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MARCH. 

ZHE pillared clouds against a sullen sky 

Shut in the day, 
Like frozen waves on Arctic seas they lie 

Stone-faced and gray ; 

Against them are the gaunt trees penciled out, 

Bare and unclad, 
Low hills, flat meads—the landscape all about 

Is dark and sad. 

There is a look of hopelessness, an air 

As of old age; 

Of ended life, too quiet for despair; 

Of the last page, 

And the last word written; the tired pen 
Laid dovvi ; the breath 

Of Nature coming slow and faint, and then 

The sleep of death. 

Yet even now, unseen beneath the clod, 

The pulse is stirred 
To bring green freshness to the dry, brown sod, 

And bad and bird 
To naked woods; till from the heart of Death. 

Life, wakening, 

Opens soft eyes of laughter, as she smith, 
"I am the Spring." 

—Mary Martin. 

THE YELLOW-CRESTED WREN. 

cI

N "Song Birds and Seasons," Andr • 
Theuriet gives an interesting 	

,A
de-

scription of the golden-crested wren, 
the smallest of the British birds. 

The accompanying engraving shows 
this little bird at home with his 
family. Mr. Theuriet thus describes 
this tiny bit of feathered royalty :— 

" I found one day a marvelously con-
structed nest in the boughs of a larch 
tree. Imagine a large ball, delicately 
woven of moss and gossamer threads, 
wadded inside with the warmest and 
softest down, gathered from the cat-
kins of poplars, the ripe tufts of this-
tles, and the cottony seed of the wil-
low herb. This soft nest, into which 
one could only penetrate on one side 
by a narrow opening, was the work of 
the golden-crested wren, that Liliputian 
bird, the smallest of our European 
birds. 

"The golden-crested wren scarcely 
ever warbles excepting at the time of 
brooding; ht all other times it utters 
only a sort of single Shrill cry, which 
is very much like that of the grasshop-
per. But if it does not shine by its song, 
it makes up for this imperfection by 
wearing on its forehead the badge of 
royalty. Its plain brown plumage is 
set off by a beautiful gol d-col ored crown. 
This creseconsists of moveable feath-
ers whleh the wren, by means of certain muscles in 
the head, can raise or lower at pleasure. The crest is 
edged with black; a white line at its base and a black 
trait on both sides of the eyes mark yet more the 
courageous and resolute mein of this miniature mon-
arch. 

"And indeed the golden-crowned wren is full of 
vivacity and energy ; there is not a bird Who under-
takes more bravely the struggle for existence. In 
summer's sun, in winter's cold, it skips courageously 
from tree to bush, from bush to blade of grass, shell-
ing the yellow grain of fennel seed, clearing the needles 
of the larch tree, picking in the crevices of the bark of 
willows, to find larva3 of insects or eggs of butterflies. 

"It is exceedingly fond of biting off young leaves 
from the boughs of the trees of the pine family,—
pines, fir-trees, juniper-trees, which conceal a whole 
world of larvm and eggs between their needles. The 
wren is a master in the art of destroying caterpillars. 
It has been calculated that a golden-crested wren can 
devour yearly three millions of eggs and of chrysal-
ides. 

"It pursues its occupations, followed by its whole 
family, with order and method. The whole band flies 
from one tuft or shoot to the other, in a certain direc-
tion determined by a special instinct of migration. 

"The golden-crested wren is fond of large trees. It 
suspends its nest beneath some forest pine-tree, in 
whose boughs the wind sings such melodious strains, 
or else beneath the majestic fir, all bordered with 
lichen. In this nest, rocked by the waves of the big 
forest, the female lays from seven to eleven yellowish 
brown eggs, about the size of green peas. 

"In its small body, the golden-crested wren com-
bines at the same time royal and plebeian blood. By 
its size, its industrious habits, and its good humor, it 
belongs to the people; but it wears a crown, and 
reigns in the forest in a fashion of its own. In the 
large, sleeping 'forest, the golden-crowned wren Irepre-
sents movement and life. When the frozen brooks 

are silent, when not one blade of grass is moving, 
when the wood-cutter warms his fingers by blowing 
on them before taking up the hatchet, he hears sud-
denly a light, merry cry, and sees a lovely, diminutive 
apparition, crowned with a crest of gold, gliding be-
tween the bare boughs. It is the familiar spirit of 
the great forest, the beautiful, golden-crowned wren, 
which laughs at the bleak north wind, and continues 
picking caterpillars from the juniper trees, almost 
buried in the snow." 

OTHER PEOPLE'S AFFAIRS. 

" WHAT makes everybody love to be 
with you ?" the sweet, simple, unaf-
fected, and lovely Princess Alice once 
asked her grandmother, the Duchess 
of Kent. "I am always so sorry to 
have to leave you, and so are the others 
who come here. Won't you tell me, 
grandma?" 

The old lady smiled, and for a moment 
that was all she did. The Duchess of 
Kent knew the secret of her influence 
over her friends, but how to explain it 
without vanity or egotism to the most 
natural and truthful little girl at her 
side was not altogether an easy task. 
Alice's sweet directness could never be 
put off with a pooh-pooh or disclaimer, 
as the dear old lady knew from an inti-
mate acquaintance with her character. 

"I think, my child, that this is the 
reason," the duchess replied at last. 
"I was early instructed that the way to 
make people happy was to appear in-
terested in the things which interest 
them,—namely, their own affairs; and 
this could only be accomplished by 
burying one's own grief, annoyance, 
satisfaction, or joy completely out of 
sight. Forgetfulness of one's own con-
cerns, my dear, a smiling face, a word of 
sympathy, and unselfish help, where it 
is possible to give it, will always make 
others happy, and the giver equally 
so." 

Such counsel as this took deep root 
in the heart and mind of the beautiful 
princess, and her brief but exceptional 
life proves the wonderful power of unsel-
fish regard for others. Where could a 
better lesson for all our girls be found 
than this one, given so many years ago 
by the aged duchess? Other people's 
affairs? Why, our own affairs are of 
infinitely more consequence to us, and 
yet, if we take the trouble to look about 
us, we are sure to find that the most 
agreeable and helpful persons are those 
who lend a ready ear to the sorrows of 
others, and keep a closed mouth con-

cerning their own. 
A most pathetic instance of the power of example 

and self-restraint came under the writer's observation 
only a short time ago. A very bright and intelligent 
young lady had received a severe shock in the death 
of a pet Newfoundland dog. Those who love dogs 
know.how [40ex-it is to lose a faithful friend of this 
kind, and this girl was passionately fond of her dumb 
companion. For days she was really ill, and utterly 
refused to be comforted. There happened to be illness 
in the family, which necessitated a certain amount of 
daily service that the unnerved girl felt entirely un-
able to perform. About this time a young lady came 
to the house to. board, and, discovering the state of 
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affairs, offered her aid as nurse and general helper. 
One day the girl, who had so grieved over the loss of 
her pet, came to the writer with a new kind of tears in 
her eyes—tears of shame and genuine sympathy. 

"I have had a lesson," she said, with quivering lips, 
" that will lastme. Why did not someone tell me what 
a selfish and inconsiderate simpleton I was? For 
two weeks," she continued, "I have done nothing but 
mope and cry and let Miss — do my work. Last 
night I began to feel that I ought to be ashamed of 
myself, and started to her room to tell her so. The 
door was ajar, and I was just going to rap and enter, 
when I found the poor child was praying. This is 
what I heard, and how do you think I felt? And 0 
dear Father,' she said, 'I am trying to do as my dear 
mamma told me,—forget my own grief, my own great 
loss, in work and care for others.' I was grieving fora 
dog, and this sweet girl had just buried her mother! 
Do you think I can ever forgive myself?" 

A bitter-sweet lesson, indeed, but as valuable for all 
girls as for this one.—Companion. 

Por the INSTRUCTOR. 

THE PULITZER BUILDING. 

THE tallest building in the great city of mammoth 
structures, New York, is now in process of erection, 
and is nearly finished. It. is named after its owner, 
Pulitzer, and is to be occupied by the New York 
World, the paper having the greatest circulation of 
any in America. Before the erection of the PulitZer, 
the roof of the Equitable Life Insurance Company's 
building or the tower of the Produce Exchange were 
the best places from which to obtain a bird's-eye view 
of the city. On Washington's birthday, a reporter of 
the World climbed to the top of the Pulitzer building, 
and the following is his description of the scene pre-
sented to him :— 

" It was not as easy to reach the roof of this impos-
ing structure as it would have been to get to the 
highest point on any of the other lofty structures of 
modern New York, but the view, when the top was 
gained, amply repaid the extra effort. 

"The new Pulitzer building, when supplemented 
with the splendid tower and dome which are to cap it, 
will be higher than the topmost point of Trinity 
church spire. 

"One can reach the summit of this great structure 
only by climbing ladders through small openings in 
the several fire-bricked floors. It is a dizzy and tire-
some climb, meaning one hundred and ninety-two 
rungs to put one's hands and feet upon before the top 
is reached. 

"The particular advantage of this outlook over 
any other lofty elevation in New York consists in the 
fact that from the roof of the Pulitzer building, one 
looks almost directly down upon the Brooklyn bridge. 
From many other tall buildings one can see the great 
bridge arching over the East River in a comparatively 
insignificant fashion, but from the top of the Pulitzer 
building alone, can a real bird's-eye view of that 
structure be obtained. 

"And what a wonderful sight this bridge presented 
on the one hundred and fifty-eighth anniversary of 
George Washington's birth I The sky at eleven 
o'clock was almost cloudless; the mercury was low 
enough, yet not too low, to make walking attractive, 
and the famous roadway between the first and third 
greatest cities of the country for which Washington 
fought was in consequence lined with travelers. From 
the roof of the Pulitzer building, the bridge looks al-
most flat. Being on a level nearly with its towers, 
the spectator looks down upon what appears to be a 
level, narrow path, stretching from where the build-
ings on the west side of the East River end, to where 
they begin on the east side of that apparently narrow 
stream. 

"Everything is dwarfed. Standing up there in mid-
air, one feels as though he had left below him a race 
of pigmies, and smiles unconsciously when, as on 
the twenty-second of February, the spectacle is pre-
sented of their self-importance in celebrating a na-
tional event. Of course, here and there, some near-by 
flag on the summit of a lofty building seemed to have 
acquired dignified proportions, but the majority of 
the banners, floating from what would have been con-
sidered a few years ago reasonably high roofs, are 
little better than gaudy pocket handkerchiefs. The 
people themselies, the representatives of the great 
and mighty Republic, are no larger than mice. Out 
on the bay go steamboats, which seem to be the size 
of the canoes used by the aborigines in the days when 
Washington lived. It is like looking down from one's 
superior light of six feet upon a settlement of ants 
on some occasion when the ants are largely astir. It 
is like that, and yet it is not like it, for the splendid 
spectacle of color remains. One's roof is a bright blue 
sky, meeting the less azure blue of the Orange Moun- 

tains on the west and the green of the ocean on the 
south and southeast. To the north, the distance is 
abridged by the gray, indistinct, and smoke-hued at-
mosphere which at all times hangs like a curtain of 
dirty gauze over a large city. Brooklyn, on the east, 
has the appearance of being part of New York. The 
East River, so many hundred feet below the specta-
tor's stand-point, is apparently too insignificant to 
be a division line between the two cities. 

"Turning to an inspection of sights near by, the 
pleasant sensation of color is provided by a million 
flags. The air is rosy with these emblems of national 
independence. One wonders, as he gazes upon them, 
how it has happened that he has never before ob-
served the great prevalence of flag-staffs that there 
must be throughout the city. The eye fails anywhere 
over the surface of the great panorama of roof-tops 
spread out before it, to discover a place (from this 
balloon-like perch) on which a coin so large as a sil-
ver dollar could be laid without touching the brill-
iant hue of some floating American flag. An inde-
pendent company of paraders in uniform passes along 
Park Row, and the music of the drums and fifescomes 
up faintly after they are almost out of sight. City 
Hall Park is almost as crowded as the bridge. It is 
clearly a holiday, and one feels that the scene has 
been viewed to splendid advantage from this lofty 
perch." 	 w. S. C. 

SOMETHING FOR SOMEBODY. 

80METHING for somebody! How or why— 
It makes no odds how small it may be; 

The little, sweet kindness just close by. 
The unprized duty that's next to thee. 

Just giving a flowed a book, a tone, 
A cup of water to thirsty lip, 

Or helping the angel roll the stone 
Out of the path where a foot might slip. 

Something for somebody! He prays best 
Whose deeds with a heaven-blest incense come; 

The breath of love in a human breast 
Can make the angels feel at home. 

—Selected. 

A SOCIETY FOR THE PREVENTION OF CRUELTY TO 

MOTHERS. 

"CAN you help me a few minutes, Marion?" 
"I would like to, but I don't see how I can." The 

tone was not impatient, but hurried. "I have this 
essay to finish for the society this evening. I must 
go to our French history class in an hour, then to a 
guild meeting, and get back to my German lesson at 
five o'clock." 

"No, you can't help me, dear. You look worn out 
yourself. Never mind. If I tie up my head, perhaps I 
can finish this." 

"Through at last," said Marion, wearily, giving a 
finishing touch to the essay, at the same time glanc-
ing quickly at the clock. Her attention was arrested 
by a strange Bight. Her tired mother had fallen asleep 
over her sewing. That was not surprising, but the 
startled girl saw bending over her mother's pale face 
two angels, each looking earnestly at the sleeper. 

" What made that weary look on this woman's 
face?" asked the stern, strange-looking angel of the 
weaker, sadder one. "Has God given her no daugh-
ters?" 

"Yes," replied the other, "but they have no time to 
take care of their mother." 

"No time!" cried the other. "What do they do 
with all the time I am letting them have?" 

"Well," replied the Angel of Life, "I keep their 
hearts and hands full. They are affectionate daugh-
ters, much admired for their good works; but they 
do not know they are letting the one they love most 
slip from my arms into yours. Those gray hairs 
come from overwork and anxiety to save extra 
money for the music and French lessons. Those pale 
cheeks faded while the girls were painting roses and 
pansies on velvet or satin." 

The dark angel frowned. 
"Young ladies must be accomplished now," ex-

plained the other. "Those eyes grew dim sewing for 
the girls, to give them time to study ancient history 
and modern languages; those wrinkles came because 
the girls had not time to share the cares and worries 
of every-day life. That sigh co m es because the mother 
feels neglected and lonely, while the girls are working 
for the women in India; that tired look comes from 
getting up so early, while the poor, exhausted girls 
are trying to sleep back the late hours they gave to 
study, or spent at the concert; those feet are so 
weary because of their ceaseless walk around the 
house all day." 

"Surely the girls help, too?" 
" What they can. But their feet get weary enough 

going round begging for the charity hospital and the 
church, and hunting up the poor and sick." 

"No wonder," said the Angel of Death, "so many 
mothers call me. This is indeed sad,—loving, indus-
trious girls giving their mothers to my care as soon 
as the selfish, wicked ones!" 

"Ah, the hours are so crowded," said Life, wearily. 
"Girls who are cultured, or. take an active part in life, 
have no time to take care of the mother who spent so 
much time in bringing them up." 

"Then I must place my seal on her brow," said the 
Angel of Death, bending over the sleeping woman. 

"No! no I " cried Marion, springing from her seat; 
"I will take care of her, if you will only let her stay!" 

"Daughter, you must have the nightmare—wake 
up, dear. I fear you have missed your history class." 

"Never mind, mamma, I am not going to-day. I 
am rested now, and I will make those button-holes 
while you curl up on the sofa, and take a nap. I'll 
send word to the guild professor that I must be ex-
cused to-day; for I am going to see to supper my-
self, and make some of those muffins you like." 

" But, dear, I dislike to take your time." 
"Seeing you have never given me any time. Now 

go to sleep, mamma dear, as I did, and don't worry 
about me. You are of more consequence than all the 
languages or classes in the world." 

"So, after having been snugly tucked in a warm 
afghan, with a tender kiss from her daughter, usually 
too busy for such demonstrations, Mrs. Henson fell 
into a sweet, restful sleep. 

"I see we might have lost the best of mothers in our 
mad rush to be educated in this hurrying, restless 
day and generation," Marion soliloquized, as she 
occasionally stole a glance at the sleeping mother. 
"After this, what time she does not need, I shall de-
vote to outside work and study. Until she gets well 
restored, I will take charge of the house, and give up 
all the societies except one,—and that Ill have by my-
self, if the other girls won't join,—a Society for the 
Prevention of Cruelty to Mothers." 

And Marion kept her word. A few months later, an 
energetic worker remarked to her: "We miss your 
bright essays so much, Miss Marion. You seem to 
have lost all your ambition to be highly educated. 
You are letting your sisters get ahead of you, I fear. 
How young your mother looks to have grown daugh-
ters I I never saw her looking so well." 

Then Marion felt rewarded for being a member of 
what she calls the "S. P. C. M."—Exchange. 

FISHING OTTERS. 

MAN has trained the falcon to hunt for him in the 
air, and the otter to fish for him in the sea. Bishop 
Heber saw in India a number of otters lying on the 
bank of a river, each one tethered by a long rope 
attached to a collar woven out of straw. They had 
been trained, by a simple process, to fish for their 
masters. 

When young, the otter was fed on bread and milk, 
and not allowed to eat a morsel of fish. When old 
enough to be trained, it was taught to chase an arti-
ficial fish tied to a string, and bring it to the master. 
Then a real fish was substituted for the artificial one, 
and tlie' otter was taught to bring that, being pun-
ished if be mangled the fish, and rewarded if he re-
stored it uninjured. 

The Rev. .1. G. Wood, in his "Dominion of Man," 
says that in the salmon rivers of Scotland the otters 
have favorite feeding-places, known to the shepherds, 
who visit them at daybreak. The visit is due to the 
fact that the otter is dainty, and, after it has brought 
a salmon to shore, eats only the choice meat of the 
shoulder, leaving the rest of the fish o; the bank. 
The early shepherd—the otter fishes at night—is al-
most certain of finding enough fish to feed his family. 

A Mr. Campbell, of Scotland, owned a tame otter, 
Which used to catch eight or ten salmon daily for its 
master. When it caught a large fish, it always bit its 
prey just above the tail, so as to break the spine, and 
deprive the fish of the power of swimming. 

Another trained otter, knowing .that the largest 
fish of a stream inhabit certain nooks, called "holes," 
in the banks, used to .swim close to the shore, swish-
ing its tail sharply against the bank, so as to drive 
out any fish that might be lurking there. 

An otter belonging to an English gentleman showed 
no affection for its master, but a warm attachment 
to an Angora cat. One day a little terrier attacked 
the cat as she was lying before the fire. 'At that mo-
ment the otter entered the room; seeing what was 
going on, he flew at the dog, seized him by the face, 
and would have injured the terrier had not a gentle-
man separated them, and expelled the dog from the 
room. This otter would wander about the garden in 
search of grubs, worms, and snails, which it would eat 
with a relish. It would also catch and eat flies. 
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WHEN GRANDPA WAS A LITTLE BOY. 

ti GIV HEN grandpa was a little boy about your age," said he, 

To the curly-headed youngster who had climbed upon 

his knee, 
"So studious was he at school he never failed to pass, 

And out of three he always stood the second in his class—" 

"But if no more were in it, you were next the foot, like me!" 
" Why, bless you, grandpa never thought of that before," said 

he. 

" When grandpa was a little boy about your age," said he, 

"He very seldom spent his pretty pennies foolishly; 

No toy or candy store was there for miles and miles about. 

And with his books straight home he'd go the moment school 

was out—" 

"But if there had been one, you might have spent them all, like 

me!" 
" Why, bless you, grandpa never thought of that before," said 

he. 
	 • 

"When grandpa was a little boy about your age," said he, 

"He never staved up later than an hour after 

tea; 
It wasn't good for little boys at all, his mother 

said; 
And so when it was early, she'd march him off 

to bed—" 
"Rut if she hadn't, may be you'd have stayed 

up late like me!" 
" Why, bless you, grandpa never thought of that 

before," said he. 

" When grandpa was a little boy about your 

age," said he, 
"In summer he went barefoot, and was happy  as 

could be; 
And all the neighbors round about agreed he 

was a lad 
Who was as good as he could be, except when 

he was bed—" 
"But 'ceptin' going barefoot, you were very much 

like me! " 
" Why, bless you, grandpa's often thought of 

that before," said he. 
—Malcolm Douglas. 

THE BEST KIND OF DOLL. 

MAMMA," said little Hetty, "I 
wish I had a new doll." 

"I wish you had," said mamma 
"Couldn't you buy me one?" 

"I m afraid not," said mamma. "I 
have no money to spare for dolls." 

Hetty knew that pretty well before, so 
she was not much disappointed. 

" Busy Deane has such a be-yewtiful doll, 
mamma. It is so big--." Betty held up 
her two little hands to show how big it 
was. "Did you ever see such a big one?" 

"Yes," said mamma, "I have seen one 
so big." 

She held her hands farther apart than 
Hetty had held hers. 

"Dear me!" exclaimed Hetty. "But 
Susy's doll can open and shut her eyes." 

"So could this one," said mamma. 
"And did it have beautiful soft, curly hair? Susy's 

has." 
Yes." 

" And pretty red cheeks? 

"Oh, my! Could it cry? Susy's cries when you 
push on it." 

"Yes, it cried when you pushed on it and sometimes 
when you didn't." 

"Susy's mamma told her there are dolls that can 
walk and some that can creep. Just think of it, 
marnma—a doll walking!" 

"Oh, the doll I am telling you aboutcould walk and 
creep too," said mamma. 

" What a splendid, beautiful doll it must have 
been I " cried Hetty. "Ever so much nicer than Susy's, 
I know." 

" Yes, indeed," said mamma, "ever so much nicer." 
"Oh!" Hetty danced up and down "I wish you'd 

take me where I could see such a doll." 
"I will," said mamma. "Look here." 
She led her to the door of a room, and pointed to a 

cradle. Hetty's little baby brother was in it fast 
asleep. 

"Oh, did you mean that?" said Hetty. "Why, I 
meant a real doll." 

"I think he is as nice a doll as you could have. Did 
you ever see a doll with prettier curling hair and red 
cheeks? And when he opens his eyes, you will see 
sweeter ones than any other kind of doll could show. 
And be can walk and creep and cry." 

"But if he was a real doll, I could do anything I 
liked with him. He won't let me." 

"But if he was a real doll, he would never put his 
pretty arms around your neck and say, 'I love 'ou, 
sissy.'" 

Hetty stood and looked at the bonny baby face. 
The blue eyes opened and looked up at her. Then as 
baby laughed, and held up his dimpled arms, Hetty 
took him up with a very loving hug, saying,— 

"Yes, I do think be is the nicest doll in the world."—
Sydney Dayre. 

For the INSTRUCTOR. 

A CURIOUS MONKEY. 

WHAT a strange animal is this one in the picture. 
He looks for all the world like a gigantic spider walk-
ing along the limb. It is a spider monkey. so  named 
because, when walking on all fours, its motions are 
so much like those of a spider. 

The hair on his coat is straight and long and black. 
His body and head are smaller than those of most 
other monkeys. His legs are long. His hands and 

feet have only little stumps of thumbs. This makes 
it harder for the spider monkey to cling to branches 
than it is for other monkeys to do so. 

But the spider monkey has a long tail. It is as use-
ful as another hand. It sometimes seems as it' there 
were an eye in the end of it, for the monkey uses it in 
such a handy way. The tip of the tail is bare on the 
underside. This enables the animal to grasp objects 
firmly. If he should see a bird's nest in an opening so 
small that he could not reach his hand in to take the 
dainty eggs, it would not trouble him in the least; 
for he could thrust in his tail, and hook out whatever 
he wanted. 

The spider monkey can curl its tail so tightly 
around the limbs of the trees that even after it is 
dead, it will not lose its hold. 

This monkey walks in the most awkward fashion. 
It rests its body on the outer edges of the hind feet, 
and the inner edges of the front ones. So it more 
than ever looks like a huge spider as it scuttles over 
the ground. 

Spider monkeys are gentle and affectionate when 
tamed. They act especially fond of those persons 
who take their fancy, and will play all sorts of antics 
for them. Even when angry, they do not become 
savage and bite. They are not only amusing, but 
can be made useful as well. 	 w. E. L. 

THERE is nothing so hard to get and to keep as a 
kind voice. One must start in youth, and he on the 
watch night and day, to keep avoice that shall always 
speak the thought of a kind heart. 

WHAT TRANSFORMED TOMMY. 

"HAVE you observed Master Tom lately ?" said 
Duke, the tall greyhound. "How tyrannical he is 
growing! His selfishness is really something to be 
deplored; it makes him absolutely cruel." 	• 

Duke was lying now on the soft rug before the open 
fire-place, with his good friend, the cat. 

"Indeed I have," returned Selina, as she rose and 
began stroking her beautiful Maltese fur with her pink 
tongue, "and to my sorrow! I want to leave a room 
when he enters it." 

"If only I were not shut ill by these wires!" chirped 
the canary from his gilded cage by the window. " He 
frightens me almost to death, but here 1 must stay," 
and the sweet bird voice dropped to a doleful little 
twitter. 

Now I had been comfortably resting after a long, 
wearisome journey, and wakening in the late after-
noon, had found my way into the library to wait for 
the dinner-bell. I am Tommy's Aunt Meg from Cali-
fornia, and at this time I had never seen my Eastern 
nephew, as he was away from home when I arrived 

that morning. I was sitting there, very 
quietly watching the firelight, more than 
half asleep,—but I should not have con-
fessed that; you will be sure now that I 
only dreamed the conversation I have 
told you of,—and forgettingmy presence, 
none of them were rude enough to pur-
posely hurt my feelings by saying such 
dreadful things about the nephew I so 
longed to meet. 

I had always pictured Tom as being 
all that was good and lovable; so now 
I comforted myself with theth ough t that 
Duke and the rest could not be fair in 
their judgment. "At any rate," I de-
cided, "I will not believe Tommy so bad 
a boy, just because of what I overheard 
them say." Presently Mary came in to 
light the gas, and a few moments after-
ward the door opened, and there stood 
Tommy. - 

Such a handsome boy as be looked, 
with his broad white forehead, and short 
chestnut curls, and fine eyes; so graceful, 
too, and gentlemanly I My heart went 
out to him in a moment, as lie came for-
ward with a bright smile, and said in his 
manly fashion, " I 'am so glad to see you, 
Aunt Meg; you are very welcome." 

"He selfish and cruel," said Ito myself 
with indignation; "I don't believe it!" 
And I turned a glance of intense disap-
proval toward the rug where Duke and 
Selina had been lying a moment before, 
but to my surprise it Was empty. There 
was no sign anywhere of either dog or 
cat; and as I glanced toward the cage, 
I saw the little canary crouched on his 
perch against the opposite wires. 

Tom and I had such a delightful talk. 
I told him of California, and he told me 
of New York, and the many things he 

meant to show me, until the dinner was called. As 
we rose to answer the summons, Tom's bright eyes 
caught sight of Selina's long tail, which was sot quite 
hidden by the drapery of a table under which she had 
taken refuge, and he managed to step fairly upon it. 
Such a sharp cry of pain as the poor cat gave as she 
made a dash for the open door, and how Tommy 
laughed! I did-not say anything about it then. I 
was not enough at home with my nephew yet, but I 
thought a great deal. 

At dinner I could not help seeing how Tommy 
nearly made Mary drop some dishes which she was 
carrying, by a sly attempt to trip her, when he 
thought no one was observing him. 

When we were comfortably settled in the library 
again, mother and father, Torn and I, everything 
seemed right for a delightful evening. Tom had a 
handsome new book to examine, and the rest of us 
were fairly engaged in talking over the old days, when 
a sudden commotion at the window made us all jump. 
Tommy had thrown up the shade with such a jerk 
that the bird-cage had been almost turned over, and 
was swaying violently on its spring, while the poor 
canary, asleep a moment before, was a palpitating 
little heap of feathers and misery. 

"0 Tom," said his mother, "why will you be so 
rough? You'll frighten the bird to death sometime." 

But Tommy laughed. "I only wanted to look out 
for a moment," said lie. "Silly thing!" he added 
in a lower tone, with a contemptous glance at the oc-
cupant of the cage. Again I said nothing, but I 
thought more than ever! 

if 
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There is no need of my telling you of all the cruel 
tricks Tom played on every dumb animal within 
reach, during the weeks of my visit. 	For one thing, 
he drove his handsome pony, Dick, unmercifully, one 
cold afternoon, and on bringing him home all wet and 
foam-flecked, did not take the trouble to drive him 
around to the warm stable. 	He said afterward that 
he was in too much of a hurry; one of the boys was 
waiting for him to go skating. 	So Dick stood for a 
long time in the wind, unblanketed, and besides his 
suffering, was ruined for life, his stiffened limbs never 
growing supple again. 	"Silly thing!" said Tom 
when they told him, "he is just making believe that he 
can't travel. It was not cold enough to hurt him, 
I'm sure." 

When I heard that, I thought that the time had 
come for me to say something, and I spoke my mind. 
"Tom," I began, "I had intended to take you back 
to California with me for a long visit. I wanted you 
to see the wonders of our beautiful State, and enjoy 
them all with me; but 1 have changed my mind. We 
have horses and dogs and cows and birds on our 
place, and many animals besides. Then we have serv- 
ants about, men and women. They are not used to 
being treated with cruelty, and I do not intend they 
shall be. 	So, in place of having company on my long 
journey home, I shall go as I came, alone." 

Tom's face was scarlet as be listened to me. "Why, 
Aunt Meg," lie said, "I am not cruel! 	Whatever 
makes you think so? 	To be sure, I have a little fun 
with Duke and the cat sometimes but the 	used to , 
it. What else are they good for?" 	

y 

I gazed at Tom in wonder. 	Could it be that he 
really meant what he was saying, and did not realize 
that he was cruel? 	Was it partly thoughtlessness, 
after all? 

"Tom," I began again, "do you never think that 
God knows and cares when you hurt one of these 
dumb creatures, even in fun, as you call it?" 

But my nephew looked incredulous. 	"Oh," said he, 
"animals have no souls, Aunt Meg. What makes 
you think that God cares for them?" 

I took my Bible then, and showed Tom how God 
placed all the animals in the care of man, when he 
made them, in the very beginning; and then I turned 
theleaves on to the song of David, which tells of God's 
particular care for every living thing. 	How he sends 
streams of water in the wilderness for the thirsty wild 
beasts; how he makes the grass grow fresh and 
green for the cattle; and how, when he made the 
trees, lie thought of the birds which would make their 
nests among the branches; how the hungry little 
lions cry to him for food; and how even the fishes in 
the seas are in his care every minute, while he never 
forgets even one of them. 	And then I turned the 
pages again to the life of Jesus, and showed Tom bow 
he had said that not one little sparrow, worth only a 
half farthing, could perish without his knowing the 
how and the why. 

Tom's face was earnest and solemn as he looked up 
at me. 	"Aunt Meg, I never knew all this," he said; 
"I never stopped to think that the animals and birds 
and fishes were of any account in God's sight, nor 
that he expects us to care for them. I am glad you 
showed me those verses." 

I noticed a change in Tom after this. It was a long 
time before lie could make friends with Duke and 
Selina, and especially with the canary, but he won 
them all at last, and learned to love them too; and 
poor, stiff-kneed Dick had a friend in Tom as long as 
he lived. 

As I thought it all over afterward, there came into 
my mind the thought that no doubt-Tom was not the 
only boy who was cruel mainly because be did not 
stop to think how his actions appeared in the eyes of 
others, and especially in God's eyes. And so I decided 
to tell you all about him, with the hope that when 
you read his story, your eyes will be opened, and you 
will make haste to become manly and kind and 
thoughtful of every living thing, as God would have 
you be. 	If you would like to know what verses of the 
Bible I read to Tom, they are, Gen. 1:26, Psalms 
104:10-29, and Matt. 10:29. 	Find them all, and 
read them for yourselves.—Maria James, in the kite- 
nor, 

TAMING A PARTRIDGE. 

ONE summer day, when I was a little girl, I was 
crossing a delightful strip of woodland with my 
father, when, all at once, out from under the thick, 
drooping branches of a large hemlock tree something 
darted and moved swiftly along in the path in front 
of us. 

" Oh, a rabbit!" I cried; "or is it only a big brown 
leaf, after all?" 

"It surely looks like that," said my father; "but it 
is a partridge, and her nest must be under this tree. 
She intended to delude us into mistaking her for some- 
thing else; for partridges at any other season of the 
year except the nesting season rise up and fly with a 
great bustle and whirring of wings; yet, here is  the  
nest," and he parted carefully the long flexile ever- 
green branches, and gave me a peep. 

"Take a good look, Sis," said he; "you may never 
see another partridge nest in your life; they are not 
easy to find." And indeed I never have been able to 
find one since. 

It was a shallow nest formed by the slity mother 
bird's mottled breast in the soft carpet of tiny brown 
leaves of the hemlock, and around it was a border of 
dry chestnut and oak leaves. 

"She would have covered the eggs with these, had 
we not so suddenly come upon her," said father; 
"and if she bad kept her wits about her and sat still, 
we should not have discovered her. 	There are only 
five eggs now, you see; there will be a dozen or more 
before she begins to set. 	Mind, now, you do not visit 
the nest so often as to disturb her. 	There she is now, 
behind that brown, mossy log! 	See? 	Only her head 
is visible." 

" 0 father! 	Can I not take one of the eggs home, years' 
and put it under the bantam pullet when shebegins to 
set? 	They look exactly like her eggs, only they are 
not quite so large, perhaps; and it would be such fun 
to have a tame partridge." 

"Indeed it would," laughed my father. 	"Yes, you 
may try the experiment. It will teach you that Na- 
tare's laws are hard to change." 

I was surprised and delighted at the ready permis- 
sion to commit the petty trespass against the poor 
bird, but did not feel quite at ease in my mind as I 
walked homeward, holding the dainty white egg care- 
fully and securely in my small hand. 

Of course I took my brother to see the nest next 
day, and thereafter we took 3roundabout way to and 
from the district school-house, in order to catch a 
glimpse of Mother Partridge, who did not once fly 
away as we silently approached and passed her nest. 

When she began to set, we would walk slowly past 
her covert, 	amused at the manner in which she 
watched us with her alert, shining brown eyes, al- 
though had we not known she was there, we never 
could have caught the first glimpse of her. 

Sometimes we took a schoolmate or two home with 
us, just to see if they would espy her; but not one of 
them did, and we did not disclose our secret. 

Meanwhilethebantam pullet, unawareof thestrange 
offspring that awaited her, set faithfully on in the 
little hen-house back of the barn, 	only a few rods 
from the woodland. 

One evening, just•at theclose of along June twilight, 
after I was in bed, I fancied that, mingled with the 
song of a whip-poor-will in thegarden, I heard the cry 
of a baby, and presently I heard my father's voice. 

"Just look at this! 	Is Sis asleep yet ?" 
My curiosity was so much excited by the exclama- 

tions of my mother and brother that I called:— 
" What baby is it, please? 	Do bring it in here to 

me?" 
"Only a baby partridge," said my father; "and the 

only one I dare say you will ever see of your family 
out there under the hemlock. 	The path seemed full of 
tiny birds as I came across it just now. 	They whizzed 
past me and out of sight underthe leaves like fairies ; 
but I managed to pick up this one—see!" 

It was a funny little downy ball, and a large piece 
of shell still clung to it; and yet it cried and cried. 
We all wanted to keep the little fellow until morning 
to take a better look at it; but its cries were so ap-
pealing that my father, tired as he was, carried it back 
and put it under the old hemlock. 

The next morning we went out to see if the bantam 
pullet's  egg  had hatched. 	My brother lifted her from 
the nest, and out bounded one of the eggs out of the 
nest, and out of the hen-house. 

It was just an egg—with a head and two slim legs! 
But before we could recover from our astonishment 
it was out of our sight—and that was the last we ever 
saw of our long and anxiously anticipated tame par-
tridgel 

We took pleasure, however, in fancying that the shy 
family were all reunited; for by counting the d n vs 
from the time of finding the nest, we concluded that 

the mother partridge had set on thirteen eggs; and 
frequently during the summer and fall we scared up a 
pretty, scurrying brood of fourteen little fellows that 
we delighted in claiming acquaintancewith. 	Butthey 
did not in the least reciprocate ourfriendly advances. 
—Independent. 
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Emma G. SATTERLEE writes from Battle Creek, 
Mich.: "I am a little girl nearly six years old. 	My 
pa and ma work in the Sanitarium. 	There is an old 
lady who lives here, and she reads to me in my large 
picture-book full of Bible stories. I like to hear about 
the Lord, and learn how I can mind him. 	She reads 
good books to me, and the letters and pieces in the 
INSTRUCTOR. 	I want to be a good girl, so I can be 
saved when Jesus comes. 	I have left off eating candy 
and chewing gum, and this lady has given me a dollar, 
which I have given to the missionary society to help 
pay for the missionary ship. 	I would like to see my 
letter in the Budget." 

MYRTrE HALL writes from Pierce Co., Wisconsin, 
saying: "I am twelve years old. 	We are the only 
Sabbath-keepers in this place. 	Our family consists of  
my father, mother, and myself. The nearest Sabbath
meetings are six miles away, and we have no way of 
getting there very often. 	This makes it lonesome for 
us on the Sabbath. 	We spend the time in reading 
and reciting our Sabbath lesson. 	I was pleased to 
see a letter in the Budget from my cousin, Alice 
Rowley, wholivesinOnondagaCo., N. Y. 	I hope, with 
all the commandment-keepers, to have a home in the 
new earth." 

DAISY YATES writes from Robertson:Co., Tenn.: "I 
At the school where I am a little girl nine 	old 

go there are students from Florida, Mississippi, and 
many other places. 	I attended camp-meeting last 
fall. 	I enjoyed Sr. Waggoner's children's meetings. 
This is a beautiful village. 	There is lovely scenery 
here. 	There are large caves within a mile of the vil- 
lage. 	There has not been enough snow this winter to  cover the ground. 	I go to Sabbath-school regularly,
and study in Book No. 2. 	I try to keep the Sabbath 
and be a good girl, so that I can be saved in the new 
earth." 

U
.-. ARLOS and Lois BARTON write from Columbia, 

Co., Washington. 	Carlos says: "I am eight years 
old. 	I go to Sabbath-school, and learn lessons in 
Book No. 3. 	I have one sister six years old, and a 
little brother five months old. 	I go to day school, 
and read in the third reader. 	We came here from 
Kansas 
schoola 

 year and a half ago, and I have been to 

	

to my papa two terms since. 	We have two 
nice horses, named Prince .and Plucky. 	We have a 
cow named Mollie and a calf named Duke. 	Old Mollie 
will run to us when far away, if she hears her name 
called. 	I am trying to be a good boy."  

Lois says: "I am a little girl six years old. 	Igo 
to Sabbath-school every week. 1 belong to the Rivu- 
let Society, and give away lissmuirrons. 	I go to day 
school, and read in the first reader. 	I am learning to  write. 	I have a little brother amed Frank Washing- 

	

When papa teaches 	thool, 	sometimes go with 
him. I am trying to be a rood girl, and hope to meet 
you in heaven." 

From Washington Co., Oregon, come letters written 
by EMMA and WILLARD FLECK. Emma says: "I like 
the INSTRUCTOR SO much that I thought I would write 
to it. I am eleven years old. I go to Sabbath-school, 
and study in Book No. 4. 	At day school I study the 
the fourth reader, arithmetic, spelling, geography, 
and writing. 	The school-house is about forty rods 
from our house. 	We have one dog and two cats. 
The little snowbirds come in our yard, and we feed 
them. We had a good deal of snow here this winter 
for this country. 	We had a few sleigh-rides. 	I am 
trying to be a good girl." 

Willard says: 	"I like to read the letters in the 
Budget, and I think other little boys and girls like to 
read them. 	We all keep the Sabbath. I study in 
Book No. 3. 	Our teacher gives us little cards till we 
get four of them, and then she gives us a big one. We  •  have six turkeys and about seventy-five chickens. 	I 
go to dap school. 	I like my books and the scholars. 
I have three sisters and three brothers now. One died 
a year ago. 	I am nine years old. 	I want to be 
saved when Jesus comes." 
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A LrrTLE girl was wondering what was the matter 
with her thumb, and complained that it hurt every 
time that she squeezed it. 	Her mother advised her 
not to squeeze it. 	"But," she responded, "if I don't 
squeeze it, how can I tell whether it hurts?" This little 
girl may be taken as a sample of the human race. 
How we nurse our wrath, and coddle our grievances, 
and pet our wounds, and are continually squeezing 
them to see if they hurt! 	The better way is not to 
squeeze it. 	Let it alone to get well, and avoid a good 
deal of pain.—Selected. 
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