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THE LARK. 

Ant) THOU sweet songster of the summer sky, 

How joyous is the song, that from on high 

Thou pourest down to glad the listening wold, 
0 lark, sweet songster of the summer sky! 

Straight as an arrow speeding to its mark, 

Up to the noonday sun thou soar 'st, sweet lark, 
Leaving the mists below thee, gray and cold, 

Thou, the sweet songster of the summer sky ! 

High in the blue, still as a floating cloud, 
Hovering o'er earth's wide pastures, sweet 

and long 

Thou singest; and all the azure heaven is 
loud 

With the resounding music of thy song, 
0 lark, sweet songster of the summer 

sky ! 
—Song Birds and Seasons. 

THE BEY-LARK. 

IIE sky-lark, as shown in the accom-
panying picture, is a bird of Euro-
pean origin, never appearing on 
American soil. Its early arrival in 

spring and its marvelous song have 
made it a favorite with all. Says one 
naturalist: "The bird rises on quiver-
ing wing, almost perpendicularly, sing-
ing as he flies, and even after gaining 
an extraordinary elevation, so powerful 
is his voice that his wild, joyous notes 
maybe heard distinctly when the pained 
eyes can trace his course no longer; but 
an ear well tuned to his song can yet 
determine by the notes whether he is 
still ascending, stationary, or on the 
descent; for the strain is continued on 
his downward course till he approaches 
the ground, when it stops abruptly, 
and with a headlong dart the bird 
alights." 

In regard to its domestic life, another 
observer says: "The mother-bird builds 
her nest between two clods of soil, and 
lines it inside with dry grasses. She 
lays four or five spotted eggs, brown or 
gray, which she hatches hastily. As 
soon as the young ones are feathered, 
they leave their nest, and roam about 
the fields under the lead of the mother, 
and their promptness often misleads 
those who are hunting for bird's nests. 

" Whilst these are tripping over the 
stubble fields, the mother keeps flying 
about them with constant care and 
solicitude. She feeds them with worms, 
caterpillars, ants' eggs, and grasshop- 
pers. This, however, is only the food of their infancy ; 
for as soon as they are grown, they live upon vege- 
table food. In summer, the season of song and bold 
soaring upwards, larks are very lean; but they make 
up for lost time towards autumn, when they live more 
on the ground; eating at all hours, they then grow 
plump and fat." 

But prosperity brings with it dangers to sky-larks 
as well as to human kind. The corpulent little body 
tempts the hunter with the promise of a dainty dish, 
and larks are accordingly hunted down with net and 
mirrors, and every known device. ',Competent au-
thorities state that during the last century over five 
million larks were received in Leipzig annually, and " in 
1854 there were brought to the London markets about 
four hundred thousand, and the official returns state 
that in 1867-68 more than a million and a quarter 
were taken into the town ofDieppe, France." It seems 

a pity that such sweet songsters should meet so 
ingnominious a doom as to satiate the appetite of 
the epicure. 	 W. E. L. 

"IN THE BATTLE." 

"I'vE finished Kings, mother. Of course I'll have 
to skip Chronicles!" 

Elsie Raymond sat by the open window, Bible in 
hand, ready for her Sabbath afternoon reading, and 

thus appealed to her mother, who passed through the 
room as the young girl found her place. 

"Why do you say `of course,' my dear? The 
Chronicles were written to be read," and the mother 
paused a moment at her daughter's side. 

"Look at those names! Just all names!" ex-
claimed Elsie, with a sort of explosion. "What's the 
use?" And the little puckers in her forehead were as-
tonishing to see. They asked a dozen questions at 
once. 

"Well," said Mrs. Raymond, indulgently, "I will 
not make you begin with 'Adam, Seth, Enosh,' but 
you may take the fourth and fifth chapters to-day. 
There are things in them that will help you, if you 
will use them. You may not understand, my child," 
the mother went on, "why I insist upon your reading 
the Bible through in course, but I know it is a good 
plan. I finished it, for the first time, long before I 

was your age, and so did your father. I cannot talk 
to you more now, for I must go to the little ones. 
You may see what you can find in your chapters," 
and the mother left the room. 

"It's all because I'm a minister's daughter and 
granddaughter, back to Methuselah," said Elsie to 
herself. "I don't believe the other girls read the 
Chronicles!" 

But this had nothing to do with the case, and the 
brown head soon bent over the page. 
It was not such a great hardship, after 
all. The soft June air brought a faint 
scent of roses through the window. A 
bird sang in a tree near by. It was all 
so sweet and quiet everywhere that Elsie 
felt she ought to be gentle and lovely 
herself. She read her chapters through, 
though she thought it a mistake about 
there being anything in them, and then 
she had a little thinking time. 

"If that Madge Hartley makes me 
angry to-morrow, it will be just horrid. 
Why can't she let me alone, I wonder? 
The tease! I wish everything could be 
as still and pleasant on Monday as it 
is on Sabbath. So ran her reflections, 
ending with the resolution to "try to 
keep her temper all the week, in spite 
of everything." Then little Floy came 
in, and the quiet time was over. 

"Am I a soldier of the cross?" rang 
out the young voices in the parsonage 
next day, at morning prayers. "Sure 
I must fight if I would reign," sang 
Elsie, with great vigor, and feeling 
quite like a soldier as she thought of 
her enemy, hasty temper, and deter-
mined that it should not get the bet-
ter of her. Afterward, she said " Amen " 
very sincerely to her father's prayer 
that "the Great Captain would give 
them the victory over sin that very 
day." 

Madge Hartley overtook ner a few 
steps from the school-house, and Elsie 
chatted with her in a friendly way, as 
they passed in together. The girls were 
fairly good friends, but Madge was such 
a mischief that she bubbled over in 
teasing ways. She loved to see Elsie's 
dark eyes flash, and her funny little 
curls bob about in a breezy fashion 
they had when she was vexed. Then 
she was so easily teased, and stormed 
at such a rate, that it was "great fun," 
Madge said, "just to stir her up about 
nothing." 

Matters went very well with Elsie this Monday, un- 
til after school; for she had nothing to try her. But 
on the way home several of the girls stopped to rest 
in Hattie Sheldon's yard; and, in the midst of a 
lively talk, Madge turned suddenly, and said to her 
touchy schoolmate, "Why didn't you report to-
night, miss? I saw you whisper." 

"I had permission, you mean thing! You heard 
me ask," retorted Elsie, roused in an instant. 

"I didn't, either," said Madge, "and I guess you 
took the answers into the arithmetic class, too." 

"I never did, never ! " exclaimed Elsie, hotly. "You 
know better." 

"Oh, indeed! Not in your head? Well, you ought 
to have done it then," laughed Madge, teasingly, "but 
I'm sure I saw you look into your book." 

This touched Elsie in a tender point; for she was an 
honorable girl. Her eyes fairly blazed. 
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• You horrid thing," she said, with rising temper. 
Before the class, of course," said Madge, mock-

ingly, "not in recitation. I never said so." 
I t was such a little beginning for a quarrel; but it 

was easy to make Elsie furious, and the other girls 
took sides, till there was a disgraceful war of words, 
though none knew just what the accusations had 
been. Finally, Elsie broke away and rushed home. 
ller mother saw her flushed face as she came in, and 
drew from her by gentle questionings the whole day's 
history, its resolute beginning and its humiliating 
close. 

"Dear child," she said, smoothing the rumpled 
curls, "if you had read your Chronicles carefully yes-
terday, you would have known how to win victory 
to-day." 

Elsie looked up with surprise and doubt in her face. 
"I never saw any such thing," she said. 

"That does not prove that it is not there," returned 
the mother, smiling. "Bring your Bible, and open to 
1 Chronicles 5:20." Elsie obeyed. "Now see," said 
Mrs. Raymond, " how the Israelites defeated the Hag-
arites in time of war." 

The young girl read, in thoughtful tone: "And 
they were helped against them, and the Hagarites 
were delivered into their hand, and all that were with 
them; for they cried to God in the battle, and be 
was entreated of them, because they put their trust in 
him." 

"You see, daughter, that they cried for help in the 
very time of need." 

"It was a queer place for a prayer-meeting, in the 
midst of a battle," said Elsie, slowly. "I wonder 
that they thought of it then." 

"That is the very thing," said her mother. "They 
did think of it, they did it, and were helped. It is well 
to be on guard, but the very minute that we need help 
is a good time to ask and receive it. One little up-
ward thought, one cry to God, in the midst of the 
battle to-day, would have quieted your rising temper, 
I think, if you had tried it." 

"I did not think," said Elsie, and hid her face, while 
the gentle voice went on :— 

" All Scripture is profitable, dear. ' Remember the 
battle with the Hagarites told in Chronicles. And let 
me give you a bit of ad vice which I like, from a quaint 
old writer: Do not forget the short dagger of ejacu-
latory prayer, when there is no time to draw out the 
long sword of a formal prayer."' Then feeling that 
she had said enough, mother left Elsie to think it 
over.—The Interior. 

For the INSTRUCTOR. 

GOOD MANNERS.—NO. 3. 

IN our last, we told you how bad boys—boys who 
would have their own way, and do as they pleased in 
spite of all father and mother could say, fared among 
the Jews; how they were taken before the judges of 
the land, and complaint made against them by their 
parents; and how the law took its course against 
them—how they were stoned to death; and how 
wicked young persons who called Elish a "bald head," 
and told him to "go up," were punished. 

In this number I want to say something about re-
spect due from young people to old people. In this 
age of the world, the want of respect shown to old 
people by children is great, and a faithful account is 
being made before the Lord, and will have to be met 
in the judgment because of it. If the children would 
only stop to think, they would see how very bad such 
conduct is. 

There are several reasons why old age should be 
respected; but first turn and read Lev. 19:32. These 
are the words: "Thou shalt rise up before the hoary 
head. and honor the face of the old man, and fear thg 
God: I am the Lord your God." This was what the 
Lord commanded—to honor old people. Notice, it is 
placed along side of the fear of God. Then it is just 
as right that the old and gray-headed should be re-
spected as that you should fear God; every bit as 
binding on you, don't you see? Don't forget it. 

If God commanded us to give such respect, there 
must be some good reason for it, because he never 
commands anything without reasons, although we 
may not at all times be able to see them. But in 
this case, I think we can see why he did so. 1. Old 
persons have had more experience than you, having 
lived longer in the world. They are thus able and 
are willing to give young people much valuable ad-
vice. The experience may have cost them much,—
may have cost them dearly,—but they are willing to 
give you for nothing what cost them so dear. 

2. Old people generally love young people, and are 
willing to do for them anything they can. Just notice 
what an interest grandpa and grandma have in you. 
What will not these dear old souls do for you? You 

should, to say the least, show common gratitude. 
You should give love and respect in return. 

3. Old persons are often sensitive, and feel keenly 
any lack of respect. Any slighting remark, especially 
from young people, makes them feel bad. Never try 
to mimic their way of speaking or acting. Never cor-
rect nor contradict them. These are some of the rea-
sons why young persons should be polite and obliging 
to old age. 	 N. J. BOWERS. 

For the INSTRUCTOR. 
GIVE LOVE. 

GLOWERS there are that pine in darkness, 
Which the light would cause to live; 

gearts there are that long in secret 
For the love that we might give. 

Touched by warm, bright rays of sunlight, 
Drooping flowers expand and grow; 

And sad souls look up and brighten 
Underneath love's steady glow. 

We shall never know how many, 
Walking near us day by day. 

Long for sympathy and kindness—
For a word that you might say. 

Think not then, 0 brother, sister, 
There is naught you can bestow. 

Long as there are those who're yearning 
For the love a child might show. 

Seek the souls that dwell in darkness, 
Lonely, sad, and tempest-riven; 

It may be that you may cheer them.—
You may point the way to heaven. 

Then give love, and flowers shall blossom, 
Where before none ever grew; 

Give, and thine own soul shall brighten 
With a radiance ever new. 

VIOLA E. SAITTIL 

A LITTLE THING. 

A TWELVE-YEAR-OLD boy was writing a letter. It 
was an important letter. He meant to write it very 
carefully. He hoped that it would secure him a place 
in a great business house, and he believed that a start 
in such a house would lead to success in business. 

Perhaps you wonder that a twelve-year-old boy 
should be planning for himself in this way. His fa-
ther had died a few weeks before. A mother and two 
young sisters were left•. A little home and a small 
amount of money in the bank were all that they had 
to depend upon. 

Howard said, "I must leave school, and begin to 
work my way into some business. In two or three 
years 1 can surely support you." Mrs. Day smiled 
sadly, but she was pleased to have her boy so brave 
and hopeful. 

When the letter was finished, Howard read it over. 
He saw no mistake in it. It was a boyish letter, ask-
ing for work. He carried it to his mother. She pointed 
out amisspelled word, and a misplaced comma. How-
ard carefully erased the extra letter from the word, 
and corrected his punctuation also. "But it shows, 
after all," he said. However, he sent the letter. 

The next day the old merchant sent for him. 
"Did you write this letter?" said he. 
"I did," answered Howard. 
"Without help?" 
"Yes, sir." After a moment's pause the boy added, 

"Perhaps you saw that I had scratched out a letter, 
and changed a comma. Mother told me of those mis-
takes." 

"I will see you to-morrow," said the merchant. 
Three things this employer always required in en-

gaging a new hand,—carefulness, strict truthfulness, 
and promptness. 

"The boy is probably prompt," said he to himself, 
considering the case; "for he came at the very time 
1 appointed. His letter is carefully written, though 
he did make two mistakes. And the fact that he told 
me that his mother pointed out the mistakes shows 
strict truthfulness. That decides the matter. I will 
take him." 

The next day Howard was engaged, and twenty 
years later was made a partner in the great business 
house. 

It was a little thing to tell the exact truth in this 
matter; but it opened a door to Howard which 
meant comfort for his mother and sisters, and as-
sured business success for himself. S. S. Advocate. 

For the INSTRUCTOR. 

A SHREWD STRATAGEM. 

IT is claimed by some that animals other than man 
are not capable of reasoning, and that they know how 
to care for themselves only by a natural impulse called 
instinct. They are supposed to possess this faculty to a 
much greater degree than do people; though you may 

think of some things which human beings know from 
earliest intelligence, without ever having been taught 
them. 

But however powerful an instinct animals may have, 
that could not account for their wise doings some-
times observed. You have doubtless heard many in-
cidents relative to the sagacity of pets; but we add an-
other, which it would seem could be explained only by 
crediting the subject with ability to reason:— 

Starting one day to feed the chickens, one of the hens 
nearest, noticing me before I reached them, itnmediately 
turned and ran in the opposite direction, and when in 
the midst of the others, began to cackle vigorously, 
flapping her wings, and appearing to make great haste 
to reach the farther end of the yard. The entire flock, 
startled, and confidently supposing some danger in 
the rear or prize in advance, hastened in the same 
direction, when the crafty leader began to lessen her 
speed, though still maintaining a semblance of haste. 
When all had passed her, she complacently turned 
and hurried back to the feed, of which she had devoured 
a greedy share before the others, missing their leader 
and failing to discover the cause of flight, returned to 
comprehend the trick that had been practiced at 
their expense. 	 MRS. ADA D. WELLMAN. 

For the INSTRUCTOR. 

THAT CUP OF WATER. 

YEARS ago, when 1 was a small child attending a 
country school, it so happened that the teacher over-
heard a little boy speaking some bad words. As the 
boy came into the school-room, the teacher talked 
with him, told him how sorry she felt that he had used 
such language, and then sent him to the water-pail, 
telling him to take a cup of water and to wash out 
his mouth. When this had been done once, she had 
him repeat it over and over again. 

Well, I cannot tell what the effect was upon that 
little boy; whether he learned any useful lesson from 
it or not. This much I do know: that the circum-
stance referred to made a lasting impression upon 
my own mind. 

It was brought again to my recollection this morn-
ing as I was grieving over some words that I had 
spoken and would fain recall. I remembered the little 
boy with the cup of water, and thought, oh, how gladly 
would I resort to the same measure, if I could only 
wash out those words, spoken so " unadvisedly " with 
my lips. 

But words once spoken are gone; they are ours no 
longer; we may grieve over them, may repent and 
ask for pardon, and it be granted us. No water 
is sufficient to remove their defects. Only the precious 
blood of Jesus can finally wash away each stain. 

MRS. F. H. SISLEY. 

GREAT MEN AND GOOD MANNERS. 

THE Chief-Justice of the United States lives on a 
beautiful knoll in the suburbs of Washington. His 
elegant home, called Belmont, with turrets and spires, 
built of rough, light-colored stone, is only a few rods 
from the Fourteenth Street car-line that leads to the 
White House and the Capitol. As I was hurriedly 
passing his home yesterday, in the pouring rain, I saw 
three little girls all in a flutter of haste and excitement 
—wrappedin gossamers, with school-bags tucked away 
out of the wet—running to catch the car. Just be-
hind them walked a scholarly-looking, gray-haired 
gentleman, with a most kindly, sunny face shining 
out from under the umbrella. 

"0 papa papal do hurry; you're getting so wet," 
I heard said; and the three little maids stopped and 
turned back to hold and pull and tug away at the 
quiet gentleman, hurrying him to take his place in the 
crowded car packed with a rainy-morning crowd. 

" Papa" took hold of the strap, and the rosy little 
daughters kopt fast hold of him to steady themselves 
in the swaying throng. The dripping umbrella leaned 
against the door, and the gentleman chatted pleas-
antly with the conductor, helped an old colored 
woman with a huge basket of clothes to a place be-
hind him; and when the `'transfers" were given for 
Pennsylvania Avenue, and the little family "changed 
cars," a murmur of inquiry and pleasure swept over 
the faces of those left. " Who was that gentleman? 
Do you know him ?" 

The conductor walked through, very straight, and 
looked very proud, as he said: "That man was Chief-
Justice Fuller, and he rides on my car every day. We 
like him. We like him and all his family. They a'n't 
a bit proud nor stuck up, and they know good man-
ners from shoddy ones every time. Mr. Chief-Justice 
talks to us conductors just as kind and good as he 
does to the President. We hope he will stay on our 
line forever 1 "— lVide Awake for July. 



AUGUST 21, 1889. THE YOUTH'S INSTRUCTOR. 	 135 

44/C, fj.ttle 

JAMIE, THE GENTLEMAN. 

HERE'S a dear little ten-year-old down the street, 

With eyes so merry, and smile so sweet, 

I love to stay him whenever we meet, 

And I call him Jamie, the gentleman. 

His home is of poverty, gloomy and bare, 

His mother is old with want and care, 

There's little to eat and little to wear 

in the home of Jamie, the gentleman. 

He never complains, though his clothes be old, 

No dismal whinings at hunger or cold; 

For a cheerful heart that is better than gold 

Has brave little Jamie, the gentleman. 

His standing at school is always ten ; 

" For diligent boys make wise, great men, 

And I'm bound to be famous some day, and then,"— 

Proudly says Jamie, the gentleman,— 

" My mother shall rest her on cushions of down, 

The finest lady in all the town, 

And wear a velvet and satin gown," 

Thus dreams Jamie, the gentleman. 

"Trust ever in God," and "Be brave and 

true"— 

Jamie has chosen these precepts two; 

Glorious mottoes for me and for you; 

May God bless Jamie, the gentleman. 

—Wide Awake. 

VISITS TO THE INDIANS. 
4 

fWO little girls, Allie and Nettie, 
went once to see some Indian 
houses. Their uncle took 
them, and they had to drive a 

long, long way over the prairie. 
The Indians were not wild like 
those who live in the far West. 
They lived on a Reservation, and 
had frame houses. 

In each house was only one 
room, and in front a large porch, 
almost as large as the house. But 
there was no floor in the porch ex-
cept the ground. Near each house 
was also a wigwam, made of bark, 
and the Indians liked better to 
stay in the wigwam or the porch 
than in the house. On this page 
is a true picture :of the ;houses built by these Indians. 

They had hammocks hung up in the porch, and 
wide platforms along the sides, where they could 
sleep. 

The little girls were almost afraid to talk to the In-
dians at first, but they soon found courage to look 
into the houses and wigwams. 

At the second house they visited, they found a little 
pappoose. That is the Indian name for baby. It 
was asleep in a hammock on the porch. It was 
about two years old, and as brown as a berry. 

Then the squaw took them into the room, and 
showed them another baby. It was a little bit of a 
thing, and was strapped on to a board. There was a 
piece of hoop that came in front of its head. The 
hoop had tiny bells hung on it, and when the pap-
poose was moved, the bells would jingle. 

The little girls wanted to take the baby home with 
them, but the squaw thought too much of her baby 
to let it go. She laughed when they asked for it. 

A squaw mamma once did let her baby go. She 
saw some beautiful earrings in a lady's ears that she 
thought she would rather have than her own pap-
poose, so the owner of the earrings traded with her. 
It was not long, however, before the squaw went in 
great haste to the woman, threw down the orna-
ments, snatched the pappoose, and ran home with it. 
She loved her baby best of all. 

Nettie and Allie each bought a bead necklace to 
remember their visit to the Indians. 

A little boy, named Hal, once went with his papa 
and some soldiers to visit an Indian encampment. 
Here the houses were all wigwams, set up near the 
edge of a grove on the river-bank. There were four 
close together, under a large cotton-wood tree. And 
what do you think Hal saw there? 

On one of the branches hung three Indian babies! 
The babies' mammas had hung them there out of the 
way. They were not hung up by their necks though. 
Each baby was strapped on to a flat board, which 
was hung to a limb by a piece of leather. 

Hal had never seen a pappoose before, and lie took 
great pleasure in looking at them. The squaws were 
much pleased to see him so interested in their babies, 
so one squaw came and took down her pappoose, so 
that he could see it better. She let him hold it in his 

arms too. It must have seemed odd to hold such a 
stiff baby, as the board would not bend a bit. He 
did not care to hold it long. Although it was a 
pretty baby, he thought it was almost too brown. 

This pappoose had on a red blanket under the band-
ages which bound it to the board. Hal said it 
looked like a great red bird hanging there. The 
other babies were asleep, and had brown blankets 
around them. 

As they rode home, Hal asked one of the officers, 
who knew a great deal about Indians, if the babies 
liked to be tied to a board that way. He said they 
seemed to, and would cry if left off from the board. 
Then if they were put back again, they would be quiet. 
—Adapted. 

SUSIE'S LESSON. 

"I WONDER where Harry is. Har-ry I" 
No answer came, and Susie went about the house, 

calling for her brother in a tone which was not at all 
pleasant. 

" What do you want, Susie?" asked her mother, 
opening the door of her room. 

"I want Harry, mamma. Do you know where he 
is?" 

"I saw him running tow-
ard the village a little while 
ago." 

"Well, I think he's the 
meanest boy I ever saw." 

"What has he done that 
is so mean?" asked her mother in much surprise. 

"Why, he knows I want to go early to the lawn 
party, and now he's gone off, and nobody knows 
when he'll come back." 

"I dare say he'll come by the time you are ready." 
"Oh, but I wanted him to pick me some flowers for 

a bouquet; and I wanted him to black my shoes." 
"Patience, my little daughter. Jane will black 

your shoes, and you can get the flowers yourself." 
" Harry always does it better than Jane," grumbled 

Susie. 
"Then if Harry is usually so good to you, I don't 

think you ought to complain of him." 
"But he had no business to go off, just when lie 

knew I wanted to go early. Are you coming to help 
me with my hair, mamma?" 

"Yes, as soon as you get your shoes blacked." 
Susie went down to Jane, spending all the time 

used in blacking her shoes in making complaints 
against Harry. 

"I hate to wear these old hair ribbons," said Susie, 
as her mother brushed and braided her hair. 

"They are faded, but they do not look bad." 
" I think they do. I ought to have some new 

ones." 
"If I could get them for you, you should have them, 

Susie." 
"It's hateful not to be able to have things. Emma 

Morse has new ribbons whenever she wants them, and 
I don't have anything." 

If you could have looked at Susie' s face just then, you 
would have wondered to see how many pretty things 
were sadly spoiled by ugly temper. Her smooth fore_ 
head was tied up into a knot, while the blue eyes 
under it had lost all the sweetness which should be-
long with bright eyes. And the red lips were twisted 
into an ugly scowl. How could they help it when 
such cross, crabbed words were coming through 
them? 

"Go and look in the glass, little one," said mamma. 
Do you know who made those pretty features for 
you? Don't you think the dear Lord meant them 
for smiles and pleasant words, instead of snarls and 
frowns?" 

If Susie ever thought so, she surely did not think so 
to-day; for she kept on fretting and complaining 
about Harry, until poor mamma was glad enough to 
to be done braiding the glossy hair. But the com-
plaints lasted until the white dress was buttoned, and 
shoes were put on. 

"Now I am going to get my flowers, and if I get my 
clean dress dirty, it will be all Harry's fault." 

Ali, Susie! .How can you keep on a scowl when the 
sun smiles down on you, and the flowers smile up at 
you? How can you grumble when every bird is sing-
ing its song of gladness and thanksgiving for all the 
beautiful things in which you have a share? 

"I don't see Harry coming yet," said Susie as she 
went back to the house. "I believe I'll go without 
him." 

"I don't think I'd do that," said mamma. ".You 
know Harry is a little bashful, and perhaps he would 
not go at all if he had to go alone. He would be dis-
appointed, I know." 

"I don't care if he is. He has no 
business to keep me waiting. You 
can tell him to come on after me. 
It's all nonsense, his being bashful 
about it." 

Susie put on her hat, and walked 
down the road, often turning back 
to see if Harry was coming. As 
she reached the turn in the road, • 
she gave one more look, and said, 
"No, he isn't coming. He's the 
most provoking boy that ever 
lived. I shall keep right on, and 
not walk slowly for him any 
longer." 

"Susie! Susie!" 
Before she had taken many steps 

beyond the turn, she heard Harry's 
voice. 

" Susie ! 011, I'm so tired." Harry 
came up to her all out of breath. 

" Why did you go away and stay 
so long?" asked Susie. " You knew 
it would be time to go." 

"Wait till I can talk," panted 
Harry. "Why, see—is this what 
you wanted?" 

"Oh, how beautiful!" exclaimed 
Susie. "Where did you get it, 
Harry?" She looked with delight 
at the pretty ribbon which Harry 
took out of a piece of paper. 

"Over at the village, of course. I meant to go 
earlier, but papa wanted me to rake up the leaves. 
And I meant to get back quicker, but I had to go to 
so many places before I could find the ribbon. 
heard you say you wanted blue ones, and they had 
pink ones most everywhere. I ran most all the way. 
Now let me tie them on for you. I can do it pretty 
nearly as well as mamma." 

" Harry,",said Susie, "Where did you get the money 
for them?" 

"Oh, a fairy gave it to me." 
"Grandma, I guess," said Susie. 
"Now come on, quick," said Harry, "and we'll be 

there in plenty of time." 
" I'm sorry I felt so cross at Harry," said Susie, 

when she was talking to mamma afterward. "He 
went all the way to the village for new hair ribbons 
for me. I was so sorry I didn't enjoy the lawn party 
half so much." 

"I'm glad you were sorry," said mamma. "Your 
brother was very kind to take such a long walk and 
spend all his money for you—" 

"0 mamma, did he do that?" asked Susie, with 
tears in her eyes. 

"Yes, dear, he did. All the while you were saying 
such unkind things about him, he was doing his very 
best to get something to please you." 

"I'm glad he didn't know what I said. Mamma, it 
isn't any harm when he didn't know, is it? It 
wouldn't hurt him any." 

"No, dear, it couldn't hurt your brother; but have 
you thought of how much it hurts yourself?" 

"How can it hurt me?" 
"Don't you know that every unkind thought is a 

a blot on your heart—your heart which the Lord made 
pure and clean, and commanded you to keep with all 
diligence, that the stain of sin might be kept from it? 
Have you forgotten that ugly thoughts write them-
selves upon your face? and that ugly words once 



136 	 THE YOUTH'S INSTRUCTOR. 	 VoL. 37, No. 34. 

spoken can never be called back? Ask the dear Say- 
four, my little one, to help you to shut out evil 
thoughts, and to keep back evil words." 

I hope Susie will not forget her lesson, and that 
every little girl or boy who may chance to read this 
may try the only way of trampling down evil in the 
heart.-Sydney Dayre. 

Mamie Clark wears the red hood every day to school. 
She does not know how Harry earned the money to 
buy it. Her mamma knows, and she told the story 
to me.-Kate Tannatt Woods. 
- 	 - 
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CHARLES 0. SKINNER writes a letter from Lancaster 
Co., Neb. 	He says: "I like so well to read the letters 
in the Budget, and I have seen so few from this place, 
that I thought I would write. 	I am nearly thirteen 
years old. 	I have a brother George younger, nearly 
ten years old. 	I had a dear little sister Daisy, four 
years old, but she died three years ago. 	We have a 
very interesting Sabbath-school of over a hundred 
members. 	We hold our meetings in the chapel of our 
mission building. 	We each have a first-day offering 
box, and at the end of every quarter we have child-
ren's missionary exercises, and the boxes are opened. 
We have a very interesting time. 	I have some mis- 
sionary chickens, and I sell garden vegetables. 	I keep 
account of tithes and offerings, and pay them up. 	My 
parents began keeping the Sabbath most four years 
ago. My papa is a laborerin thecause here. 	We hope 
to live every day so when Jesus comes we can be saved 
with the redeemed." 

The next letter is from Grant Co., Ind. 	It reads: 
" We are step-sisters, and our names are MINNlE 
FITE and CHATTA SMITH. I am twelve years old, and 
Chatta is nine. 	We have a kitten apiece, and I have 
a bird. 	We have a missionary bucket that we put 
our pennies into. 	We are raising some missionary 
chickens. 	We will send the money out this fall, and 
will write and tell how much we send. 	I sent some 
INSTRUCTORS to one of my cousins. Mamma takes it. 
We love to read the stories. 	We have no Sabbath- 
school here, but we recite our lessons at home, and 
are ready for Book No. 1. 	We have a Bible lesson at 
home every Sabbath. Pa does not keep the Sabbath. 
Mamma received the truth while Elds. Covert and 
Thompson were holding tent meetings here. 	Pray for 
us that we may bear the cross of Christ." 

EDIE M. ANDERSON writes a letter from Dodge Co., 
Neb. 	Shesays: "I am a littlegirl eleven years old. 	I 
keep the Sabbath with my parents and three brothers 
younger than myself. I go to Sabbath-school every 
Sabbath; my uncle is my teacher. I can repeat the 
books in the Bible, the ten commandments, and 
the twenty-third psalm. 	I also. go to day school. 	I 
have seven brothers and three sisters dead. 	Five of 
them died in three weeks. 	I hope I shall see them in 
the new earth. 	I have ten cousins living in this town, 
and they are all trying to keep the Sabbath. 	I used 
to live on the farm, where we had so many horses, cattle, 

and chickens. 	Since we have lived in town, we 
keep only a cow, horse, a few chickens, and a cat. 	I 
am trying to meet the INSTRUCTOR family in the new 
earth."  

	

MARY LIGHT writes from Steuben Co., Ind. 	She 
hrs 

older 
 of taffaen. 	I   have

myself. 
  	

Not 
  one 

biaryotsher"
aIur  

one 
eousirstteeein both 

any of my folks keep the Sabbath. I go to Sabbath- 
school. 	It is about a mile from our house. 	I study 
in Book No. 2. Mrs. Wooden conducts the Sabbath- 
school. 	She is the only Adventist about here. 	I go 
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will write a letter too. 	I send my love to the IN- 
STRUCTOR family, and hope to meet them all in the 
earth made new." 

Our next letter is from the same county as the 
above, and is written by BERTHA WEEDEN, who says: 
"I am twelve years of age. 	I have six sisters and one 
brother living. 	My youngest sister died a few months 
ago. 	We have Sabbath-school at our house every 
Sabbath. 	There 	is 	no 	church 	within thirteen 
miles of us. 	I study in Book No. 2. 	I go to day 
school, which is one and one half miles away. 	My fa- 
ther does not keep the Sabbath, but we hope he will 
soon. I 	to read the INSTRUCTOR. We have taken 
it five years. I want to live so as to meet my sister in 
the earth made new." 

Here is a letter from Otsego,Mich., written by 
EDITH SHEPARD. It reads: "I wil  begin my letter by 
asking a question. 	How many times did Christ  
speak during 	his 	crucifixion? 	I have one little 
brother thirteen months old. He has a pet dog. I 
have a cat and two birds. 	Mamma and I have a 
flower bed. 	We have a flower called Joseph's coat. 
Mamma and I have been reading two good books,- 
'Hannah Lee' and the 'Climbers.' 	We took turns 
reading aloud. 	I am ten years old. 	Good-by." 

JENNIE WEIGHTMAN, of Barry Co., Mich., says: "I 
am a little Sabbath-keeper. 	There are one hundred
and sixteen Sabbath-keepershere. We have Sabbath- 
school at our house. 	We take the INSTRUCTOR, and 
like it much." 

WORDS. 
a  LITTLE, tender word, 

Wrapped in a little ryhme, 
Sent out upon the passing air, 
A s seeds are scattered everywhere 

In the sweet summer time. 

A little, idle word, 
Breathed in an idle hour; 

Between two laughs that word was said, 
Forgotten as soon as uttered, 

And yet that word had power. 

Away they sped, the words; 
One, like a winged seed, 

Lit on a soul which gave it room, 
And straight began to bud and bloom 

In lovely word and deed. 

The other careless word, 
Borne on an evil air, 

Found a rich soil, and ripened fast 
Its rank and poisonous growths, and cast 

Fresh
truths? seeds to work elsewhere. 

The speakers of the words 
Passed by and marked, ono day, 

The fragrant blossoms, dewy wet, 
The baneful flowers thickly set 

In clustering array. 

And neither knew his word; 
One smiled, and one did sigh. 

"How strange and sad," one said, "it is 
People should do such things as this; 

I'm glad it was not I." 

And. "What a wondrous word, 
To reach so far, so high!" 

The other said; "whatjoy 't would be 
To send out words so helpfully; 

I wish that it were I." 

TITHES AND OFFERINGS. 

LESSON 10.-THE WAITING POSITION. 

1. WHAT will the Lord's people exclaim when he comes ? 
Isa. 25: 9. 

2. Will 	they 	know 	that 	Christ's coming is near ? 

-Selected. hogs, 

Matt. 24:32, 33. 
3. Will they know the exact time of Christ's coming ? 

Mark 13: 32, 33. 
4, How does Christ describe those waiting for him to 

come ? 	Luke 12: 35. 
5. Describe the circumstances from which this figure 

was drawn ? 	Ex. 12: 11, 12. 
6. Can such a position be held without others knowing 

it? 
7. How are those described who do not receive these 

1 Thess. 5: 6, 7. 
S. What special instruction does the Saviour give to 

his people in view of his soon coming ? 	Luke 12: 35, 36. 
9. After hearing these things, what did Peter want to 

know ? 	Verse '41. 
10. How does Christ reply 1 	Luke 12:42; Matt. 24: 

45. 
11. Who are here referred to as stewards ? 	1 Peter 

4:10.  
12. What is the position of the steward ? 	1 Chron. 

28: 1. 
13. What is the evil servant represented as saying and 

doing ? 	Luke 12: 45. 
14. What is it to beat the men-servants, and to eat and 

drink with the drunken ? 	See note. 
15. Are these unfaithful stewards represented as untie- 

lievers ? 	Matt. 24: 51; Luke 12: 46. 
16. In what does their sin consist ? 
17. Will 	there be a difference in the punishment ? 

Verses 47, 48. 
18. What solemn lesson do we learn from this when ap- 

have so greatlightas 	from  thosetowho shinesGod's  
word at the present day ? 

THE STORY OF A RED HOOD. 

MARY CLARK, or Mamie, as she was frequently 
called, wanted a pretty red hood. 	Susie Gray had 
one. 	Dot Miller had one also. 	In fact, nearly everyplied 
girl in Rimmer's school had a red hood. 	Mary's fa- 
ther was dead, and her mother worked very hard. 
Mrs. Clark made pocket-books for a man in Boston. 
She made a great many for a very little money. It 
took her a long time to earn a barrel of flour. 	It 
took the little Clarks a short time to eat one. 

Mamie, Harry, Fred, and the baby were all hungry 
little people. 	Sometimes poor Mrs. Clark was sorry 
they were so hungry, it was so hard to find enough 
food for them. 

"0 dear, I want a red hood awfully," said Mamie, 
one day. 	Susie Gray was passing with one on. 

" I wish I could give you one, my darling," said her 
mamma. 

"I wish you could, too." 
" I would not use that word `awfully,' Mamie." 
"Why not, mamma?" 
"Because you do not mean it. 	Let us think for 

one moment. 	Awful means filled with awe, terror, or 
dread." 

"I see, mamma. No, I do not want the hood aw- 
fully, but very much." 

Harry heard all his sister said. 	The next day he 
went to a store and asked the man the price of red 
hoods. 

"Here is one for thirty-five cents," said the man. 
Har ry looked sober. He went away, and the man 

called after him, "• Here, little shaver, who wants a 
hood?" 

"I want one, sir, for my little sister." 
"Have you any money?" 
"Yes, sir, I sold my knife for fifteen cents." 
"Is that all?" 
"No, sir; I let Joe Blake have two agates and my 

best top for five cents." 
"And is that all?" 
"No, sir; I sold some evening papers, and earned 

five cents more." 
" Where did you get your agates, knife, and for?" 
" My uncle sent them from New York." 
" Well, boy, you may have the hood for twenty-five 

cents. 	To-morrow, if your mother is willing, you 
may come here and do my errands. I will pay you 
well." 

"Thank you, sir." 
"A boy who sells his playthings to please his little 

sister must be a good boy." 

NOTES. 
To wait for Christ's second coming is to occupy a position 

of constant expectation. 	It could not be said that we were 
in a waiting position for a train of cars unless we had 
reached the station, and were ready for the train when it 
should arrive. 	Some will be prepared when the Lord comes, 
and such only can be said to be waiting. 

The parable of the unfaithful steward is one of the great- 
est importance. 	It shows that some will be teaching that 
the time has come to get ready for Christ's coming,-to sell, 
and give alms. 	They urge the necessity of immediate 
preparation for the event, while the unfaithful servant rea- 
sons that there is no necessity of being so much stirred up 
about the matter. 	He complains of the straight testimony, 
and he pursues the course of those who do not profess the 
truth at all; yet he claims to believe the same as the others, 
but in his heart he does not, and he shows it in two ways: 
First, he says that the preaching to move at once, and act as 
though the day of the Lord was right upon us, is too strong; 
second, his life is the same as those who do not make any 
profession at all. 	The first is to beat his men-servants; the 
second, to eat and drink with the drunken. 

ANY one who does a good thing for any other reason than 
that it is a good thing, cannot be said really to do the thing 
in his heart that he does with his hands. 	There ought to 
be-there is, in fact-no legitimate motive for an action 
other than that it is a good and right thing to do. 	Yet this 
seems really to be one of the last reasons that most persons 
give for their "good" actions. 	They do not want to do 
anything without "getting credit " for it. 	They do not 
want to be "paid back" for it exactly, but they do want 
" credit." 	If a man gives up his seat in a street-car to 
lady, and the lady supposes that some one else gave it to 
her, and thanks the wrong man accordingly, the right man 
frets because he lost the credit, and the wrong man chuck- 
lea because he received it. 	It is a pleasant and an encouraging 
thing to receive thanks where thanks are due. 	Every one is 
entitled to credit when he does a right and creditable act. 
But if the act is done for the credit's sake rather than for 
the act's sake, the credit is a false credit, and the act is 
morally worth no more than the credit. 	There is moral 
riches in righteousness, and the last thing that a righteous 
man needs to worry about is credit.-Selected. 
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