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VICTOR HUGO AND THE ROUSE. 

(D.RA.Y Victor Hugo, in his nook, 
-0  Sat musing o'er a favorite book. 

When lo, half timorous, half intent, 
As on some serious errand bent, 
His daughter and his grandchild brought 
A mouse the pantry trap had caught. 
The poet turned with loving heed 
To hear the little maiden plead 
With piteous face and eager cry, 

"Say, grandpa, shall the mousey die?" 

" Behold the thief," the mother said, 
"'fhe pixy, with its nibbling knife, 

So busy round my cheese and bread! 
Just now, made prisoner while it fed, 
We found it squeaking like a fife; 
And, melted at its shrill complaint. 
Our Jeannie, like a tender saint, 
With tearful pity begged its life. 
Her pleading charmed away my frown; 
I spared my victim, doomed to drown, 
And told its gentle advocate 
Her grandsire should decide its fate." 

"Poor little mouse!" the old man smiled, 
And drew his darling to his knee. 

" See how it trembles," lisped the child; 
"It's just as scared as seared can be, 

And sorry, too, I guess it feels. 
Because my mamma says It steals. 
All such a mite could eat and drink 
Is uo great stealing, I should think! 
Its head could cuddle in my ring; 
Its ears—are like a midge's wing; 
Its tail—is just a bit of string; 
Its wee, bright eyes—the cunning thing! 
Its body scarce a spoon would fill; 
It isn't big enough to kill! 
And oh, it looks at you so shy— 
Say, grandpa, shall the mousey die?" 

Fondly the aged poet spoke, 
"The boon you ask is grand to give, 

Jeannie, I stay the fatal stroke, 
And bid your tiny prisoner live." 

Then, as with kiss and blessing sped, 
The child to free her captive ran, 
The old man closed his eyes, and said: 

"So Heaven decides man's lot for man. 
The mouse that nibbles on the shelf 
Knows not its fate, nor know I mine. 
I own a Providence divine, 
Since to that small, four-footed elf 
I was a providence myself; 
And as my grace a life could spare 
That feels no thanks, and knows me not, 
I well believe celestial care 
Has oft my own deliverance wrought 
Without my knowledge or my thought." 

—Wide A wake. 

GLADSTONE AT EIGHTY. , 
4 

 HE following description, taken from a popular 
youth's paper, of one of England's greatest 
statesmen, together with the accompanying en-
graving, will no doubt be of interest to those of 

the INSTRUCTOR boys who are studying the great po-
litical movements of the world, and the men who 
stand at the head of them:— 

On the 29th of last December, Mr. Gladstone, still 
hale and hearty in body and mind, completed his 
eightieth year. As he entered the House of Com-
mons in 1832, he was able on his eightieth birthday 
to look back upon fifty-seven years' continuous serv-
ice in that body. 

Nor was this service, even at its outset, obscure. 
There was, in Mr. Gladstone's case, no long and toil-
ing climb up the hill of fame. He had not been in the 

House a year before his brilliant talents were recog-
nized, and two years after he made his first appear-
ance within its walls, he became a member of the Min-
istry. 

Ever since, he has been a conspicuous figure in 
British politics, and during more than one half of the 
time he may be said to have occupied the highest 
position in British political life. 

Of his great achievements as a statesman and as a 
party chief, it is needless to speak here. His titles to 
the gratitude and veneration of his countrymen, and 
to the respect of all the world, are too many and too 
clear to need recounting. 

The thought uppermost, perhaps, in most people's 

minds, when they heard of the widespread celebration 
of Mr. Gladstone's eightieth birthday, was of the 
marvelous strength and sturdiness of his green old 
age. He has always been noted, indeed, for his phys-
sical robustness. Thirty years ago some one was 
remarking to Sidney Herbert, Mr. Gladstone's col-
league and intimate friend, what a wonderful mind 
Mr Gladstone had. 

"Don't talk to me about Gladstone's mind," re-
torted Herbert. "It is nothing compared with his 
body." 

The secret of Mr. Gladstone's unrivaled powers of 
physical as well as mental endurance may be found in 
an originally strong constitution, aided and fortified 
by health-giving habits. Like the great Napoleon, 
Mr. Gladstone is a good sleeper, and can apparently 
summon sleep to his eyes at will. No matter how 
long or how frequent have been his speeches, he has 
always been able to secure at least seven and a half 
hours of deep and serene slumber every night. 

In his taste for recreation, Mr. Gladstone differs 
from most Englishmen of his social rank, who are ad-
dicted to field sports. He never has been known to 
follow the hounds but once. That was more than 
forty years ago, and on this one occasion an accident 
with the gun cost him the index finger of his left 
hand. 

But other open-air pastimes have always attracted 
him. He is known as an expert feller of great trees, 

and this is a recreation in which he still, at eighty, 
takes a keen delight. He is also fond of taking long,' 
fast, and vigorous walks in the open air. Some years 
ago, he was in the habit of saying that he could easily 
make forty miles a day without over-fatigue. 

It is rarely the case, even now, that Mr. Gladstone 
is seen in a carriage or a cab. When in London, he 
always walks to and from the House, or from one 
part of the great metropolis to the other, and this 
even in severe and stormy weather. 

Mr. Gladstone does whatever he has to do, whether 
it be work or play, with all his might. Addressing 
some school-boys once, he said, "If a boy runs, he 
ought to run as fast as be can; if he jumps, be ought 

to jump as high as he can." This ex-
presses the keynote of Mr. Gladstone's 
own character. He always uses his varied 
gifts of body and mind to the uttermost 
strain. 

At eighty he not only keeps up regularly 
his vigorous physical exercises, but con-
tinues to justify the remark made by a 
political antagonist, that "Gladstone is 
the most indomitable worker in England." 

To-day he conducts the leadership of a 
great party; makes speeches as long and 
as full of mental force as he did in middle 
age; writes an uninterrupted succession 
of review and magazine articles on a wide 
variety of topics; maintains a heavy cor-
respondence, much of it with his own 
hand; keeps abreast of all the prominent 
questions of the day by steady reading, 
and sustains, almost without any falling 
off, social relations which have been the 
growth of sixty years. 

Rarely is it, indeed, that the world is 
called upon to witness such a robust, 
active, young old age, and to perceive in 
a man of eighty the possibility of great 
usefulness and lofty achievements yet to 
come. 

A GOOD PLACE TO PRACTICE. 

ONE hardly likes the word "etiquette" 
when the question is that of being kind 
and lovely in one's own family. Yet if 

members of the same household used a little more 
ceremony toward each other, no harm would be 
done. What true gentleman would treat his mother 
or his sister with less courtesy than hewould a 
chance acquaintance? No one would greatly respect 
a boy whose custom it was to let his sister trot 
about on his errands—run upstairs for his handker-
chief, fly hither and thither to bring his bat or his 
racket. I well remember the surprise of a young lady 
when, in a certain family, the brother sprang up to 
light the gas for his sister, and when the latter at-
tempted to put some coal on the open fire, quickly 
took the hod from her hand, and did the work himself. 

"You would n't catch my brother being so polite to 
me!" she said. 

"So much the more shame to your brother!" I 
thought. 

Every boy ought surely to feel a certain care over 
his sister, even if she be older than he. As a rule, he 
is physically stronger, and better able to bear the 
burdens of life than she. There is nothing more 
charming than the chivalrous protection which some 
boys lavish on their fortunate "women folk." 

As for you, dear girls, you would never be so rude as 
to fail to acknowledge any courtesy which your brother 
paid you? If you would deem it extremely unladylike 
not to thank any person who gave up his seat in the 
horse-car to you, or who helped you across an icy 
spot on the sidewalk, you would blush to be less 
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grateful for a similar kindness on' the part of your 
brother. If he is ready to placer' chair or to open a 
door for you, to make sure that you have an escort 
after dark, to take off his hat to you on the street, 
Surely you are eager to please him; to sew on a Stray 
button or mend a rip in his gloves; to thank hint for 
taking pains to Call for you and bring you home from 
a friend's house; to bore,  as politely to hint, and to 
greet hint with the same pleasant smile, which you 
would have for some one else's brother. 

A boy Should learn the habit of easy politeness in 
all circumstances, but if there be one place on earth 
where one should use freely his very best manners, it 
is in his own home,—Ilarper's Young People. 

For the IfortltOctok. 
ROUND THE WORLD.—Ft. 

A DAY AT point DE GUILE, CEYLON. 

"CEVLON, from whatever direction it is approached, 
Unfolds a scene of loveliness and grandeur unsur-
passed," says Sir J. Emerson Tennant. In all ages 
and in all climes it has been celebrated for its beauties 
and its productions,—its gems, ivory, pearls, 
and spices,—and although the poet's rapt-
Urea regarding it fade before modern Colt-
thercial pursuits, still there are many most 

• interesting features connected with Ceylon. 
Its length is over 271 miles, and its breadth 
137, and in 1876 the population, exclusive 
of the military, amounted to 2,556,177. • 

four-fifths of theconntry consists of undu-
lating plains, the remainder, occupying the 
center of the island, being a mass of mount-
ains, which rise from six thousand to eight 
thousand feet. Every district, from the 
depths of the valleys to the highest summit, 
is clothed With perennial foliage. The island 
has been gradually rising above the sea, and 
this is especially visible in the northern perf 
insula, where the wholeof the land, and forty 
or fifty miles to the southward, is composed 
of corals and madrepores, which form ain-
gular bank known as Adam's Bridge. 

Colombo is thecommercial capital, though 
it would be difficult to say why this site was 
chosen for such an important town. It oc-
cupies a projecting, rocky headland, which 
was fortified by the Dutch. It contains 
within the walls of the fort some modern 
buildings, which are a clumsy adaptation of 
European architecture to tropical require-
ments. With the exception of the military 
officers, most of the European residents live 
in the cinnamon gardens, the most famous 
of which is Kadarani, or else in the cocoanut 
groves of the charming village of Colpetty. 

The chief industries of Ceylon at the pres-
ent day ar•e tea and coffee culture. Lately 
chinchona, from which quinine is made, has 
been raised in large quantities. 

In olden days the island was infested with 
elephants and tigers, but they have been 
shot off in large numbers. 

Point de Galle, where we touched, is said to be by 
far the most venerable emporium of foreign trade 
now existing in the universe. It was the resort of 
merchant ships at the earliest dawn of commerce. It 
was the Kalah of the early Arabians, and centuries 
before, the Sabeaus came hither; it was the mart of 
Portugal and afterward of Holland. It is also as-
serted by writers of note that the long-sought-for lo-
cality of Tarshish is identical with that of Point de 
Galle. But at present it only exists, and that by 
being a coaling station for merchant ships going to 
all parts of the world. 

No sooner had the Umtata cast anchor than she 
was surrounded by a multitude of the native boats. 
These are called catamarans, and are exceedingly 
curious in their structure. They are made of the 
trunks of cocoanut trees hollowed out so that there 
is just enough space to put one's legs down into 
them. On one side are two long poles, lashed so 
as just to clear the water line, and to the ends of 
these is made fast a heavy spar. This rests on the 
wave, and is always kept to windward, so as to 
balance the boat and keep her from drifting, just as 
American navigators would use a center-board. The 
natives will put to sea, and cross the surf in one of 
these, where an European boat could not live for an 
instant, and they are seldom wrecked. 

The natives crowded all over the decks, some of 
them begging, others wanting to take our clothes 
that needed washing, saying that they would return 
them all finished in three hours,:and still others selling 
little ornaments made of tigers' claws or tortoise 
shell, and desks and boxes of ebony and porcupine 
quills. They invariably commence by asking about 

three times what they expect to receive, and they 
cheat and lie without any compunction, if they think 
they can make anything by it. 

The town itself is very old ; there are some old forts 
that bear the date of 1669. They are made of stone, 
and are exceedingly massive, the walls being four 
feet thick. They are not used now, and are covered 
with moss and ivy; they look as if one shell would 
put a speedy termination to their existence. The 
streets are lined with beautiful Niem trees, but every-
thing wears a deserted appearance, as if all the in-
habitants had forsaken their homes. The natives all 
reside outside of the forts, and their houses are pict-
ures of slovenliness and poverty. They are mostly 
situated in the groves of cocoanut and Jack-fruit 
trees, which abound all over the island. 

There is also a Buddist temple, a singular looking 
place. It is circular in shape, and at the entrance is 
a hideous figure, half man, half animal, suspended 
by a cord from the roof. To him all take off their 
hats, and pass on to the Interior of the sacred pile. 
The different gods are arranged in a circle in the mid- 

IIINDOO GIRLS. 

dle. Some of them look like Egyptian statues, oth-
ers are representations of the Indian cobra, a large 
and venomous snake. Great, indeed, must be the 
moral darkness of a people who can see anything to 
be admired or imitated in such idols. All round on 
the outer walls are pictures of heaven and hell. 
Their idea of a perfect heaven, according to these 
portraits, seems to be a place where they can feast on 
all the cocoanuts they desire; while those in torment 
for smaller sins, such as stealing this most coveted 
fruit, are allowed only to walk up and down beneath 
the trees, the fruit being beyond their reach. Bud-
dists are not nearly so particular as to who enters 
their temples as are the Hindus; it is seldom that 
these will let foreigners go inside their places of wor-
ship. 

There appeared to be but few horses. Most of the 
wagons were little two-wheeled vehicles, with a few 
boards nailed on the axle, and covered with au im-
mense hood of cocoanut matting. They were drawn 
by two little cows, with a driver walking behind them. 
These animals were covered all over with designs of 
every description, which we supposed were charms to 
keep away evil, and to call the favor of the gods upon 
the owners. 	 P. T. M. 

lm is not an easy matter to hold back an angry 
word when it is at the tongue's end; but even this is 
a great deal easier than it is to recall an angry word 
when it is once spoken. If the angry word be not 
spoken now, it can be spoken by and by—if necessary; 
therefore it is wiser to hold it back until there is no 
doubt that it needs to be spoken.—Sunday-School 
Times. 

For the INSTRUCTOR. 

THE CITY OF NARA. 

IN this old, old city of Japan, one of the ancient 
capitals, are to be seen many strange sights. How-
ever, strangeness is one of the peculiarities of all that 
belongs to this wonderful country. At Nara and 
Tokio, as at no other place in this region of wonders, 
will a traveler be sure to meet marvels of a comical 
and unexpected turn. After quitting the funny little 
streets, gaily decked with painted lanterns, a stranger 
will pass down the cool, quiet garden, among the 
bamboo, and camelias, and snow-white Fuji-san, to 
the inn. At its hospitable door, he will leave his shoes, 
and enter amid a shower of welcomes from the host 
and his family of barefoot girls,—welcomes spoken in 
such a low, carressing way as to sound very musical.. 
"O-hayos," all say; "Yo o ide nasal-ma.shtas," from 
the host, repeated by the maidens, who scatter to 
make ready a room above for the new arrival. 

A change of dress after traveling is a necessity here 
as elsewhere, and seems eminently proper before sit-
ting down on the soft white tatamis to drink tea and 

smoke the kiseru (the universal custom), 
while the attendant sings the songs of the 
Dragon King's Daughter, who, with Uros-
hina, so a popular legend of the country 
says, discovered the Fortunate Islands, upon 
which they dwelt a thousand years most 
happily. But before the traveler has com-
pleted his toilet, and while he is listening with 
delighted ears to the love songs of one or 
more of the little barefooted maidens below, 
whose shapely brown feet go pitter-patter 
over the floors as they prepare a meal for 
him, it is quite probable that lie will hear 
an altogether• different kind of clatter, loud 
and unseemly, upon the stairs leading to 
his room. There is no privacy, no doors, 
to a Japanese house, and so the unwelcome 
intruder boldly enters, and, in his peculiar 
fashion, demands attention. The visitor is 
a young deer, graceful, pretty, and fearless, 
who advances to the stranger, and looks 
up in perfect confidence into his face, as 
much as to ask, " What did you bring for 
me?" If he receives nothing, he deliberately 
proceeds to toss over whatever baggage 
may be visible, and finally disappears back-
wards through the hole in the floor contain-
ing the stairs, with many a snort of disap-
proval at his treatment. 

Hundreds and thousands of these animals 
are found in the city. The streets, gardens, 
parks, and the beautiful temple groves are 
thronged with them, and they are pro-
tected by law. A legend of the city says 
that over a thousand years ago the reigning 
empress, touched by the moans and cries 
of altind whose mate had been killed by hunt-
ers, issued a decree that, in all ages tocome, 
no deer should be killed within the limits of 
the Imperial Court. No man's hand has 
since been lifted against these harmless 

creatures, and they have multiplied beyond all 
calculation. They are absolutely fearless, mingling 
with the people, in and out of their homes, as mem-
bers of the family, whom they outnumber, ten to one. 
No door is ever shut against them, and when hun-
gry, they surround the pedestrians upon the streets, 
and refuse to release them until sweet cakes are pur-
chased of the peddlars who deal in them, and who are 
• al ways on hand in such emergencies. The sale of crisp 
biscuits to the deer, through the kind-hearted, is one 
of the trades of Nara, and supports many families. 

W. 8. C. 

THREE THINGS. 

THREE things to admire: Intellectual power, dig-
nity, and gracefulness. 

Three things to love: Courage, gentleness, and af-
fection. 

Three things to hate: Cruelty, arrogance, and in-
gratitude. 

Three things to delight in: Frankness, freedom, 
and beauty. 

Three things to wish for: Health, friends, and a 
cheerful spirit. 

Three things to avoid: Idleness, loquacity, and 
flippant jesting. 
•Three things to contend for: Honor, country, and 

friends. 
Three things to govern: Temper, tongue, and con-

duct. 
Three things to think about: Life, death, and 

eternity.—Selected. 
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TIE FOUR wove. 
BAN winter, when the wind I hear, 
'1" I know the clouds will disappear; 

For 't is the wind that sweeps the ski 
And piles the snow in ridges high. 
In spring, when stirs the wind, I know 
That soon the crocus buds will show; 
For 'tie the wind that bide them wake, 
And into pretty blossoms shake. 
in summer, when it softly blows, 
Soon red I know will be the rose; 
For 'tie the wind to her that speaks, 
And brings the blushes to her cheeks. 
In autumn, when the wind is up, 
I know the acorn's out its cup; 
For 'tie the wind that takes it out, 
And plants an oak somewhere about. 

—Selected. 

A BAD NEIGHBOR. 

$ HE next time you go to Africa, my dears, you 
be sure to bring me back a lepidosiren, will you? 
I am very anxious to have one. Lep-i-do-si-ren. 
Can't you say that? Well, it is rather a hard 

word. You may call it mud-fish instead, 
if you like that better, though I am not 
sure that it is a fish. 

There is a difference of opinion on the 
subject of this creature. One very learned 
man, with green spectacles, calls it a fish; 
another, whose spectacles are blue, vows 
that it is a reptile. Now I don't wear 
spectacles, so really I cannot pretend to 
decide the matter; but suppose you and I 
just please ourselves, and call it the mud-
fish, whether or no. 

There is some reason for that name, 
because at home it lives in the mud. When 
you are in Africa, as I was saying, and in 
some very hot place, you must know how 
to look for the mud-fish. 

If it is in the rainy season, it will be easy 
enough to find him; for he is swimming 
about, like any other fish, in some pretty 
little river. But in the hot season it will be 
harder to find him. The river is dried up 
then; there is not a drop of water; the 
reeds and rushes that were once so fresh 
and green, are withered and dry, and even 
the mud of the river-bank is .baked into a 
hard, stony flooring, which looks as though 
it had never known a drop of moisture. 
Surely no living creature can be here, save such as can 
live on land. Not so fast! Take your spade, and dig 
up carefully some of this hard-baked earth. Dig deeper! 
—carefully now; spread out the earth you have dug 
up. 	Ah 1 what is that queer-looking lump, from 
which the dry earth falls away? That is what you 
have been looking for. That is Mr. Mud-fish's co-
coon, and Mr. Mud-fish is comfortably asleep inside it. 
You see he knew well enough what to do when he 
found the water was all drying up around him. He 
wriggled his way deep, deep down into the mud, his 
eyes being so conveniently made that the wet soil 
does not hurt them. When he has gone deep enough, 
he curls himself round, and wraps his tail around his 
head by way of a nightcap. Then he brings out of 
his body a quantity of a smooth, slimy substance, 
which he carries somewhere about him, and with this 
he plasters the inside of the mud-cell in which he is 
lying, making it all smooth, and binding the particles 
of earth together so that there is no danger of their 
cracking apart from the heat. Having done this 
thoroughly, Mr. Mud-fish goes to-sleep, and he sleeps, 
and sleeps, and sleeps; and never wakes up until the 
rains have come again, and the welcome drops, sink-
ing down through the softening mud, loosen the walls 
of his cell, and let him out again. 

If you were to put oue of these earthy cocoons into 
a tub of water, it would fall to pieces at once, and 
you would see the sleeper, with his tail wrapped 
round his head, just as I have told you. At first he 
would be very stupid and sleepy, but after a time he 
would wake up; and if he should live and do well, 
you would find him as curious a creature in his wak-
ing as in his sleeping hours. 

Did you say you had an aquarium? That is very 
fortunate, for now you can watch all the queer ways 
of the mud-fish. Take a small piece of raw meat in 
your hand, and make a splashing in the water with 
your finger. He will rise slowly, snatch the meat 
away, and go down to the bottom to eat it. Now 
watch him as he eats it. He takes the very tip of it 
between his sharp teeth, and gives it a tremendous 

bite, seeming to bite with his whole head; then be 
sucks it in a little farther, and gives it another bite; 
this he does again and again, till he has bitten 
through the whole length of the piece. Then, if you 
please, lie shoots it out of his mouth, catches it by 
the tip again, and bites it all over again, and then 
again. Three times he goes through this singular 
process, and then, with a quick jerk, he swallows the 
meat. He will always do this, every time you feed 
him, and will never swallow the food until he has 
chewed it all three times. It is a very good thing to 
chew one's food thoroughly, but I do not recommend 
this wtry of doing it, except for a mud-fish. 

Oh I oh ! I forgot to tell you that you must not 
keep him with the other fish, but in a separate part of 
the aquarium, for he has very cruel and unmannerly 
ways. He will swim quietly up under another fish 
till he is quite close to him; then, with a quick dart, 
he will seize the poor creature, and bite a great piece 
right out of him, his strong, sharp teeth cutting 
through scales, flesh, and bones. He never takes 
more than one bite out of each fish, but takes his 
morsel down to chew, and leaves the poor victim 
bleeding and dying in misery. That is why I have 
called him a "bad neighbor," and it is a good name, 
for him; for, say what you will, a good neighbor 
does not bite.—Our Little Ones. 

CLEAN HANDS. 

"SAY, Harry, what has made you take this wonder-
ful clean fit all of a sudden?" asked John Shelford of 
his little brother, who was drying his hands after a 
vigorous pumping. "This is the seventh time I have 
seen you go to the pump and wash your hands to-
day." 

"Because I want to be strong," replied Harry. 
"Well, but washing your hands won't make you 

strong." 
"Yes, it will; the Bible says so." 
"I don't believe it does," said John. 
"I'm sure it does, though," returned Harry, posi-

tively; "papa read it at prayers this morning: 
He that hath clean hands shall be stronger and 

stronger.' 
"Well, you do n't suppose that means really clean 

hands; you are a silly boy. You have had all your 
trouble for nothing." 

"No, I haven't. 1'l1 ask papa to-night if the Bible 
doesn't really mean what it says." So, in the even-
ing, when Mr. Shelford had come home from business, 
as soon as he had finished his tea, Harry began: 
"Papa, doesn't the Bible say that if you have 'clean 
hands,' you'll be stronger?" 

"Certainly, my boy," said Mr. Shelford, smiling; 
"I see you remember what we read this morning, how 
Job said, 'The righteous also shall hold on his way, 
and he that bath clean hands shall be stronger and 
stronger."' 

"There," cried Harry, "I knew I was right; and 
washing your hands will make you strong, won't 
it?" 

"It is very good for little boys to wash themselves, 
and it helps to make them strong and healthy if they 
keep clean; but there are some stains that we can't 
get out with soap and water, and it was freedom from 
those stains that the Bible meant. The other day I 
saw a little boy lift his'  and to strike his sister; that 
made it far dirtier than if it had been making mud 
pies for a whole day." Harry blushed, and his father 
went on: ," When I was a little boy, I was taught that 

it was my duty to keep my hands from picking and 
stealing—picking, you know, means taking little 
things that don't belong to you, like stealing lumps 
of sugar from mamma's cupboard, or picking fruit off 
the young trees that I tell you not to touch." 

"Then Eve made her hands dirty when she took the 
forbidden fruit," put in John, who feared the conver-
sation was getting personal. 

" Yes, indeed she did; and no one can tell the num-
ber of soiled hands that have been the result of that 
action. Who took water and washed his hands, say-
ing, 'I am innocent of the blood of this just per-
son'?" 

"Oh, that was Pilate, papa," said Harry, "when he 
let the people crucify Jesus." 

"Yes; but the stain of the sin was just as much on 
his soul after he had washed his hands as before; and 
it is the same with our sins, whether we call them 
little or great; we cannot get rid of them, or of their 
consequences, however we try to clear ourselves. No 
washing of our own will do it. So, what must we do, 
Harry? When you make your hands dirty with do-
ing wrong things, how can they be made clean?" 

"God can wash them, papa; that is what you 
mean, isn't it? because David said, Wash me, and I 
shall be whiter than snow.' "— Young Reaper. 

A SPONGE OR A CANDLE—WHICH 1 

ARE any of you acquainted with a selfish 
boy or girl? They always want people to 
be doing something for them, but they 
never want to do anything for any one 
else. 

They always want the largest apple, the 
nicest piece of cake, the easiest chair, and 
the best of everything. 

But I know several unselfish boys and 
girls. They are just as cheery and pleas-
ant about the house as they can be. When-
ever they are asked to do an errand, they 
do it willingly, and always seem to be try-
ing to think of something that will make 
somebody happy. They are a joy and a 
comfort to every one in the house. 

Now take a glass half full of water, mad 
a sponge such as you use for bathing. 
Put the sponge in the glass, and you will 
find that it will take up every drop of the . 
water. How like the selfish child, tak-
ing everything for itself that it comes in 
contact with! But here is a candle. Let 
us light it, and see what it does. It doesn't 
make any noise, yet it makes a good light. 
It really uses itself up in helping others, 
just like the unselfish child. 

Which would you rather be, a sponge or a candle? 
Which does God commend? "Let your light so shine 
before men, that they may see your good works, and 
glorify your Father which is in heaven."—Selected. 

A LESSON FROM A MOUSE. 

"Is Uncle Thomas here? I have caught a mouse! 
See, I have it here, and now I am to have a penny, 
for he told us he would pay a penny for every one we 
caught." Pearl's face was flushed from excitement. 
She had caught the mouse, and brought it in to 
prove the fact. The little creature was put into a 
pasteboard box, to be kept until evening, that Uncle 
Thomas might see it; for he had gone to his office 
before Pearl brought in her captive. 

Mousie made some effort to escape from her hands, 
but finally the tiny creature was fastened in the box. 

"Now we have him safe, and I will get my penny," 
said Pearl. 

She supposed the mouse would nestle quietly in the 
box, until Uncle Thomas should open it to look in; 
for as soon as the cover was placed on the box, there 
was not a stir. Then she thought the mouse was 
dead until she shook the box, and the mouse hopped 
about. Pearl placed the box out of reach of the little 
folks, and went away, content to wait until evening. 

But young mousie had other plans. When all was 
quiet near him, he began to nibble, nibble, nibble, and 
in a very short time out hopped the prisoner, down 
to the floor, away into a closet, and has never 
been seen since. Of course Pearl was much disap-
pointed and surprised when she found the mouse 
was gone. She began to think about it, and here is 
quite a lesson for boys and girls. When the mouse 
was compelled to go into the box, he at once made an 
effort to release himself. He did not lie down to 
wait the time when be should be killed. tie worked 
diligently until he made a hole large enough for his 
body to pass through; then he was free. 

Children, isn't there alesson here for you? Haven't 
you sometimes sat down with a frown or a pout, say- 
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ing that there is no use trying when you have not at 
first succeeded at some task? 

When a lesson is very hard, have you not looked it 
over, and said, "I can't learn, it, I will have to give it 
up," and then sat back in your seat in idleness until 
recitation time came? You enter_the class, and it ig 

soon known that you are not prepared to recite. A 
few such days, and you will learn that you must re-
main another term in that same grade, while the 
other members of the class pass into a higher grade. 
Better nibble, nibble, nibble at the bard lesson. 
Learn it by littles. Soon you will have learned the 
whole. Then you can pass right along to something 
higher, never to be troubled again with that lesson. 
Perseverance is a grand trait of character. You can 
cultivate it in early life, until you will have such 
strength that you can master every hard thing 
which you must undertake. Never settle down in 
despair when you are placed in close quarters. Go 
to work and find a way out.—The Lily. 

"EARNING HIS SALT." 

"You don't earn your salt," was an expression I 
sometimes heard years ago, when inclined to neglect 
my home tasks. Now and then the same remark may 
be heard, and perhaps some one has wondered, as I 
did, what it means. 

It meant, when first used, a sort of slavery of the 
poor peasants of France to their government. 

It was in the seventeenth century, when Louis XV. 
was in power, that an enormous tax was laid upon 
every peasant for his allowance of salt, because salt 
was something the people could not do without, 
therefore a commodity that every one must buy. To 
make this tax yield plenty of money to the king, 
every person in France over seven years of age was 
required to buy seven pounds a year, whether it was 
wanted or not. This was only one of many taxes 
laid upon them, and as pay for labor was small, life 
often became a burden. By this law concerning salt, 
people were forbidden to sell it, one to another, 
though a poor person might be in want of it, and his 
next-door neighbor have his full quantity, from which 
he could easily spare. 

Collectors were sharply on the watch for a trans-
gressor, who was immediately punished. If a starv-
ing man ventured to sell his salt for a loaf of bread, 
it made no difference, he came under the ban of the 
law. Punishments were of daily occurrence. 

Not an ounce of the seven obligatory pounds could 
be used for any purpose but that of the "pot and the 
salt-cellar." If a villager should economize the salt 
of his soup -to make brine for a piece of pork, lo! his 
pork was taken from him, and he was fined. Then 
the man must go to the warehouse, and purchase 
more salt; woe to him if he had not the wherewithal 
to pay for the extra supply—he could but sell his pig 
and go without meat at Christmas. 

Some of the other laws concerning salt were these: 
"It is forbidden to make use of any other salt for the 
pot and salt-cellar than the seven pounds. 

"It is forbidden to take water from the ocean and 
other saline sources, under a penalty of fine. 

"Cattle cannot be watered in marshes and other 
places containing salt." 

The only legitimate salt was usually adulterated 
and mixed with plaster. The poor people literally 
"earned their salt;" there was no other way for 
them to get it. But at last endurance ceased to be a 
virtue, and they rose up in a body for their rights. 
Thus came about the French Revolution, and in time 
the peasants were freed from such oppressive taxes.—
Wide Awake. 

HEATHER. 

ONE of the commonest of plants in the Old World, 
and one which has qualities enabling it to grow in 
profusion where nothing else will thrive, on barren 
wastes or moors, is the heath, or heather, to which, 
owing to its very commonness, the botanists have 
given the name of Calluna vulgaris. " Heather" is a 
pretty word, and the bloom of the heath is a very 
beautiful thing. It consists of a sort of rosy spike of 
tiny flowers, and when the plants are in blossom, they 
give a rich, purple glow to the landscape. 

Every English-speaking child has heard of heather, 
but extremely few American children have ever seen 
it, because it cannot be made to grow continuously 
on the North American continent. 

Until lately it has been supposed that the heath was 
native to New England, Novia Scotia, and Newfound-
land, because it has been found growing, very spar-
ingly, in. certain localities in those sections, where 
there seethed to be no reason to suppose it had been 
planted by human hands. 

Recent investigations, however, and particularly 
those of Professor Goodale, of Harvard University, 

have proved that what little heath we have in New 
England is disappearing, and that the few scattered 
clumps which exist in America do not date farther 
back than the accidental or intentional scattering of 
seeds by the hand of man. 

One thing is certain: If we cannot make the heather 
grow here, we can ;dispense with it more easily than 
could the poor peasantry of many northern European 
regions, to whom it is useful in almost as many ways 
as the date palm to the Arab. 

The heath is used not only to make brooms, but its 
dry, brittle, shrubby masses form an excellent thatch 
for cottages. And the cottages themselves are some-
times built of alternate layers of heath and black 
earth or clay. 

Bees everywhere make excellent honey from the 
heather blooms, and the plant is often cultivated to 
feed them. The Scotch Highlander makes beer of the 
tops of the plant, and, if be is very poor, sleeps at 
night upon a bed composed of the branches and 
leaves. 

A decoction of the plant is extensively used in tan-
ning leather; and, as a last resort, cattle, sheep, and 
goats can be pastured upon it, though they will not 
eat it if they can get anything else.— Youth's Com-
panion. 

POSTAL SERVICE IN CHINA. 

THE postal arrangements in the north of China are 
very primitive, the mails being carried by 'private 
couriers. It must be remembered, however, that the 
native postal matter is very light; for the Chinese 
people do not interchange friendly letters, as we do in 
America, but confine their letter-writing to business 
affairs. If a native desires to send a letter on busi-
ness, he leaves it with perhaps two hundred cash (ten 
cents of United States money) at one of the letter-
shops, until some one going in the desired direction 
takes it as far on the way as he is going, and leaves it 
at another letter-shop, taking his own pay out of the 
cash. Then another traveler takes the letter along, 
and so on, until at last it reaches its destination. 

The official post, which requires quick dispatch, is 
sent by a man on horseback, who gets fresh relays of 
horses at various places along the route, as he needs 
them. He carries a yellow flag, which is the official 
color, and the track is cleared for him as he hastens 
on with his messages. This official color is seen on all 
government buildings, orange-colored tiles being in-
serted on the fronts of them. No private citizen is 
allowed to use this color, unless some official is stay-
ing under his roof temporarily. 

The foreigners in the interior, most of whom are 
English or American missionaries, make their own ar-
rangements about dispatching the mails to Tientsin 
to the English or United States Consul, who puts 
upon them Japanese stamps, if not already stamped, 
and forwards them through the Japanese post-office 
at Tientsin. China does not belong to the Interna-
tional Postal Service, and this is why letters from 
China arrive in this country with Japanese stamps 
upon them. Letters from America, "via Japan," ar-
rive at the Tienstin post-office, and are taken to the 
American consul's house, where they are assorted, and 
sent to the different mission stations where there are 
American people. The English consul takes care of 
the English mail in the same way. 

Couriers are hired to travel back and forth between 
the stations and Tientsin, these receiving better pay 
than they could obtain in most occupations. The 
arrangements are so well made that just as one cour-
ier arrives at the central station with the mail from 
the east, another is ready to start west with his por-
tion of the mail matter. These men grow stalwart 
with their tramps of twenty or thirty miles a day. 
Ten days are allowed for going and returning, which 
includes the time often occupied in waiting for the 
mails to be made up. 

They carry the mails in ducking-cloth bags two feet 
square, suspended from a pole five feet long carried 
over their shoulders. Most Chinese travelers carry 
-their own bedding, but these couriers are paid enough 
so that they may hire their bedding at the inns where 
they put up over night, and thus go lightly laden. 

The Chinese have a great respect for written as well 
as printed matter, and as it is understood that there 
is no money in the letters, the couriers are not mo-
lested. 

Mandarin stamps are used only in China. Three of 
these stamps are equal to five cents in value. 

In winter, when the river is frozen up, letters stop 
at Shanghai, and Mandarin stamps are put on, and 
they are carried north by a customs courier or spe-
cial delivery. 

A large portion of the papers and magazines are 
detained at Shanghai for about three months of the 
winter, as it is too expensive to send them by the cus-
toms courier, a charge of ten cents being made upon 

a magazine, and other matter in proportion. When 

the river is open in the spring, a large amount of mail 
matter is transported at once. The better way for 
those desiring to send news during the winter months 
is to send clippings of important events from the pa-
pers in their letters.—Selected. 

Rettvic Vublet. 

WILLIE WILLIAMS writes from Weld Co., Colo.: "I 
have written to the Budget oncebefore, and I thought 
I would write again. I am nine years old. I have 
three brothers and three sisters. I have a lien and 
thirteen chickens. We have a little black puppy. 
My mamma has one hundred chickens and ninety old 
hens. Papa has four mules and one horse. There 
are a good many wild animals near here, such as 
bears, mountain lions, elk, deer, antelope, coyotes, 
badgers, gray wolves, and prairie dogs. We live 
about forty miles from the Rocky Mountains. We 
see snow on the mountains summer and winter. I 
am trying to be a good boy." 

MAY and EDITH HOWARD send the following from 
Washington, D. C. May says: "Although I am a 
little girl, I like to hear the Budget read. I go to 
school, and am in the first grade. I get merits when 
I am a good girl; I got three Friday. I get my les-
sons good. I could not go to Sabbath-school last 
winter, because I was sick so much. I am in Book 
No. 1. I have three brothers and two sisters. We all 
keep the Sabbath. I have five little kittens. I am 
seven years old. I am trying to be a good girl, so 
that I can live with Jesus when he comes." 

Edith writes: "I am ten years old. I go to day 
school, and study in the second grade. Our grade 
had our pictures taken last week, all together. I go 
to Sabbath-school, and study in the third book. We 
have a good school. I like to help sing. There are 
sixty-five scholars present nearly every Sabbath. I 
had a twin sister, but she died in Iowa, before we 
moved to Washington. I am trying to be a good 
girl, so that I can meet her when Jesus comes in the 
clouds of heaven. Papa and mamma began to keep 
the Sabbath when Brn. Danielle and Hawkins were in 
Marshalltown five years ago. Pray for us." 

From Jasper Co., Iowa, come three letters, written 
by RAY, BERTIE, and VERMA PEARL PERRIN. Ray 
says: "I see so many letters in the IbismaucroR that 
I want to write one. Ma reads the letters to me. I 
am six years old. I go to day school and Sabbath-
school. We have eight hens and one cow. I have 
three brothers and one sister. I help my brother 
Bertie get the wood and chips. Ma says she could 
not get along without her boys to help her. I have a 
missionary box to put my pennies in. Good-by." 

Bertie says: " We think we could not get along 
without the INSTRUCTOR. Ma likes it too. I am 
eight years old. Two years ago we lived near the 
Des Moines River, at a stone quarry. It was lone-
some, for we could not go to Sabbath-school. Once 
while we were there, three Indians came to our house. 
Ma gave them some things, and one of them gave my 
little sister some beads. Once the river overflowed. 
It came out past our house. We could stand on the 
steps, and catch wood as it floated by. Our little 
chickens would have drowned if ma had not got up 
in the night, and set their boxes on something. I 
want to be a good boy." 

Verma says: "As my cousins, Bertie and Ray, are 
writing to the Budget, I thought I would write too. 
I will be eleven years old my next birthday. I have 
always lived in Des Moines, but came here this spring. 
My mamma died last August. I have two sisters,—
one in Colorado, and one near Fontauell, Iowa. My 
brother stays with papa in Des Moines. I feed the 
chickens, and get the eggs for Aunt Ann. She has five 
children of her own, but we all help her. I like to 
stay here. I never went to Sabbath-school until I 
came here. I want to be a good girl, and live in the 
new earth." 

WILLIE GORMAN writes from Buena Vista Co., Iowa, 
saying: "I have never written a letter to the Budget. 
I am twelve years old. I live on a farm with my ma 
and grandma. I have a colt named Bird, and a pig, 
and a calf, and an old• cat, and three little kittens. I 
have a dog named Dash. We have an orchard that 
bears apples every year. I go to Sabbath-school and 
day school. There are about twenty-five members at 
Sabbath-school, and about twenty at day school. I 
want to meet you all in the new earth." 
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