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" SHUT THE DOOR." 

NE had left the door in his haste wide open, 

As he hurried out to play, 

And I heard his mother, gently chiding, 

To the thoughtless fellow say, 
As she'd done fall many a time before, 

"Be careful, my son, and shut the door!" 

And I thought there are lessons more deep and lasting 
Than the lad or his mother see, 

In those words of reproof so often spoken. 

And forgotten so frequently ; 
Than the common meaning there's something 

more 

In that simple sentence, "Shut the door!" 

When evil seeketh your heart to enter, 

How grave or bow slight the sin, 
Remember no wrong can gain an entrance 

Unless you shall let it in; 

Bethink you then of this homely lore, 

And to every temptation "shut the door!" 

When angry words to your lips are leaping. 

Or those impure or profane. 
Let this warning come like a voice from Leaven, 

Your hasty speech to restrain,— 

'T was the prayer of the psalmist, o'er and o'er, 

That his lips be guarded,—" Shut the door!" 

When one in your presence speaks of another 

In language false or unkind, 
Show plainly his story affords no pleasure; 

Bring the Golden Rule t') your mind; 

Just turn from the tale in your ears he'd pour, 

To every traducer, "shut the door." 

To scenes of vice (save to aid the erring), 

To everything base and low, 
Close the portals of vision. God gave us 

eyelids; 

Their moral use we should know. 
Youth's purity lost no art can restore; 

Through sight sin may enter. "Shut t he 

door!" 

Life's doors at times it is wise to throw open, 

And to leave them wide open in soon, 
To every influence high and holy. 

To wisdom and virtue and truth. 
But other than this let me still implore, 

need well the injunction, "Shut the door!" 

—The Congregationalist. 
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THE WAGTAIL. 

it
( 	HE pert little songster shown in the 

accompanying engraving is the wag-
tail, an inhabitant of portions of Eu-
rope and the British Isles. It is re-

lated to the larks, which it somewhat 
resembles, and is a common sight in the  /1 
fields and along the river courses of the 
Old World. In describing this bird, 
a French naturalist, Andre Theuriet, remarks:— 

"The plumage of the wagtail is yellow, with an 
olive brown tint. It dwells in prairies where cattle 
come to graze, or it flutters about in the fields, fol-
lowing the laborers. It has a fine bill, thin, long 
feet, and a long tail which it is incessantly wagging. 
It is a great devourer of flies and gnats, having a 
weakness for large blue-bottle flies. 

"The wagtail is sedentary in its tastes, and does 
not leave us even in the bad season. In winter it 
gets nearer to the villages, seeks shelter near the 
banks of ponds which freeze only rarely, and there, in 
spite of cold, it sings a low, soft, discreet strain. As 
soon as the month of March brings back the season 
of field labor and sowing, you can see the wagtail 
following the laborer who is pushing his plough, or 

perching on mounds of fresh soil, where it is sure to 
find an ample provision of worms. 

"In April it begins to build its nest in the fields or 
sometimes in the roots of some tree on the banks of a 
rivulet. The nest, placed on the ground, consists of 
dried grasses and small roots, lined on the inside with 
feathers and hair. The female lays six or seven eggs; 
they are of a whitish hue with yellowish spots. When 
the young ones are fledged, towards mowing-time, 
the father and mother take them to some new-mown 
fields where cattle are taken to pasture. 

"Then begins an idyllic life for the wagtail. The 
big, russet-colored oxen are lying about on the short 
grass of the pasture-commons; around them swarms 
of flies are buzzing, and to the right and left, bands 
of long-tailed birds dart on the insects, without being 
in the least frightened by the neighborhood of the 
weighty ruminants. Some of the wagtails are daring 
enough to perch on the black horns of the cows. Oth-
ers follow the sheep dispersed about the commons, 
following the lead of the shepherd, who walks ahead, 
wrapped in his cloak. 

"In the eighteenth century, when naturalists yet 
lent to the animals they were studying the sentimental 
ideas that were then the fashion, they pretended that 
wagtails were so fond of the shepherd as to warn 
him when a wolf or a sparrow-hawk was drawing 

near. This story is as ingenious and pretty as it 
is unlikely. Wagtails care little about the wolf, of 
whom they have nothing to fear; as to the hawk, 
they are very much agitated when they see it soaring 
above the pasture commons; it is therefore only in-
terest for their own preservation and not friendship 
for the shepherd, who does not fear the bird, which 
causes their warning; for a hawk will attack birds 
but never flocks of sheep. 

"All day long the wagtail will follow the herds 
in their evolution. Now evening draws near: the 

shadows of the elms lengthen on the 
plains; light mists arise in the b ack-
ground ; the moon shows her crescent 
above the dusky woods; the shepherd is 
blowing his horn to call his scattered 
sheep; pushed by the dogs, the flocks 
rush forward, on the dusty road, bleat-
ingnoisily ; the bellowing cows turn their 
heads towards their stables, and in the 
real', hopping over tufts of grass, wag-
ging their tail and uttering low, shrill 
cries, the wagtails accompany the herd 
to the extremity of the fields." 

DOMESTIC LIFE IN GREENLAND. 

ARE we thankful as we should be for 
the return of the spring-time, the bright, 
warm sunshine, the song of the birds, 
the blooming of the flowers, the growth 
of grass and grains and fruits for man 
and beast? How would it be if we had 
dull, gloomy weather, with cold rains 
and biting frosts all the year round? 
How would we like to live in a land where 
there is nothing but snow and ice month 
after month, and where people have 
nothing to live on but the flesh of polar 
animals and the fat or blubber of the 
seal or whale? 

The papers tell of a lady from Green-
land, Miss Olof Krarer, who has been lect-
uring in our country about her native 
land. She is only forty inches in hight, 
and when asked whether she represented 
the average size of her people, she replied, 
"Few women are taller. A man four 
inches taller would be thought a tall 
man." At the close of her lectures she 
appears again, in her "native costume," 
as she calls it, a dress made of polar bear 
skin, which she wore in her own home. 

She tells much about her own people 
which ought to make our hearts ache 
for them, and make us thankful for the 
homes and privileges God has given us 
in this good land. Existence in Green-
land, Miss Krarer declares, is not life, or 
if it is, it is frozen life. The condition 

of human beings in that congealed continent is a 
perpetually benumbed one, both of body and mind. 
The ever-present sensation is that of extreme chill. 

It is so cold, she says, that even "love" is frozen. 
When asked if mothers love their babies, she replied, 
"I do not think they do—they are too cold—they can 
not care much for anything." 

Calling attention to her arms, which are quite 
bowed, she said this bent form is universal, and is 
owing to the constant folding over the breast, which 
mothers compel their children to practice, in order 
that a little more heat may be retained. 

Greenland mothers have a custom, which, however 
hard it would seem to our children, who are so often 
petted and humored, shows no little good sense. A 
crying baby in Greenland is never noticed! When 
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the wail of the icy mite of humanity ceases, a charm- 
ing morsel of the loveliest blubber is presented—a 
premium thus being offered, contrary to what pre- 
vails in many nurseries—to good instead of ill nat- 
ure. 	Very early lessons in self-control are thus im- 
pressively taught, the habit of not fancying itself the 
center of the domestic, not to say social circle being 
lastingly acquired. 

The temperature of the snow huts in which they 
live is always freezing, as one can easily see must be 
the case. 	Otherwise, the skins placed on the walls 
when wet, and frozen fast, would not remain frozen 
to the walls. 

Greenlanders do not drink. 	There is nothing to 
drink. 

No food is cooked, not even for infants, who from 
the age ofone month are fed upon blubber. In a 
land where water is never fluid, and au occasional 
fire of whalebone and fat is all that the resources of 
the country provide, and the nature of their dwellings 

natural food supply for the in- permit, there is 
fonts, and even if this were not the case, nothing 

no 

short of a diet of pure fat can create heat enough to 
maintain life.  

Many have supposed that somehow the natives 
had become accustomed to it, and probably rather 
enjoyed it. 	But no one can ever think this again, 
who has seen the look and heard the tone with which 
this little lecturer says, "Oh, it is so cold, so cold 
in my country! 	No one is ever anything but cold 
there." 

With eyes heavy with unshed tears, she said, " Hu-
man beings ought not to live where my poor people 
live. 	There no progress is possible to them. 	Since I 
have seen the world, I have thought and thought so 

not they responsible. 	They do as well as they can, as well 
as any one could do. Some day, some day, God will 
help them."—Youth's Evangelist. 

-----....- 

"No, perhaps not. 	I often think of that. 	Some 
things I keep till I can carry them back myself, on 
that very account. 	Still, the children do pretty well, 
for children. And promptness counts for a good deal, 
you know. 	If I make up in that what I lack in cere- 
moray, I don't believe my friends will complain." 

"I should think not," I said. 	"Dear me, I wish 
some of mine would start a ' top shelf.' "—The (Ion- 
gregationalist. --....--.  —__..._ - 

action among them to insure success. 	As soon as 
the crisis was over, all who survived the delusion 
were fed and cared for by the government, and the 
colonists benevolently came forward and co-operated 
with the authorities in relieving the sick and suffering, 
and saving the remnant of the nation, so far as pos-
sible, from the consequences of its mad act of self- 
destruction. 	 P. T. M. 

KEEP YOUR TEMPER. 

THE cool man is the strong man, the popular man, 
and the great man. 	We always associate coolness 
with bravery, and we cannot imagine a truly cour-
ageous man in a high state of excitement, roaring 
out what he is going to do. 	There may be persons 
who are boasters and fighters at the same time, but 
the combination is certainly rare. 

Perhaps you remember reading about the French 
soldier who jocularly spoke of the shower of sand cast 
by a cannon ball on the dispatch he had written,as 
his "blotting paper." 	If you did, you must have 
admired his coolness as much as did Napoleon, who 
stood by. 

It is not alone in war that good temper is requisite. 
, self-balanced man is alway  The cool 	 s the successful 

man in business. To act on impulse is to act wrongly 
nine times out of ten. 	It rarely takes more than a 
few minutes to inquire into details, and look at all 

of a question before coming to a decision, and, 
as a rule, it saves hours and perhaps days of after 
vexation. 

The man who loses his temper is not always in 
wrong, but, to the on-looker, he always appears 

to be wrong. 
two persons engage in au argument or de-

bate, the one who keeps his temper will invariably get 
best of it. 

Why do the utterances of a judge have so much 
weight with a jury ?—Because he keeps his temper. 
The lawyers may be ever so vehement, pathetic, or 
angry, but the judge must be calm and cool, or he is 
not fit to be a judge. 

Boys and girls are men and women in miniature, 
and youth is the time to form the habits of after life. 

"Think twice before you speak once" is an excellent 
rule for your guidance. 	To keep your temper, you 
cannot afford to speak hastily. 

If for no other reason, you should keep your temper 
on the score of good health. 	Choleric people are 
rarely long-lived. 	People have been known to die in 
a fit of anger, while none ever heard of a death caused 
by being too placid. 

Nothing will preserve good looks to old age, like a 
good temper. 	The irritable, quarrelsome person is 
always wrinkled and distorted in visage as well as 
mind, and the only way to avoid these terrors of old 
age is to keep your temper.—Golden Days. 

much about what can be done for them. They are When 
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ROUND THE WORLD.-11. 

IN THE. EASTERN PROVINCES. 

GRAHAMSTOWN is inland about one hundred and six 
miles from Port Elizabeth, and, next to the beautiful 
environs of the western metropolis, it is without, 
question the most pleasant place of residence in the 
colony. 	Embosoined in green hills,—the spurs of the 
Zuremburg range: the city, with its broad streets . lined with trees, and its houses interspersed with 
gardens, presents a decidedly English appearance. 
It is also the sanitarium of the Eastern Province, 
and has lately been connected by rail with a favorite 
watering-place, known as the Kowie some twenty-five 
miles distant on the Indian Ocean. 

At the upper end of the main street stand some 
quaint-looking buildings, now a public school, but 
where, in years gone by, the Colonial Parliament held 
its sittings. sides 

It is midsummer now, and all nature is clothed in 
garments of luxuriant verdure: 	The trees are filled 
with the "Christmas beetle," a curious little insect, 

h much  the same color as the leaves. 	They make a of the 
shrill whistling noise, and are only heard just prior to., 

h  and immediately after, the festive season from which 
derive their name. 

middle the 	 s High Streetstands SaintGeorges of  G In the Cathedral, where, in front of the communion table, is 
a monument erected to the memory of Col. Graham, 
from whom the place takes its name. 	There are 
large military barracks and an old fort, but these 
have long since been abandoned by the troops. 	The 
surrounding district is dotted all over with battle- 
fields, and once, in 1819, the town was attacked by 
three Kaffer chiefs,—T'Shambie, Congo, and Lynx,— 
but, after some severe fighting, they were repulsed 
with heavy losses. 

In some of the neighboring vicinities, the land is 
mostly owned by English farmers, but in others it is 
largely settled by the Fingo and Basuto tribes. 
They are controlled by the British, but still support 
chiefs of their own. 	The municipality of Grahams- 
town does not permit the natives to live within the 
limits of the town, except those  that are employed as 
household servants or in stores; all the others live 
outside. 	They have, as it were, a little suburb to 
themselves, where the kraal is by far the most con- 
spicuous pattern of dwelling-house. 

It impossible to enter Grahamstown without cross- 
ing a hill, as it is surrounded on all sides. 	On the 
tops of these, as they form an almost unbroken chain, 
is a pretty drive, from which, in clear weather, the 
Indian Ocean can be seen. 

The period is comparatively short since the inhabi- 
tants of this part of the country lived in fear and 
trembling on account of the surrounding tribes of 
natives; and some who are well acquainted with 
the political status of affairs at present say that 
hatred of the white man is still smoldering in the 
breast of the African, and that it would take but a 
slight breeze to fan the embers into flame. 	There  
have been among the natives some political move- 
ments of a most singular nature, and dangerous to 
the welfare of European settlers. 	In 1854 a Kaffer 
prophet, named Umhlagaza, arose among the Gcale- 
kas, under the patronage of the chief Krell; and, pro- 
fessing to have held converse with the departed 
Kaffer chiefs, he conveyed a message from them to 
all the Kaffers to destroy their cattle and corn, 
and refrain from cultivating the ground, assur- 
ing them that when these orders were carried out, a 
new state of things would follow,—namely, that the 
past heroes and all the dead of the Kaffers were to 
arise, all cattle would also be restored to life, and the 
white man and other of their enemies would be swept 
from the earth. 	It is inconceivable; the extent to 
which these predictions were believed and acted upon. 
Thousands and thousands of fine cattle were slaught- 
ered. In the Gcaleka country, Kreli gave word that 
the spirit of their ancestorwmust be obeyed, and such 
quantities of corn and cattle were destroyed that 
hunger began to make havoc among the ranks of his 
followers. 	This was a critical time for the peace of 
the frontier, as the whole thing was really a delu- 
sion to incite the people, after they had destroyed 
their means of sustenance, to make an onslaught on 
the colonists; but there was not that harmony of 

MRS. BLAKE'S TOP SHELF. 

"DID you put on your rubbers, Dolly?" called her 
mother, as tfie child was opening the door. 

"Yes, mamma." 
"And looked on the top shelf?" 
"Oh, no, mamma, but I will." 
A rush to the, sitting-room closet and back, then 

the cheery voice again: "I've got 'Ben Hur' and the 
jelly tumbler;" and the little maid was off for the 
tennis ground. 	•• 

"Now, Mary Blake," said I, as we settled ourselves 
to the mending-basket, "will you please read me this 
top-shelf riddle? 	Ever since I came, I've been puz- 
zling over it. 	Yesterday morning when Dolly started 
for school, you asked her tile same question, and she 
answered something about a fringed napkin and a 
gossamer. 	And last night before Ted went up the 
street, I heard him tell you that he'd looked on the 
top shelf, but there wasn't anything in his line there; 
what sort of things is it you keep on that shelf, any 

• way?" 
"I don't wonder you ask," laughed my friend. 

" You see, it's a contrivance of mine for getting bor- 
rowed articles returned. You know how they accum- 
ulate in a house,—newspapers and books and dishes 
and umbrellas and what not. 	I used to get disgrace- 
fully behindhand with them, going out so little my- 
self. 	Every now and then, in desperation, I'd devote 
an afternoon just to returning things—start out with 
a whole basketful on my arm, may be. 	But that 
didn't work very well, our friends live in so many 
different directions, so finally I hit on this plan. 	It's 
a new broom yet, but I think it's going to sweep 
clean right along. 	Just as soon as we're through 
with the article—whatever it is—I put it on the top 
shelf. 	I keep a tiny pad there, with a pencil tied to it, 
and it doesn't take a minute to write down the name 
of the owner, tear off the bit, and lay it with the arti- 
de. 	Then I'm teaching the children to look on the 
shelf as they're going out, and if they see anything 
that belongs anywhere on their road, to take it with 
them. 	To-day, for instance, the paper inside the jelly 
tumbler said, 'Mrs. Turner,' and the one in the book, 
`Nellie Jay,' and Dolly could call at both those places 
on her way to the tennis just as well as not." 

- "But doesn't she mind the trouble of stopping?" 
I inquired. 

"Not nearly so much as she would being sent on 
purpose. 	Of course I do n't expect her to look at the 
shelf every time she sets foot out-of-doors—only when 
she's going far enough to make it worth while. Then 
sometimes for days together she won't find anything 
`on her beat,' as Ted says. 	There's been more than 
usual lately, so many things turned up at houseclean- 
ing, I blush to say." 

"But will she be sure to give the message just us 
you'd like tO have her?" I persisted, 

WHAT TO DO IN TEMPTATION. 

FRED was a little fellow, who had been told not to 
go through a hole in the hedge into a neighbor's gar- 
den. 	He minded pretty well usually, often " peeping 
through," it is true, but keeping the letter of the law 
faithfully, till one day when he heard, his mother's 
voicespeaking on that forbidden side, and his sharp 
eyes caught a glimpse of her blue dress as she Etbod 
talking with her neighbor. 	Then began a tug and 
tussle with temptation. 	Oh, he wanted to, so! 	But 
mamma said notl 	Oh, but he couldn't help id 
Mamma said not! 

All at once mamma heard a little shaky voice 
calling, a little frightened voice, with the note of 
entreaty that always claims attention:— 

"Mamma, tom here! Tum see to F'eddy ! 	I feel 
dust like I is going froo!" 

And sure enough he was half way through, and she 
came just iu time to save him from entire disobedi- 
ence. 	In the very stress and strain of temptation he 
had called out for help against himself, and found it. 

Dear young folks, try little Fred's plan. 	Keep 
away from the "hole in the hedge," if you can, but if 
ever you feel as if "you were going through," call out 
to the One who is "never out of hearing." When you 
are angry, when you are envious,—no matter what 
the bole in the hedge is,—not only count twenty-five 
like Saltycorarn, but look up and say, "Lord, help 
me! my feet are well-nigh slipped I" 

-He never yet forsook at need 
The soul that trusted him indeed." 

—Selected. 

THE prizes of life that are really worth having are 
seldom obtained by a mere stroke of luck. 	Usually 
they have to be toiled for strenuously and waited for 
patiently, 
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HANS PETERSON'S GIFT. 

ti 	ANS PETERSON was 
!j) born with a love for 

music. His grand- 
father had been a mu- 
sician, and had made 

him a present of a beautiful 
cornet and a music book. 
These were Hans's only treas-
ures. II is father had laughed 
when Hans came home from 
the farm with a great brass 
instrument, and said he 
wished grandfather had  
given him a saw and an ax 
instead; for he could see lit-
tle sense in a boy 's hay-
ingacornet. Hans's mother 
was dead, and he and his 
little sister lived with their 
aunt. Hans's aunt was not 
a. cross woman, but she also 
thought that a cornet was 
of little value to a boy. 
Besides, it nearly drove her 
wild to hear the horrible 
sounds that Hans made in 
learning to play. In fact, 
the whole neighborhood 
around was disgusted with 
the cornet. 

Hans used to take it out 
to the barn, and while other 
boys were playing marbles, 
or teasing the cats and dogs, 
or spending their time in 
running atter circuses, Huns 
was "hardening his lip" on 
the brass mouth •of his in-
strument, puffing and blow-
ing till his face was as red as 
his rich young blood could 
make it. 

But at last he mastered the scale, and then simple 
melodies, and then more difficult pieces. But all the 
time Hans was looked upon by his father and his 
aunt as a person to be reproved. They scolded him 
for loving music, and told him lie would never 
amount to anything in the world. This made Hans 
feel very sad. Sometimes he would go to the barn, 
and lie down on the straw and cry, and sometimes 
his little sister, who loved music too, would come to 
him, and tell him not to feel bad, and then the cry 
would end up with a "play" on his cornet. 

"It's in me," said Hans to himself, "and it's got 
to come out. Didn't grandfather tell me about 
Remenyi when he was a little boy?" 

" What's that you are saying?" asked Rita. 
".I was saying that grandpa told me about a great 

musician, who, when he was a little boy, used to get 
up in the night to play, because his father didn't like 
to hear him play. One night the father even beat 
him with his violin, but you see after awhile he be-
came a great musician. Say, Rita, I believe God 
put the love of music into me. And how can it be 

so bad when heaven is going to be full of fine music? 
"Don't you remember that picture in `Pilgrim's 

Progress' where the heavenly hosts had trumpets, 
playing on them? And the Bible speaks of having 
harps, and of the music that will sound like the 
rolling of the ocean. Grandpa told me to stick to it; 
for if God meant me to be a player on an instrument, 
he would give me perseverance and patience." 

Hans did pray to God to help him to do right, and 
tried to be faithful in doing up his chores and in his 
school work, but as soon as he was free, he always 
went to the barn to play. Hans did not care to 
romp much with the boys, and did not learn their 
slang words or rough ways. As lie played on his 
cornet, now making the tones rich and full, and then 
softening them to a sweet lullaby, lie learned the 
meaning of some of the best thoughts of those who 

had written the music, and these good thoughts of 
gentle things made him gentler and finer. Some-
times it seemed to him as if his very heart-thoughts 
went into the tone of his instrument, and his prayers 
and longings quivered in the notes. 

Though the neighbors had at first found much 
fault with Hans, they after awhile began to feel 
pleasant towards him; for he was always modest, 
kind, and thoughtful. Little children loved him, and 
the old people knew who it was that helped them over 
the slippery walks, or carried their heavy baskets 
from the market. 

Hans had two home friends that he prized very 
much. One was his little sister and the other was the 
pet kitten. Little Rita was very fond of her brother, 
and often stood and listened to his playing. One 
day when the children were home alone together, he 
brought his cornet over to the kitchen, and played 
for her all the afternoon. 

Kittie was fond of music too, it seemed, and did her 
share of playing with Hans's music book. Neither of 
the children noticed how she tore leaf after leaf from 

the book, till a great many leaves were ruined. 
When Hans saw it, at first he felt very much vexed, 
but in a moment he said, Poor kittie, she didn't 
know any better." 

That night a stranger came liome with Hans's 
father. After awhile he began to talk about music; 
and Halls kept his ears open, and his father bade him 
bring his cornet, and play for them. This surprised 
Hans, but he did as he was told, and the stranger 
said Hans played well. 

Then he took the cornet and played himself. Hans 
was delighted, and felt that he never would be satis-
fied till he could do as well. 

The stranger seemed much pleased with Hans, and 
offered to help him. Hans's father looked pleased 
too, and patted Hans on the head, saying, "After all, 
may be you will make something yet." 

"Yes, it's in the boy," said 
• the stranger, and boys or 

men or women will always 
do best at what they love 
best. I t seems to me a wrong 
to the gifts God has given, 
to force a person into an 
employment that he is not 
fitted for by nature, and to 
discourage him from doing 
the thing for which be has a 
gift. There are many people 
who have an idea that men 
cannot glorify God.with cer-
tain talents lie has given, 
but' think that is a mistake. 
The Bible says, 'Neglect not 
the gift that is in you.' If 
we devote our talents to the 
service of God, he can make 
then useful to his cause. 

"The other evening I was 
at the great hospital for the 
poor, and a celebrated cor-
netist was there, giving the 
people pleasure by his play-
ing, and tiot only giving them 
pleasure, but helping them 
toward health and toward 
God. 'Every good and per-
fect gift i3 from above, and 
cometh down from the Fa-
ther of lights.'" 

People thought Hans a 
very "lucky" boy to have 
so good a chance to learn 
music, but he had worked and 
prepared himself fo r the 
chance. The work we pre-
pare ourselves for will come 
to us. Let no little boy or 
girl imagine that things hap-
pen to us without any rea- 
son; for God is in heaven, 
and he gives us what we are 
fitted for, in his own good 
time. 

Some day, perhaps, you 
may have the pleasure of 
hearing Hans play ou his 
cornet; for he is the kind of 
boy that is likely to be heard 
from. 	FANNIE BOLTON. 

EYES OPEN. 

RACED.; went off to school, 
wondering if Aunt A my could 

be right in what she had been saying. 
"I will keep my eyes open," she said to herself, 

"and find out." 
She stopped a moment to watch old Mrs. Bert, who 

sat inside her door binding shoes. She was just now 
trying to thread her needle, but it was bard work for 
her dim old eyes. 

"Why, if there isn't work for me!" exclaimed 
Rachie. "I never should have thought of it if it 
hadn't been for Aunt Amy. Stop, Mrs. Bert; let me 
do that for you." 

"Thank you, my little lassie. My poor old eyes are 
worn out, you see. I can get along with the coarse 
work yet, but sometimes it takes me five minutes to 
thread my needle. And the day will come when I 
can't work, and then what will become of a poor old 
woman?" 

"Mamma would say the Lord will take care of 
you," said Rachie, very softly; for she felt she was 
too little to be saying such things. 

"And you can say it too, dearie. Go on to school 

A LOST STITCH. 

GRANDMA sat busily knitting away 
A trim little stocking, all scarlet and gray; 

Katie stood leaning on grandma's knee, 
Anxiously waiting and watching to see 
How quickly the pretty stripes could grow, 
With grandma's fingers a-flying so. 
All at once, in a round of gray, 
The busy needles ceased their play. 

"Dear me!" said grandma, "I can't tell which. 
But somewhere here I have dropped a stitch; 
And I cannot see, it has grown so late, 
To pick it up; so we must wait 
Till the lamps come in." Down Katie went, 

Moved by a sudden, kind intent; 
Down In 1 he firelight on thn floor. 
Searching the hearth-rug o'er 

and o'er. 
" What are you looking for, my 

child ?" 
Mamma questioned and slyly 

smiled. 
Soberly answered the little 

witch.— 
" lain trying to find my grandma's 

stitch!" 
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now. You've given me your bit of help, and your 
comfort, too." 

But Rachie got hold of the needle-book, and was 
bending over it with busy fingers. 

" See I" she presently said, "I've threaded six nee-
dles for you to go on with, and when I come back, I'll 
thread some more." 

"May the sunshine be bright to your eyes, little 
one!" said the old woman, as Rachie skipped away. 

"Come and play, Rachie," cried many voices, as 
she drew near the play-ground. 

"Which side will you be on?" 
But there was a little girl, with a very downcast 

face, sitting on the porch. 
" What is the matter, Jennie?" asked Rachie, going 

to her. 
"I can't make these add up," said Jennie, in a dis-

couraged tone, pointing to a few smeary figures on 
her slate. 

"Let me see, I did that example at home last night. 
Oh, you forgot to carry ten—see?" 

"So I did." The example was finished, and Jennie 
was soon at play with the others. 

Rachie kept her eyes open all day, and was sur-
prised to find how many ways there were of doing 
kindness, which went far toward making the day hap-
pier. Try it, girls and boys, and you will see for 
yourselves.—Christian Secretary. 

THOSE SEALS. 

WHAT funny fellows they were, with their bright, 
soft, lustrous eyes, and clumsy, dark, slippery bodies. 
Le Baron had never seen anything so funny in all his 
life. It was at Horticultural Hall, in Boston, and 
quite a number of other boys and girls were there 
with their parents, looking at the seven wonder-
ful performing seals. These seals seemed just like hu-
man beings. They certainly bad wonderful intelli-
gence. Anybody that saw them perform would not 
wonder at all that Gen. Swift said, when he saw them, 
"Why, they know more than many of the voters that 
come to us from the Old World." You would think 
so, too, if you saw how quick, docile, and intelligent 
they were, and then how stupid and besotted some 
men have made themselves. 

These seals were in a great tank of water. The first 
thing LeBaron saw, when he got up high enough to 
look into the water, was four or five small, dark 
heads lifted up out of the water, and as many pairs of 
uncommonly bright eyes surveying the on-lookers. 
The seals seem to be just as anxious to see the folks 
as the folks are to see them. They are of different 
sizes, from twenty up to one hundred and twenty 
pounds. Pretty soon a rather funnily dressed man 
came down the platform to the edge of the tank, and 
called them to him. Some he called by name; one 
was Mr. Toby, and another mischievous one was Mrs. 
Toby. At the same time a boy ran along one side of 
the tank, and a man the other side, and put a big 
hoard into the water, and then pulled it along to 
drive the seals up on the platform. Some of them 
went along nicely, but others just flopped right 
over this big bar and went down, souse, into the 
water, and stayed there. But the obedient ones 
clambered up the slippery beams on to the plat-
form, and took their places ready for action. 

Such a performance as they went through! They 
rang bells hung in wooden frames, and it was very 
funny to see them seize the handles on the ends of 
the ropes, with which they rang the bells, with 
their fore flippers. These flippers are a sort of cross 
between an arm and foot or hoof. The seals are very 
strong, and can make these flippers go very fast. 
Then they played on violins, and old Mr. Toby beat 
a drum. Everybody was surprised to see how easily 
they understood commands, and how perfectly they 
obeyed them. Mr. Toby did the best of all, but Mrs. 
Toby couldn't wait till all were ready to begin. She 
would strike in ahead of time, and the man had to 
scold her. Just as soon as they were done each per-
formance, the man gave them great chunks of raw 
fish. Just think I those seven seals eat ninety pounds 
of fish a day. 

It was great sport to watch one of the seals rescue 
a little girl lost, away off in a boat, at sea. This seal 
just came up, and seized a rope in the boat, and pulled 
it to the foot of the platform. Another one seized a 
rope handle, and was drawn up under a scaffolding 
out of the water, and was swung back and forth for 
some time. But the best fun was to see two of them 
waddle around on the stage, till they got behind 
guns, supported at angles of about forty-five degrees, 
and then, at the word of command, fire off these 
guns. One seal fired off a seven-barrelled revolver 
just as steadily as a man, one barrel after another, 
waiting for the command to fire each time. LeBaron 

was delighted with them; they seemed so good-nat-
ured, and looked so happy and intelligent. 

Is it not wonderful how such animals can be 
trained? And if they can learn to be obedient, how 
much more ought little boys and girls. And how 
thankful should we be that God cares for and watches 
over everybody and everything, both great and 
small, that he has created.—Selected. 

REFRESHING A THIRSTY CITY. 

SoME six years ago, the people of New York City 
unanimously resolved to take another drink; they not 
only resolved, but they began to go about it, by 
opening work on the great tunnel of the new Croton 
aqueduct, one of the greatest public works ever under-
taken since the world began. The old aqueduct from 
the same lake had been supplying the city with 
seventy-five million gallons a day, and a pipe line 
from Bronx River helped with twenty million more; 
yet still the town was thirsty. The people, the 
houses, the horses, the streets, were decidedly "dry;" 
and although, it must be confessed, that many of the 
first of these sometimes managed to quench their 
thirst on something beside water, yet even these 
wanted more water, and for six years have been work-
ing to get it, and probably the work will be finished 
next June. 

When the new aqueduct is completed, it will be more 
than thirty-three miles long, from the gate-house at 
Croton Lake, among the hills of Westchester,,County, 
to the gate-house in Central Park, and the flowing 
capacity of this immense " water-pipe" will be more 
than three hundred million gallons every twenty-four 
hours. 

The gate-house at Croton dam is a great building 
set in a hole blasted in the solid rock. The water will 
reach the gate-house through a short tunnel front 
near the bottom of the lake; and through the house 
it will be admitted, by the raising of enormous gates, 
from one chamber to another, and another, and then 
another; and finally through the big brass strainers 
into the aqueduct itself. 

The entrance of the aqueduct is wide enough for ten 
men to walk abreast, and tall enough for a locomo-
tive with funnel erect. 

Inside the aqueduct, white porcelain plates, having 
black figures burned into them, are screwed to the 
wall at exactly every five hundred feet, for the pur-
pose of locating leaks or any needed repairs. All will 
be under water when the aqueduct is in use, but these 
plates can easily be found. 

One sad thing about the aqueduct is the outrageous 
frauds of the contractors, who left an enormous 
amount of space unfilled, behind the lining, thus 
charging five dollars a yard for thousands of cubic 
yards of—air! This swindle was discovered, and 
repaired by cutting holes through the lining, filling 
the spaces behind with loose rock, and then forcing 
cement in liquid form, by a powerful air-pump, into 
the crevices. When finished, it will have cost about 
twenty-three million dollars. 

The tunnel furnishes a remarkable example of a 
principle in acoustics not generally known, although 
familiar to builders. Eyery structure is particularly 
responsive to a certain key of sound, and when that 
key is struck, even with comparative gentleness, the 
firmest building will vibrate to a degree quite beyond 
the oscillations caused by a much louder and heavier 
noise, not in the accordant key. A gentleman who 
took a walk through the tunnel says :— 

" Repeated experiments discover the tunnel to be 
tuned to the key of F. There can be no mistaking it. 
No matter where the voice may wander, when it stum-
bles on that particular key, the tunnel makes instan-
taneous response,—a responbe gracious, generous, 
soulful. It warms the blood with its vibrations, and 
fills one with an ecstasy of delight. The chord, sung 
moderately loud, one tone after another, in sharp 
staccato —` do, mi, sol, do ' —rolls away rapidly 
through the ringing hall. For a few seconds each 
tone retains its distinct individuality. The first ut-
tered seems to be chased by the others. Soon it is 
overtaken by mi,' then by sol,' then by the octave 
`do.' The four then sweep on together in delicious 
harmony. Ear never listened to a more enchanting 
sound. For sixteen seconds the concord lingers; 
then a dissolution takes place, the tones parting 
company even as they joined, each resuming its indi-
viduality and gradually passing away."—Treasure 
Trove. 

NOTHING does so establish the mind amid the rail-
ings.  and turbulence of present things as both a look 
above them and a look beyond them—above them to 
the steady, good hand by which they are ruled; be-
yond them to the sweet and beautiful end to which by 
that hand they will be brought.—Jeremy Taylor. 
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CARL and LILLIE WHITE write from Spokane Co., 
Washington Carl says: "I am nine years old. I 
live five miles from Spokane Falls. I have two sisters 
and one brother. My father and brother go to Sab-
bath-school most every Sabbath, and when the 
weather is good, we all go'. I study at home in Book 
No. 1, and now I am ready for Book No. 2. I am try-
ing to be a good boy, and meet the INsTaucroft fam-
ily in the earth made new." 

Lillie says: "I have often thought of writing to the 
Budget. I like the INSTRUCTOR very much. 1 love to 
get to Sabbath-school, but could not go this winter, 
because it was so stormy, and the snow was so deep. 
For pets we have two colts and two cats and a dog. 
Our dog will bring up the cows and fetch in wood. I 
want to be a good girl." 

From King Co., Washington, HAL M. HATHAWAY 
writes: "I ant ten years old. I have just written a 
letter to my mother, and I thought I would write one 
to the Budget. I read the INSTRUCTOR, and I like it 
very much. I do not keep the Sabbath. I do not go 
to day school, but study my lessons at home. I 
study German, geography, spelling, and arithmetic. 
I have one sister and one brother, and they live in 
California. Good-by." 

CLARA A. LONGEWAY writes from Tuloumne Co., 
Cal., saying: "I am seven years old. I have two 
brothers and two sisters. We have no Sabbath-
school nearer than four miles from our place. For a 
pet I have a maltese kitten; his name is Bunny. We 
have no day school, so mamma teaches me at home. 
I am in the second reader. We have lots of snow this 
winter. I have _a little pair of snow-shoes, and I slide 
down hill on them. I am trying to be a good girl.',  

OLLIE Doerr sends the following letter, but she for-
got to tell us where she lives. She says: "I am nine 
years old. I have a little sister four years old. I 
love to read the Budget, and I thought may be some 
body would like to hear from me. My pa is a school-
teacher. Ma tends the store when pa is teaching. I 
am making a quilt for sister's doll. I have a dog and 
a bird. My dog's name is Nero. He is a good-nat-
ured fellow, and is fond of children. Sometimes he 
comes to meet me, and carries my dinner-pail. I 
want to be a good girl, so I can meet all of God's peo-
ple in the new earth." 

VERNA F. TOWNER writes from Clinton Co., Mich., 
saying: "I am a boy twelve years old. I like to 
read the letters in the Budget, so I thought I would 
write one. I have two sisters and one brother. My 
oldest sister is nine and the youngest three; my 
brother is five. I stay with grandma, and do the 
chores. Grandpa died two years ago, and grandma 
is all alone, so I stay with her. My father had a farm 
of eighty acres, but he sold it last month. For a pet 
I have a dog named Dandy; he is full of play, but he 
kills chickens. I have two black ducks, an old horse 
twenty-five years old, and a colt. I would like to 
write to some of the Budget boys." 

EFFIE TURMAN writes from Churchill Co., Nevada: 
"I am twelve years old. I go to Sabbath-school 
every Sahbath. I study in Book No. 8. I get my 
lessons perfect every Sabbath. I go to day-school, 
and read in the fourth reader. There are seventeen 
in our school. I am staying with Mr. and Mrs. Har-
mon; they are very kind people. I was at the Oak-
land camp-meeting last fall, and I liked it very much. 
A gentleman gave Owen and me a little calf. I am 
going to give my half of the money to the missionary 
ship and the first-day offerings. Bro. Cook and Bro. 
Scott have been here this winter preaching. I want 
to be a good girl, so I can be saved." 

OWEN HARMON, of Churchill Co., Nev., says: "I am 
ten years old. I have been a member of the St. Clair 
Sabbath-school for just three years. I have not been 
absent but two Sabbaths, and then I was sick. I 
have a perfect lesson every Sabbath. I go to day 
school, and study spelling, writing, and reading. A 
gentleman gave Effie and me a little calf, and I am 
going to take my share of the money, and pay part 
of my pledge to the Healdsburg church. I have 
already paid part, and I want to divide my share 
of the calf money, and give part on my pledge, and 
the rest to build the ship. If I can, I am going to 
earn more to help along. Jesus blessed the little 
children, and I want to do all I can for him. I wish 
the missionary ship would be called Glad News or the 
Ship of Zion. I want to be a good boy, and meet you 
all in the earth made new." 
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