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A SONG OF SEVEN. 

NOU hells in the steeple, ring, ring out your changes, 
How many soever they be, 

And let the brown meadow-lark's note as he ranges 
Come over, come over to me. 

Yet birds' clearest carol by fall or by swelling 
No magical sense conveys, 

And hells have forgotten their old art of telling 
The fortune of fttbure days. 

"Turn again, turn again," once they rang cheerily, 
While a boy listened alone; 

Made his heart yearn again, musing sc wearily 
All by himself on a stone. 

Poor bells! I forgive you, your good days are over. 
And mine, they are yet to he; 

No listening, no longing shall aught, aught discover, 
You leave the story to me. 

The foxglove shoots out of the green matted heather. 
Preparing ber hoodk of snow; 

She was idle and slept till the sunshiny weather: 
0, children take long to grow. 

I wish and I wish that the spring would go faster, 
N.r long summer bide so late: 

And I could grow on like the foxglove and aster, 
For some things are ill to wait. 

I wait for the day when dear hearts shall discover, 
While dear bands are laid on my heal: 

"The child is a woman, the book may close over, 
For all the lessons are said." 

I wait for my story—the birds cannot slug it, 
Not one as he sits on the tree; 

The bells cannot ring It, but long years, 0 bring. it I 
Such as I wish It to be. 

Ingelow. 

HOUR BY HOUR. 
"THAT 'Sjust what would 

help me out, I do believe," said 
Rachel to herself, folding up 
the Sabbath-school paper she 
was reading and laying item 
fully in her drawer. Then she 
sat thinking for awhile with a 
look on her face which told of 
too much care and worry for 
a girl of fourteen. 

"Yes, if 1 could only try it 
mid stick to it. But the boys 
are so teasing, and mother so 
hard to get along with, and 
there's so much to do—oh 
dear!" 

With a sigh of weariness she 
took the paper out and read 
itoveragain. "It is only one 
hour at a time. Any one can 
bear a thing for one hour, you 
know. And the Master has 
promised strength for every 
hour as it comes." 

"One hour at a time," said 
Rachel. "Yes, I s'pose folks 
can stand it that way. And 
with the help, too I—I mean to try it in the morning. 
I'll see how it helps with the work. And try how 
many hours I can get through without a single cross 
word to the boys or any one else." 

And with a very earnest prayer to the One to whom 
prayer is never sent in vain, Rachel put out her tallow 
candle, and very soon closed her eyes in sleep. 

"Rachel! Rachel!" 
A fretful voice breaking in upon sound sleep was the 

next thing she knew. 
"Yes—I'm coming," she cried, springing up. 

"Do hurry, the'''. The. fire s out, so you'll. have to 
get some kindling." 

"Yes," said Rachel again, and the fretful voice was 
• heard calling up the boys, who made fretful answers. 

Every one in the house had a fretful voice. Father 
fretted when he came hcime, because he always found 
others fretting. Mother (she was Rachel's step-
mother) fretted because; poor soul, no one had ever 
shown her how to bear life's heavy burdens in any 
other spirit. Rachel fretted because she had a great 
deal of hard work to do. and lit-
tle kindness or enco;:mgement to 
help her in doing it. The children 
all fretted because the older ones 
fretted. 

Racliel snatched a moment in 
which to lay her paper before her 
as she quickly dressed herself, and 
managed to take in a few of its 
words of good cheer; and then, 
with a •prayer, she hastened down 
with ears less quick to hear sounds 
of offense, and lips less ready to 
add their share to the general fret. 

Six o'clock. It was not an easy 
task to clean out from the stove 
the cinders and ashes which alone 
remained of the fire, Nor was it 
made any easier by the complaints 
of the two big boys wha soon came 
down, grumbling at the prospect 
of a late breakfast. 

" If you had got the kindling 
for Joe, it might have been earlier," 
was the reply that rose to Rachel's 

lips. But she kept it down, only saying: "I'll hurry 
all I can." 

And she brought ;such willing hands to it, that 
breakfast was on the table by the usual time. 

"The buckWheat cakes are heavy," grumbled Jack, 
"Yes, because the fire went out, and they didn't 

rise," said Rachel, chee:•:ly. "But never mind—I'll 
bring them to you hot, and you'll see they'll be good. 
I've made you a nice lot of gravy to put on them." 

Rachel waited on the others until father and the 
boys were really to go, then ran for the baby, whose 
cry was heard from the next roost. 

"Don't stop to tend to him now, Rachel," said her 
mother, fretfully, looking  out  of the window. " You'd 
best run and put the line out. It looks as if it would 
rain by-and-by, and we ought to get the wash out 
early." 

"Look here,!' said Jack, putting his head in the 
door again, "seems to me Rachel had better have a 
bit of breakfast herself. Can't some one bake some 
cakes for her?" 

It was such an unusual thing for Jack to brink of 
anybody but himself; that 
Rachel looked up in surprise, 
and gave him a smile which 
sent him off to his work with 
a warmer feeling in his heart 
titan often cane there. 

"It's because I didn't 
scold," she said to herself as 
Billy, one ofthe younger boys, 
said: "I'll bake them. It 
is n't school-time yet." 

"A. quarter to eight! Dear 
toe, my first hour was gone 
before I knew it, and another 
nearly gone! I really was too 
busy to notice the time," 

The next hour was a try-
ing one, for the washing uten-
sils had to be gathered for 
use. They were sure to be al-
ways out of place and out of 
order, and little Dick followed 
her everywhere, getting into 
her way and tumbling over 
everything which could be tum-
bled over. • 

"Why did n't you tell Jack 
to take that boiler to be 
mended?" said her mother. 
"And why .didn't you notice 
that the soap was so nearly 
gone?" 

"I'm sorry," said 'Rachel; 
"we'll do the best we can with 
the boiler, and I guess I can 
make the soap hold out." "I 
won't say a cross word until 
nine o'clock," she added to 
herself'. 

At nine she was bending over 
the tub, turning every fe w 
minutes to take Dick away 
'from some mime]] jot Iler 
mother was doing the other 
work, and fretting at every- 

trk 	thing she touched. The boiler 
leaked badly, and Dick was 
caught putting clothes-pins 
into the stove, "I declare, it's 
no use to try," said mother, 
giving Dick a slap and sinking 
into a chair. "If you looked 
after things a little better, 
Ita2hel, things would n't be 
halt' so bad." 

It was hard, after the efforts she had been making 
all the morning. But would she give up now? Into 
her mind came the words: "My grace is sufficient for 
thee." 

"She only said again: "I'm sorry, mother," and 
after slipping a lump of sugar into Dick's hand to 
quiet his sobs, she went on with the washing. It was 
.ca.sier when mother took the baby away to put hint 
to sleep—easier to work hard and look after Dick, 
than to hear constant fault-finding. - 

The hours went on. The leak in the boiler put the 
fire out, and kindling had to be brought to rebuild it. 
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Mother came back and fretted at everyl hing. Hour 
after hour Rachel watched the clock, and held bravely 
to her determination not to give way ill temper or 
discouragement. "It is only one hour at a time," she 
reflected. 

"The bread's all out," exclaimed her mother as the 
wearisome day drew to a close. " Not a bit for sup-
per—and who's to go for any, I'd like to know? The 
boys never come home till six." 

"Never mind," said Rachel. "Let tne bake some 
drop-cakes for supper. The boys'll like them, and 
then they'll be good natured, and father'll be pleased, 
and perhaps we'll all be pleasant. It's so nice to be 
kind and pleasant about the house, mother,".Rachel 
spoke in an appealing tone as .she looked into her 
face. 

That's what you've been trying all day, I guess," 
said her mother in a low tone., "Everybody's been 
cross and ugly to you, and you haven't said a cross 
word back. If the rest of us were more like you, 

would be better for us all. No, child, you're just 
ready to drop, and you shall not go to baking atter 
washing all day." 

But Rachel had her way, so glad in her very heart 
that her forbearance had been heeded, that further 
work seemed light. 

"Couldn't we all be kind if we tried, mother dear?" 
she ventured. 

"Perhaps so," said her mother with a disheartened 
look. "But the days are so long, and the work so 
ha rd"— 

" But it's only an hour at a time, mother. And 
when we ask him, Christ helps us through every mo-
ment." 

" If it's he that helps you, Rachel, I'd like such help. 
And I'll try for it, too."—Sydney Dayre. 

For the INSTRUCTOR. 

A VISIT TO MOUNT 1LAC GREGOR. 

You have doubtless heard of this inountainovhich 
several years ago suddenly grew into fame when our 
lamented General Grant sought its quiet, cooling 
shades in the hope of adding a few more days to his 
life. On its summit he fought the last of many bat-
tles, in Which Death was the conqueror, and the Gen-
eral the conquered. Perhaps but comparatively few 
of the readers have been permitted to visit it, and 
therefore a description may be interesting to many. 

Mount MacGregor is one of the peaks of the-Adiron-
dack Range, and is situated in a bend of the Hudson 
River, about ten miles north of the village of Saratoga 
Springs. It rises to a height of nearly 1,300 feet 
above the. level of the sea, and is one of the largest 
peaks of this range. The foot ascent is most delight-
ful. The pathway leading to the summit winds in and 
out among light and shade. 

If the visitor be a lover of geology, lie can satisfy 
himself to his heart's content, as he gazes upon the 
rocky strata piled one upon another all around him; 
and here may be found the Laurentian granite, gneiss, 
and syenite. But when the summit has at last been 
reached, one is held spell bound as he gazes upon the 
panorama spread out before him, while the cool, re-
freshing breezes sweep o'er his heated brow, the rustic 
seats scattered here and there inviting him to repose. 

The Eastern outlook presents an enchanting view; 
here the eye wanders over the broad, beautiful valley 
of the Hudson, and it the day be very clear, descries 
in the distance the Green Mountains of Vermont; 
while in another direction may be seen the monument 
of General Burgoyne, looming up in the village of 
Schuylerville. Doubtless many of our little readers 
now studying history can readily recall the General's 
campaign in 1777. 

Looking toward the west, we see two or three of the 
more westerly ranges of the Adirondacks; while qui-
etly nestling in the valley below are the beautiful vil-
lages of Greenfield and Corinth. 

As the visitor passes reverently through the Drexel 
Cottage, better known as General Grant's cottage, he 
feels as though he were indeed on sacred ground ; for 
at each step, some token with which our beloved hero 
was familiar greets his eye, and so natural does it all 
seem, that one feels that the touch of some master 
hand only is needed to cause these silent objects to 
tell again the story of the hero of Vicksburg and of 
Corinth, of Petersburg and of Richmond. 

If you have ascended the mountain on foot, you 
must, in order to complete your enjoytnent, descend 
by means of the great mountain railroad, which was 
finished sometimeago and opened to the public. This 
railroad is about 10% miles in length, and starting 
from North Broadway, Saratoga Springs, it follows 
the base of the mountain range to the summit of 
Mount MacGregor. The visitor is whirled rapidly 
down the mountain side, and covers the distance of 
1,800 feet in less time than it took him to ascend, 

while a feeling half of delight and half of fear takes 
possession of him. 

As he steps from the train at the station, and looks 
up at the mountains towering on all sides around 
him, so strong in their eternal calm, he recalls the 
sweet words of the poet, and inwardly exclaims, 
"Thanks be to God for the mountains." 

LAURA LA DUE. 

For the INSTRUCTOR. 

AN ACROSTIC. 

R-EMENIFIER to hallow the Sabbath day; 
E-arnest•ly seek to know the way. 
M-emorial of creation, blest; 
E-mblem of Jehovah's rest! 
M-emento of a finished plan; 
B-equeathed unto the creature, maul 
E-ternal land mark on the way! 
R-emember to keep the Sabbath day! 

T-each us, Lord, to do thy will; 
H-elp us, keep us from all III; 
E-ver with  us  bide! 

S-ave us by thy grace and might; 
A-id us strive to do the right ! 
B-e our shield when sins allure; 
B--e our stay and helper sure! 
A-ccept our efforts, Lord, we pray; 
T-ake thy Spirit not away; 
H-ear us, Lord, and save! 

D-angers lurk where'er we go! 
A-rm us. Lord, to meet the foe; 
Y-et with us abide! 

T-ake, 0 Lord, our helpless hand; 
0-wn us, Master, help us stand! 

Keep us in thy care to-day ;  
E-ver near thee bid  us stay! 
E-ver comfort, cheer, and guide; 
P-erils threaten on each side! 

I-  n thy strength we will rely, 
T-hough the ills come e'er so nigh! 

Help us, Lord, 0, be thou near; 
O-wn us  now, and quell each fear! 
L—ead us, till all ills are past: 
Y—ea, receive us each at last! 

M. B. DUFFIE. 

For the INSTRUCTOR. 

TCHOUNG-K0U0.—NO. 8. 

POVERTY IN CHINA. 

THE Chinese nation is one vast gambling house. 
Their games are numerous. They play principally 
with cards and dice, but they often play chess, 
draughts, and a game called tsei-mei. They delight 
to fight birds, and even crickets, grass-hoppers, etc., 
often pledging their homes, wives, and even the clothes 
on their backs, on the result of a combat between two 
crickets. Of all mournful facts concerning this won-
derful nation, this one seems to be the most unreason-
able and pitiful. In the northern provinces a common 
yet most pitiful sight is to see a gambler, after he has 
lost all his possess'ons, even to the greater part of his 
clothes, turned out in the cold to die. • He will rush 
about like a mud man, trying to keep from freezing, 
while his late companions stand about in high glee, 
betting on the length of time he .will survive. Often 
the poor wretch seeks to keep life'm him by crouching 
down by one of the outside chimneys, yet invariably 
he sinks benumbed and dies, when the gamblers return 
to their play. 

Nowhere in tl e world is pauperism so wide-spread, 
and begging reduced to so fine an art, as in China. 
It is no exaggeration to say that scores of paupers 
starve to death daily. They couch down at night 
about the courts or pagodas, or climb on the walls 
and build themselves little hoMes out of fragments of 
matting picked up in the roads. 

Although the Chinese are very fond of banding to-
gether into societies for all sorts of purposes, such a 
thing as a benevolent society is unknown. Feelings 
of charity for unfortunates never enter the hearts of 
this people. They bestow alms to rid themselves of 
importunities, but to love the poor, or to feel true 
pity for their misfortune, exceeds the capabilities of a 
Chinese; hence the only organization looking towards 
the poor as an object of solicitude is one that pro-
vides cheap coffins for the impecunious dead, and this 
organization owes its existence to a selfish-motive,—
that of trying to mitigate the wrath of the souls of 
the dead, who otherwise, it is supposed, would wreak 
vengeance upon the people if the body were left un-
buried. 

The poor, however, are banded together into a for-
midable army of mendicants, the terms of admission 
being simply the possession of some apparent de-
formity. They are formed into companies, regiments, 

and battalions, under a chief called the "king of beg-
gars;" the strangest part. of all being that the gov-
ernment recognizes him as.  such, and he is held respOn-
Bible for the acts of his subjects. On certain .days he 
is permitted by law to send his marauding bands 
broadcast over the land soliciting alMs. They de-
scend, frequently, upon some isolated village, like a 
swarm of bees, and sweep everything before them. 
At. such a time there is but one way of escape. The 
principal citizens meet the chief, and offer h -certain 
sum to induce him to retire from the neighborhood. 
If the amount is accepted, the army marches on: to 
some other point; if.rejected, everything portatile is 
stolen. 	 w. S. 0. 

FIX AN EYE ON HIM. 

"THAT young Brown has become a Christian, has 
he?" So said one business man to another. 

"Yes, I heard so." 
"Well, Pll have an eye on him, and see if he holds 

out. I want a trusty young man in my store. They 
are hard to find. If this is the real thing with him, he 
will be just the man I want. I've kept my eye on him 
ever since I heard of it. I'm watching him closely." 

So young Brown went in and out of the store, and 
up and down the street. He mixed with his old asso-
ciates, and all the time Mr. Todd had an eye on him. 
He watched how the young man bore the sneer of be-
ing "one of the saints;" if he stood ,up manfully for 
his new Master, and was not afraid to show his colors. 
Although Mr. Todd took rides, went to church, or did 
as he pleased on Sabbath, he was very glad to see 
that Brown rested on the Sabbath day, and hallowed 
it. 

Though the Wednesday eveningbell never drew the 
merchant to prayer meeting, he watched to see if 
Brown passed by. Sometimes he said, "Where are 
you going, Brown?" and always received the proMpt 
answer, "To prayer meeting." Brown's father and 
his teacher were both questioned as to how the lad 
was getting on. 

For a year or more Todd's eyes were on Brown. 
Then he said to himself, "He'll do. He is a real Chris-
tian. I can trust him. I can afford to pay him. He 
shall have a good place in my store." 

Thus, young Christians, (Alters watch to see if you 
are true. if you'll do for places of trust. The 
world has its cold, calculating eye on you, to see it' 
your religion is real, or if you are just ready to turn 
hack. The work is pleasant, and the pay good. Theiie 
places may be for you when, through His strength, you 
have proved yourself true. Fix an eye on Him, and 
he will keep you in the way.—( ongregationalist. 

ENERGY AND SELF HELP. 

RICHES and ease, it is perfectly clear, are not neces-
sary for man's highest culture, else had not the world 
been so largely indebted in all times to those who 
have 'sprung from the humbler ranks. An easy and 
luxurious existence does not train Men to make effort 
or encounter with difficulty; nor does it awaken that. 
conseiousnessof-pawer_which is so necessary for eller-
i,vetic and effective action in life. Indeed, so far from 
poverty's being a misfortune, it may, by vigorous sell' 
help, be converted even into a,. blessing: rousing at 
man to that struggle with the world. in which, t hough 
sonic may purchase ease by degradation, the right-
minded and true-hearted will Had strength, confidence, 
and triumph. Bacon says: "Men seem neither to un-
derstand their riches nor their strength ; of the former 
they believe greater things than they should; of the 
latter, much less. Self-reliance and self-denial will 
teach a man to drink out, of his own cistern, to eat 
his own sweet bread, and to learn and labor truly to 
get his living, and carefully expend the good things 
committed to his trust."S. Smiles. 

THE GOLDEN RULE EXEMPLIFIED. 

IN The Heathen Women's Friend we find the fol-
lowing story told by an English missionary lady 
about a class of small children she was teaching 
in China :— 

" Theyoungest of them had by hard study contrived 
to keep his place at the head so long that he seemed 
to claim it by right of possession. Growing self-con_ 
fldent, he missed the word, which was immediately 
spelled by the boy standing next him, whose face ex-
pressed the triumph 'he felt, yet he made no move 
toward taking the place, and when urged to do so, 
firmly refused, saying, 'No, me not go; me not make 
Ah Fun's heart solly.' That little act meant much 
self-denial, yet was done so thoughtfully and kindly 
that spontaneously from several lips came the quick 
remark, He do all the same as Jesus's Golden Rule."' 
—S. S. Advocate. 
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FIRST SABBATH IN AUGUST. 
6. 

SANCTIFICATION. 

LESSON S.-THE EXTENT OF SANCTIFICATION. 

1. WHAT is Paul's prayer respecting the sanctifica-
tion of believers? 1 Thess. 5:23. 

2. What desire does he express in regard to their 
preservation in this state? Same verse. 

3. To what time does he refl,r? Last clause, same 
verse. 

4. When must those heie referred to be found liv-
ing?-Just before the coming of the Saviour. 

5. How much which pertains to the person does his 
prayer embrace?-Every mental and physical power 
and faculty, and every act of the life: 

6. Give 'PasSa.ges in which the word spirit manifestly 
refers to the mind. 1 Cor. 5:3; Col. 2: 5. 

7. Then what must the word "spirit" mean in 1 
Thess. 5:232-The mind. 

8. What terms are used to express the conditions 
of the mind that lead to life or death? Rom. 8 :5, 6. 

9. Whatshould the unrighteous man do if he would 
have his thoughts pleasing to God? Isa. 55:7. • 

10. What contrast is drawn between the thoughts 
of sinful man and those of God? Isa. 55:8. 9. 

11. In what scriptures do the terms "soul" and 
"life" appear to be used interchangeably? Matt. 
16:25, 26. - (See note.) 

12. In the work of conversion and sanctification, 
what change is wrought in the life? , 2 Cor. 5:17; 
Eph. 2 : 10. 

13. How may it be known that men hive become 
new creatures in Christ Jesus? Matt. 7:20:: • 

14. What are thefrnits of the Spirit? Gil. 5 : 22, 23: 
15. Whatare the works of the flesh ? Gal. 5:19-21. 
16. Why did the Saviour give himself for us? Tit. 

2:14; 1 Pet. 2:9. 
17. What influence does the blessed hope of the 

near coming of the Saviour have upon the heart and 
life of the believer? 1 John 3:1-3. 

18. What encouraging words were spoken by Paul 
in his farewell address to the brethren at Miletus? 
Acts 20:32. 

19. How does the apostle speak of the body and its 
members as sharing in the work of holiness? Rom. 
12:1; 6:13, 19, last clause. 

20. How does he elsewhere speak of the body? 1 
Cor. 6:19, 20; Heb. 3:6. 

21. What 'relation does temperance sustain to this 
work? 1 Coy. 9:25. 

22. What example has Paul left us in overcoming? 
Verses 26, 27. 

23. How does the apostle show that the appetite 
should be sanctified? 1 Cor. 10:31. 

NOTE. 

On Matt. 16:26, Pr. Adam Clarke says: "On what 
authority many here translate the word psacht; in 
the 25th verse, life, and in this verse, soul, I know not, 
but am certain it means life in both places." This 
same word is rendered life forty times in the New Tes-
tament. 

IT is good to store away in our hearts, all along the 
bright years of youth, the precious truths of God's 
word. In visiting the Mammoth Cave they placed 
lamps in our hands before we entered.. It seemed a 
very useless and needless thing to carry these pale 
lights white we walked in the full blaze of noonday. 
But we moved down the bank and entered the cavern's 
mouth. Quickly the splendor of daylight faded out, 
and then the lamp-flames began to shine brightly. 
We soon found how valuable they were, and how 
necessary. Without them we should have been lost in 
the thick gloom and in the inextricable mazes of the 
cave. So God's promises and comforts may not seem 
needful to us in the brightness of youth and in the 
days of health and gladness. They may then seem to 
shine with but a pale light. But as we move on, we 
shall pass into shadows-the shadows of sickness, of 
trial, of disappointment, of sorrow-and then their 
beauty and splendor will shine out and prove the very 
joy and strength of our souls.-Selected. 

IF we work upon marble, it will perish; if we work 
upon brass, time will efface it; if we rear temples, they 
will crumble into dust; but if we work upon immortal 
minds, if we imbue them with principles,- with the just 
fear of God and love of our fellowmen, we engrave on 
these tablets something that will brighten to all eter-
nity.-Daniel Webster. 

EXTRAORDINARY MEMORY. 

PROBABLY there are no more remarkable illustra-
tions a the wonderful power of memory than those 
combined in the following quotation from the Ladies' 
Repository:- 

"Seneca says of himself, that by the mere efforts of 
his natural memory he was able to repeat two thou-
sand words upon once hearing them, each in its or-
der, though they had no dependence or connection 
upon each other. After which he mentioned a friend of 
his, Pontius Latro, who retained in his memory all 
the orations he had ever spoken, and never found his 
memory fail him, even in a single word. He also men-
tions Cyneas, embassador to the Romans from king 
Pyrrhus, who in one day so well learned the names of 
his spectators, that the next day he saluted the whole 
Senate, and all the populace assembled, each by his 
name. Pliny says that Cyrus knew e• ,ry soldier in 
Iris army by name; and L. Scipio, all the people of 
Rome. Hervon Nieublin, the celebrated German 
scholar, was once a clerk in the bank of Copenhagen, 
in which capacity he gave proof of the miraculous 
power of memory by restoring, from recollection alone, 
the whole contents of a leaf in the bank ledger which 
had been lost by fraud or accident." 

NEW ORLEANS CEMETERIES. 

THE city of New Orleans, La., is so peculiarly sit-
uated on the Mississippi River that it is said the soil 
beneath the city is full of water. It may be of interest 
to the readers of the INSTRUCTOR to know how the 
citizens bury their dead. Their manner of doing this 
was given in the Inter-Ocean as follows:- 

"As the soil in New Orleans is almost semi-fluid 
three feet below the surface there are no graves in the 
cemeteries, but the dead are all buried in tombs above 
ground. Some of these are costly and beautiful struct-
ures of marble, iron. etc., but the m ost are large vaults 
of inasonry, consisting of rows of cells superimposed 
on each other, generally to the height of seven Or 
eight feet. Eath cell is barely large enough to admit 
the coffin, and is hermetically bricked up at its narrow 
entrance as soon as the funeral rites have been per-
formed. In most cases a marble tablet appropriately 
inscribed is placed over the brickwork by which the 
tomb is closed. These tombs are locally called ov-
ens.' 

Visitors to the cemeteries of the city describe them 
as differing very greatly in appearance,-while some 
of the older ones are represented as gloomy and for-
lorn on account of their somber decorations, some of 
the newer ones are as attractive as Nature and Art 
can make them. A correspondent of the Chicago 
Times reports a visit recently made to these burial-
places, and after describing one of the first class, he 
gives a more• pleasing description of a neighboring 
one. Of the first, he writes:- 

" Our first outside view of the cemetery was a white 
wall, gnarled oaks, with their sad funereal moss, glossy 
magnolia trees, with white buds scarcely showing in 
their tight calyx-wrappings of green. Then, through 
the open gate we walk into a place, level, green, 
moundless. It is one of the older cemeteries; an av-
enue of superb oaks conducts through its center. The 
spectral moss rocks back and forth across the shad-
owy way. It has no rustle, no sound. It seems a 
symbol of an old yet unforgetting grief; a sign of a 
sorrow for the dead after it has subsided from tears 
and sobs; when silent, clinging, shadowy, and soft it 
veils the world with a voiceless melancholy, like this 
strange twilight Of filmy gray, unreal, enveloping 
stemless, verdureless. drooping above the tombs from 
year to year. never decaying, never budding, hanging 
between heaven and earth, rootless, living, yet dead. 
On the tombs in this cemetery are carved the old 
French names, with crosses or crests; and on project-
ing hooks fastened in the cement of the wall, hang re-
membrances so ugly that even loving sentiment can-
not make them other than desecrations to the eye; 
those skeleton wreaths of black, wire-stung beads 
that shine with a mockery of mourning, or those 
chalky white ones that seem like clowns in a tragedy. 
How grotesque appears humanity's expression of 
deepest feeling beside the gray moss that mourns 
overhead and bright roses that smile from below; 
where sweet ature's Nsympathy and consolation min-
gle in this place of bereavement, so tenderly, so taste-
fully. 

"Out of this old cemetery we go to one dazzling as 
this one is 4omber. Here the moss, and the beads, 
and the foreign names serve to make one feel out of 
this world, in a lonesome place apart from one's own. 
But in tlw neighboring spot, death is beautiful, joy-
ous-never a cemetery that seemed so brilliant, so 
clean, so clear. There is no Sign of the ancient oak; 
all the trees are glossy of leaf and perfumed-magno- 
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PURITY. 
epH, youth, guard well thy purity! 
'5' It is the jewel of thy heart. 
That priceless pearl once lost to thee, 

No wealth of thine can re-impart. 
-Rev. Philip Burroughs Strong. 

lias that r,..stle and shine, and break out anon into 
fairest and widest of flowers. The grass is not wrink-
led with graves; it is smooth and clean, stretching 
out into the sunshine without flower or headstone. 
The walks are wide, weedless, formed of finely-pulver-
ized white shells. Along these white roads, like dwell-
ings along a street, are the family tombs, entirely 
above ground, each separate, in its own unfenced 
yard of green. The tombs are eight to ten feet apart, 
and six or eight from the edge of the road, each ap-
proached from the roadway by a narrow marble foot-
walk. They are of white marble, and shaped like 
small dwellings. They are two or three stories in 
height-that is, about ten or twelve feet, and propor-
tioned neatly; the roof, of marble, is'turreted, gothic, 
domed, or pagoda shaped. 

"The effect of these marble houses, close on either 
side the avenue, with the little spaces of green between 
them and the wide, unbroken lawn back of them, the 
tombs following the curves of the road, and leaving 
in one sheet the level ground between, give an order 
and a sense of breathing space such as our own graVe-
yards can never have. The marble doors of the pal-
aces of the dead shut with a spring lock, and bear the 
names of the dead within. In the little door-yards are 
always flowers of the choicest kinds, so that the white 
road, marked by the white structures at a uni-
form distance back from it, is so bordered along its 
edge by these adjoining flower plants as to make a 
continuous parterre of color-tee only relief in the 
white and green of the large cemetery grounds. There 
are no flowers anywhere else. The effect is exquisite-
the effect produced by separately massing colors; the 
curving road, white as untrodden snow, the long lines 
of brilliant flowers on either side, edged by the wide 
rows of glistening marble tombs, backed by the green 
grass and scattering trees, which make the center of 
the place a parklike expanse." 

. RELICS OF THE HOLY CITY. 
CAPITALS POPULARLY SUPPOSED TO HAVE BELONGED TO 

SOLOMON'S TEMPLE. 
A VERY beautiful sculptured capital [head or top of 

a column] has just been received from the Holy City 
by the Palestine Exploration Fund, at London. It is 
white marble, and is a double capital; showing by this 
peculiarity of form that it surmounted a double col-
umn. It is 19% inches long, 16% inches wide and 12% 
inches high. It is pure Byzantine in its style, having 
small volutes, as most Byzantine capitals have; below 
are leaves, very beautiful in form and exquisitely cut; 
the serrated edges of the leaves are enriched with a 
succession of holes, which have been drilled deeply. 
Although conventional in form, it may be supposed 
that the leaves represent those of the vine, for there 
are also represented at regular intervals bunches of 
grapes. The vine was an important decoration of the 
temple; the gate is described as having been decorated 
with one in gold, bearing clusters of grapes. This 
connection of the vine with the temple, as well as the 
scriptural symbolism attached to the "true vine," 
may, no doubt, have made it a favorite ornamenta-
tion with the early Christians of Jerusalem. From 
the size of the capital. and the columns which are as-
sumed to have corresponded, it is supposed to have 
belonged to a cloister such as we are familiar with in 
connection with convents in many parts of Europe, 
where we find double columns supporting the arches. 
This supposition would justify the hope that other 
capitals of the same structure to which it belonged 
may yet be found. Canon Lidden discovered a small 
fragment of one, also in marble, when he visited the 
Harames-Sheriff; this he has had placed in the south 
aisle of the chancel of St. Paul's Cathedral, with an in-
scription in Latin, engraved on copper, stating that 
it belonged to Solomon's temple. This fragment has 
been inspected, and it turns out to be one of the vo-
lutes of a capital similar in every respect with the 
complete cathedral now to lie seen at the office of the 
Palestine Exploration Fund. Prof. Hayter Lewis and 
Mr. R. P. Pullan-the latter gentleman being the au-
thor of a large work on Byzantine architecture-agree 
that the capital dates from about the eighth or ninth 
century. of the Christian era.-Exchange. 

MEASURING THE EARTH. 

ONE of the earliest attempts made at obtaining the 
actual length of the earth's meridian by a direct 
measurement of a portion of the same was made in 
the sixteenth century, by a French doctor. The means 
employed, although very ingenious, would be consid-
ered perfectly clumsy and inadequate by the modern 
scientist. There was in this early measurement no at-
tempt at mathematical precision as understood in 
the present century, and, considering the simplicity 
of the method employed by the doctor, it is only to be 
wondered that no great error was obtained in the 
final result. The measurement consisted simply in 
driving from Paris to Ameins, and counting the revo-
lutions of the wheels of the carriage, and from the 
number of revolutions of the wheels, obtaining the 
distance of the two cities, which served as a basis for 
calculating the length of the meridian. Of course this 
calculation could not by any means be considered ac-
curate, hut, taking into account the means employed, 
the result obtained has subsequently been found to be 
wonderfully precise.--Goklen tenser. 

THERE is no labor too great for industry and perse-
verance to accomplish ; and it is' not so much the 
tools we have to work with, as the spirit with which 
we use them, that gives us success. 
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THE BIRD THAT SINGS. 

OU dear little birdie, who taught you to sing 
Among the green branches and blossoms of spring? 

I wish you would tell me; for then, don't you see, 
I'd ask the same person to try to teach me. 

"I wonder, whenever I hear you, if you 
Have to sit in a tree for an hour or two 
And practice your dear little twitter and trill, 
When It is so dreadfully hard to keep still? 

" When you want to play in the sunshine all day, 
Does somebody hold up a finger and say. 
As solemnly: 'Now, little blue-bird, stay so,  
And carefully practice your do, re, mi. dO'? 

"Do you have to learn about octaves and thirds, 
And chords and arpeggios and other hard words? 
And those terrible scales! Why, of all that i do, 
I think them the hardest to practice. Do you? 

" Well, however ,  you do, I am sure of one thing. 
That I have to practice before I can sing, 
And with all I may learn, and the best I can do, 
I never shall sing, little birdie, like you." 

—The Independent. 

For the INSTRUCTOR. 

MOVING PLANTS. 

HEN night comes, many plants 
go to sleep, just as much as you 
do. 	If you look at the wood 
sorrel, or oxalis as it is called 

when set out in pots for house plants. 
you will see that about sunset the 
leaves all fold upend settlethemselves 
for a comfortable night's rest.. They 
move very slowly, as if they did not 
want to go to bed. Indeed, you can 
hardly see them move, but by and by 
they are fast asleep. The locust trees 
shut up their leaves, too, some of them 
folding their leaflets back, and sonic 
standing them stiffly upright. 

The sensitive plant goes to sleep 
more quickly than others,—so quickly 
that you can see the plant send each 
of its little leaflets off to bed. They 
go early, and are up in the morning 
before sunrise. 

But not alone at night does the 
sensitive plant move. If its leaflets 
are touched in the day-time, they fold 
up suddenly, and the leaf droops 
down on to the plant stalk just as if in a fit of sulks. 

Many' of our common garden plants move during 
the day. The sunflower turns its great yellow, face 
from the east to the west in the course of the day, and 
many other flowers do the same; but they db this so 
slowly that you cannot see them move. 

But there is one plant that acts almost as if it could 
think. At the end of the leaf is a curious little affair, 
looking almost like another leaf growing out of the 
end of the larger one. Long bristles cover its surface. 
When a fly brushes against one of these long hairs, 
the leaf shuts up suddenly, and holds the surprised fly 
a prisoner. It will do him no good to struggle to get 
away; for the more he tries, the tighter the leaf will 
close, until the poor fly is really crushed to death. 

Then what do you suppose the leaf does? Instead 
of opening, and dropping the fly, it eats him ! At any 
rate, when the leaf opens again, there is no fly to be 
seen. Sometimes the fly only brushes the hairs of this 
fly-trap, but does not get caught.; then the leaf slowly 
opens again, ready for another victim. 

It does not seem as if the plant really needed these 
flies for food, because it. grows only in the rich bogs of 
North Carolina. It seems as if it must catch-them for 
fun. Is it not wonderful that plants can move in this 
way? 	 W. E. L. 

WILLINGNESS AND GOOD FIGURES. 

"CAN you give me any work, please, sir? " said a 
neat but poorly clad boy of twelve years of age to a 
New York merchant. 

"Got all the help I need," was the short and sharp 
reply of the busy city merchant. 

"It's hard," replied the disappointed lad, "that a 
boy that is willing to work can'tgetajob in this large 
city." 

" Why did you come to this city, my boy?" asked 
the merchant, glancing at. the despondent lad. 

"Because I want to earn enough to help support my 
mother and sister." 

This reply, with the peculiar manner of the boy, 
somewhat moved the harsh merchant, and he asked:—

"What are you willing to do?" 

"Anything, sir. Anything in the world that I can 
do well." 

" Well, go and take hold, and pile up the empty 
boxes and pick up the loose papers, etc., down in the 
cellar." 

In less time than it takes to tell it, the boy was hard 
at work picking up the loose papers and cleaning up 
in general. During the day the merchant asked the 
foreman,— 

"How is that strange lad working?" 
"Like a beaver, sir. He is killing himself with 

work." 
When night came, the work-worn lad was offered 

one whole dollar for that day's wages. 
"No, sir!" said the boy; "give me one-half a dol-

lar. It's all I think I've earned, and will buy a supper 
and a lodging." 

This the merchant thought was uncommon honesty, 
and it pleased him so much that he told the lad to 
come next morning. He was there long before any 
one else was, and in that way showed his promptness. 
During the day, when the foreman was out, he marked 
the weight on some bundles that lie had been weigh-
ing. The head of the firm happened to notice the 
figures, and as they were so well made, and in a 
strange hand, he inquired as to who made them. 

THE  

When he learned that the new boy had made them, he 
sent for him to come down to the office. Wl:en he 
came into the office, he was asked to show a specimen 
of his writing by copying an article. His writing was 
so beautiful that he decided to hire him for an office 
clerk. So this boy, that was once very poor, obtained 
a good situation and good pay by his willingness 
to do any work that was given him to do; also, 
by taking pains with the figures and writing. 

All boys that read this can take a lesson from it, by 
taking pains with everything they do. No matter 
whether the thing that you do is of much importance 
or not, do it as well as possible.—Methodist Protest.. 
ant. 

ettez Pubs .t. 

CORA GRANT, of Jeff. Co.. Ill., says: "I am a little 
girl six yeah old. I can't write, so I got papa to 
write. I can read in the INSTRUCTOR, and love to read 
the letters. I keep the Sabbath with my papa and 
little brothers. I want to he a good girl, so I can be 
saved." 

From Jeff. Co., Kan., ELIZA E. GARRETT writes: "I 
have two sisters and one brother. My little brother 
Grant died. I learn my lessons well at Sabbath-
school. I go to day school too. My sister and I were 
baptized the third of January.. I want to be a good 
girl, and do all I can to help in the Lord's work, and 
then have a place in the new earth." 

DORA MIDGELY, writing from Lyon Co., Nevada, 
says: "Eld Colcord brought the truth here last sum-
mer. There were seven baptized, and mamma was 
one of theni. There is no organized church here, but 
we have Sabbath-school in the court-house every Sab-
bath. I am twelve years old and have four sisters 
younger than myself. I hope to be among the saved." 

MINNIE JOHNSON sends a letter from Clay Co., Iowa. 
She says: " We attend Sabbath-school at Trirnello, 
five miles from our home. Our school consists of 
twenty-seven members, divided into three classes. My 
father is my teacher. I learn my lesson in the IN-
STRUCTOR, and always try to have a good lesson. I 
like the papers very much. I give some of them to my 

school-mates, who like them too. I shall try to get some 
subscribers. I am thirteen years old, and have one 
sister and three brothers. We go to day school and 
every two weeks speak pieces, which we learn in the 
INSTRUCTOR. I am trying to be a good girl, that I 
may have a home in the new earth." 

ALICE SUCH, a little girl twelve years old, writes from 
Jeff. Co., Wash. Territory. She sa.ys : "I was baptized 
with my mother and sister last June, and we are the 
only Sabbath-keepers in this place; but we hope there 
are others who will keep the Lord's commandments. 
I have two brothers older than I am, who, I hope, will 
obey the Lord soon. A friend has been sending me 
the INSTRUCTOR, but I am now taking it myself. I 
like to read the Budget much. I hope to see the IN-
sTRucToR family in the earth made new." 

JULIA SHEA, of St. Lawrence Co., N. Y., says: "As I 
have never seen a letter from this place, I thought. I 
would write one. lam staying at Mr. H. H. Wilcox's. 
They have meetings and Sabbath-school held at their 
house. I get lessons every week in Book No. 3. 1 do 
not go to school, as the nearest school is two miles 
away. I have two sisters, and one brother. I...had a 
little brother and sister die of scarlet fever two years 
ago, and I am trying to be a good girl so I can meet 
them in the resurrection. I am ten years old." 

WALTER LOOP, of Jackson Co., Mich., says: "I am 
a little boy nine years old. I do not live at home. 
My papa was killed by the cars last spring. He was 

deaf, and while walking on the rail-
road track, was struck by the cars. 
My mamma could not take care of so 
many, and so I came to live with my 
uncle and aunt. They keep the Sab-
bath, and so I keep it with them. I 
go to Sabbath-school and study Book 
No. 2. I want you all to pray that my 
four brothers and sister may keep the 
Sabbath and be saved. I am trying 
to be a good boy." 

The next letter was written by 
DANIE MILLER, of Osborn Co., Kan. 
He says: "ThiS is my first letter to 
the Budget, which I like to read. I 
am eight years old. I go to Sabbath-
school, •a!rd study Book No. 2. My 
parents keep the Sabbath. I want 
to be a good boy. I had a dear little 
sister, but she died. I want to meet, 
her at the resurrection. She was all 
the sister I had. I have no brothers 
to play with. I am all alone. I go 
to school every day. I read in the 
third reader and have other studies. 
I would like to see this in print." 

Next we have a letter from CARRIE 
HILsoN, a little girl ten years old. 
She writes: "Igo to Sabbath-school 
when I can, but we have eight miles to 
go, and since it has been so cold, we 
cannot go every time. I have two 
brothers and one sister, all younger 

than myself. Except my brother, we are all in the same 
class at Sabbath-school, and study Book No. 1. We • 
have kept the Sabbath about five year* but had no 
Sabbath-school or meetings to attend until last fall, 
whfin a series of tent meetings were held at Sex ton-
ville, where they have since built a church. I have a 
grandma, two aunts, and four cousins living in Battle 
Creek, and I would like to go and see them. I hope 
you will pray for us." 

Here is a letter from Washington, I). C. It is written 
by BIRDIE S. WATERS, who says: "I would like to 
tell you about our Sabbath-school. We began about 
eleven months ago with three children,—myself, and 
little brother aged ten, and my little sister aged 
seven. We have grown very fast, now numbering 
thirty-eight. My mamma and auntie began keeping 
the Sabbath the first Sabbath in June, 1886. My 
papa now keeps it, so we are united on it. My little 
sister is in Book No. 1; brother and I in Book No. 2. 
All our family except my two oldest brothers keep the 
Sabbath. I pray for them day and night that they 
may soon learn to keep it. I ask you to pray for 
them too. I hope to meet you all when Jesus comes." 
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