
GENTLENESS. 

AOMETIMES a gentle child, 

More simple, sensitive than the others, 

Comes to a family, and sisters, brothers. 

Drop their rude ways, grow courteous and mild. 

So gentle souls are sent 
Into the tumult of this world's mad striving, 

To teach our coarser natures higher living, 

Sweeten asperity, calm our discontent. 

Strength does not make the man. 

He is most noble, manly, who has dower 
Of gentleness controlling ruder power. 

The tender touch is always in God's plan. 

—The Well-Spring. 
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For the INSTRUCTOR. 

HOW MATCHES ARE MADE. 

E have learned in former articles 
a  of the difficulties under which peo- 

ple labored before the discovery 
of coal and the invention of the 

gas-light. We can, however, have little 
real idea of the difference between that 
time and ours, unless we can imagine 
all our modern improvements swept 
away, obliging us to do our work 
without them. Take the common 
match, for example. How many ever 
think how they would be obliged to get 
along if these had never been invented? 

In primitive times, the only way 
known to "strike a light" was to rub 
briskly two pieces of dry wood to-
gether until the friction produced a fire. 
If any one wishes to know how tedious 
this process musthave been, he bas only 
to try it for himself. 

Later, what was known as a tinder-
box came into use. This was a small 
box in which was put very inflammable 
material, such as scorched linen. The 
box was then placed on a stand, or in 
some convenient position, and the per-
son wishing a light held a piece of steel 
over it, and struck that with a slant- 
ing stroke, producing a spark of fire. This spark, 
dropping into the box, set fire to the tinder, from 
which a larger fire could be kindled. 

But this was so much trouble that people sought 
a better way to start fires. In time there appeared 
"briquets phosphoriques,"—small metal bottles con- 
taining phosphorus and other chemicals. Into these 
were dipped little splints of wood tipped with sulphur, 
which, when withdrawn, slowly burned, because of 
the chemical action of air upon them. Although this 
was an advance over previous methods, it was ex- 
pensive. Other inventions followed, but it was not 
till 1826 that a match was produced which would 
give instantaneous light. 

It took a long time to bring these into public favor. 
Many objected to them on account of their strong 
smell, and also concluding that they must be very 
dangerous, they refused to use them. In England, es-
pecially, matches were not allowed to be made, un- 
less the factory was removed at least fifty feet from 
all other buildings. The consequence was that other 
countries took the lead in manufacturing this useful 
article. 

Sweden stood at the head of this industry, and for 
many years supplied all Europe with matches. It 
was the Swedes who first introduced what was called 
the patent safety match, which was warranted to 
"light only on the box," and, as some wag sug-
gested, 

 
"very seldom there." 

The match trade has now become an enormous in-
dustry in all countries, and matches of all kinds and 
descriptions are to be had everywhere for a mere 
trifle. 

We will study the manufacture of matches for a few 
moments. First, a large pine log is sawn into lum-
ber, the best and straightest of which will be made 
into matches, and the rest into boxes in which to 
pack them. That portion of the lumber designed for 
matches is planed and sawed into blocks a match-
length long. These blocks are then placed in a ma-
chine in which are knives that split them into the 
thickness of a match. They are then returned 
through the machine, where they are again split, in 
the opposite direction, into the tiny square sticks 

that make the matches. These fall in a shower from 
the machine, and are gathered, by an ingenious ma-
chine, into rings of iron, where they are held sepa-
rate from each other, yet fastened tightly in the 
frame, and the ends of them are dipped into a solu-
tion. 

These frames, still containing the dipped pieces of 
wood, are then taken to the drying room. When 
dry, the matches are taken to the boxing room, 
where boys put them into the boxes in which we find 
them at the stores. 

The accompanying picture shows how the work of 
making matches was carried on some years ago, be-
fore the perfected machinery of the present time was 
employed in their manufacture. That part of the cut 
marked 1 shows a man scorching the ends of the 
match sticks, before they are dipped in the solution; 
No. 2 represents a woman filling the frames with the 
sticks, preparatory to the dipping process; and No. 3 
shows that process. No. 4 presents a man stamping 
the boxes, and No. 5 shows the drying-room, where 
the matches are dried after the dipping process. 

It would seem to many that the manufacture of 
matches is rather small business; but when we stop 
to think of the millions upon millions of boxes that 
are used every year, we see that it must be a flourish-
ing industry. In one year, Sweden alone sent out 
134, 616, 448 boxes of matches, each box containing 
100 matches. Considering that these are only a 

small part of the great number made every year, it 
shows that a large amount of timber must be worked 
up into these tiny fire-kindlers. 	 .1. 0. 0. 

LET IT SHINE. 

"GOING in there?" said Thomas. 
"Yes." 
"First rate lamp in that house." 
"What?" 
"Lamp, you know, trimmed and burnin'." 
Sadie looked at the old man in some astonishment. 

He was the "odd job" man of the neighborhood; 
everybody knew him. He proceeded to prune his 
grape-vines with critical care, and turned a wrinkled, 

quizzical face toward her once or twice; 
but he made no further remark, and 
Sadie made her way to the front door 
of the little house beyond. 

"Is Johnnie in?" she asked as the 
door opened. "I'm his Sabbath-school 
teacher." 

"No'm, not home from school; but 
won't you come in and see mother." 

Sadie had glanced down the street as 
she knocked, thinking what a weari-
some business this Sabbath-school vis-
iting was. 

"How do ministers live through their 
parish calls?" she wondered. 

She looked up now, and saw a radi-
ant face, not lighted for the occasion, 
but bright from within. She stepped 
through the door, to find herself at once 
in a small, clean, warm room. In a 
corner behind the stove was the mother, 
propped in an easy chair, helplessly 
paralytic. 

Sadie's quick sympathies were 
touched, and she at once approached 
the invalid. Her face, too, seemed full 
of quiet peace. 

"You find these dark days very try-
ing, I suppose?" said Sadie. 

"0 no; Anna reads to me when she 
gets through," said the wavering, par-
alyzed voice. 

"You have a nice, warm room." 
"0 yes, Anna keeps a good fire." 
In rushed Johnny. "Say, Anna where's my ball? 

Can I have a cook—" 
"S-h! Johnny, here's your teacher." 
Johnny came forward with an awkward bow, and a 

restless glance at the door. 

"I'm not going to keep you from your play, 
Johnny, and you can eat your cookie while I talk; 
but I want you to join a boys' club from our Sab-
bath-school. They are going to meet Monday nights 
in our basement." 

"I may not get my lessons to go," said Johnny. 
"0 yes, you will. You and I will learn them to-

gether Monday afternoons," said Anna. 
"Well, if Anna '11 learn the lessons with me," said 

Johnny. 
Sadie looked at Anna's face, bright as ever, and 

wondered how many things she could do at one and 
the same time. 

"First rate lamp in that house!" Thomas's words 
came back to Sadie full of meaning. Yes, Anna's 
light did shine, and Sadie went home illuminated. 

"I've got a lamp, too, somewhere," she meditated. 
"It was so dull and smoky, I set it away ; but I'll get 
it up and trim it and brighten it, and see if it will 
shine." It did shine.—The Well-Spring. 
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SOME QUEER LITTLE FOLKS. 
THE world is filled with queer little people from the 

shores of the Arctic Sea to the vast plains of Pata-
gonia. They live in all kinds of houses, from the 
igloos of the Esquimau to the palm dwellings of 
Lake Maracaibo. They are, for the most part, jolly 
little folks, with bright black eyes, and seem to enjoy 
life in spite of their sometimes unpleasant surround-
ings. Let us look at sonic of them at home; forchild-
life is interesting under any and all circumstances. 

What queer cradles some of these little folks have! 
That of the baby within the polar circle is his moth-
er's jumper-hood, and there the little one remains, 
with very few airings, until he is able to walk and 
take partial care of himself. It is a warm cradle, 
though; and travelers who have seen the wondering 
eyes and chubby face that appear at the opening, 
have been struck with the Esquimau baby'sgood nat-
ure. When he comes out of the jumper-hood, he is 
stuffed;  into a dress of soft fawn skin. Only the back 
part of this dress is open; and when the baby is once 
inside, a string draws the garment shut, like the 
string of a bag. There he is, shut in again; but he 
enjoys the change from the close jumper-hood to the 
fawn-skin suit. The little people of the Arctic Circle 
have odd names. They have no Toms, Dicks, Nellies, 
or Mabels there. In place of such names, we find 
Meteks, Accomodahs, Lipsus, and Marsumahs. When 
Elisha Kent Kane, the renowned Arctic explorer, went 
to take leave of a settlement on the shores of the cold 
sea, he was followed by a lot of little children of all 
ages, in tears; and one little girl named Aninguah 
cried bitterly behind a tent curtain, wiping her eyes 
on a bird skin. Thus we see that there are tender 
hearts among the children where the world seems a 
vast, bleak waste of ice and snow. 

Another odd member of the large family of little 
people, is the Lapp baby. He, too, inhabits a land of 
cold, where wants are few and privations many. The 
usual cradle there is a piece of wood, shaped like a 
canoe, and hollowed out till it is very light.. A quan-
tity of soft grass is put in, and the tiny Laplander 
finds himself in a bed as soft as down. Here the baby 
laughs, or sleeps, or plays with the simple toys of the 
country till tired. The days are long in Lapland, and 
pleasures are limited. When Lapp mothers attend 
church, they sometimes leave their babies on the out-
side to keep them warm. To do this, they simply dig 
a hole in the snow, and put the little folks in, always 
taking care to leave on guard a faithful dog to protect 
them from the wolves. When half a • dozen Lapp cra-
dles are clustered together, the future gentlemen and 
ladies of the land keep up a chatter that sometimes 
interrupts the simple service going on in the chapel. 
A Lapp baby is good-natured; and when he begins to 
walk, he gets a dress of reindeer skins, and becomes, 
in his imagination, one of the chief personages of the 
country. 

In India the wee folks are carried astride on the 
hip, as they were in oriental lands long ago. The 
Egyptian mother carries her baby on her shoulder 
—acustom which dates back to the days of the proph-
ets, as in Isaiah we read: "I will lift up my hand 
to the Gentile, and set my standard to the people, and 
they shall bring up their sons in their arms, and thy 
daughters shall be carried on their shoulders." It is 
curious, but a fact, that the cradles of antiquity in 
Bible lands have not changed, but are the same to-
day as when the Pharaohs reigned, or as when the 
Saviour taught.—T. C. Harbaugh, in the Sunday-
School Times. 

AN OLD STORY OF A LION. 

ANDROCLES, the slave of a noble Rom an, was doomed 
to die for a crime he had committed. The slave es-
caped to the deserts of Numidia, where he wandered 
among the sands, almost dead from heat and hunger. 
Suddenly he came upon a cave, and, creeping in, found 
a place at the farther end to sit down and rest. 

But after a time a great lion came to the mouth of 
the cave, entered, and went straight to him. Andro-
cles was sure his hour had come, but the lion came up 
to his side, laid his paw on his knee, and making a 
sort of cry, began to lick his hand. 

Then Androcles saw that a sharp thorn was fester-
ing the lion's paw. The slave pulled out the thorn, 
and, squeezing the paw gently, relieved the fester. 

The lion then left him, and soon returned with a 
fawn which be had just killed. For some days Andro-
cies was kept from starving by the lion, but at last, 
in desperation, he gave himself up to his master. 

His master was making a collection of large lions 
to send to Rome, and coolly ordered that Androcles 
be sent with the lions as soon as a certain number 
had been obtained ; the slave was then to be exposed 
to fight with the lions in the amphitheater. 

One day Androcles stood in the arena awaiting his 

fate. The gate was opened, and a huge lion leaped 
out. Suddenly the kingly beast fell to the ground, 
and crept to the slave's feet with gentle, caressing mo-
tions. The lion was Audrocles's old friend. 

The authorities, on learning the story, ordered An-
drocles to be pardoned, and gave him the lion. Cas-
sius tells us that lie himself saw the man leading the 
lion about the streets of Rome, crowds gathering 
about him, and repeating to one another: "This is 
the lion who was the man's guest; this is the man 
who was the lion's physician." 

Lions can be tamed, if taken young enough ; but 
they may at any time break out with all their native 
fury, though seldom hurting their friends.—Forward. 

MARCH. 

NOW stern is March, with blasts that. warn or chide; 
Now, like some peevish grandame, fuming, sputtering; 

Now fierce to whirl the erratic dust-clouds wide; 
Now bright with sunny gleams, though discords muttering! 

Yet spirits of leaves, that in bare boughs abide, 
Mysterious happiness are mutely uttering, 

And under many a streamlet's barren side, 
The violets' hidden hearts are softly fluttering. 

—Edgar Fawcett. 

For the INSTRUCTOR. 
BE SURE YOU HAVE YOUR TICKET. 

Jr there were to be a concert in your town, and you 
wished very much to go, would you not be sure you 
had a ticket? You would not say, "It will make no 
difference; I guess they will let me in without one. I 
will try it any way." No indeed! You would pur-
chase your ticket, and be there early, so as to get a 
good seat. 

When Mr. Moody cameto San Francisco, thousands 
and thousands of people were very anxious to hear 
him,—many more than the great pavilion could hold. 
So tickets were given out for as many as could be ac-
commodated. The tickets were free. Any one could 
get one provided he asked before all the tickets were 
given out. But, would you believe it! some foolish 
boys, yes, even some of our INsTnucmou readers, 
thought that they could get in without a ticket. So 
they rushed along; but the door was closed. They 
tried various entrances, but could not gain admit-
tance. They had no tickets. If they had had to pay 
for their tickets, they would not have thought for an 
instant of trying to get in without one. 

Now, the Lord is going to give out 144,000 tickets 
to those who are living on the earth, and the promise 
is, "They that seek me early, shall find me." They 
will take us in to the heavenly city, the New Jerusa- 
• lem. 

Perhaps you will want to know what this ticket is. 
It is a "clean heart; " and you can get one by asking 
God in faith, believing that he will do just what he 
says,—" take away your stony heart," and "give you 
a heart of flesh." But first you must give him your 
old heart. Tell him to take it just as it is, all spotted 
with sins,—disobeying mother, putting off doing 
things you ought to do at once, being unkind to little 
brother or sister, speaking many idle and foolish 
words, wanting the best things yourself. Tell him to 
take it; for you do not want it any longer; you hate 
the things that are in it, and you cannot get them 
out unaided. 

He will take it, if you will only be honest and tell 
him just what is in it, and he will give you a clean 
one,—one full of love and kind words, one that loves 
Jesus, one that loves to sing his praises, one that 
hates sin,—a heart that is always ready and willing 
to help, if the work is ever so disagreeable; a heart 
that is always happy, even when things do go wrong; 
a heart that forgets its own comfort in trying to com-
fort others, "In honor preferring one another." This 
is the ticket that will admit you into heaven, and you 
cannot get in without one. 

May none of the INSTRUCTOR readers be careless 
about getting their tickets in season. Ask God for a 
new heart to-day. 	 LAURA E. CUSHING. 

THE DRUMMER'S BIBLE. 

THIS story is told of a little drummer boy in the 
Grand Army of the Potomac. 

He lost his Bible, which he regarded as a letter from 
his beloved Saviour to himself, and was very fond of 
reading. He began to make a Bible for himself. He 
had formerly been a Sabbath-school boy, and his 
memory was well filled with choice Scripture texts. 

These texts he began to write on his drum, one after 
another, until it was written all over. There had never 
been such a drum in the army before. Yet these 
texts did not hurt its sound, and I'm quite sure that 
the young drummer was none the less faithful to his 
duty for having the word of' the Lord before him when 
he plied his drumsticks, and marched into the smoke 
of battle.—Ex. 

" WEE LITTLE ME." 

"WELL?" 
It was a sad, earnest, troubled little face into which 

Mr. Simmonds looked as he spoke; and to encourage 
the owner to put confidence in him, and speak, be laid 
a hand on her shoulder and smiled. 

"I wish," she began, then paused a moment before 
saying more. "I wish he would give wee little me 
something to do. I have no father and mother, and 
no one wants me. It wouldn't be so hard, you know, 
if just there was some little thing he could trust me 
to do." 

Mr. Simmonds had been talking to a roomful of 
bright young people, trying to impress upon them the 
fact that they could not begin too soon to work for 
the Master. He had dwelt upon the idea that, if noth-
ing else, they could be home brighteners. Here was a 
little one who literally had no home, and whom no 
one wanted. He knew something of how she had 
been left alone in the world, and that the time was 
soon coming when she must be taken to an orphan 
asylum, if no one could be found to interest themselves 
in her. Sitting down by her now, he asked,— 

"Do you pray to God about it, Nellie?" 
"Oh, yes," she said, quickly. "I talk to him every 

day about it, and ask him to let some one want me 
sometime. I know he will answer me, but, you see, I 
can't expect any one to want me until I'm older, and 
can do more; so I ask him to make me patient, and I 
try to talk to him often so I can keep him near me, 
and feel that he really is my Father. I'd like it very 
much if he'd give me something to do; but there are 
so many others to work for him that there can't be 
much for me, whom nobody wants. Papa used 
to tell me that one thing to do for him was to learn 
to be patient, and I am trying." 

Without commenting on what she had said, Mr. 
Simmonds told Nellie that he was OIL his way to see a 
sick lady, and asked her if she would go with him. 
The lady, he said, had lately lost her husband and 
two dear little children, and had been very ill herself. 

"I'm so sorry," said Nellie, as the tears came into 
her eyes, and she prepared to go with Mr. Simmonds. 

A very sweet face the sick lady had, but it was so 
sad and pale that Nellie could scarcely keep from cry-
ing when she saw it. She did not know what to say, 
but with one little hand brushed back a stray lock of 
hair that was falling over the pretty face, and then 
leaned over and kissed it. 

Mr. Simmonds was watching them both very closely. 
He had kept Nellie in an outer room while he told Mrs. 
Earle something about her; and now when lie saw 
Nellie's actions, he felt that perhaps her prayer was 
to be answered sooner than she expected. 

"Nellie," said Mrs. Earle gently, trying to keep back 
the tears, "Mr. Simmonds tells me you are all alone 
in the world, and that you have prayed to God to—" 
but the tears and sobs came so fast now that she 
could not speak, and for a few moments Nellie wiped 
the tears away, and gently bathed the feverish face, 
speaking tenderly at times, as though she were the 
older of the two. 

"Nellie," said Mrs. Earle when she could speak, "do 
you think you could love me, dear?" 

"Oh, yes!" said the child quickly. " I do. I can't 
help it, you know." 

"Then, dear, God is going to answer your prayer; 
for if you can love me, I want you to live with me, 
and be my little girl." 

Starting up, and looking at her with wide open eyes, 
Nellie could only say,— 

"Me! You want me!" Then turning to Mr. Sim-
monds, she looked at him appealingly. 

"Yes, Nellie," he said, reassuringly, "God has an-
swered your prayer." 

"You have not told me if you will come," said Mrs. 
Earle, tenderly. 

In an instant Nellie was bending over her, saying, 
softly,— 

"You will let me talk to God, first, and thank him? 
It will seem more real then." 

While she was out of the room, Mrs. Earle said,—
"It is strange how unexpectedly God answers 

prayer, and how our poor, feeble minds arrange the 
time and the means. I, too, have been praying for 
something I did not expect to get for a long time. I 
have wanted to feel that something somewhere was 
dependent on me in some way. It seemed to me it 
would help to make life worth living." 

"I knew," said Nellie, when she had come back and 
curled herself on the bed by the side of Mrs. Earle, 
"that God would answer my prayer sometime, but I 
thought it would take him years and years to do it. 
Isn't it beautiful to think he can do it at once if it is 
best for us? It makes him seem so much nearer. I 
ought not ever to think anything wrong."—Children's 
New Church Magazine. 
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THE WINTER FLY. 

ROM the curtain's folds 

It crawls. What is it? 

Why, a last yea'r's house-fly 

Come to visit. 

He says, with a buzz 

And a drowsy motion, 

"I have come because— 
I took a notion." 

The children find him, 

And as they watch him, 
Cry to each other. 

"Catch him 1. catch himl" 
And old Puss, too. 

Can see and hear him. 
And she creeps up softly 

To get near him. 

Dear little house-fly, 

Hurry, hurry; 
Puss has claws, 

If her paws are furry! 

And if you dare 

On the pane to linger. 
You might be crushed 

By the baby's finger! 

The sun is pale, 

And the winds are very 

Oh! very hitter 
In February! 

And since cat and baby 

Are so uncertain, 
You'd better creep back 

Into your curtain. 

—Clara Doty Bates, in Our Little Ones. 

For the INSTRIICTOH. 

THE TWO ROVERS. 

HE first Rover I will tell you about was a large 
Newfoundland dog. He belonged to a farmer 
whose children had grown up and left home. In 
their loneliness, the family made a greatjpet of 

their dog, treating him with as much love and respect 
as if he had been a child. 

It seemed sometimes that if this dog could speak, be 
would talk very wisely. Of course one could judge of 
his thoughts only by his actions; but these were 
sometimes so wise that it was known far and near 
that Rover North was a very smart dog. 

He learned to do many helpful things about the 
house and farm, finally becoming so useful that he 
was missed if absent only for a little while. He would 
bring wood into the house, carry notes and packages 
back and forth, drive the cows to and from the pas-
ture, keep the chickens out of the yard and garden, 
carry the luncheon to the workmen in the field, and do 
many little chores that boys and girls are in the 
habit of doing for papa and mamma. I have seen 
him bring several dozen eggs at a time in a basket 
from the barn without breaking one. He always 
claimed this as one of his particular chores, and 
would make a great ado if any one tried to help him. 

I haven't space to tell you all I would like you to 
know of this valuable dog. As proof of his intelli-
gence, I will give you a little incident of his life. 

At one time this farmer had a hired man who never 
began work after his meals until lie had smoked his 
old clay pipe. He would seat himself on the back 
steps, and puff away, while Rover was trotting in and 
and out, doing his little duties. 

Starting up suddenly one day to go to the fields, 
the man accidentally left his pipe on the cistern pump. 
In the course of the forenoon the dog saw it, picked it 
up in his mouth, and carried it through several fields, 
to where the man was at work digging a ditch. As 
the man was stooping over to raise a shovelful of 
earth, he felt something nudge him on his shoulder. 
He looked around, when, to his surprise, there stood 
Rover holding out his pipe to him. 

The second Rover was just as intelligent and help-
ful. He could even do some things that the first 
Rover could not; for he could feed the fowls as well as 
bring in their eggs. He would take a basket of grain 
between his teeth, and scatter it faster than you can. 

The man who owned this dog had a flock of tame 
doves, which he kept in a park by themselves. Rover 
proved a faithful guardian over them. He would al-
low nothing to harm or frighten them, and he spent 
many happy hours watching them and playing with 
them. 

See in the picture how the doves alight on his head, 
on his shaggy coat, even eating out of the dish in 
which he carries their grain. No fear of Rover have 
the doves. Why not? Don't you suppose that it 
is because he loves them? 

. In the story of "Mary had a little lamb,-  the rea-
son that the teacher gave the children for the lamb's 
loving Mary so, was because Mary loved the lamb. 
So I think it was with the doves; they loved Rover 
because he loved them, and treated them so tenderly. 
Whom we love, we shall treat lovingly; the more 
we love them, the harder we shall try to please them. 

M. J. C. 

A GOOD LESSON. 

ALICE CooK had one very disagreeable fault. When-
ever she saw anything she wanted, she would ask for 
it. Her mamma felt very much ashamed of this 
fault in her little girl, and had often talked with her 
about it; but talking did not seem to do very much 
good, for somehow it was so easy for her to ask for 

things, that the words would slip out before she 
thought. So Mamma Cook told Alice that she would 
have to carry back the very next thing she asked for 
away from home. 

One day Mrs. Cook sent Alice to carry a pattern to 
Mrs. Rose, a lady who lived on the other side of the 
little village. 

"Be careful to do nothing you would not do if I 
were with you," said Mrs. Cook, as she tied the little 
white sunbonnet over the yellow hair. 

Alice walked away feeling very important. It was 
so nice to be trusted to go all alone. And especially 
to Mrs. Rose's, for they lived in such a pretty white 
house, with a green lawn in front. 

"I wonder what makes mamma afraid I'm always 
going to do something naughty," she said to herself, 
remembering her mother's caution. "Of course I 
know how to behave." 

Mrs. Rose took her little caller into the sitting-
room, where she and her little girl were making card-
cases, letter receivers, and cornucopias, out of per-
forated card-board. 

Alice admired them very much. She admired one 
little white cornucopia worked with green zephyr 
more than anyth;ng else. How nice it would be to 
have it for her very own I 

She was sure Mary didn't want it very much, not 
nearly as much as she did. She kept talking about 
it, and by and by, before she meant to at all, she 
asked for it. Mrs. Rose looked at Mary and smiled, 
and Mary gave it to Alice, for she was a polite little 
girl. 

Alice did not feel very comfortable after that. She 
was in a hurry to go home, although mamma had 
said she might stay half an hour, and she had 
thought the time much too short. 

After she was out of sight of Mrs. Rose's window, 
she did not feel in nearly so much of a hurry. She 

walked buck and forth on the long iron bridge very 
slowly. The cornucopia didn't seem nearly so nice to 
her as it had before. Oh, how she wished it was back 
in Mrs. Rose's parlor! 

The way seemed very short, and she was at home 
long before she wanted to be. 

Mrs. Cook kuew that something was wrong when 
she saw the little girl coming slowly up the walk. 

"Mary Rose gave me this," Alice said, holding up 
the cornucopia. 

"I hope you did not ask for it," said Mrs. Cook, 
looking straight into the little girl's face. 

Alice had to tell the truth. 
"I didn't think I was going to," she faltered, "and 

I am very sorry; truly I am, mamma." 
"Then do n't you think you had better take it back 

to Mrs. Rose, and tell her so ?" asked Mrs. Cook. 

This was a very hard thing for Alice to do, and at 
first she thought she could not; but finally she made 
up her mind that it was the only right way. 

About half an hour after, Mrs. Rose opened the 
door to a very red-faced little girl, who held out the 
little white and green cornucopia that had made her 
so unhappy and sad. 

"I have brought this back to Mary; will you please 
take it, and excuse me for asking for it?" 

Mrs. Rose was very kind to the little girl, and urged 
her to keep the cornucopia; but Alice almost hated 
the sight of it; and was very glad when it was hang-
ing between the curtains in Mrs. Rose's parlor again. 

Alice learned a good lesson that day, and one that 
she remembers still; for this is a true story, and I 
will let you think out the lesson for yourselves.—Our 
Sabbath Visitor. 

A TRITE STORY OF LIONS. 

DWI,  you want me to tell you about the queer 
sight I saw the other day at the menagerie? Menag-
eries are where you can see the funniest animals that 
ever lived anywhere. Some have horns on their 
noses, and there are others with humps on their 
backs. The creatures with humps are called camels. 

The best of all the animals were the lions and 
tigers. They were just nice, though. I will tell you 
why. Papa bought me a lovely tin turtle, painted 
blue, red, and yellow, and there was a spring inside of 
him that would wind up a string. When you threw 
the turtle, if you held one end of the string in your 
hand, he would come back, just as if he were alive and 
liked to stay with small boys. 

Hundreds of people went past me, but did not even 
say, "Oh!what a beautiful turtle your papa bought 
you for a dime!" But when I came to the cage of 
lions,—and papa says the lion is called the "King of 
beasts,"—I showed them my turtle. If they are kings, 
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they can't talk a mite in real language, only lion-
talk, which I, of course, can't understand. But they 
said just as plainly as a lion could, with his kind-look-
ing eyes, " What a beautiful turtle your papa bought 
you for a dime!" 

After this they raised their noses and smelt of my 
turtle; then I gave him a little toss, and the string 
wound up, and my turtle ran toward me. You never 
saw such surprised lions in all your life. I think they 
thought the turtle was alive. They sprang to their 
feet, and so did the Royal Bengal tigers that lived be-
side them. 

Mr. and Mrs. Lion acted just like kittens,, they 
wanted to play with my turtle so. I relt very proud, 
and I made my turtle wind and unwind. A crowd of 
people formed around me to watch the lions and 
tigers play. Up and down the cages they ran, jump-
ing over one another, and trying to get at my turtle. 

It made me just love those lions to see them so 
pleased with my handsome turtle. So I said to the 
man that cared for them, "Mr. Menagerie Man, I love. 
your lions very much. Won't you please sell me one 
to go with my turtle? I will be real kind to him, and 
see that he never goes hungry. He shall have a 
saucer of milk every time my little white kitten does, 
and he can sleep in the back yard with our dug Jip. 
I am sure Jip would not hurt him, and it would be 
very cozy for two in a kennel." 

Just then the crowd about me laughed so that I 
could not hear what the Menagerie Man said. I don't 
see any sense in people's laughing that way at noth-
ing. Papa said that we must move on if we wanted 
to see the rest of the show that day; so you see I 
didn't get any lion for my own at all.-Our Little 
Ones. 

SUNSHINE IN THE HOUSE. 

MRIGHTER than the sunshine on a stormy April day 
Is the smile with which alittle maid con drive her tears away; 

Sweeter than the music of a silver-throated bird 
Comes forth her gentle answer to a wrath-provoking word; 
More welcome than the perfume breathed from violet or rose, 
Is the influence of sweetness that shall follow whore she goes; 
And as the little streamlet sings while watering its flowers, 
So she can make her work i,eem light, and sing through busy 

hours. 
Then set a guard on little lips, and little actions too; 
With sunshine bright and music sweet begin each day anew: 
For nothing half so dear is found in garden, field, or wood, 
As the precious little boy or girl who's trying to be good. 

-Clara Louise Burnham. 
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FIRST SABBATH IN APRIL, 
.A.B.R../1, 6. 

OLD TESTAMENT HISTORY. 

LESSON 1.4.-FREE-WILL OFFERINGS. 

INTRODUCTION.-The preceding lesson closed with the subject 
of the Minims sin of the Israelites in worshiping the gol.len calf. 
For I his, God purposed to destroy them, but spared them at the ear-
nest inter. ession of Moses, except those who had been most active in 
causing the people to sin, who were punished with death. The peo 
ple being brought back to their allegiance, Moses proceeds to carry 
out the Instructions given him in Mt. Sinai with reference to the tab-
ernacle, by directing them, at the command of God, to bring free-will 
offerings of their possessions for use in its construction. 

QUESTIONS WITH NOTES AND COM- 
MENTS. 

1. Wnrixt Moses was in the mount, what did God tell 
him to say to the children of Israel ? Ex. 25: 1, 2. 

2. Of what was their offering to consist ? Verses 3-7. 
On verse 4 of this reference Dr. Bush gives the following: 

"Blue, purple, and scarlet. These are merely the names of 
certain colors, while no mention is made of the thing or 
things colored. But as we find from the apostle, Heb. 9: 19, 
that scarlet wool was employed in the sprinkling of blood, 
the probability is, that wool of these colors is intended, which 
was afterwards fabricated by the women into the curtains 
of the tabernacle; for however difficult it may be to conceive 
that they should have had In the wilderness the implements 
necessary to such a process, the following passage, Ex. 35: 
26, puts it beyond doubt: And all the women whose 
spirit stirred them up spun goat's hair.' Thus the Hebrew 
doctors: `The blue spoken of in any place was wool dyed 
like the body of heaven; the scarlet, wool dyed in scarlet, 
etc.' 

"Fine linen, denoting the fabric made from the plant of 
that name which grew in Egypt and Palestine. . . . It was 
either a species of soft, delicate, and downy cotton, or a 
superior kind of flax, from which garments were made of the 
most pure and exquisite white. . . . They were, in fact, the 
garments of kings and nobles. In Gen. 4:42, we see that 
Joseph was clothed in one of them. . . . So likewise David 

appeared in a similar robe on a day of solemnity. 1. Chron. 
15:27." 

Badger skins. The Revised Version renders the original 
Hebrew word "seal skins," or (margin) "porpoise skins,"-
a much better translation, since the badger is an inhabitant 
of cold countries, and, so far as there is any evidence to 
show, never existed in Palestine, Arabia, or Egypt. 

"Shittim wood. Though not certainly known, it is sup-
posed, with great probability, to be the Acacia, or species 
of thorn that still grows in great abundance in the deserts 
of Arabia; the wood of which, according to Jerome, is ex-
tremely light, solid, strong, and smooth, qualities rarely 
found together in any one wood. The tree is of the size of 
a large mulberry tree, large enough, says the Father above 
mentioned, to furnish very long planks."-Bush. 

3. What were these offerings for ? Verse 8. 
4. Who only were to bring an offering / Verse 2; Ex. 

35:5, 21. 
5. What sort of things did they bring ? Ex. 35:22-24. 
6. How did they come to have so many valuable things / 

Ex. 12: 35, 36. 
7. What did the women do / Ex. 35: 25, 26. 
S. What kind of service was all this ? Verse 29. 
9. How are we exhorted to give ? 2 Cor. 9: 7. 

10. What kind of giver does God love I-lb. 
11. Cite another instance where the people offered 

willingly to the cause of God. 1 Chron. 29: 6-8. 
12. How was it that the people were enabled to give so 

willingly / Verse 9. 
13. Is there danger of coming to poverty through 

generous giving to the cause of God ? Prov. 11:24, 25. 
There can be no doubt but that many who bewail their 

(in most cases imaginary) inability to assist in the cause of 
God, owe their pecuniary embarrassment to the fact that 
they are not willing to make a sacrifice and help with what 
they have. For a noted Biblical example of this see Haggai 
1: 1-12. 

14. What is God able to do ? 2 Cor. 9: 8, 11. 
15. How is this ? Ps. 24: 1; 50:10-12; Haggai 2: 8. 
16. Then when people make offerings to God, whose 

property do they give ? 1 Chron. 29:14-16. 
17. What was the result when the people gave with a 

willing heart ? Ex. 36:4, 5. 
18. What proclamation had to be made ? Verses 6, 7. 
What a contrast this presents to modern giving ! Who 

ever heard of a similar instance among any other people ? 
Here there was nothing like a fait., or an oyster supper,, or a 
strawberry festival, by which people now coax unwilling 
dimes from the pockets of worldlings and professors alike, 
for the benefit of the church; we do not read that Moses 
went around to remind the people of their duty, and urge 
them to help the good work along; but "the children 
of Israel brought a willing offering." We are forced to the 
conclusion that when people need urging, even to make 
a pledge to help on in the cause, and then need continual 
reminders of their obligation, there must be a great lack of 
that cheerful readiness to give that is so pleasing to God. 

19. How many have known of such an instance in the 
history of the cause I 

20. Is there in this record any lesson for us f 

In his second epistle to the Corinthians, the apostle Paul 
makes the grace of Christ the grand spring of all Christian 
giving. Giving that is prompted by anything else is not 
Christian giving. As an incentive for them to give liber-
ally, the apostle said: "For ye know the grace of our 
Lord Jesus Christ, that, though he was rich, yet for your 
sakes be became poor, that ye through his poverty might be 
rich." 2 Cor. 8: 9. The plan of salvation begins and ends 
in a gift. " God so loved the world that he gave his only 
begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in him should not 
perish, but have everlasting life." John. 3: 16. Christ 
"gave himself for us, that he might redeem us from all 
iniquity, and purify unto himself a peculiar people, zealous 
of good works." Titus 2:14. And when the work of re-
demption shall have been completed, the saints will share a 
glorious immortality as the free gift of God, through Jesus 
Christ our Lord. This consideration should incite to 
prompt and cheerful giving. Indeed, it will lead to such 
giving on the part of every soul who feels the worth of the 
Saviour's love. Surely it is a slight thing to give the tem-
poral riches which come from God in the first place, and be-
long to him, when be so freely gives to us eternal riches. 
"The riches of his grace " is an expression often used by 
the apostle Paul. But the grace of God is a gift, and con-
sists wholly in giving; we are exhorted to be "good stew-
ards of the manifold grace of God." 1 Peter 4: 10. The 
spirit of willingness to give is a grace, and a manifestation 
of the grace of God. See 2 Cor. 8: 4-7. A converted 
church must be a liberal church. A revival that does not 
increase the contributions of a church, is not the right kind 
of revival; for those who, like the brethren in Macedonia, 
first give themselves to the Lord, will, like them, abound in 
liberality, even in deep poverty. See 2 Cor. 8: 1-5. This 
is further proved by the experience of the people in the 
time of Hezekiala. See 2 Chron. 30 and 31, comparing es-
pecially chapters 30: 18-20 and 31:4-11. 
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LONA JAMES writes from Boone Co., Ark. She  
"I am a little girl eight years old. I go to Sabbath-
school every Sabbath. There are eight in my class. 
We are nearly ready for Book No. 2. Mamma is our 
teacher. We all know the ten commandments, and 
the names of the first twenty-four books in the Old 
Testament. Eld. Scoles and his wife visited our Sab-
bath-school last Sabbath. Mrs. Scoles asked us re-
view questions, and we beat the INsTaucron class an-
swering them. We did not miss any questions. I 
have a sister three and a half years old. She goes to 
Sabbath-school with mamma and me. I have a fine 
black chicken, which I call Black Silk. 1 am going to 
let her raise some little chickens to sell for the mis-
sions. We have a dog which we call Frank. He goes 
with us every Sabbath." 

Our next letter is from Nova Scotia, and is written 
by BLANCHE 0. FADER. She says: "A friend of mine 
has sent me the YOUTH'S INsTrtucTon since last sum-
mer, and I am always pleased to read the children's 
letters in the Budget. As I have never seen a letter 
from Nova Scotia, I thought I would write one. I am 
twelve years old, and am keeping the Sabbath this 
winter. We never knew we were doing wrong in keep-
ing Sunday until last summer. Papa and mamma 
do not keep the Sabbath yet, but they believe it is 
right. My teacher keeps it though, and I go to Sab-
bath-school with her whenever 1 can. We have had a 
good minister here this winter, Eld. Webber. I am 
anxious for my friends to learn the truth. I have 
been writing to a little friend of mine about the Sab-
bath, and I have sent her a tract. I am trying to 
crochet some lace, and I will get some money in this 
way to buy more tracts to send people. I would like 
to be ready to meet Jesus when he comes." 

Here is another letter from Nova Scotia. This 
one is from Digby Co., and is written by ALBERTA 
OUTHOUSE, a little girl who has kept the Sabbath 
about a year. She is the only one in the family that 
keeps the seventh day. She writes: "I am a little 
girl eleven years old. I have four brothers and one 
sister. I go to Sabbath-school, and study in Book 
No. 2. I like my teacher very much. This is my first 
letter to the Budget, and I think it is the first one 
from Nova Scotia, and it is from the only Sabbath-
school that I know of in this Province. I want to be 
a good girl, so as to meet you all in God's beautiful 
kingdom." 

A letter from EDITH B. WITHROW, a little girl aged 
eleven, writes: "Although we belong in Allegan Co., 
Mich., we attend Sabbath-school in Pine Grove, be-
cause their numbers are few; but we have a lively and 
very pleasant school. Eld. Parmelee, who recently 
made us a visit, expressed himself as well pleased with 
the progress made, adding that it was our privilege 
always to improve. I have never been without the 
Iusraucron, and do not know what I should do if it 
should fail in its weekly visits. The letters and his-
torical pieces especially interest me." 

LIBBIE KITTLE sends a letter from Clark Co., Ill., 
in which she says: " I shall soon be thirteen years old. 
My parents are living, and I have two sisters. I keep 
the Sabbath with pa and ma, but my sisters do not 
keep it. We hope and pray that they may. I have 
two chickens which I am going to sell, and put some 
of the money into the missionary cause. It is nearly 
eleven miles to Sabbath-school, but we go nearly 
every Sabbath when the weather is good. I hope to 
meet the INSTRUCTOR readers in the new earth." 

Our next letter is from Walla Walla, Wash. Ter., 
from Sum M. SEMPLE. She writes: " I keep the Sab-
bath with my papa, mamma, and little sister younger 
than I. As I live sixteen miles from Sabbath-school, 
I cannot attend very much. I have taken the IN-
STRUCTOR about four years, and like it much. I am 
twelve years old. I have a nice pony named Bell, a 
nice little calf, and a bird. I have a sister married 
who has a nice little baby. I send my love to all. 
This is my first letter to the Budget." 

LENA E. ELLIOTT writes from Jackson Co., Oregon, 
that they are living in the mountains; that her 
mamma and another lady, who lives a few miles from 
them, are the only Sabbath-keepers there. They have 
no Sabbath-school, but they have the Immix -ma. 

EVA M. CHAPMAN, of Wayne Co., Iowa, a little girl 
nearly twelve years old, says: " I am a member of I he 
S. D. A. Sabbath-school of this plate. Our school is 
not divided into classes yet. but we expect to have it 
as soon as Eld. Larson comes home. My ma is a Sab-
bath-keeper." 
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