
140 

15LE OF UP DLL; 

Vol,. 3G. BATTLE CREEK, MICH., AUGUST 29, 1888. No. 35. 

ADVERTISEMENT OF A LOST DAY. 

gOST! lost! lost! 

A gem of countless price, 

Cut from the living rock, 

And graved in Paradise. 

Set round with three times eight 

Large diamonds, clear and bright, 

And each with sixty smaller ones, 

All changeful as the light. 

Lost, where the thoughtless throng 

In fashion's mazes wind, 

Where thrilleth folly's song, 

Leaving a sting behind; 

For the INSTRUCTOR. 

THE CAPITAL OF THE SAMOAN ISLANDS. 

i; 
4 

HE engraving shown on this page presents a view 
of thecapital of the Samoan Islands. This group 
in the Pacific is composed of ten inhabited isl- 

1. 	ands, ranging in size from ten to seven hundred 
square miles in extent. The island of Ihiolu, upon 
which is located the town of Apia, contains 560 
square miles. It is about forty miles long, and thir-
teen wide. Extending through the island from east 
to west is a succession of low mountain peaks, which 
gradually slope down to the shore. Encircling the 

matter of tattooing, in that they do not mark their 
faces; but from the waist to the knees, are nearly 
covered with black stripes. Only the men tattoo. 
The women usually wear a short skirt, made of long 
leaves. 

Nature has given these people an abundant supply 
of food, which grows wild all about them. They are 
not obliged to work for their subsistence, and conse-
quently have much time for eating and sleeping. 
They do, however, have structures which serve the 
purpose of houses. A native hut is built by planting 
stout posts in a circle, upon which is placed a conical 
roof. The sides are left entirely open, in order to re- 

TROOPS EMBARKING 

	_=. 

Yet to my hand 't was given 

A golden harp to buy, 

Such as the white-robed choir attune . 

To deathless minstrelsy. 

Lost! lost! lost! 

I feel all search is vain; 

That gem of countless cost 

Can ne'er be mine again! 

I offer no reward, 

For, till these heart-strings sever, 

I know that heaven-intrusted gift 

Is reft away forever. 

But when the sea and land 

Like burning scroll have fled, 

• I 'II see it in His hand 

Whojudgeth quick and dead; 

And when of scathe and loss 

That man can ne'er repair, 

The dread inquiry meets my soul, 

What shall it answer there? 

—Mrs. Sigourney. 

Pr 's a good thing to practice being happy. Impos-
sible? Not at all. You patiently practice a difficult 
passage in your last music lesson. Now set yourself 
resolutely for a certain time each day to see the 

i[ bright side, and only the bright side, of your life. 
If you do not succeed to-clay, try again to-morrow, 
and every day thereafter, increasing the time of prac-
tice from week to week. Just apply yourself to this 

1: pursuit of happiness and see how you will improve 
during the year. 

THANKS are cheap, and yet we can pay half our 
debts with them. How often do we neglect to balance 
our accounts? Let our consciences make answer. 

whole is a coral 
reef, with several 
openings through 
it, large enough to admit vessels of moderate size. 

The harbor shown in the picture is located on the 
north side of the island. Vessels lying at anchor in 
its waters are protected from the ocean waves by the 
coral reef extending across its entrance. The town of 
Apia is well represented in the engraving. It is but a 
straggling line of wooden houses near the water's 
edge, with the single exception of the Catholic cathe-
dral, which is built of stone. This is shown near the 
center of the town. At the right is seen the German 
consulate, with the German ensign waving over it. 
Most of those who live in the town are Europeans. 

The native Samoans are generally tall and well-
proportioned. The men look strong and hardy, 
and seem to be as much at home in the water as on 
the land. Some of their feats seem quite remarkable. 
While at the islands two years ago, some of our party 
tossed into the deep water small pieces of money, to 
test the diving qualities of the natives. No sooner 
had the silver struck the water, than a brawny fellow 
would plung headlong after it. His feet would hardly 
be hidden from sight before he would turn, and appear 
on the surface with the piece between his fingers. This 
was tried several times, with the same effect. 

These people are said to be kind, truthful, and hos-
pitable. In conversation among themselves, or in 
dealing with foreigners, they appear very courteous. 
They have different styles of salutation, according to 
the rank of the person addressed. In speaking to a 
chief, or a distinguished stranger, they say Lau Afio, 
meaning "your Majesty." To a common person they 
say, San, which means, "You are here." 

They iffer from the Maories of New Zealand in the 

ceive the benefit of any passing breeze. For protec-
tion against storms, the walls are hung with mats 
made of the long, narrow leaves of the cocoa-nut 
tree, a group of which is shown in the foreground of 
the engraving. 

The Samoans were never cannibals. Their tradi-
tions show that they have always been a merciful 
people, free from treachery. Women are treated ;with 
the greatest respect, and children are regarded with 
an affection that amounts almost to extravagance. 
They are naturally of a religious turn of mind, hence 
yield readily to the influence of the missionaries. The 
London Missionary Society claims something over 
30,000 converts among them as a result of their la-
bors alone. Of course some of these, perhaps a large 
proportion of them, are but nominal adherents to 
Christianity. 

Until the white man came among them, they were 
said to be among the best-behaved races in the Pa-
cific islands. The whites taught them the use of 
gunpowder, and now they have trouble enough. It 
seems too bad that the advent of the white man 
among these simple islanders should be so detri-
mental to their peace and happiness. And yet it is 
so. It is said -upon good authority that about the 
only material advancement the Samoans have made 
since their acquaintance with the ways of civilization, 
is their improved knowledge of rifles and gunpowder. 
If these islands could secure freedom from rash ad-
venturers, their future would be much brighter than 
the present outlook. Let us hope that ere long they 
will so learn the ways of the Lord as to be prepared 
for his coming. 	 J. 0. CouLiss. 

t 
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THE DOLL AND TOP THAT SAVED THE FAMILY. 

A SHORT time before Colonel Taylor's battle with 
the Seminole chief, Alligator, and his warriors, a fam- 
sly by the name of Avery went from Pennsylvania to 
join the white settlers in Florida. 	For some time 
after they had taken possession of their new home, 
their relation with the Seminoles was most friendly. 
The Indians visiting them frequently, they became ac- 
customed to their savage ways, and soon learned to 
trust them. 	At length these friendly visits ceased en- 
tirely, and for a long period not an Indian crossed 
the red man's line. 

Mr. Avery was not troubled by the circumstance; 
but his young wife grew anxious regarding the 
change, fearing that the wild men of the woods 
might meditate war. One day, when Mr. Avery was 
absent, Mrs. Avery was much perplexed by the sud- 
den appearance of four canoes laden with the treach- 
erous Seminoles. 	They landed, and approached the 
house in single file; but as they drew nearer and 
nearer, she was greatly relieved by discovering that 
the party consisted wholly of women and children. 
Assured that it was no war band, she went out to 
meet them, and soon found out from their imperfect 
English the object of their visit. 

The Seminole braves had gone on a long hunt, and 
the scanty store of provisions they had left behind 
them had been consumed by the forest fires. 	Even 
the rude wigwams that made up their little hamlet 
had been burnt up, and the poor squaws and pa- 
pooses were without food or shelter. 

Mrs. Avery, assisted by her negro servants, spread 
an abundance of good, wholesome food upon the 
grass, and then, with keen interest, watched the half- 
famished people satisfy their hunger. 

Thero was one sick child among the number that 
touched her mother-heart most deeply. 	For it she 
prepared delicacies to tempt the appetite, believing 
that such dainties were better than medicine to the 
suffering little one. 	Her two children, Willie and 
Meta, ransacked the house for presents for the little 
papooses, and scarcely a red child left the premises 
without a keepsake, even if it were only a brass but- 
ton. 

Meta took a great fancy to the little sick baby, and 
begged permission to bestow her new doll upon it. 
The Indian child was delighted with, her treasure, 
while her mother could not find words to express her 
gratitude. 

Wishing to share in the blessedness of giving,-Willie 
brought his top and gave it to a boy near his own 
age. 	After remaining through the night, the party 
took leave of the family; and as the visit was not re- 
peated, Mrs. Avery conjectured that the hunters had 
been successful in their quest of game. 

Soon after this the long peace between the Semi- 
noles and the whites was broken by outrages of the 
tribe. 	Some months after the trouble began, Mr. 
Avery spied two Seminole warriors approaching his 
house unarmed. 	He went out to meet them, but 
neither of them could speak a word of English; how- 
ever, they shook hands with him, and then proceeded 
to make certain cabalistic marks upon the house. 
This done, they went back to their canoes, and no 
more was seen of them. 

"What does this all mean ?" asked Mrs. Avery, 
when her husband returned. 

"It means that clouds are gathering over the white 
man's head, but that we are safe from all danger," he 
replied, feelingly. 

"How do you know?" questioned his wife. 
"They made me understand this by their gesticula- 

tions, which could be interpreted no other way," was 
his assuring answer. 

"Oh, yes," she replied, with a glance at the children; 
"the doll and the top and the bright buttons are all 
pleading for us in the dark forest." 

" That is it," replied her husband. 	"The Indians 
never forget a kindness, and you and the children 
have saved our home and our lives." 

A dreadful war followed, and tragedy after tragedy 
was perpetrated by the treacherous Seminoles upon 
the white settlers, but no harm befell the Averys. 
Time after time news of the atrocities of the cruel 
foes reached their ears, but not an Indian ever vent- 
ured in sight of their plantation. In the early spring 
Mr. Avery was prostrated with a low fever, and the 
oversight of the servants fell upon Mrs. Avery. 

One day when she was engaged in directing the 
transplanting of a young orange grove, she was hor- 
rifled at discovering that her two little children were 
adrift in an old canoe that had lain by the river's 
edge for months. 

The little ones had been playing in it, as was their 
custom, and somehow the crazy old thing had broken 
loose from its moorings, and was helplessly floating 
down the current.' Mrs. Avery was a brave woman, 

and with all the speed she could make, she jumped 
into a canoe that lay hard, by, and started in hot 
pursuit. 	But row as she would, the children gained 
upon her, and soon she beheld with dismay that her 
darlings were struggling in the water. 	With a thrill 
of horror, she saw their sunny heads disappear be- 
neath the surface of the stream. "They rose and sank 
again; and when she was about to give up in despair, 
three dusky forms ran down to the river from the 
other side, and, springing into the swift tide, strug- 
gled fiercely with the turbulent water until they 
reached the spot where the children had disappeared. 
The next moment they had seized the little limp 
forms as they came to the surface for the last time, 
and carried them triumphantly to shore. 	The poor 
mother, fearing that a worse fate than death had 
come to her treasures, hurried on, determined to save 
them or die with them. 	Before reaching the shore, 
she saw that it was lined with Indians who seemed 
to be watching her movements with intense interest. 
Some of the braves came to assist her in landing, and 
the women clustered eagerly around her, trying to 
make her understand that they were friends. 	Among 
those who took her hand were many of the same 
women she had fed ; while the one who had carried 
the sick child upon the trip, held up her papoose, now 
well and strong, exulting. 	The child still clung to 
Meta's doll, which at once explained all the strange 
kindness lavished upon her and her children. 

The red skins sent a delegation of their braves to 
accompany them to the plantation, and then, with 
the assurance of further protection, the warriors re- 
turned to the forest. 

"I told you they would not forget the top and 
doll," exclaimed Mr. Avery, after listening to the 
pathetic story of the children's double escape. 

"And you were right," said Mrs. Avery. 	"A good 
action always brings a rich reward." 

"Blessed are they who sow beside all waters."— 
S. S. Classmate. 

steam was conducted from these to three large en-
gines which give to the ship about 15,000 horse 
power. 	The boilers are placed in rows back of one 
another, and an arched passage gives a chance to 
wheel the coal through and in front to either side, 
and so on until all may be supplied. 	There are one 
hundred and twenty men employed in feeding these 
boilers. 

We expected to find the air very impure, since the 
rooms were so far below the surface, but we were 
agreeably disappointed to find it fresh. 	It is drawn 
through a large pipe some two feet in diameter, reach- 
ing from the top to the bottom of the ship. 	The top 
of this pipe is funnel-shaped, so that it can be turned 
any way to gather as much air as possible. 	This line 
of steamers is said to be the best ventilated of any on 
the ocean. 

We were detained only one hour on our voyage 
until we reached Queenstown, where all foreign mail 
is transferred, and goes by rail up the eastern coast 
of Ireland and across the Irish Sea. 	Thence it is sent 
out to the different kingdoms of Europe, and in many 
cases reaches its destination before the vessel lands in 
Liverpool. 

When the vessel nears the shore, all are on deck, 
watching with anxious eyes for the first glimpse of 
land, and joy fills every heart as the hills loom up, 
giving evidence that the journey is nearly completed. 
As we saw every eye anxiously watching the landing 
of the vessel, we could but wish that the people would 
just as eagerly watch for the signs that show that the 
coming of the Lord is just at the door, when, instead 
of setting foot upon a shore whose beauty is marred 
by the curse of the fall, those who are faithful will 
land upon the "evergreen shore." 

R. A. HART. 
Christiana, Norway.,  

WHAT A LITTLE GIRL DID. 

A GOOD many years ago, a little girl of twelve years 
was passing the old brick prison in the city of Chicago, 
on her way to school, when she saw a hand beckoning 
to her from behind a cell window, and heard a weary 
voice asking her to please bring him something to 
read. 

For many weeks after that, she went to the prison 
every Sunday, carrying the poor prisoner each time 
a book to read, from her father's library. 	At last, 
one day, she was called to his death-bed. 

"Little girl," said he, "you have saved my soul; 
promise me that you will do all your life for the poor 
people in prison what you have done for me." 

The little girl promised, and she kept her promise. 
Linda Gilbert has been all her life the steadfast friend 
of the prisoner. 	She has established good libraries in 
many prisons, visited and helped hundreds of prison-
ors; and from the great number of whom she has 
helped, six hundred are now, to her certain knowl- 
edge, leading honest lives. 	Prisoners from all parts 
of the country know and love her name, and surely 
the God of prisoners must look upon her merciful 
work with interest. 

And all this because a little girl heard and heeded 
the call to help a suffering soul.—Family Circle. 

- _ 

— 
For the INSTRUCTOR. 

A LETTER FROM NORWAY. 

ON the 21st of January, we took passage at New 
York City for the Old World on the steamship Um- 
bria, one of the best and fastest sailing ships on the 
Cunard line. 	This vessel usually makes a trip across 
the Atlantic in seven days, and those in command 
of the ship are as anxious to make a report of fast 
travel as any railroad officials on the American con- 
tinent: The time quoted dates from the moment the 
pilot leaves the vessel until it touches Queenstown, on 
the coast of Ireland. 	There then remain some three 
hundred miles to travel before reaching Liverpool. 

A pilot usually goes out to meet the incoming ship 
and guide it into the harbor with safety; for the ships 
are so large, and reach down into the water so far, 
that all precaution is necessary to effect a safe land- 
ing. 	He also accompanies the ship on its outward 
passage until all danger from sand bars and other 
obstructions is past. 	He then returns to shore, or 
waits in the pilot house in the ocean until another 
ship comes along. 	The pilot on our ship was paid 
$125 for his services in conducting us safely into deep 
water. 

We very much wish the children could see one of 
these large vessels, with all the ponderous machinery 
that is needed to drive it through the water at the 
rate of twenty miles an hour. 	They are made of iron 
on the outside, as are also the most important parti- 
tions and the ceiling of the different departments. 	It 
seems at first as if such a ponderous structure would 
certainly sink, but when we remember its size, we can 
then assign the reason why the water bears it up. 

One of these vessels is some 500 feet long, and over 
50 feet wide; and when laden, reaches down into the 
water 25 or 30 feet. 	The hight above the water to 
the first deck is some 20 feet, making the ship in all 
some 50 feet high, nearly twice the bight of a two- 
story house, and containing nearly 450,000 cubic 
feet; or in other words, it is capable of holding 360,- 
000 bushels of grain. 

Above the first deck is a large deck on which the 
passengers promenade when the weather is pleasant. 
In heavy storms the waves sometimes dash over the 
first deck; and if it were not for the heavy iron fence 
surrounding it, every moveable thing would be washed 
into the sea. 

As we saw this mighty structure propelled at rail- 
way speed through the sea, we were anxious to see 
the motive power that propelled it. 	Obtaining per- 

• mission from the chief engineer, we descended the 
winding iron stairs some forty feet, or twenty feet 
below the level of the sea. 	Here we found a large 
number of men with shovels diligently feeding the 
hungry flames. 	The seventy-two boilers in this yes- 
sel were each from three to four feet in diameter. 	The 

TREAT EVERYBODY WITH RESPECT. 

You have all read of Benjamin Franklin, and how 
he rose to distinction amid privation and toil. 	But 
there is one anecdote which I have never seen in print. 
It was told me by a gentleman in Boston, who re-
membered the old house in which Franklin was born. 
"Often," said he, "have I looked at the old, tumble-
down building on Milk street, and imagined the bate-
footed boy sitting on the door-step learning to spell 
from an old post-bill." 

A young girl, -the daughter of a distingu'ished cit-
izen, passed him one day while thus engaged, and the 
boy overheard her words of ridicule as she spoke to 
her companion, laughing at the eagerness of the poor 
lad, and deriding his "beautiful spelling book." 

But there came another day when Franklin was our 
embassador at the court of France. A wealthy Amer-
ican lady, who was present at one of the festive occa-
sions made in honor of Franklin, greatly desired an 
introduction to her distinguished countryman. 	It 
was obtained, and great was her surprise to hear 
him say, "Aye, aye, we have met before." 	She could 	- 
not remember when, and Franklin added, "You do 
not remember the barefooted little boy on Milk street, 
studying his lesson from the muddy post-bill ! "—S. S. 
Messenger. 

PATIENCE strengthens the spirit, sweetens the tem-
per, stifles anger, extinguishes envy, subdues pride; 
she bridles the tongue, restrains the hand, and tram-
pies upon temptations.—Horne. 

I 
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THIRD SABBATH IN SEPTEMBER. 

SEPTEMBER 1 5 _ 

THE THIRD ANGEL'S MESSAGE. 

LESSON 11.-THE HARK OF THE BEAST. 

1. WHO will be required to worship the beast and his 
image, and to receive his mark ? Rev. 13: 12, 15-17. 

2. In opposition to this, what does the third angel's 
message say ? Rev. 14: 9, 10. 

3. What are those led to do, who heed the voice of this 
messa  c ? Rev. 14: 12. 

4. What does this show ? Ans.-That the powers 
spoken of in Rev. 13: 12-17 will put forth all their strength 
to compel men to do something thitt is contrary to the com-
mandments of God. 

5. What have we found was the principal object of the 
papacy in the fourth century ? and what is the purpose of 
the Protestantism of to-day ? Ans.-To use the power of 
the state to compel all people to keep Sunday as the Lord's 
day, or Christian Sabbath. 

6. Of what day is Christ the Lord I Mark. 2:28. 
7. What day is the Sabbath ? Ex. 20: 10. 
S. Then what day is the Lord's day ? 
9. What does the Lord call the seventh day ? Ex. 20: 

10; Isa. 58: 13. 

10. Is there any commandment of God for keeping Sun-
day ? Ans.-None whatever. 

11. What testimonies can you give on this point from 
eminent first-day authorities Ans.-The $500 prize-essay 
of the American Tract Society acknowledges the "complete 
silence of the New Testament so far as any explicit command 
for the Sabbath [Sunday, the first day of the week] or defi-
nite rules for its observance are concerned."-Abiding Sab-
bath, p.184. And the $1,000 prize-essay of the American 
Sunday-school Union says: "Up to the time of Christ's 
death, no change had been made in the day." And, "so far 
as the record shows, they [the apostles] did not, however, 
give any explicit command enjoining the abandonment of the 
seventh-day Sabbath, and its observance on the first day of 
the week."-Lord's Day, pp. 186-188. Note. 

12. What was the single link that in the fourth century 
united church and state, which developed the beast ? Ans. 
-The Sunday institution. 

13. What is the single point in a similar movement in 
our day which develops only an image to the beast ? Ans. 
-The Sunday institution. 

14. What does the papacy set forth as the sign of its 
authority to command men under penalty of sin for disobedi-
ent. AM.-" The very act of changing Sabbath into Sun-
day, which Protestants allow of. . . . Because by keep-
ing Sunday strictly they acknowledge the church's power to 
ordain feasts, and to command them under sin."-Catechism 
of the Catholic Christian Instructed. 

15. Then what is the mark of the beast 1 

16. To whom do those pay homage who keep Sunday ? 
Ans.-" The keeping of Sunday is an homage they pay, in 
spite of themselves, to the Catholic church."-Plain Talk 
about Protestantism. 

17. Then when Protestant churches attempt to compel 
people by law to keep Sunday, what is that only to do ? 
Ans.-It is only to compel men to worship the papacy-to 
worship the beast. 

1S. But, as in the very act of doing this these churches 
make an image to the beast, what then will be the enforced 
observance of Sunday in this nation? Ans.-It will be the 
worship of the beast and his image. 

19. But may not Sunday-keeping be enforced as a civil 
duty ? Ans.-Never. Because Sunday is wholly a religious 
institution; and the civil power has no right to enforce re-
ligious duties. 

20. What does Christ command on this subject ? Matt. 
22: 21. 

21. By what power was Sunday-keeping instituted ? 
Ans.-The church. 

22. Why were the ancient Sunday laws enacted ? Ans. 
-The church demanded it, and it was done to satisfy and 
help the church. 

23. Why are Sunday laws now enacted ? Ans.-For the 
same reasons precisely. 

24. Is the church Caesar ? Ans.-No. 
25. Is the church God? 

26. Then what follows ? Ans.-That as Sunday keeping 

belongs neither to Caesar nor to God, there is no power in ex-
istence that can, of right, command it. 

NOTE. 
(lummox 11.-The student is at liberty to present any 

other testimonies on this point that he may choose. 

91.1/G OC/C 	,.?,:a0f1.,. 

MORE OF THE CHINESE. 

THERE is very much that is interesting to learn 
about the Chinese, but most of you have already 
been told that these people do every thing just the 
opposite from what we do. The lines in their books 
run up and down the page, and they begin at the 
upper right-hand corner to read. Carpenters draw 
their plane from left to right, and the artist makes 
his pictures wrong side up, and then turns them over, 
etc. But a writer in an exchange says the strangest 
thing about a Chinese school is that "no one studies 
anything in it except the alphabet. And stranger 
still, even the best scholar in school has not learned 
it yet, and not one out of the 400,000,000 of Chinese 
knows all his letters. You must not think from this 
that the Chinese are all ignorant. You will very soon 
say that no one could learn all the Chinese alphabet 
when I tell you that it contains 52,000 letters. 

"Do you ask how they came to have so many?-
Thousands of years ago, when the Chinese first began 
to write their language, they made a picture of the 
sun, and that was their word for sun; and another of 
an eye, and that was their word for eye; and another 
for mouth, and that was their word for mouth; and 
so they have kept on inventing a new character or 
letter for each new word or syllable, until to-day 
there are 52,000 characters in their dictionary,-a 
number which even the smartest man could never 
commit to memory. In the child's primer are 1,000 
word characters. After the children learn these, they 
have another thousand or so to learn, and after these 
still other thousands; for they must learn 10,000 be-
fore they can graduate. 

"Although the Chinese have some queer ways, 
there are some things we 'ought to learn from them. 
Among these we may name their politeness, and their 
great respect for parents and old people. A lady mis-
sionary at Canton, China, says `they are so polite 
they will not, in crowded street or elsewhere, incom-
mode a friend or fellow-traveler without at once offer-
ing an apology. Having the most perfect control of 
countenance, they never, either by look or sign, no-
tice a mistake made in their presence by a foreigner.' 

"The Chinese are lovers of peace and gobd order,  
given to industry and frugality. Children are dutiful 
and obedient to parents, even though they may have 
grown to years of maturity and have children of their 
own. Respect for superiors always prevails. 

"At the end of each year every debt is canceled, 
every account settled. As the new year is ushered in, 
the old ledgers are laid aside, and these houses of 
business begin anew, being able to say, ' We owe no 
man anything.' Where such is the order of things, 
stupendous failures cannot occur. But while in some 
respects we can model after them, the greater part of 
that vast population are without the light of the gos-
pel, and so are ignorant of what is necessary for their 
salvation." 

A BIG WASH-TUB. 

IN a letter to the Little Christian, signed Carrier 
Pigeon, is a pleasing description of this big tub, as 
seen by himself. It was nearly as follows :- 

" It was some two miles long, and from a rod to a 
full hundred feet wide. The laundry in which it 
was used, was a tremendous affair. The huge boiler 
was set about six miles away from the middle of the 
tub, and was 3,335 feet high. The chimney was a 
dozen miles off in the opposite direction, and if I 
should tell you just how high it was, I fear you would 
think this a pretty tall story. 

"The fires under the chimney never quite go out, al-
though they were too low when I was there to heat 
the water. So nicely contrived was everything, that 
one woman or even a child could wash clothes in it as 
well as 500 persons. I saw it one day in February, 1886, 
when there were a hundred barefooted women, girls, 
and boys washing clothes in it at the same time. The 
tub, in fact, was used for a whole city's washing, and 
so of course had to be large, so large that no roof 
could be made to cover it, so that the sun and rain 
beat into it and gave life and beauty to hundreds of 
calla lilies, rose vines, jessamines, and other plants 
that grow along its sides. For this big tub was the 
bed of a brook, and a most beautiful brook it is, leap-
ing and sparkling in the lovely vale of Flamengas, on 
its way to the sea, through the city of Horta, in the 
Island of Fayal. 

"What I have called the boiler does not now boil at 
all. It is the great caldeira, or crater, or hollow of a 
volcano in the top of a mountain in Fayal. There 
are many larger and more wonderful craters in the 
world, but some people think there are few or none 
more beautiful than the Caldeira of Fayal. The edge 
of the crater is about six miles round, and the sides 
slope steeply down to the bottom, 1,500 feet below, 
where is a little lake surrounding a small hill. The 
top of this hill has a smaller hollow of its own, and 
this is the real place from which the fires actually 
broke out, long ago, from the earth below. ' Cal-
deira ' is Spanish for caldron, or boiler, and' once 
this big boiler did boil in earnest, and sent out flames, 
smoke, and whole rivers of melted, hissing, bubbling 
lava, that plunged headlong into the sea, or cooled 
at last on the mountain sides. 

"What I call the chimney of the laundry is the vol-
cano of Pico, just across the bay from Horta, a lava 
and ash-covered mountain, 7,613 feet high. More 

than once the fires under it have belched out streams 
of melted lava from it. Vesuvius, in Italy, has done 
far more mischief, but is not nearly so high, being 
3,948 feet above the sea. It is said that smoke can 
still be seen rising from Pico at times, and when 
Professor Agassiz climbed to the top of it, some years 
ago, the end of a long rope that he let down the hole 
at the top never came back. The hot, hungry mountain 
had bitten it off for dinner. But Pico has long been 
quiet. Its sides are covered with vineyards, and 
laughing children play under fig, orange, and lemon 
trees, where once were heated ashes or tossing lava 
streams. 

"Fayal is one of the nine islands that form the 
beautiful group of the Azores, in the Atlantic Ocean, 
2,000 miles east of the United States on a line with 
Philadelphia. Upon the Azore Islands washing is not 
done in the house, but out-of-doors, by the brook 
sides. The women and children dip the clothes into 
the pools, lay them upon the rocks, tramp on them, 
twist them up or beat them on the bed of the rocky 
brook until they are clean. It is healthful exercise for 
the washers, but a hard process for the clothes." 

A STREET OF TOMBS. 

AN interesting discovery was made last year in the 
direct line between Pompeii and Nocera. The digging 
of a well in a vineyard revealed the existence of a 
street of tombs, about one thousand feet east of the 
ampitheater of Pompeii. If the whole street is as 
closely lined with tombs as is the portion laid bare, 
it will be one of the most important discoveries lately 
made in that part of the world; but, unfortunately, 
money is wanting, so that the excavation is going on 
very slowly. Most of the tombs are covered with 
rude inscriptions, painted in red, many of them being 
in the nature of advertisments, the tombs thus serv-
ing the purpose of a newspaper along the much-fre-
quented road. The exact date has not yet been ac-
curately ascertained, but they probably belong to the 
periods of Julius Cmsar and Tiberius, nearly a hun-
dred years before Christ. A contrast may be drawn 
between the condition at Pompeii and that of Per-
gamon

' 
 which, although double the size of Pompeii, 

has, thanks to the Prussian government, been laid 
clear within eight years. In the latter, beautiful, 
finely painted statues, votive offerings to Athena, and 
belonging to the sixth century, B. c., have been found 
buried in earth and literally forming the foundation 
of the houses above. Their style of art is one hitherto 
not supposed possible at so remote a period, and 
they cause the ruins of Pompeii to appear quite mod-
ern.-Selected. 

THE HIGHEST PEAK. 

THE highest mountain iu America must now be 
changed from Mount St. Elias to Mount Wrangle, a 
little to the north. Several of these mountains have 
been newly measured. Mount Hood, once "roughly" 
estimated at 17,000 feet, then "closely" at 16,000, 
was brought down by triangulation to 13,000; an 
aneroid barometer made it 12,000, and a mercurial 
barometer, 10,255. Mount St. Elias, estimated by 
D'Agelet to be 12,672 feet, is triangled by Mr. Baker 
to 19,500. It now appears that Mount Wrangle, 
lying to the north, rises 18,400 feet above Copper 
River, which is, in turn, 2,000 feet above the sea at 
that point. If this holds true, Mount Wrangle is at 
least 1,000 feet higher than any other peak in North 
America. It lies within the United States boundary. 
- Salt Lake Tribune. 

THE FUNNY BONE. 

Is there a single reader of Little Folks who does 
not know what the "funny bone" is? But why is 
this bone at the elbow-joint called "funny"? Those 
who are learning Latin will find it easy to understand 
the reason, for they will remember that humerus is 
Latin for "shoulder." Now humorous is English for 
"funny;" and it was out of a play on the two words 
- which, when pronounced, are almost alike in sound 
- that the elbow-bone was named the "funny" bone. 
Some of you may have heard the conundrum whose 
answer explains the whole thing, " Why is the ' funny ' 
bone so called? "-" Because it borders on the humor-
ous (humerus)."-Little Folks. 

MONSTER FUNGUS. 
SIR JOSEPH BANKS, the celebrated naturalist, once 

had a cask of wine, which, on tasting, was found too 
sweet; it was therefore locked up in a cellar to ripen. 
There it remained for three years, probably during 
the time he was with Captain Cook in his voyage 
around the world. At the end of that period he di-
rected his butler to ascertain the state of the wine; 
but the cellar door could not be opened on account 
of some powerful obstacle within. The door was cut 
down, when the cellar was found to be completely 
filled with a fungus so dense and firm as to require 
an ax for its removal. It was then discovered that 
the fungus had consumed every drop of wine, and 
raised the empty cask to the ceiling.-S. S. Classmate. 

BISMARCK A PAPER-MAKER. 
PRINCE BISMARCK, it may not be generally known, is 

a paper-maker, and makes £10,000 a year-which is 
more than he derives from his official emoluments-
out of extensive paper mills, which he originated and 
works himself. 
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THE WAY THAT JESUS GREW. 

"And Jesus increased in wisdom and stature, and in favor 
with God and man." Luke 2:52. 

GIVE marked one summer's morning 
Their hight upon the wall; 

First Grace, then little Alice, 
Next Hal, who stood so tall. 

"We've all grown," said Hal proudly, 
His brown eyes bright and clear, 

"If we keep on, I wonder 
How tall we'll be next year." 

Said little Alice gently— 
Her eyes were soft and blue— 

" I hope that we'll be growing 
The way that Jesus grew." 

It chanced at prayers that morning 
This verse was hers to say : 

"Jesus increased in wisdom 
And stature day by day, 

With God and man in favor." 
Dear Lord, the lesson teach,— 

Thy meekness of behavior, 
The wisdom of thy speech; 

How as a child thou livedst, 
Unselfish, gentle, true; 

Till all earth's little children 
Shall grow as Jesus grow. 

—The Child's Paper. 

For the INSTRUCTOR, 

A CURE-ALL. 

T was quite an unusual thing, 
and therefore Mamma Brown 
was surprised when she saw two 

deep wrinkles between Mollie's 
eyes. 

"Oh, dear!" cried Mollie, shutting 
with a snap the Rollo book she had 
been reading, "I feel just miserable." 

"Why," exclaimed Mrs. Brown, 
"what is the matter?" 
• "I don't know," said Mollie, with 
tears in her voice, and looking dis-
mally out of the window, where the 
gray clouds and the blue sky were 
struggling to see which should gain 
the day. "I'm tired of reading, and 
it's so wet I can't-play on the lawn, 
and everything is just horrid this 
vacation, so there!" and two great 
tears plashed down on the window 
seat. 

"I am sorry you find your vaca-
tion such a burden," said Mrs. 
Brown, with a smile. 

"I know what is the matter," she 

continued to herself; " M o 11 i e is 
miserable because she has nothing 
to do. I must think up something." 
So presently she went to the kitchen, 
and taking down a little willow 
basket, began packing it with jelly, 
custard, cold chicken, and other 
dainties. Then she went back to 
the other room, where Mollie still 
sat with the tears rolling slowly down her cheeks. 

"Come, Mollie," said her mamma, "I want you to 
do an errand for me. I do not think it will rain any 
more this morning; so you may take this basket 
down to old Auntie Lewis, and see how she is; for 
I have not had time to go yet this week." 

Mollie welcomed the change, and dried her tears. 
There was a large patch of blue in the sky, and every 
step in the pure air and the bright sunshine drove 
the clouds a little farther off her face, until by the 
time she reached Auntie Lewis's door, scarce a trace 
of the storm was to be seen. 

"Come in," cheerily called a feeble voice in answer 
to the little girl's knock. 

Mollie softly opened the low door, and entered the 
room. The old lady lay on a narrow bed in one 
corner of the room. Her face was drawn with pain, 
but she smiled pleasantly when Mollie came in. 

"How do you do?" asked Mollie. "My mamma 
sent this basket of things to you, and I may stay a 
little while if you are willing." 

"Bless your dear mother's heart, child I I wish there 
were more people like her. Of course you may stay; 
may be the sight of your bonny face will make me 
forget my aches, who knows? This rainy weather is 
bad for old folks; and it has laid me up these two 
days." 

"Dear me!" exclaimed Mollie, "how hard it must 
be to stay shut up all the time; " and she flew 
around to set the little table. It looked very inviting 
when her deft hands had put on the finishing touches 
by way of a nosegay of white daisies and pink sweet 
brier. But in Auntie Lewis's eyes the sweetest and 
brightest thing was the sunny little face with its 
golden hair, smiling at her on the other side of the 
table. 

Mollie stayed a long while; she brushed the hearth, 
swept the floor, and made everything as comfortable 
as a little girl could; and the grateful thanks she 
received more than paid her for all her trouble. 

It hardly seemed the same little girl that left the 
old house that afternoon. She must have had on 
magic shoes; for they carried her with a hop, skip, 
and jump all the way to her mamma's door. 

" Well." s.tH I liar mamma, upturning the bright lit- 

tle face as she came into the door, "the sun has come 
out, sure enough." 

"0 mamma!" cried Mollie, as a flush mounted her 
cheeks, "just to think I said I had a 'horrid time'! 
Why, Auntie Lewis has to stay in bed now, and her 
bones ache so she wrinkles her face all up." 

"And she did n't get cross about it ? " asked mamma. 
"No," Mollie replied, "she smiled most all the while; 

and I will never think I am miserable again." 
Mamma laughed. "It is a very good plan," she 

said, "to go and see somebody who is worse off than 
we are, and try to help them. It makes us more con-
tented; and I hope you will try it all your life. The 
best way to be happy is to try to make some one else 
happy." 	 W. E. L. 

MABEL and Edith were sisters and loved each other, 
as all sisters should. They were also beloved by all 
who knew them; for they had learned the secret of 
true happiness,—they had given their hearts to.  the 
Saviour, and were trusting in him. One day, as they 
were looking up some of their favorite texts on 
prayer, Mabel asked:— 

" Edith, what would you do if you should call upon 
Jesus, and he did not answer you?" 

"I should keep on asking," replied Edith. 
"But suppose he never answered you? " said Mabel. 
"Then I should trust him anyway." 

ttez N)14,biet. 

MINNIE PINES writes from Boone Co., Iowa. She 
says. "I have seen so many letters iu the Budget 
that it makes me want to write one too. I go to Sab-
bath-school when I can, We have no house of wor-
ship in our place, but hold our Sabbath-school and 
meeting at a brother's house four and a half miles 
from here. We hope to have our meetings close by in 
the near future. We have a Sabbath-school of about 
twenty-five members, and a tract society, of which 
my sister is librarian. I united with this society last 
quarter. I think we should be alive, and try to do 
more for the cause. Satan will try hard to ensnare 
us in his net. The Salvation Army are making quite 
a stir here. I want to live so that I may be crowned 
with God's people; but we must bear a cross to wear 
a crown." 

ANNA FITZGERALD, a little girl twelve years old, 
writes from Multnomah Co., Oregon. 
She says: "I have three sisters and 
three brothers, and we all keep the 
Sabbath; and as there is no Sab-
bath-school near us, mamma teaches 
us in Book No. 2. We take the IN-
STRUCTOR, and like i t much . Mamma 
says if I will read the New Testa-
ment through, she will buy me a 
Bible. I have read seven chapters 
init. lam going out this afternoon 
to see five little children whose 
mamma is dead, and they are so 
lonesome. I will take them the 
INSTRUCTOR to read. I help mamma 
do all the work, and am trying to 
be a good girl. I have not been 
baptized yet, but intend to be next 
camp-meeting, and I hope to live a 
life pleasing to God. I love Jesus, 
and want to be among the saved." 

Here is another letter from Mower 
Co., Minn., written by ANNIE RAND. 
She writes: "I am a little girl eleven 
years old. I always go to Sabbath-
school when it is not too cold. I 
go to day school also, and am in 
fourth reader. I love to read the 
Budget. I earned some money last 
summer, and gave one dollar to the 
mission. I went to camp-meeting 
last year, and the year before, and 
enjoyed the meetings well. I want 
to be good, and meet you all in 
heaven." 

JESSIE MEAD, of Los Angeles Co., 
Cal., writes: "I am a little girl nine 
years old. I go to Sabbath-school 
and study in Book No. 3. I have 
one brother, but no sisters. Papa 
does not keep the Sabbath, but we 
hope he will sometime. We have 
a Rivulet Missionary Society, of 
which I am a member. I was bap-
tized at the camp-meeting here last 
fall, and I am trying to be a good 
girl, so as to have a home in the 
new earth." 

Our next letter is from Harrison 
Co., Iowa, written by FLORENCE, 
MAGGIE, and JESSIE RUNNELS. Flor-
ence says: "I am thirteen years old, 
and am trying to serve the Lord. 
I was baptized two years ago in 
June. I have four sisters and one 
brother. I am secretary of the Sab-
bath-school." 

Maggie and Jessie write: "We are 
two little sisters, aged nine and seven years. We 
keep the Sabbath with our mamma, brother, and 
three sisters. We want you to pray that our papa 
may keep it, and have a home with us in the new 
earth. My sister Jessie and I are in Book No. 2. I 
was baptized at the Des Moines camp-meeting. 

EARL DIXON writes from Osborne Co., Kan. He 
says: "I am a little boy six years old. My papa is 
away most of the time. He was home four days this 
week, but has now gone to the worker's meeting. 
Our camp-meeting begins this week. I will go with 
the rest of the family. Grandma lives with us. I 
want to be a good boy, so I can live in heaven." 

FAN YOUTJ-F$ LM[ERUCTOR 
IS PUBLISHED WEEKLY BY THE 

S. D. A. PUBLISHING ASSOCIATION, 
Battle Creek, Mich. 

Mrs, M. J: CHAPMAN, 
1. EDITORS. 

Miss WINNIE E. LOUGHBOROUGH, 

The INSTRUCTOR is an illustrated, four-page sheet, especially adapted 
to the use of Sabbath-schools. Terms always in advance. 

Single copy, 	- 	- 	- 	75 cts. a year. 
5  copies to one address, - 	- 	- 60 cts. each. 
so or more copies to one address, 50 cts. each. 

Address, 	 YOUTH'S INSTRUCTOR, 
BATTLE CREEK, 1111CW , 

Or, 	PACIFIC PRESS, Oakland, California 


	Page 1
	Page 2
	Page 3
	Page 4

