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AITTBXN. 

WHISPERING winds kiss the hills of October. 
Thistledown phantoms drift over the lawn, 

Red glows the ivy, like ghost-lighted ember, 
Shrouded in mist breaks the slow-coming dawn ; 

Sunlighted vistas the woodland discloses, 
Sleeping in shadow the still lake reposes, 
Gone is the summer, its sweets and its roses— 

Harvest is past, and summer is gone. 

Plaintively sighing, the brown leaves are falling, 
Sadly the wood-dove mourns all the day long; 

In the dim starlight the katydids calling 
Hush into slumber the brook and its song. 

Gone are the sowers and ended their weeping, 
Gone are the gleaners and finished their reaping, 
Blossom and bee with the song-bird are sleeping— 

Harvest is ended, and summer is gone. 
—Selected. 

HOW TO TO HAVE CONSTANT GOOD COMPANY. 

HE most charming companion I ever met was 
a plain little woman whose life for years had been 
entirely given up to the care of an invalid, de- 
mented father, an old man who demanded her con-

stant presence in his darkened room during his wak-
ing hours, in the few spare moments she had while 
going through the usual round of household duties. 

Poor, living in the backwoods, where she never 
saw any society, she gained a depth of mind and a 
power of expression far superior to any of her old 
schoolmates who had shown greater promise, and 
had possessed every advantage. Indeed, she was 
neither "smart" nor particularly studious at school, 
but excessively fond of fun, excitement, and com-
pany. 

One day I asked her the secret of the change. 
She laughed: "I have been enjoying constant pleas-

ant company for the last few years." 
I stared mystified. She drew from her pocket a lit-

tle quotation book, and pointed to two quotations,. 
"My own thoughts are my companions." and, "They 
are never alone that are accompanied with noble 
thoughts." There were several other quotations 
written on the margin, and the pages were well 
thumbed. 

She said earnestly : "Looking back over my girl-
hood, I know that there is a fatal defect in the train-
ing of our girls; our words, our actions, receive at-
tention; we are given advice and instruction in every 
point but in our thinking. I did not have even  a  con-
ception of entertaining myself by my own thoughts; 
I wanted all the time to be amused by something or 
somebody outside of myself. Then came that plunge 
into poverty, sadness, and loneliness; at first I be-
lieved I should become insane, then God must have 
directed me to this little book, too worthless to be 
sold when our library went. One other quotation 
chained. my  mind. "Our thoughts are heard in 
heaven," and I began recalling my thoughts. How 
disgusted I was with them l Round and round, in a 
weary rut of repining they had traveled, or even if 
not repining, how stupid, how unelevating they had 
been! From that hour I determined my thoughts 
should be inspiring companions; when sewing up a 
seam, they should not be, 'So long and tiresome, 
wonder how long before I get done,' and so on, and 
so on, over and over again. Why 1 I would take a 
little trip while sewing that seam. 

When washing the dishes, I discuss with myself 
different national questions; when sweeping the 
room, I review the last book I read, or perhaps 
a book read years ago; every duty not requiring 
concentration is enlivened in this way. 

"Not more than an hour can I ever read a day. 
Our books scarcely number a dozen, but since I began 
to think, one verse of the Bible will unfold and unfold, 

until it blossoms into a wonderful revelation, and I 
hope bears fruit. Before, I did not take time to wait 
for the unfolding and the fruit-bearing." 

"But I can't control my thoughts," I objected. 
"They will dwell on any trouble or worry I have." 

"Paul tells us that in our warfare our weapons are 
`mighty, to cast down our imaginations,' bringing 
into captivity every thought;' that promise is a 
great help when I feel despairing over my wrong 
thoughts. To keep down the disagreeable ones, to 
shako myself free from the servitude of the daily fret-
ting tasks, I drill 'myself into meditating on pleasant 
subjects, just as I would drill my tongue, if in com-
pany, to make pleasant speeches. 

"Tell the girls you teach and write to, how true it 
is that 'The pleasantest things in the world are 

pleasant thoughts, and the great art in life is to have 
as many of them as possible,' also that this art can-
not be learned when the feebleness of age has weak-
ened the control of the mind." 

When she had left me, I remembered she was the 
only person who had not made inane remarks about 
the weather, nor said, " Wasn't that Johnstown 
calamity awful?" Do you suppose it was because 
thoughts had occupied her mind, not empty turning 
of the mental wheels? 

If the mill grinds not grist, it will grind itself; if the 
mind feeds not on thought, it preys upon itself, and is 
its own destroyer.—The Christian at Work. 

For the INSTRUCTOR. 

ROUND THE WORLD.-80. 
DELHI. 

WHEN we reached Delhi, we had journeyed 955 miles 
from Calcutta, and had still 880 to make before 
reaching Bombay. 

Within a range of twenty miles south and west 
around Delhi are many ancient ruins, which testify to 
the various sites that the city has had in days of 
yore. This has been occasioned sometimes by Mo-
gul invaders, who destroyed the old town with 
its forts and palaces, and reared up another; or 
sometimes by the caprice of emperors, who wished 

to erect more royal dwellings for themselves than 
those of their predecessors. Wherever the.  sovereign 
held his court, there parasites and nobles clustered 
around; and merchants, having no longer the pro-
tection of the king's troops in the old town, took 
their wares to the vicinity of the new palace, to save 
themselves from exposure to hordes of bandits, who, 
in early days, roamed over the Indian plains, and 
they also wished to command the patronage of the 
Rajahs associated with the affairs of State. 

The principal street in Delhi is the Chandi Chowk, 
one mile long and 122 feet broad. It is fairly clean, 
and adorned with a handsome row of trees on either 
side. The queen's gardens are very elaborate, with 
many winding walks beneath the shade of varied 
foliage. There is a handsome clock-tower, and a 

museum containing many relics of antiquity. An-
other large street intersects the city from north to 
south; it commences at the famous Kashmir gate, 
which was stormed and taken by the British in the 
mutiny of 1857. After carrying the gate, the English 
soldiers engaged in a hand-to-hand conflict with the 
mutineers for six days in the streets of the city, and 
finally won back the town. An immense number of 
natives were slain, and the entire place was plundered. 

Delhi was then, and is now, noted for its wealth. 
The most beautiful gold embroideries, shawls of silk 
and cashmere, ornaments of ivory, and sweet-
scented sandal-wood fill every nook and corner of the 
bazaars. It is a pretty sight to see the venders, in 
spotless white garments, seated on the floor showing 
their handiwork. In little stores, six and eight feet 
square, are crowded thousands and thousands of 
'dollars' worth of goods, of texture and design that 
would almost breed coveteousness in the heart of a 
saint. 

The citizens of Delhi pride themselves on the purity 
of the Hindustani they speak, and upon their pol i teness 
and affability. They will express their grief if you tell 
them "jow," meaning "go," in the rough tones in 
which it is customary to salute a Bengalee. They will 
inform you with the blandest of smiles that they are 
not lying, that such vices they do not cultivate; but 

A DELHI STORE. 
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after taking their oath by all the Hindoo gods that 
they cannot sell a shawl or a sandal-wood box a 
rupee cheaper than they have asked, you need not be 
surprised if' they come down seventy-five per cent; 
take it as a matter of course, and then bid them half 
that amount. 

There is a fort at Delhi, much the same as the one 
at Agra. It, too, has a palace, which contains a-hall 
of audience famous in the annals of Indian history. 
It is a square marble pavilion, resting on massive 
pillars and moresque arches. The marble' is highly 
polished, but there is little decoration, a few graceful 
flowers in mosaics being the only ornament. One 
side of the hall of audience opens on a court, a second 
side looks on the palace gardens, a third side com-
mands a fine view of the river Jumna,, and the fourth 
rests on the walls of the zenana. Between each pair 
of the outside rows of pillars is a very beautiful bal-
ustrade of marble, chastely carved in several designs 
of perforated work. The roof has at each corner, a 
marble kiosk with a gilt dome. The shape of the 
building is oblong, but in size it cannot nearly equal 
the one at Agra. The ceiling was once entirely com-
posed of gold and silver filigree work, for which the 
goldsmiths of Delhi are still noted. 

In the center stood the famous peacock throne, so 
called because its back was, formed by jeweled repre-
sentations of peacock's tails. The throne was six 
feet long and four feet broad, composed of solid gold 
inlaid with precious gems. It was surmounted by a 
gold canopy, supported on twelve pillars of the same 
material. Around the canopy hung a fringe of pearls, 
and on each side of the throne stood two chattahs, or 
umbrellas, the symbol of royalty; they were made of 
crimson 'velvet, richly embroidered with gold thread 
and pearls, and had handles eight feet long of solid 
gold studded with diamonds. This unparalleled 
achievement of the jeweler's art was constructed by 
Austin de Bordeaux, by command of the Emperor 
Shah Jehan, who founded the present city of Delhi. 
The value of the throne was estimated lo be $30,000,-
000. The peacock throne was taken away by the 
Persian Nadir Shah, and the silver filigree ceiling 
formed part of the spoil of the Mahrattas, in 1759, 
by whom it was melted down. 

After leaving the palace, we drove to the Jami 
Musjid, one of the largest and most beautiful mosques 
in the East. It is situated on a high, rocky eminence, 
and the main entrance is reached by climbing a long 
flight of well-worn red sandstone steps, which, under 
the burning rays of an Indian sun, we found no pleas-
ant task. The court is 450 feet square, is paved with 
red stone, and in the center is a marble reservoir for 
water. The interior of the mosque proper is paved 
with slabs of white marble, three feet long by one and 
one half broad, each decorated with a black border, 
which gives it an extremely beautiful appearance. 
Near the nibla, or that part which. indicates the 
city of Mecca, is a handsome taq, or niche, adorned 
with a profusion of rich frieze work, and though 
joined in several places, appears to have been cut out 
of a solid block of white marble, four feet high and 
six feet in length. 

In the northwest angle is a little chamber parti-
tioned off by a beautiful white marble screen, in which 
are deposited some spurious relics of the prophet 
Mahomet. An old priest opened the door•, and while 
he was fumbling about with keys and locks in-
numerable to undo the heavy locks which were 
attached to the precious caskets, I took the liberty 
of resting my foot, which was very weary, on the 
threshold of the doorway. I shall never forget the 
look of horror that came over his wizened old face, 
and had. I been alone, he might have attempted to 
take my life for thus profaning the holy place. I 
judge that such a daring piece of sacrilege had not 
been committed for some time. The relics consisted 
of some hair that was said to be from Mahomet's 
beard, but which more likely was extracted from the 
tail of a Yak cow years after Mahomet had departed 
this life. Then there were the crumbled remains of his 
shoes, which, too, in all probability, he never wore, 
but were more likely purchased in the bazaar for two 
rupees; and part of the Koran, hand traced, said to 
be the work of Mahomet's grandson, but if the truth 
were known, was also the handiwork of some wallah 
in the Delhi bazaar. But the crowning lie is told 
about an impression that is shown. It is a foot-
mark in solid stone, and was supposed to have been 
made because Mahomet stood there to pray so often. 
He must have had powerful understandings. 

P. T. M. 

RELIGION affects a man's tongue. Holiness and an 
unbridled tongue do not go together. "If any man 
among you seem to be religious, and bridleth not his 
tongue, . . this man's religion is vain." 

BELINDA'S BEGINNING. 

"OF course I mean to be a Christian; father and 
mother are, so are grandfather and grandmother, 
and inost of my other relatives; so is Ellen, in the 
kitchen, and James, who cares for the horse. Of 
course I mean to be a Christian. Haven't I said my 
prayers every morning and night for years? and 
haven't I read my Bible, too, every day since my 
last birthday? And more too, haven't I read a 
chapter in Miss Havergal's 'Morning Bells' each day 
for almost a year? Of course all this is not being a 
Christian; but it shows I mean to be one some day, 
and so I do. I wonder what I must do to be a Chris-
tian." 

These were the thoughts that kept running through 
13elinda's mind on her way home from prayer-meeting 
one evening. 

There was beginning to be an "interest" in the 
village church which she attended, and although not 
considered old enough to be a regular evening atten-
dant, she had gone this evening; her parents hoping, 
without telling her• so, that some word or prayer• 
might touch her heart, and set her thinking. 

And thinking she was, as hard as ever she thought 
in her life, walking a little ahead of her parents, 
whom she thought unusually quiet. For Mr. Blair•, 
the minister, had asked those who wished to be Chris-
tians to stand, and poor little Belinda knew not what 
to do. For the first time in her life she had a ques-
tion to decide for herself, and she turned red and pale 
by turns all those awful moments while Mr. Blair was 
waiting, and some were rising about her. For the first 
time she realized that each soul stands alone before 
God; and her heart beat so hard with the struggle 
going on within her that she feared others might hear 
it. Stand up, she could not. Yet she did mean to be 
a Christian sometime. At length, when all were 
again seated, Mr. Blair said: "There may be some 
here who have given no sign of their desire; but their 
hearts are known to God. He is as near us at home 
as in his house, and as willing to bless us there as 
here." That was a word of comfort to Belinda, and, 
hurrying home, she resolved to become a Christian 
that very night. 

So, when alone in her own room, she began to pray, 
but it had never been so hard before. She had always 
gone to God with her troubles and perplexities as 
naturally as to her mother, but now he seemed miles 
and miles away, and her heart so heavy and dull she 
knew not how to pray. 

"Become a Christian that night?" She did not 
even know what to do to become one, and how 
could any one be a child of God with such a hard, 
wicked heart? And so the day ended, and other days 
began and ended, and poor Belinda was no farther 
along. Weeks passed by, and she saw one and an-
other of her young friends coining forward to confess 
Christ, while she stood apart, not daring even to call 
herself an inquirer, and yet longing and praying to 
know what to do to become a Christian. 

And for the first time in her life something had come 
to her of which she could not speak to her parents. 
She shrank from heingalone with them for a moment, 
for fear they might question her. 

At length, one morning, reading in her pale face 
something of the struggle going on within her, her 
father• laid his hand gently on her arm, and said, 
"My daughter, are you going to let these golden 
days slip by without seeking the Lord for yourself ?" 

Rushing from the room without answering him, but 
with a desperate determination to find help some-
where, she snatched her bonnet, and fairly flew along 
the walk till she reached Mr. Blair's door. 

"Father is not in, nor mother either," said his 
daughter Mary, answering the bell; "but come in a 
moment. You look tired." 

She drew the child into a quiet corner, and let her 
rest a little, wondering what her trouble was, and 
longing to help her. A few questions soon drew the 
little girl to her side, and her story was soon told 
with sobs and tears. "And I pray and pray, and my 
heart doesn't get any softer; and I read pages in the 
Bible, and try so hard to become a Christian, but it 
does no good. 0 Miss Mary tell me what to do to 
become God's child." 

"Dear child," said her friend, drawing her very close, 
"you are God's child now. You have been his child 
from the first moment of your existence. But you 
have never acknowledged yourself to be such. You 
have taken all his love and benefits, and returned him 
half-hearted thanks and such obedience as was con-
venient. Is it not so? Now go home to your own 
room. Take your Bible and kneel by your bed, and 
give yourself to God, to be his child forever and ever; 
promise him that you will make his book your guide, 
and do his will as far as you know it. That is all 

you can do; the rest is his, and trust him to do the 
rest." 

And so Belinda made her beginning in the new life. 
Just as she was, and with sins full in her mind, and 
her dull, heavy heart pulling her back, she gave her-
self to God, and made a solemn promise to be his for-
ever arid ever. 

"And did the light from heaven seem to fill the 
room in which she knelt?" Not at all. "Surely, 
then, her heart was full of joy?" No, not so; it felt 
very little lighter than before. "At least she felt her 
sins were forgiven ?" No, she did not feel they were 
forgiven; but she had given herself to God, and 
trusted him to do the rest. That was all ofwhich she 
felt sure. And it was enough; fully enough. Little 
by little the light came; little by little the way was 
made plain; little by little the strength to walk in it 
was given; God did all the rest. 

And he will do it for you and for me, and for all.—
The Scholar's Magazine. 

'T is better to laugh than to cry, dear—
A proverb you'll grant me is true; 

'Tie best to forget to be sad, dear—
The heart's-ease is better than rue. 

'T is better to be glad for what is, dear, 
Than to sigh for the things that are not; 

"T is braver to reckon the joys, dear, 
Than the troubles that fan to your lot. 

'T is more to be good than be great, dear; 
To be happy is better than wise. 

You 'II find if you smile at the world, dear, 
The world will smile back in your eyes. 

—Helen L. Towne. 

KINDNESS IN A STREET-CAR. 

ONE warm spring morning a poor• woman entered a 
heavily laden down-town cable car•, in one of our 
large Western cities. Besides her large market bas-
ket, she had two small children, hardly more than 
babies. A glance at her careworn face and the 
shabby, although' clean, attire of herself and the 
children told at a .  glance of many a struggle with 
poverty. 

She was evidently on her way to market, and hav-
ing no one to leave the babies with at home, had been 
forced to take them with her. Perhaps this had been 
the case before; for with a glance at the "rules and 
regulations,.7—all fares five cents cash, and only 
infants in arms free,—she put her basket on the floor 
in front of her, and took both the children in het arms 
for the long, weary ride. 

Shortly afterward there entered the car two dain-
tily dressed school-girls, as fresh as the June morn-
ing itself. Their merry faces sent a thrill of pleasure 
to the hearts of the other passengers, so much of 
youth's bouyancy and happiness did they seem to 
bring with them. 

They found seats next to the poor woman, and 
after a •minute or two, the one nearest said to her, 
"Let me hold the little boy for you," at the same 
time transferring the warm little bundle of humanity 
from the overcrowded mother's lap to her own. 

The words were spoken so gently, and accompanied 
by a smile so winning, that the little fellow made no 
objection, but was happy and contented all the ride, 
especially when a rosy-checked apple from the pretty 
lunch-basket found its way to his tiny hands. 

The woman's grateful "Thank you l" as she left 
the car, showed that not only were the weary arms 
rested, but the heart cheered, by the little act of 
thoughtfulness. 

" What made you do' that, Ruth?" asked her com-
panion. "See how lie has mussed your nice clean 
dress. It would have been so much easier to have 
paid his fare, and let him have a seat." 

"Yes," said Ruth, "it would have been easier, out I 
don't think it would have been so kind." 

"God bless her I" exclaimed an old gentleman with 
white hair and gold-rimmed spectacles, as the corner• 
was reached where the girls got off to go to school, 
"God bless her, and may she long live to make the 
world brighter and better by her kind acts."—SeL 

IT is self-absorption that carves wrinkles in the 
face, and streaks the hair with gray. Kindly thought 
and labor for others, dependent and beloved—the 
living out of and not in the petty round of personal 
and individual interests—keep heart and energies 
fresh. 

"I have been too busy to count the years. I sup-
pose some have slipped by unnoticed, and so I have 
made a miscalculation by a dozen or so," was the ex-
planation given by a grandmother when asked "how 
she kept herself so remarkably young." 

Forget the years, or register them by blessings, and 
they will forget you.—Home-Maker. 
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THE EMPTY NEST. 

6NE found it. under the apple-tree, 
Torn from the bough where It used to swing, 

Softly rocking its babies three, 

Nestled under the mother's wing. 

This Is a leaf, all shriveled and dry. 

That once was a canopy overhead: 

Doesn't it almost make you cry 

To look at the poor, little, empty bed? 

All the birds have flown away: 

Birds must fly, or they wouldn't have wings: 
Don't you hope they '11 come back some day?—

Nests without birds are lonesome things. 

Deep in the mother's listening heart 

Drops the prattle with sudden sting; 

For lips may quiver, and tears may start, 

But birds must fly, or they wouldn't have wings. 

—Emily Huntington Miller. 

For the INSTRUCTOR. 

THE TIME FLOYD DID N'T MIND. 

I.
LOYD ALLEN had two presents on his seventh 
birthday that lie thought a great deal 
of. One was his first suit of clothes 
with jacket, pants, and real suspend-

ers; the other was a toy ship from his 
Uncle Ralph. The ship was a large one 
and a beauty. Floyd hardly knew which 
to be the most delighted with. But he 
could wear the clothes, and carry the ship 
around; so it really made no difference. 

By the pump stood a large trough full of 
water. Floyd spent hour after hour in 
watching his ship sail this make-believe sea. 
To be sure, the voyage was extremely 
short, but Floyd seemed satisfied. At 
night he slept with his ship in the chair by 
his pillow. 

In the yard next to Floyd's home stood 
a house that had been for a long time 
empty. One day he noticed an unusual 
noise over there. A large dray had driven 
to the door, and two men were unloading 
things. Floyd took his station on the 
fence-post to watch the moving. With the 
last load came the family, and among them 
a boy. The boy was twice as large as 
Floyd. He went at once into the house. 
Then Floyd's mother called him to supper, 
and he, too, went in. 

A little way back of the house was a 
large plat of ground. It had been meant 
for a park. Beautiful walks had been laid 
out. The trees were old and tall. An arti-
ficial pond had been made, and a river, 
both of which got their water from a small 
river near by. The old man who was build-
ing the park had suddenly died, and everything had 
remained just as he left it. Floyd had been to this 
place with his mother many times, but she had for- 
bidden him to go alone; for rough boys played there, 
whose ways she did not want him to learn. 

One day, about a week after the new family moved 
in, Floyd was busy sailing his boat in the trough. 
Suddenly he felt as if some one was watching him, and 
glancing up, he saw the new boy perched on top of 
the fence. 

"Hello!" said the new boy, whose name was John, 
"that is a fine ship you have there." 

"Yes," said Floyd, glowing with pride over his 
treasure; "my Uncle Ralph gave it to me on my 
birthday." 	 • 

The new boy then got down from the fence, and 
came nearer to inspect it. 

"She would go like the wind, if she had half a 
chance," he commented, looking at it closely. 

Floyd's bosom swelled with pride. "My Uncle 
Ralph always gives me nice presents," he replied. 

"My!" said John, still handling the boat, "that 
would beat any other one at the park. Why don't 
you take it there, instead of sailing it in this old 
horse-trough?" 

"My mother won't let me go," said Floyd. 
The big boy put the ship down, and with a laugh, 

jumped over the fence. He came back, however, the 
next day, to watch the new boat. In fact, he came a 
good many days. Sometimes he gave Floyd some 
nuts or a piece of candy. John was not a good boy. 
He meant, as soon as he got well enough acquainted 
with Floyd, to get the boat, and take it to the pond. 

Floyd liked John very much. He thought he had 
never seen so clever and pleasant a boy before. 

One day Mr. and Mrs. Allen went away from home, 

leaving Floyd with his grandmother. John saw them 
go, and knew they. would not be back till night. So 
after dinner he hurried over to Floyd's. 

"Come on," called John, "let's take the boat down 
to the pond." 

"I can't," said Floyd; "I never go there without 
mother." 

"Fudge!" returned John, "you 're not a baby; and 
all she meant, any way, was to have you go with 
somebody that was older than you. I am fourteen, 
and it'll be all right if you go with me." 

Floyd was not at all sure it would be all right; his 
mother had expressly forbidden his going off with the 
boys. "But she meant little boys," he reasoned, 
"and John is very old." 

Meanwhile John had taken the coveted ship in his 
arms, and was sauntering slowly down toward the 
back fence, in the direction of the park. Floyd fol-
lowed on. It was such a temptation to try the sail-
ing powers of the new craft on a pond large enough 
for it! How the boys would stare! They wouldn't 
call him " sis" and "girl" any more when they saw 
his new suit and his new boat. Surely if mother 
were there, she would let him go. By the time he 
reached the back fence, lie had persuaded himself that 
it was all right, and just what his mother would have 

been pleased to have him do. Of course she wanted 
him to be a man. 

It was short work to climb the fence, and reach the 
water. There were rougher boys at the pond that 
day than usual. Only one of them knew Floyd and 
John. They crowded round the two boys, pretending 
to watch the launch with interest. But no sooner 
had the trim craft filled its sails than stones began 
to fly at her from all quarters, and cries of, "There 
she goes!" "Hit her again!" "Capsize her!" rang 
out. 

In a trice the mast was broken and the sails torn. 
John ran ahead to catch her as the wind drove her 
into a cove, and then the boys turned on Floyd. 

"See mother's darling!" cried one, as he spied the 
new suit. 

"Take that for beauty," cried another, hitting him 
with a clod of fresh dirt. 

"Trip him up!" called out a third. 
How Floyd ran! Just as his persecutors turned to 

leave him, he stubbed his toe on a loose stone, and 
fell into a puddle of muddy water. 

He picked himself up as best he might, and hurried 
off toward home. John was ashamed to come round, 
and had left the ship down by the back fence. Floyd 
did not go straight to the house. He got an old 
sponge at the barn, and tried to clean the mud off 
his suit at the trough. The more he scrubbed, the 
worse it seemed to make it look. Before he was 
half through, he heard a crunching on the gravel out-
side the gate. Mamma had come home. What did 
make her come so early! 

Floyd ran down to a sunny place in the garden. 
May be his suit would dry before he had to go into 
the house. But it seemed hardly ten minutes before 

the tea bell rang, and his mother called, "Floyd! 
Floyd!" 

Floyd was not accustomed to disobey or deceive, 
so he walked slowly into the house. His mother first 
noticed his dirty face and then his muddy clothes. 
She looked very grave. She felt of his clothes, and 
found them still wet. She took Floyd into the bath-
room, and gave him a good scrubbing with a coarse 
towel. Then she got some clean clothes. She never 
said a word except to tell Floyd they would talk 
about the matter after supper. 

Papa was merry at supper, and laughed and joked, 
but Floyd could not join in. The hands of the clock 
crept round, and at last the dishes were put away. 
How Floyd's heart beat! Mamma always asked 
such lots of questions. Floyd could not think of 
any way to cover up his wrong. Little by little 
mamma learned the whole story. Then she and 
Floyd *talked a long time about yielding to tempta-
tion, and about the best way to resist it. 

Of course Floyd had to be punished, to help him 
remember, his mamma said. It was six long weeks 
before be could have his loved ship to play with, and 
through all that time he had to wear the hated kilt 
skirt and blouse waist, and hear the neighbor boys 
call him "girl." But he remembered that "the way 

.of transgressors is hard," and that it is best not to 
yield to the first suggestion of the tempter. 

W. L. K. 

THE TIME TO BE PLEASANT. 

"MOTHER'S cross," said Maggie, coming out into 
the kitchen with a pout on her lips. 

Her aunt was busy ironing, and she looked up and 
answered Maggie: "Then is the very time for you to 
be pleasant and helpful. Mother was awake a good 
deal of the night with the baby." 

Maggie made no reply. She put on her hat, and 
walked off into the garden. But a new idea went 
with her,—" the very time to bd pleasant is when 
other people are cross." 

"True enough," thought she, "that would do the 
most good. I remember when I was ill last year; 
was so nervous that if any one spoke to me, I could 
hardly help being cross, and mother never got cross 
or out of patience, but was quite pleasant with me. I 
ought to pay it back now, and I will." 

And she jumped up from the grass on which she had 
thrown herself, and turned a face full of cheerful reso-
lution toward the room where her mother sat sooth-
ing a fretful, teething baby. 

"Couldn't I take him out in his carriage, mother? 
It is such a sunny morning," she asked. 

The hat and coat were brought, and the baby was 
soon ready for his ride. 

"I'll keep him as long as he's good," said Maggie, 
"and you must lie on the sofa and take a nap while I 
am gone. You are looking dreadful tired." 

The kind words and the kiss that accompanied 
them were almost too much for the mother, and her 
voice trembled as she answered, "Thank you, dear; 
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it will do me a world of good. My bead aches badly 
this morning." 

What a happy heart Maggie's was as she turned 
the carriage up and down the walk I She resolved to 
remember and act on her aunt's good words: "The 
very time to be helpful and pleasant is when every-
body is tired and cross."—Young Reaper. 

THE SWELL-DOODLE AND HIS COMICAL WAYS. 

COULD any one hear a fish called a "swell-doodle," 
and not expect to be shown something amusing? The 
very word makes one smile, and the creature itself 
turns the smile into a laugh before you have watched 
him two minutes. 

One of these swell-doodles, or puffers—whose regular 
family name is Diodon—was sole tenant of a glass 
tank in our laboratory, and many a jolly quarter of 
an hour we had with him. Though rather a plump 
little fish, in this case perhaps as long as your finger, 
he was less noticeable, when qiiiet, for any peculiarity 
of form than for the zebra-like stripes that adorned 
his back in sharp contrast to the clear white of his 
under parts, and also for the many spines, in shape 
and size like the thorns on a rose-bush, that studded 
his body. Two of these spines, longer than the rest, 
project from the front of the head, and give him 
a very alert air, recalling the comical vigilance of a 
donkey, with his long ears pointing forward. Some-
times these fishes grow to a foot or more in length, 
and then, of course, the thorns are larger in propor-
tion. 

His large eyes were closeto his ridiculous little 
mouth, where a row of keen white teeth were visible; 
and his tail was merely a small brown rudder. He 
generally swam with the top of his head out of wa-
ter, fairly inviting you to reach over the rim of the 
tank and scratch it. Just do so, and see what hap-
pens! In an instant the little beggar will suck in air 
enough to puff himself up until he is as round as an 
apple, tightening up the spines until they become as 
rigid as bone, and pretty sharp, too. 

Continue to tease him, and, the first thing you 
know, he has flopped over, and is scuttling around on 
his bacj, opening and shutting his gills spasmod-
ically, kicking his little fins with all his might, and 
fairly spluttering with impotent rage. 

Pick him up, and you find his hide is parchment-
like, and as tight as a drum-head; it sounds like one 
when you scratch it with your finger-nail, and he pro-
tests against this indignity by tiny squeaks, an utter-
ance which in the larger specimens becomes a loud 
grunt. He is not more full of air than of indigna-
tion. 

But the most fun of all is to watch him unload the 
air, as he begins to do the moment you have put him 
back into the water, and have retired to what he con-
siders a safe distance. But, first, a word or two in re-
gard to the puffer's ability to become such a "swell" 
—to "put on airs"—at such short notice. 

All fishes are provided with an internal sac, or sort 
of stomach, which is called their air bladder. As a• 
rule, a fish's body is much heavier than water, and 
the creature would sink, or at any rate tire itself out, 
in trying to keep near the surface by swimming, had 
not nature furnished it with a buoy, in the shape of 
this sac filled with air, which, by its lightness, exactly 
equalizes the weight of the fish and the density of the 
water, so that the animal can rest poised upon mo-
tionless fins. if it wishes to descend, or to remain at 
a great depth, where the water is much more dense, he 
lets out enough air to let him sink as far as he wants 
to; and, on the contrary, he may take in enough air 
to allow him to rest in thinner water near the surface. 
It is by a modification of this same air-storing ar-
rangement that the puffer can puff himself out into a 
veritable puff-ball. I hope no joker will so far forget 
himself as to call it an animated fish-ball. Getting rid 
of this air is, as I have said, an amusing operation to 
look at. The inflation seems to be let out in jets, and 
with difficulty; foreach time the strain is lessened by a 
peg or two, the exertion whirls him around, twitches 
him over, or kicks him backward by its recoil, so that 
there is no end to the ridiculous antics that take 
place before Richard is himself again. 

His " putting on airs" gives him as much trouble 
EN it does some larger folk; and the extreme serious-
ness of his countenance all the time is not the least of 
the fun. But when his cheeks are so tight, it would be 
fatal to hint to "crack a smile." I figured out for 
myself the advantage of this capacity for inflation 
which is possessed to a greater or less degree by sev-
eral spiny and oddly-shaped relatives of the puffer 
belonging to the Diodon and Tetraodon families, for 
surely if it were not useful in some way, the fish would 
never be able or care to do it; but a wide-awake boy 
who was growing up to be a fisherman explained 

it to me very clearly as he saw it—and as I saw it, 
too. 

"Them swell-doodles," said Oliver (whose informa-
tion was better than his grammar), "are sometimes 
as big as your head. They blow themselves up when 
a fish tries to swallow 'em, so he can't get 'em be-
tween his teeth, don't you see! I guess he's consid'-
ble 'sprised to find he's got so big a bite all to onet,—
and mebbe he don't care for a mouthful of wind, 
no how. Sometimes when I get hold of a big doodle, 
he'll puff up in my hand, and when I throw him down 
hard in that shape, he'll bound into the air like a 
rubber ball. Lay one of 'em on the pier, and whack 
him with a log of wood, 'lid he'll bust with a noise 
like a Fourth-o'-July cannon." 

"Do they always swim at the top of the water?". 
I asked; for I could see dozens of little ones skimming 
about above the eel-grass, and bobbing in the gentle 
surf. 

"O no," he replied, "they mostly stay close to the 
bottom, nibblin' the moss, and snippin' off the heads' 
of young barnacles, and feedin' on bits of stuff like 
that which they find down there. When they see 
something coming along they 're 'fraid of,—I mean 
them that stays down on the bottom, you know,—
they spit out some air, load up with water (which 
makes 'em sink), and then they squat flat on the 
bottom like fat toads. Oh, they're sharp, I tell 
you!" 

The puffers and some others like them, like the 
trunk fishes, cow fishes, and the like, are common not 
only along our Atlantic shores, but in many other 
parts of the world. They are of no account as human 
food, yet they help in that direction by themselves 
becoming food for the cod, blue-fish, and many other 
fishes that enter into our food supply. Their rough 
and globular skins, however, form one of the curios-
ities of the sea, which sailors bring home, and they 
rank among the most interesting exhibits in museums. 
The Chinese and Japanese turn them into ingenious 
ornaments, too, taking advantage of their grotesque 
appearance. Thus a window in Broadway, where 
Japanese wares were displayed, lately showed a puff-
er's skin, as big as a foot-ball, in the form of a lan-
tern. An electric lamp was inside of it, and the light 
shining through the half-transparent hide gave it the 
appearance of ivory, while the eyeballs glared with 
yellow flame, and the sharp white teeth seemed set in 
a mouth of molten gold.—Select 

SPORTS OF INSECTS. 

IT is not generally known that some of the smallest 
insects are discovered to enjoy themselves in sports 
amid amusements after their ordinary toils, or satiat-
ing themselves with food, just as regularly as is the 
case with many human beings. They run races, 
wrestle with each other, and, out of fun, carry each 
other on their backs, much in the same manner as 
boys. These pleasing characteristics of insects are 
particularly observable among ants; which are re-
tnarkable for their sagacity. Bonnet, a French au-
thor, says he observed a small species of ant, which, 
in the intervals of their industry, employed them-
selves in carrying each other on their backs, the 
rider holding with his mandibles the neck of his 
bearer, and embracing it closely with his legs. 

Gould, another writer on ants, mentions that he 
has often witnessed these exercises, and says that in 
all cases, after being carried a certain length, the ant 
was let go in a friendly manner, and received no per-
sonal injury. This amusement is often repeated, par-
ticularly among the hill ants, who are very fond of 
this sportive exercise. It was among the same species 
that Huber observed similar proceedings, which he 
has described with his usual minuteness. 

"I approached," he says, " one day to the formicary 
of wood ants exposed to the sun, and sheltered from 
the north. The ants were heaped upon one another 
in great numbers, and appeared to enjoy the tempera-
ture on the surface of the nest. None of them were 
at work; and the immense multitude of insects pre-
sented the appearance of a liquid in a state of ebulli-
tion, upon which the eye could scarcely be fixed 
without difficulty; but when I. examined the con-
duct of each ant, I saw them approach one another, 
moving their antenna) with astonishing rapidity, 
while they patted, with a slight movement, the cheeks 
of other ants. After these preliminary gestures, 
which resembled caressing, they were observed to 
raise themselves upright on their hind legs by pairs, 
struggle together, seize each other by mandibles, 
feet, or antennae, and then immediately relax their 
hold to recommence the attack. They fastened upon 
each other's shoulders, embraced and overthrew each 
other, then raised themselves by turns, taking their 
revenge without producing any serious mischief. 

"They did not spurt out their venom, as in their 

combats, nor retain their opponents with that ob-
stinacy which we observe in their real quarrels. 
They presently abandoned those which they had first 
seized, and endeavored to catch others. I have seen 
some who were so eager in these exercises that they 
pursued several workers in succession, and struggled 
with them for a few moments, the skirmish only ter-
minating when the least animated, having over-
thrown his antagonist, succeeded in escaping and 
hiding in one of the galleries. In one place, two ants 
appeared to be gamboling about a stalk of grass, 
turning alternately to avoid or seize each other, 
which brought to my recollection the sport and 
pastime of young dogs when they rise on their 
hind legs, attempting to bite, overthrow, and seize 
each other, without once closing their teeth. To 
witness these facts, it is necessary to approach the 
ant-hills with much caution, that the ants may have 
no idea of your presence; if they had, they would 
cease at the moment their plays or their occupations, 
would put themselves in a posture of defence, curve 
up their tails, and eject their venom."—Selected. 

$sztte W•uZiet. 

LULU MAY HANSON sends this letter to the Budget 
from Day Co., South Dakota: "I have seen so many 
letters in the Budget that I thought I would write 
too. I am thirteen years old. I have three brothers 
and two sisters. There are no Sabbath-keepers and 
no Sabbath-school near here. We used to live in Min-
nesota. 1 have no papa, grandpa, or grandma now; 
they are all dead. Our school will begin here next 
Monday. I study reading, writing, spelling, arithme-
tic, geography, language, and history. 1 have two 
miles to go to school. I have an organ, and take 
music lessons. If any girl wants to correspond with 
me, I will answer her letters." 

Lulu will not forget, we hope, the One who has 
promised to be a father to the fatherless, but will ask 
him to guide and help her. If any little girl who reads 
this wishes to write to Lulu, she can get her address 
by sending to the editor. 

KATIE M. DUNHAM writes from Jackson Co., Mich.: 
"I am fourteen years old. 1 live with my parents on 
a farm about three miles from town. I have one 
brother and a sister. My sister keeps the Sabbath, 
but my brother does not. My brother has a little 
baby boy named Clair, and we all think lie is very 
nice. For pets I have two cats and two sheep. I go 
to Sabbath-school. I take the Doraurroa, and like 
to read the stories in it. I am trying to be a good 
girl, so that Jesus will love me." 

Did n't you know, Katie, that Jesus loved us before 
we ever tried to be good at all? He loved a whole 
world full of wicked people so much that he died for 
them when they did n't even know that they wanted 
to be good. He pitied them so much that he could 
not bear to see them unhappy, and suffer, and finally 
be lost; so he (lied to give them a beautiful home 
where they would be happy forever. We never saw 
human love so great as that. Jesus loves All wicked 
people, and wants them to be happy; but he does 
not love their wicked actions. We like to please peo-
ple who love us and do a great deal for us, do we 
not? So we should try to think right thoughts and 
do right actions because it pleases Jesus. We can 
only do right by asking him to help us. 

From Huntington Co., Ind., VELMA BELLE KNIGHT 
writes: "I am eleven years old. My Aunt Ella sends 
me the INSTRUCTOR from Barber's Mills. I love to 
read the papers. I had four sisters, but one of them 
is dead. I have one brother eight years old. We live 
on a farm. We milk three cows. My cousin is writ-
ing a letter to send with mine. These are the first we 
have ever written. I want to be a good girl, so that 
I can walk the golden streets of the New Jerusalem." 

JENNIE MAY BRADING, WM.'S cousin, says: "I 
was eleven years old the fourth of May. For  a 
present my Aunt Kate, of Chicago, sent me a big doll. 
I call it Bessie. My Aunt Ella sends me the IN-
STRUCTOR. I like it very well. She sent me Book 
No. 1 of Bible Lessons for little folks. I have read it 
through, and like it very much. I had three brothers 
and four sisters, but three of them are dead." 
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