feet from the top of the bank down to the water. It 
is fun to see them go down. The logs are made from 
evergreen trees called hemlocks. There are great for-
ests of them here. The logs are all peeled, and the 
bark is drawn to town and sold to the tanner to be 
used in making leather. Probably many of you are 
well acquainted with this kind of work, and timber, 
but some are not. There are many more things I 
would like to tell you about, but my letter is long 
now. I want to be a good boy, and meet you all 
some day on the earth made new. Please pray for 
your little friend." 

Hiram did not promise to write another letter, as-
he did last year, but the Budget will be glad to re-
ceive other letters from him. 

We have another letter from ELMER H. LEDINGHAM. 
This time he writes: "I am in my twelfth year. I have 
two chickens, and they are bantams, and are speckled. 
I have a dog and kitty. My mother is going to give 
me a ben to set next summer if I am a good boy, and 
nothing happens. I go to Sabbath-school and day 
school. I read in the third reader, and at Sabbath-
school I am in Book No. 2. I have two brothers and 
they are named Martie and Joie, but I don't know 
where they are, as we are all adopted children. My 
dog is named Jim Blaine, and I used to live in Boston. 
Good by." 

If you earn the hen by being a good boy, Elmer, 
and the hen should set, and hatch a brood of chick- 
ens, and they all grew to full size, what then? Elmer 
lives in Battle Creek now. 

ALLAN Woon, of St. Clair Co., Mo., writes: "I lack 
a few days of being five years old. I am living with 
my grandma. I am not old enough to write, but 
auntie is writing this for me. We have Sabbath-
school in our house. I study in Book No. I. Grandma 
told me who Santa Claus is, and I hope he will bring 
me a story book for a Christmas present. I have a 
little toy gun, but grandma told me it wasn't real 
nice; so I am going to sell it as soon as I can, and put 
what I get for it into the foreign mission. This is my 
first letter, and I hope it will be prifited. I am trying 
to be a good boy, so I can meet you all in the earth 
made new." 

Glad of your letter, Allan, and to know that you at-
tend Sabbath-school, and are trying to be a good 
boy. Be real good to grandma and auntie, who do 
so much for you. 
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