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IR BEPTE  0  ER. 

ilORIsaNGS frosty grow and cold, 
Jvl Brown the grass on hi and wold; 

Crows are cawing sharp d clear 
Where the rustling corn ows sear; 
Mustering flocks of black irds call; 
Here and there a few lea es fall; 
In the meadows larks sin sweet, 
Chirps the cricket at our eet,— 

In September. 

Noons are sunny, warm, and st ; 
A golden haze o'erhangs the hill 
Amber sunshine's on the floor 
Just within the open door; 
Still the crickets call and creak, 
Never found though long we s 
Oft comes faint report of gun; 
Busy flies buzz in the sun,— 

In September. 

Evenings chilly are, and damp, 
Early lighted is the lamp; 
Fire burns and kettle sings, 
Smoke ascends in thin blue rings; 
On the rug the children lie  
In the west the soft lights ale; 
From the elms a robin's song 
Rings out sweetly, lingers long, 

In September. 
—September St. Nie la 

Written ler the ilifiTR 

THE BATTLE OF THE LO 

ISRAEL was troubled and sore fraid; 
for their bitter enemies, the 1 wless 
Midianites, had entered the land. With 
their flocks, and herds, and ten they 
had come, "as grasshoppers for multi- 
tude," -and had entered into th land 
to destroy it. They pitched in th beau-
tiful valley of Jezreel, an offshoo of the 
great plain of Esdraelon; and th shad-
ows of the valley grew dark w h the 
black tents of the oppressor. 

Night approached, and the t flight 
shadows fell over the land. In a d out 
among the tents of the Midianl ,two 
figures were slowly and nois lessly 
threading their way. On every s de lay 
the unconscious Midianites, wra 

	
in 

slumber. Hark I what is this the hear? 
Voices break the stillness, an they 
pause to listen. Within the tent, y the 
bright light of the moon, one Mi ianite 
sits talking to his fellow who sta ds by, 
and telling a strange dream th t has 
troubled him. "I dreamed a d earn," 
said he, " and lo, a cake of barle bread 
tumbled into the host of Midia 1, and 
came unto a tent, and smote it hat it 
fell and overturned it, that the nt lay 
along." Amazement and terro over-
spread the face of his fellow as e list-
ened to the dream. "This is thing 
else," replied he, "than the sr ord of 
Gideon, the son of Joash, a man of Is- 
rael ; for into his hand hath Go deliv- 
ered Midian and all his host." 

Then Gideon, and his servant, the listeners outside the 
tent, hastened to their own ca p. Calling together his 
picked three hundred, and placin in their hands trumpets, 
and pitchers containing lighted lamps, Gideon marches 
down upon the enemy. Only hree hundred unarmed 
men against the thousands upon housands of Midianites 
But they are strong in faith an the power of God. Si-
lently dispersing, and stationing hemselves by companies 
on all sides of the camp, they wai in breathless silence for 
the signal. Suddenly a shrill t mpet blast rings out on 
the still air. At the sound, the three hundred lift their 
trumpets, and wake the echoes o the hills, and three hun- 
dI 	voices shout, " The sword o the Lord, and Gideon!" 
The startled Midianites spring fo h from their tents; they 
hear the breaking of the pitcher:, and it sounds to them 
like clashing arms; the lighted amps flash before their 
eyes, seemingly surrounding the on all sides. In their  

alarm they think a vast army is upon them. Terror fills 
the heart of every Midianite, and despair blanches their 
faces. Mistaking friends for enemies, they fall upon one 
another, and the slaughter becomes appalling. All is now 
confusion, and soon the vast army flees as if pursued by a 
mighty host. 

The sword of the Lord did effective service for his op-
pressed people, and turned their mourning to rejoicing. 
When all hope of human help seemed gone, then the Lord 

manifested his power, that they might know that he, and 
he alone, had given them the victory. 

We, too, have battles to fight; not such ones as they 
fought, but battles against sin and error and our own evil 
inclinations. Not by might nor by power can these victo-
ries be:gained, but by the help of the Lord. How prone we 
are to forget him, and trust to our own strength; and what 
sad failures we make when we do so! He always stands 
ready to give us his help whenever we comply with the 
conditions marked out for us. "Let us therefore come 
boldly unto the throne of grace, that we may obtain mercy, 
and find grace to help in time of need." 

W. E. L.  in 

THE LADY TEST. 

"I wouLD rather be seen out with Helen Coy than any 
girl in school," said Flaxie Hoffman complacently, as she 
stood in front of her mother, having the sash of her dress  

pinned. Her father was sitting at the window reading his 
paper, apparently taking no notice of the little daughter. 

" Why ?" asked her Mother, quietly, —very quietly,—for 
she did not like Flaxie's thinking or caring about "being 
seen" with Helen Coy or anybody else. 

" Oh, I don't know, mother. She is such a thorough 
lady," said 

"More so than the other girls ?" questioned Mrs. 'Hoff-
man, who for some reason had doubts of Helen's superior 

ladyhood. " What are the signs of 
it ? " 

But the sash-pinning being accom-
plished, Flaxie hastily gave her moth-
er a light kiss and flitted off to join 
this much-admired friend in an even-
ing walk. She was not sorry to avoid 
the necessity of answering her moth-
er's last question, though she tried to 
answer it to herself as she approached 
the fine brown-stone front where Hel- 
n lived. 
"I could not make mother under-

etand what I meant," she said to her-
self, as the impression of faultless 
gloves and shoes, well-attuned colors, 
pinked and polished nails, dainty ap-
pointments of every sort came back 
upon her in confection with Helen. 
But here was tl ktylish black man at 
the dpor, holding out a tiny silver 
waiter for her card. 

Flaxie's pleasant walk was some-
what marred by an unexpected en-
counter. As she and Helen strolled 
through the shady avenues of Druid 
Hill Park, a voice from one of the 
benches called out: "Flaxie—Flaxie 
Hoffman ! come here a minute." 

Flaxie turned in surprise, and saw 
Mrs. Winston, a young neighbor of 
theirs, sitting on one of the rustic 
seats, holding on her lap a pale, sick-
looking baby. Mrs. Winston was a 
sweet woman, and Flaxie was very 
fond of her. She turned at once and 
went up to her side, leaving Helen 
swinging her lace parasol on t h e 
avenue. 

"Flaxie, dear," said Mrs. Winston, 
"1 hated to interrupt you, but 1 am in 
so much distress that I knew you 
would forgive it. Mr. Winston 
brought me and the children out for a 
little fresh air, this afternoon, and left 
us here while he went back to attend 
to some business that could not be put 
off. While baby Jean slept on my 
knee, I actually dozed off (you know_I 
have lost so much rest with her), and 
when I opened my eyes, Willy was 
nowhere to be seen. I feel so alarmed 
lest he should have gone to the lake. 
Would you mind sitting here and 
holding baby a minute, while I run 

after him ?" 
Flaxie's kind heart was at once engaged. She did mind 

a good deal having her stylish friend kept waiting while 
she nursed Mrs. Winston's fretful little baby; but she was 
too true to her conscience and sense of right not to respond 
cOdiali  "Certainly, I will hold Jean, or look for Willy 
—whichever will help you most." 

"Thank you, my dear, good child," said Mrs. Winston; 
"I think I had better look for Willy—he might be trouble-
some about coming back for you," and the young mother's 
anxiety gave wings to her feet; in an instant she was out 
of sight. Miss Helen Coy then approached her friend in 
wide-eyed amazement. Now Helen considered herself 
extremely well-bred, and one of her rules was always to 
speak quietly—no matter what happened, never to get ex-
cited. 

But in this instance she found it hard to be quiet, becaule 
she was very angry with Flaxie. 
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" Well, really," she began, in a tone that was almost loud, 
and then she stopped (ind bit her lip. 

"I am ever so sqry,, Itelen," said poor, embarrassed 
Flaxie, "to have younvenienced; but you see I could 
not help it. Mrs. Winn was in so much trouble, it would 
have been cruel in me not to do anything I could for her." 

"I wonder you allow such impertinence," said Helen, 
coldly. 

Flaxie's cheeks began to flush a different red now, for 
much as she admired Helen, she was a loyal little girl to 
all her friends, and she felt that she must resent Helen's 
contempt of Mrs. Winston. 

But just then Helen spied acquaintances in a carriage 
which was nearing them, and hastily left Flaxie, saying as 
she sped away, "Please don't involve me in this nursing 
of.town-babies." She sat down at some distance from the 
little nurse in charge, but the people in the carriage did 
not seem to observe her; and Flaxie, angry now, and hurt 
to the quick, devoted herself to the poor little baby, and 
tried to soothe its fretfulness. Mrs. Winston soon came 
back, relieved and happy, having found the little truant in 
his returning father's charge. 

"You were an angel of mercy to me, Flaxie," she said, 
giving the young girl a tender kiss. 

"I'm afraid wee Jean hasn't such a good account to give 
of me," she said, smiling merrily; " she didn't approve of 
the change of nurses at all." 

As Flaxie went off to join Helen, Mr. and Mrs. Winston 
observed the distance at which that young lady had kept 
herself, and her clouded expression; they did not have to 
see through a millstone to divine how matters stood. 

When the Hoffmans gathered around the tea-table that 
night, Mr. Hoffman said rather abruptly: "Well, Flaxie, 
I do n't know your friend, Miss Helen Coy, but you've got 
one thorough lady in your school, to my knowledge." 

" Who, sir ?" asked his daughter, wonderingly; and then 
Mr. Hoffman told them that he had been riding in a full 
street car that evening, so full that every gentleman was 
standing, when a very poor, very dirty woman got in, car-
rying a baby. "She looked tired," said Mr. Hoffman, "but 
there seemed no chance of a seat, when a sweet-looking 
girl, whom I recognized as Mary Robb, got up quietly and 
put the woman in her seat. What pleased me particularly 
was that she made no fuss over it, but looked perfectly un- 
conscious of having done a kind deed." 

" I know another high-school girl that stood the lady test 
this evening," said the mother's voice with a little tremor 
in it. (Flaxie did not dream that her mother had seen Mrs. 
Winston before dark.) Then came the Druid Hill Park 
story, without the names; but either Flaxie's blushes or 
the mother's shining eyes betrayed the little girl, and she 
had to submit to several fatherly and big-brotherly kisses; 
and at evening prayers Aunt Jane said,—and everybody 
felt why,—" Let's sing ' God make my life a little song.' " 
—The Well-Spring. 

Written for the INSTRUCTOR. 

IN THE TROPICS. 

ONCE more our good ship is plowing her way through the 
ocean; this time in  a  southerly direction, and toward  a 
smoother sea. Each day after leaving Honolulu the 
weather grew steadily warmer, until all on board were 
glad to exchange their heavy clothing for that which was 
better adapted to the locality. Those were dreamy days; 
very little air stirring at times, and too warm even to think 
much. Some, however, did attempt to read, under the 
great awning that covered the promenade deck; while 
others, stretched upon reclining chairs, lazily watched the 
sea-birds as they circled about the ship. We met no vessels 
of any description between Honolulu and the Samoan 
Islands. Nothing was visible but the great circle of the 
horizon around us, and across it that long diameter of foam, 
that indicated the direction from which our ship had come. 

As we advanced, flying fish became quite numerous, and 
it was interesting to watch the little creatures shoot out of 
the water, at the approach of our stately ship. Sometimes 
they would rise in shoals, and seemed to vie with each 
other in flying the longest distance before sinking again 
beneath the wave. Its flight, at times, resembles that of 
a quail, short and rapid; at others, it rises and falls in 
wave-like motion as it flies; then it will go straight as an 
arrow, on and on, until the eye can follow it no longer. 
An unfortunate one, in its flight, alighted on the deck one 
evening, and I had opportunity to examine the specimen. 
It was about eight Inches long, in shape and color some-
what resembling a smelt. Its wings were no more in ap-
pearance than the ordinary fins which are just back of the 
gills, grown to nearly the length of a sparrow's wing. So 
far as I could see, it differed in no other respect from other 
species of the finny tribe. 

The sight of a tropical sunset is one long to be remem-
bered. As we neared the equator, they were indeed gor-
geous. No pen can well describe their beauty. One even-
ing especially, some of our company watched the sun as it 
dropped behind the waves, when there seemed to arise in 
the far, far distance, a golden forest which appeared to 
tremble in the beautiful tints that touched its edges. To 
the south lay many clouds, which, lighted up with the glow 
of the departing sun, looked like clusters of bright islands 
rearing their forms out of the sea. Between us and the 
horizon the light shone aslant the clear, calm water, caus-
ing it to reflect, in a most delightful way, the colors of the 
purple heavens. But this richest of sights was not long 
continued; for in a few moments the beautiful tints had  

faded, and the twihicling• stars were looking clown upon 
the vast expanse clothed in the darkness of night. 

The transition from daylight to darkness is very sudden 
in the tropics. The sun does not linger to tinge his re-
treating footsteps with a gentle twilight as in the more 
northern climes, but as soon as he reaches the horizon, his 
departure seems hurried, and the deep shadows of night 
follow immediately. The stars of the southern hemisphere 
shine quite clearly, however, and though at first one misses 
the familiar clusters that he has been accustomed to gaze 
upon, he finds comfort in the thought that the same God 
rules the lights of every clime, and has adapted them to 
the wants of those for whom they shine. 

The north star, with its revolving dipper, gradually 
came nearer the horizon as we journeyed southward, until 
it entirely disappeared. As this constellation fixes the 
points of the compass for benighted travelers in northern 
latitudes, so the Southern Cross serves to guide the way-
farer of the southern hemisphere to his appointed haven. 
This group consists of four stars in the form of a cross, one 
of which is much inferior in brilliancy to all the others, 
and therefore detracts largely from the beauty of the group. 

The distance from Honolulu to Tutuila, one of the 
Samoan group of islands, is nearly two thousand and three 
hundred miles, which our ship was eight days in traversing. 
A small sloop had been cruising about for two days near 
the spot we were expected to pass, awaiting our arrival. 
Just before daybreak we came up with her, when a little 
boat came alongside our steamer, bringing four passengers 
from the islands. After delivering up the Samoan mails'and 
a single passenger, we were very soon on our way again to-
ward Aukland. Although we did not have opportunity to 
visit the Samoan Islands, I learned some very interesting 
things about them, a few of which I will tell you, in my 
next article. 	 J. 0. CORIUM. 

GO OD-B , 

GOOD -B Y I come again, sweet summer weather; 
Happy times we have had, summer, together. 

Bugs, bees, and butterflies, robins and roses, 
Woods full of shady paths, bright with wild posies • 
Good-by ,• come again; gladly we'll greet you.; 
A year older I shall be when next I meet you. • 

Good-by little brook, sparkling through the meadow; 
Happy times we have had in the elm-tree's shadow. 
You were always wide awake, always bright and cheery. 
Don't forget your pretty song in the winter-  dreary. 
Good-by, summer clouds; be sure I shall remember 
Your airy, fairy beauty when the sky scowls in Decem- 

ber. 

Good-by; come again, leaves now red and yellow; 
In your place we'll gather fruit, spicy, ripe, and mellow. 
Good-by, golden-rod, fern, and purple aster; • 
Now the winter has begun, fast it comes and faster. 
Good-by, summer flowers, sleep while the snow is fall- 

in ; 
By-and-by the spring will come, calling, calling, calling. 

—The Child's Paper. 

A SHAGGY NEWSBOY. 
THE railroad ran along one side (4 a beautiful valley in 

the central part of the great State of New York. 
I stood at the rear end of the train, looking out of the 

door, when the engineer gave two short, sharp blasts of the 
steam whistle. The conductor, who had been reading a 
newspaper in a seat near me, arose, and touching my shoul-
der, asked if I wanted to see a " real country newsboy." I, 
of course, answered, " Yes." So we stepped out on the plat-
form of the car. 

The conductor had folded up his paper in a tight roll, 
which he held in his right hand, while he stood on the 
lower step of the car, holding on by-his. left. 

I saw him begin to wave the paper just as we swung 
around a curve in the track, and a neat farm-house came 
into view, way off across some open fields. 

Suddenly the conductor flung the paper off toward the 
fence by the side of the railroad ; and I saw a black, shaggy 
form leap quite over the fence from the meadow beyond it, 
and alight just where the newspaper, after bouncing along 
in the grass, had fallen beside a tall mullein stalk in an 
angle of the fence. 

It was a big black dog. He stood beside the paper, wag- 
ging his tail, and watching us as the train moved swiftly 
away from him. Then he snatched the paper from the 
ground in his teeth, and leaping over the fence again, away 
he went across the fields toward the farm-house. 

When we last saw him, he was a mere black speck mov-
ing over the meadows, and then the train rushed through 
a deep cleft in the hillside, and the whole scene passed 
from our view. 

" What will he do with the paper ?" I asked of the tall 
young conductor at my side. 

"Carry it to the folks at the house," he answered. 
"Is that your home ?" I inquired. 
"Yes," he responded; "my father lives there, and I send 

him an afternoon paper by Carlo every day, in the way you 
have seen." 

"Then they always send the dog when it is time for your 
train to pass 2" 

"No," said he, "they never send him. He knows when 
it is time for the train, and comes over here to meet it of 
his own accord, rain or shine, summer or winter." 

"But does not Carlo go to the wrong train sometimes ?" 
1 asked, with considerable curiosity. 

"Never, sir! He pays no attention to any train but 
this." 

"How can a dog tell what time it is, so as to know 
when to go to meet the train ?" I asked again. 

"That-is more than I can tell," answered the conductor; 
"but he is,  always there, and the engineer whistles to call 
My attention, for fearI should not get out on the platform 
till we had passel Carlo." 

" So Carlo keeps Watch bf the time better than the con-
ductor himself," I remarked, "for the dog does not need 
to be reminded." 

The conductor laughed, and I wondered, as he walked 
away,•wbo of my young friends,• of whom I have a great 
many, would be as faithful and watchful all the year round 
as Carlo, who never missed the train, though he could not 
"tell time by the clock."—Golden Days. 
	-4 

THE SECRET OF GOOD MANNERS. 
THE secret of good manners is to forget one's own self 

altogether. The people of really fine breeding are the ones 
who never think of themselves, but only of the pleasure 
they can give to others. No adornment of beauty, or learn-
ing, or accomplishments, goes so far in its power to attract 
as the one gift of sympathy. 

In all French history no woman had a stronger fascina-
tion for whoever came within her reach than Madame 
Recamier. She was called beautiful; but her portraits 
prove that her beauty was not to be compared with that of 
many less charming women. And when every attraction 
of person had long since passed away, and she was an old, 
old woman, her sway over the hearts of others was as 
powerful as ever. What was her secret ? 

It was this one thing solely—her genuine and unaffected 
interest in the good and ill fortunes of her friends. Auth-
ors came to her and read her their books; painters came to 
her with their pictures; statesmen with their projects. 
She, herself, wrote no books, painted no pictures, had no 
projects. She was sweet, simply and unconsciously, as a 
rose is sweet. She really cared for the happiness and suc-
cess of others, and they felt the genuineness of her sym-
pathy. It surrounded her with an immortal charm. 

Let any girl try Madame ROcamier's experiment. Let 
her go into society thinking nothing of the admiration she 
may win, but everything of the happiness she can confer. 
It matters little whether her face is beautiful or her toilet 
costly. Before the end of three months she will be a happy 
girl herself; for the world likes sunshine and sympathy, 
and turns to them as the flowers bask in the sun of June. 
—Youth's Companion. 

A LITTLE MOURNER. 
WORDSWORTH writes of a little babe that had— 

"caught the trick of grief, 
And sighed among its playthings." 

The reality of a sorrow does not depend upon the size of 
the affliction that makes it. Children mourning over their 
dead pets weep with-as deep and serious grief as older per-
sons at the loss of fortune or friends. Touching little 
scenes like the following excite slight heed in the great 
city, but they are worth our sympathy and remem-
brance:— 

A common-looking dog, dead in a gutter, is a repulsive 
object. Past such a one people were hurrying, when a 
small boy, thinly clad and hobbling on a crutch, calls:— 

"Here, Bowser!" and then taking in the situation, 
dropped his crutch, and kneeling by the dead dog, cried as 
if his heart were broken. 

" 0 Bowser 1 is you dead, and can't go home with me ?" 
It took but a moment to change the expression on faces 

from one of contempt to that of pity and sympathy. The 
boy was but a poor waif, but he knelt by the side of his 
best-loved earthly friend, and he was dead. Merchants 
and well-dressed ladies stopped with kind words and ex-
pressions of sympathy for the little mourner. 

One gentleman, appreciating the grief of the boy, called 
an expressman and told him to take the boy and his dead 
pet to his home, or to some place where he could be buried, 
as the boy might direct, and call upon him for the pay. 

The burying of a dog is not much, but the binding up of 
the wounds in the heart of that poor boy on his crutch was 
an act worthy of permanent record. — Chicago Inter-
Ocean. 

HE WASN'T ASHAMED. 

A CLERK and his country father entered a restaurant 
Saturday evening, and took seats at a table where sat a 
telegraph operator and a reporter. The old man bowed 
his head, and was about to say grace, when a waiter flew up 
singing, "I have beefsteak, codfish balls, and bull-heads." 
Father and son gave their orders, and the former again 
bowed his head. The young man turned the color of a 
blood-red beet, and touching his father's arm, exclaimed 
in a low, nervous tone:— 

" Father, it isn't customary to do that in restaurants I" 
"It's customary with me to return thanks to God wher-

ever I am," said the old man. 
For the third time he bowed his head, and his son bowed 

his head, and the telegraph operator paused in the act of 
carving his beefsteak and bowed his head, and the journal-
ist pushed back his fish ball and bowed his head, and there 
wasn't a man who heard the short and simple prayer that 
didn't feel a profounder respect for the old farmer than if 
he had been President of the United States.—Selected. 

PAUL, before his conversion, was zealous enough; but 
not according to knowledge. It does matter what we be-
lieve, and in which way we go. 
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TO-DAY. 

)I(
0-  
Of

D 
 duty and 

he 
 life, 

AY is t summit 

The path of endeavor, 
The arena of strife. 

To-day is ours only; 
Work, work while you may; 

There is no to-morrow, 
But only to-day. 

-Luella Clark. 

OCTOBER 7, 1885. THE YOUTH'S INSTRUCTOR. 	 151 

gel4 §Ct 6 6cart 

.THIRD SABBATH 1 OCTOBER. 

IMPORTANT BIBL SUBJECTS. 

LESSON 5.-PRE FOUR KINGDOMS OF 
DANIEL V I. 

(NOTE TO TIM STUDENT.-DO not consi er the lesson learned until 
you can give at least the substance o every text, with the correct 
reference for each. The. references in lack letters indicate those 
texts that should be committed to memo y. A little diligent applica-
tion each day will enable yoµ to do this.] 

1. OF what does the seventh hapter of Daniel treat? 
Verse 1. 

2. When was this revelation m e ? 
3. Who was king Belshazzar? (See note.) 
4. What great commotion of t elements was shown to 

Daniel? Verse 2. 
5. As the result of this strife, hat came up out of the 

sea? Verse 3. 
6. In prophecy, what do wate or seas denote ? (See 

note.) 
7. What is denoted by winds in ommotion ? (See note.) 
8. In the interpretation of this vision, what were these 

four beasts said to represent ? V  •  rse 17. 
9. Did these four beasts repro: nt literal rulers, or the 

kingdoms which they governed? 
10. Where else have we foun, the four great universal 

empires described in prophecy ? an. 2: 38-40. 
11. Describe the first beast of Da iel 7. Verse 4, first part. 
12. What change took place hi his beast ? Verse 4, last 

part. 
13. Describe the second beast. 	erse 5, first part. 
14. What did this beast have in its mouth? Verse 5. 
15. What was said to it ? Ibid. 
16. Describe the third beast. 	erse 6. 
17. Describe the fourth beast. arse 7. 
18. What change took place in his beast? Verse 8. 
19. What did the ten horns of is beast denote? Verse 

24. See note. 
20. By what was this division of the fourth kingdom sym-

bolized in the second chapter ? an. 2:42. 
21. What peculiarity is given if the little horn which 

came up last? Dan. 7:20. 
22. What work of persecution id blasphemy was this 

horn to accomplish? Verse 25. 

NOTES. 
Belshazzar.-Three rulers cam to the throne of Babylon 

between the death of Nebuchad ezzar and the ascension 
to the throne of Belshazzar, the andson of Nebuchadnez-
zar. While Belshazzar succeede to the rule of the great 
empire which had been govern by his grandfather, it 
seems that he inherited none of h' good qualities. He was 
weak and pusilanimous, and di nothing to build up his 
kingdom or protect it from his f es. He relied simply on 
the impregnable nature of the ails of his city, and gave 
himself over to the luxury and ebauchery of his court, 
and was there slain when the city was overthrown by 
Cyrus. 

Four winds . . strove upon t e great sea.-All Script-
ure language is to be taken lite ally, unless there exists 
some good reason for supposing i to be figurative; and all 
that is figurative is to be interp eted by that which is lit-
eral. . . . Winds, in symbolic la guage, denote strife, po-
litical commotion, and war. Jer. : 31, 32, 33: " Thus saith 
the Lord of hosts, Behold, evil all go forth from nation 
to nation, and a great whirlwind shall be raised up from 
the coasts of the earth. And the s ain of the Lord shall be at 
that day from one end of the earth ven unto the other end of 
the earth." Here the prophet ape; ks of a controversy which 
the Lord is said to have with all ations, when the wicked 
shall be given to the sword, and e slain of the Lord shall 
be from one end of the earth to the other; and the strife 
and commotion which produce al this destruction is called 
a great whirlwind. 

That winds denote strife and w r is further evident from 
a consideration of the vision itsel ; for as the result of the 
striving of the winds, kingdoms arise and fall, and these 
events are accomplished through political strife. 

The Bible definition of seas, r waters, when used as a 
symbol, is peoples, and nations, nd tongues. In proof of 
this, see Rev. 17: 15.-Thoughts 

	Daniel and the Reve- 
/anon. 

The ten horns are ten kings. As we proceed farther, it 
will be seen that the fourth univ rsal empire is none other 
than the Roman; and the ten k' gdoms as represented by 
the ten toes of chapter 2 and t e ten horns of chapter 7, 
represent the division of this em ire, which took place be-
tween the years 356 and 483, as ollows: The Huns, A. D. 
356; the Ostrogoths, 377; the V igoths, 378; the Franks, 
407; the Vandals, 407; the Sue 407; the Burgundians, 
407; the Heruli, 470; the Anglo- axons, 476; and the Lom-
bards, 483. 

SOME teachers seem to use a 1 sson in the class in about 
the same style that Rowland Hi 1 is said on one occasion 
to have treated a Bible text; divi  i  ing his sermon into three 
parts, he added: " First, we sha 1 go into the subject; sec-
ondly, we shall go round about he subject; and thirdly, 
we shall go away from the subj  •  t altogether." 

TWO WAYS OF DOING A THING. 

No doubt you are often puzzled that persons who have 
the same opportunities for gaining an object meet with such 
different results; that some make a success, while others 
utterly fail. The secret lies in the way the work is done. 
If one engages in a pursuit with the whole soul, determined 
not to fail, he will succeed; while if another undertakes 
the same thing in an easy, dreamy sort of way, only doing 
it because he can't get rid of it, he accomplishes nothing. 
The two ways with their results are well illustrated in the 
following from an exchange:- 

"An express train, filled with listless, sleepy-looking 
passengers, stood in the Pennsylvania Railroad station at 
Jersey City the other day, on the moment of departure for 
Philadelphia. The locomotive had backed up to the cars 
and poured a volume of thick smoke into the hot, stifling 
air of the station. The travelers lolled in their seats, look-
ing as though they dreaded the discomforts of the long, 
dusty ride, but yet were impatient to be whirling along 
through the open country, away from the smoke, the smell, 
and the noise. A slow-moving, surly-looking boy of four-
teen, or thereabouts, passed through the train, calling out, 
Fa-a-a-ns, five cents r" 
"He spoke in a dreary, disconsolate tone, which made 

the people feel more tires and languid than ever. He went 
from the smoking-car to the rear of the train, and sold just 
two fans. 

"A colored boy about the same age followed immedi-
ately after him with a big armful of new bamboo fans. 
The difference in the two lads was striking. The darkey 
had a cheery, business-like way with him, which appealed 
directly to the comfort and to the pockets of the perspiring 
passengers. In a peculiar, boyish voice, as mellow as a 
flute, he called out, 'Keep yo'selves c-o-o-o-1 now, ladies 
and gammen ! C-o-ney Island breezes A 'big fan only 
five cents! Zephyrs from de billows! Buy 'em while you 
can 

"The effect was like a draft of cool air. Everybody at 
once wanted a fan. The darkey was as much in demand 
as the newsboy on an early train from the suburbs. People 
left their seats to avoid missing a fan. In two cars the boy 
sold sixty-seven. He could have sold as many more if he 
had had them. He jumped off the platform as the train 
moved from the station, with his pocket full of change, and 
his heart full of joy. ' Hurrah I' he shouted; `dat was 
quick business!' The other boy stared in stupid astonish-
ment, and wondered how it was done." 

THE WALL-STREET SUB-TREASURY. 

WOULD you like to know where the United States' Gov-
ernment deposits some of its wealth, a writer in Treasure-
Trove says:- 

"The Government of the United States does its principal 
banking business at the New York Sub-Treasury, an old 
granite building at the north-east corner of Wall and Nas-
sau streets. There was in this building, on the first day of 
the present year, a cash balance of exactly $141,284,033.88, 
and there has been since a still larger stock of gold, silver, 
and paper money on hand ,• and no building in the country 
is better adapted to the safe-keeping of this wealth. Up to 
the year 1863, it served as a custom-house, and since its 
conversion into • a government treasury, has been trans-
formed by skillful army engineers into a veritable fortress 
for the protection of the nation's money. 

"Iron railings divide the main building under the ro-
tunda into two parts, leaving the broad space between for 
visitors. Back of the left-hand railing are the officials who 
pay out Uncle Sam's enormous revenues. On the other 
side are the officials whose duty it is to receive the car-loads 
of money which the government from all sources daily re-
ceives. All the receipts from the New York Custom-House, 
the New York Post-office, internal revenue offices all over 
the Eastern, Middle, and Atlantic States, together with 
about twelve hundred of the principal post-offices and cus-
tom-houses of the country, turn their cash receipts in here; 
and there is paid out from this branch treasury millions of 
dollars in pensions, for interest on bonds, and for the sal-
aries of government officers-civil, military, and naval. In 
the rear portion of the building is the coin department. 
Here all coin received is counted, weighed, and put up in 
canvas bags for deposit in the vaults. The first division 
deals only with silver dollars and gold coin; in the second 
division smaller pieces of silver are carefully handled. 
From Texas hi the South to Minnesota in the North, great 
packages of silver dollars arrive daily by express, for which 
is given in interchange silver certificates. In the offices on 
the right of the hallway, coin in small amounts is received, 
and certificates are exchanged. 

"The `silver vault,' which is under the coin department, 
is fifty feet long, thirty feet wide, and twelve feet high. 
The passage-way, gained only by the opening of the tre-
mendous steel door, leads through the vault, with twelve 
cells, having grated iron doors opening from it on either 
side. There are $35,000,000 in silver stored in this vault, 
the weight of which is a thousand tons. The money is put 
up in cotton duck bags containing 81,000 each. The gold 
vaults are on the floor above. Their floors consist of tem-
pered steel, and rest upon thirty feet of solid masonry; 
their walls and roofs are composed of two sets of steel 
plates, three-eighths of an inch thick. Between these inner 
and outer steel walls is a space of four inches, which is 
filled up with round iron balls. A burglar, even though he 
should have abundant time for operations, would, on driv-
ing his drill through the outer steel wall, encounter a spher-
ical mass of iron, which, when pierced, would make room 
for innumerable other iron balls. Each of these gold vaults 
is provided with 120 iron chests set into the walls. One hun-
dred and five of these chests have a storehouse capacity 
each for $500,000 in gold, fifteen of them being able to ac-
commodate $1,000,000 in gold each. A little vault on the 
main floor is devoted to the safe-keeping of pennies. These 
much-abused coins are as carefully wrapped up as their  

golden and silvery cousins, and there is to-day $30,000 
worth of them in this repository 

"Above the coin department is the coupon department, 
and also a room full of busy clerks, wherein all the accounts 
of the disbursing officers of the Government are written up 
and balanced. Such is the system maintained that it is 
said the official in charge in thirty seconds can lay his hand 
on any draft, check, or memorandum given by any govern-
ment disbursing officer upon the S4b-Treasury within the 
past twenty years. 

" Over $:500,000 worth of dirty and dilapidated bills are 
received here monthly. Holes are bored through them, 
and they are shipped to Washington for destruction. The 
largest bill manufactured by the Government is of the 
denomination of $10,000 dollars, which is no larger nor 
more beautiful in any respect than the dollar bill which 
one may see any day in the week. 

"In the top story of the building is an armory. Repeat-,  
ing rifles, Gatling guns, Colt's revolvers, hand grenades, 
with many rounds of powder and ball, fill a fire proof room, 
presided over by a young man, who pointed out to us 
strange casements with mock shutters which, in case of 
necessity could be pushed from their frames out beyond 
the walls of the building, providing famous perches for 
valiant riflemen. The roof of the treasury. which is com-
posed of solid stone blocks, is provided with Iron turrets 
from which Gatling guns, hand grenades, and repeating 
rifles couldbe used with great efficiency." 

HOW STONEWARE IS MADE. 
IT seems almost marvelous that stoneware can be turned 

out so rapidly with such simple machinery. Verily. 
"man hath sought out many inventions." A writer in 
Treasure-Trove gives the process of manufacturing this 
article, as follows :- 

" Stoneware,-crocks, jars, jugs, etc.,-is made of potten< 
clay, found in many of the United States. It is of a light 
grayish color, very heavy, a bushel weighing about a hun-
dred pounds. It is found in ' veins' or deposits near the sur-
face, and is mined by first removing or ' stripping' the earth 
from the top of the deposit, when the clay can be dug eas-
ily. The peculiarities of the potter's clay are its color, 
weight, and freedom from grit. It is conveyed to the pot-
teries in tram cars or wagons, and ground in a large clay-
mill, sometimes turned by horse-power, but at the larger 
potteries by steam. The mill is simply a large circular 
box, in which large iron knives and heavy metal wheels 
revolve. When the clay has been sufficiently ground, it is 
taken out and made into balls or blocks, sixteen or eight-
een inches square, and placed in a damp cellar, ready for 
use. 

"Each ' turner ' has a wheel or lathe, about sixteen or 
eighteen inches in diameter, and which is made to run hor-
izontally, and is operated by a treadle. A piece of the clay 
which has been well worked or kneaded, and from which 
all hard lumps or pieces of gravel have been carefully re-
moved, is placed on the middle of the wheel, which the 
turner causes to revolve rapidly, while with his hands, a 
sponge, and a small thin piece of cedar wood, called a ' rib,' 
he succeeds, in a minute or two, in developing out of the 
lump of clay a shapely jar or crock. Stopping the wheel, 
he cuts the vessel from it with a fine wire passing under 
the bottom. The jar is now placed on a long board. 
When the board is full it is taken to the dry-room, where 
there are scaffolds for holding them in tiers, one above the 
other. 

"The flowering and lettering on stoneware is usually 
done by hand, with a brush or stencil before the ware is 
fired. The inside glazing is a mixture of water and clay, 
called 'slip,' which is injected into the vessel with a force-
pump. The ware is then put into large circular kilns, built 
of stone and lined with bricks. 

" The ware is placed in circular rows, the entire space 
being filled, and small pieces of sanded clay being put be-
tween the vessels to prevent their sticking together. The 
floor and top are full of holes, so that the fire which is built 
underneath may pass up through. It takes from three to 
five days to burn a kiln thoroughly. Just before the firing 
process is completed. a man with a bucket of salt and a 
long iron spoon, goes to the top of the kiln, and throws the 
salt down among the ware. It is this simple operation 
which gives to the ware its smooth, glassy appearance, or 
glaze. The fire is then allowed to die out, and in a day or 
two the kiln is opened, and the ware taken out, assorted, 
and stored away for sale." 

ANCIENT ROADWAYS. 
WHETHER in ancient times better roads and pavements 

were built than at present, or whether only the best ones 
remain,•is uncertain; but it is certain that some of the re-
mains of such structures, found in Rome, for instance, 
evince engineering skill and perfection of work in a high 
degree. These were laid out carefully, excavated to solid 
ground, or in swampy places made solid by piles. Then 
the lowest course was of small-sized broken stones, none 
less than three or four inches in diameter; over these was 
a course, nine inches thick, of rubble or broken stones 
cemented with lime, well rammed; over this a course, six 
inches thick, of broken bricks and pottery, also cemented 
with lime; upon this was laid the pavtrnentum, or pave-
ment, composed of slabs of the hardest stone, joined and 
fitted together as closely as possible. This was costly-the 
Appian Way, about one hundred and thirty miles in length, 
having almost exhausted the Roman treasury-but it was 
as enduring as Nature's own work. - S. S. Classmate. 

FEATHERED TRAVELERS. 

THERE are rules of the roads which the feathered tribes 
obey. Some travel by night, some by day; and the latter, 
as a rule, are said to seek safety in their number and the 
rapidity of their flight. Preserving strict order during 
their journey, some of the migrants, as geese, ducks, and 
cranes, says a quarterly contemporary, maintain a wedge-
shaped disposition of their masses, with a leader in front. 

Rooks and jackdraws have a curious habit of varying the 
height at which they fly. They generally press forward 
on their journey at a great elevation, till suddenly some 
among their number drop down several hundred feet., with 
closed wings, when others follow suit, till presently the 
whole company has changed its level, and is pressing on 
at only a hundred feet from the ground. 

The flocks of migratory birds are usually irregular in 
shape, with open spaces between several batches. Swal-
lows catch insects as they go, and a pilot bird usually pre-
cedes them. Among all the migrants, the flight of storks 
affords the most beautiful spectacle, owing to their ex-
traordinary powers of wing, and to the g*ambols and aerial 
ballets which they practice while still advancing rapidly 
with each successive sweep of their strong wings. All 
birds of prey in large bands display the same sportive dis- 
position on the wing.-Sel. 	 • 
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MOTHER IS TIRED. 

011' MOTHER, is tired;" said sweet little May, 
As she ran to her sister, one bright, sultry day; 

" Yes! mother is tired, she's so much to do; 
Let's you and I help her, say, can't we, dear Sue? 
There s baby to tend, and dinner to get, 
Little Willie to mind, and the table to set. 
No wonder she's tired, she's worked all the day, 
W hile we have done nothing but just run and play." 

tie these little girls talked it over  awhile, 
And then to theirmother they went, with a smile. 
" We'Ve come in to help you, dear mother," they said, 

• " We'll take care-of baby while you make the bread; 
We'll see to dear Willie, the shy little pet, 
A nd make him so happy, that he will not fret. 
We're not very large, but a lot we can do; 
So please let us help you, your Mamie and Sue." 

The mother looked down on her wee maidens there, 
So eager and sparkling, so winsome and fair. 
" Yesi you shall help mother," she lovingly said, 
As she laid her hand fondly on each little head; 

"It rests her already to see you so 
kind, 

So thoughtful and earnest some duties 
to find. 

Be so always, my dear ones, and many 
a care, 

Shall Maine and Susie help mother to 
bear." 

Written for the INSTRUCTOR. 

A BIG TREE. 

PAPA, is not that a fine, large 
tree ?" 

" It is, indeed. What kind of a 
t tree is that, Freddy? Can you 

tell ? " 
"No, I don't know; but I can tell 

some trees. I know what a maple 
tree is." 

" Well, then, tell me about those you 
know." 

Maple trees are those from which 
they make sugar, for one thing; then 
when they stand out alone for a shade 
tree, they branch out every way like 
an umbrella, with lots of limbs, but not 
very large. They have a good many 
leaves on them, but they do n't grow very high. Thui I 
can tell beech trees; they are about as large as the maple, 
but sugar cannot be made from them. They bear nuts, 
and I like them. Then there is the walnut; it don't have 
as many limbs as the beteh and maple, nor so many leaves; 
it bears nuts too. I know what a hickory is; it grows 
up straight and tall, but don't make much shade. I know 
what an oak tree is, because we have a great big one in 
front of our house; it has lots of limbs, big ones too, 
and they • spread out every way low down toward the 
ground, so we can swing on them. The oak makes a nice 
shade, but it don't leaf out very early in the spring. Then 
I can tell an apple tree, and a cherry tree. Oh, I know lots 
of trees." 

" Well, my boy, that is very good for a little fellow, but 
what shall we call this one? You see that it is larger than 
these other trees. It is called an elm. In South Lancaster, 
Massachusetts, just a few rods from the Academy, is a 
very fine old elm. One day I went over there to examine 
it. A friend brought a tape line, and we measured it. We 
found it to be seventeen feet and four inches around the 
trunk. That would be about six feet right straight through 
it. Then I measured the ground it covered; it was just 
forty. paces, or steps, from the tip of one limb to the tip of 
the opposite one. Just think of that! That would be a 
hundred and twenty feet; space enough to cover a good-
sized garden. It was probably about sixty feet high." 

"How old do you suppose it is, papa ?" 
" Well, the old lady who lives here is ninety-two years 

old, and she says it was quite a tree when she was a child; 
so it is probably a hundred years old or more. Sometimes 
they are known to be several hundred years old. There  

was one very noted elm which stood for a long time on 
Boston Common, but it was blown down in 1876. It is sup-
posed to have stood there long before the first settlement 
of Boston by the British, in 1630. It was seventy-two feet 
high, and measured twenty-two and a half feet around it. 

" There are many of these great elms around South Lan-
caster, which is one of the oldest and pleasantest places in 
New England. Just outside the village, I saw the stump 
of a monstrous great elm. It measured thirty feet around 
it. It was hollow, and there was room enough inside for 
a good-sized bed, on which a man could stretch himself at 
full length. Here the Indians used to hide, and shoot at 
the whites when they passed along the road. 

Elm wood is very hard, and very tough to split. It is 
very watery when green, and does not make very good 
wood to burn. Being tough and strong, it is excellent to 
use in making some kinds of tools." 

" Papa, do you suppose that the Lord had one of these 
trees in Eden where Adam was ? The Bible says that 
there was every tree that was pleasant to the sight. I 
think a big elm is pleasant to the sight." 

" Yes, Freddy, no doubt the Lord had some elms there, 

as well as other trees; and when he makes the earth new, 
we shall see some there too. 

" And one tree we shall be especially glad to see, and that 
is the tree of life. Those who eat of that great tree, will 
never be sick any more, and never die. It will be worth 
our while to try to live so that we can see it" 

D. M. CANRIGRT. 

THE SONG OF THE SUMMER LEAVES. • 

TOMMY had been fishing all the morning. Indeed, it 
seemed almost a whole day since he started out in the 
early dew and twilight; for Aunt Jemima, true to her 
promise, had called him at five o'clock, sharp, to meet the 
other boys. The morning Was fine, the walk through the 
woods was fine, and the lunch was particularly fine, as the 
boys sat on the old stone wall and enjoyed it. After lunch, 
the boys started out for another pool. But the day grew 
warmer, and the miles grew longer; and when Tommy at 
last saw a shady nook by the stream, he declared he was 
going to try his chances there. The voice of his compan-
ions died away in the distance, and Tommy stretched him-
self out on the cool moss, glad of the shade and rest. 
"How lovely it is here! " he said to himself. " And do n't 
I wish vacation wasn't most over! Look at those dancing 
leaves, how they do enjoy themselves,—nothing but dance 
and play all the time!" " Yes; they do something else," 
he continued after a moment. "Listen how they seem to 
whisper to each other; they certainly are talking," he 
laughed. 

"You think e are playing?" sang the leaves. " Why, 
our work ne'er is done; there is no delaying what once is  

begun, no resting nor staying at set of the sun. The sum-
mer is flying on wings that are fleet, while there you are 
lying in quiet retreat; soon, soon you'll be sighing for 
pleasures so sweet. On soft moss reposing, afar you have 
strayed; your eyelids are closing, while under our shade; 
in truth, you are dozing in leafiest glade!" 

"No; I'm not," laughed Tommy. "I'm just listening 
to you with my eyes shut. Go on, please. You really will 
sing me to sleep; but what is the work you say you are 
doing all the time ?" 

"The sunshine we're stealing," sang the leaves, "that 
comes every .day; in dark cells concealing, we store it 
away. The dew we are drinking, teat falls every night, in 
each branch 't is sinking away from the sight. When 
winter comes blowing with icy winds chill, and dark 
clouds are snowing on meadow and hill; when rivers are 
freezing, and grim Winter's hand is everything seizing all 
over the land, ah! then we are laughing at Frost and at 
Cold; the sunshine we're quaffing in snug quarters old. 
Each tree:of our number, protected from harm, can quietly 
slumber in wood circles warm." 

"You are a little mistaken there," said Tommy. " You 
can't be alive in the winter, you 
know. You drop off the trees and 
die, and there's an end, of you." 

" When out of the north," sang 
the leaves, "the wind comes forth, 
and its icy breath has a note of death, 
as it shouts to.all to heed its call, and 
prepare for the sleep of the winter 
so deep. The leaves that you see, 
which fall from the tree, are only the 
shells of the germ that dwells within 
each leaf, in its life so brief. We flut-
ter and dance; but the message we 
bring is as old and true as the songs 
we sing. The world of nature is 
wide and fair, but you never will 
find an idler there." 

" Hulloal hul-loa!" echoed thro' 
the woods. Tommy started up. 
Again the shout arose. "Here!" 
called Tommy, as the boys came up, 
each eager to tell his experiences, 
and to know what Tommy had been 
doing. 

"Nothing at all," answered Tom-
my. " I've been—resting,—and—lis-
tening to the leaves " 

" To the leaves!" shouted the 
boys; "that's funny! Pray, tell us 
what they've been saying." 

"They say," said Tommy, with a 
whimsical look, 

"The world of Nature 
Is wide and fair, 

But you never will find 
An idler there! " 
—.Sunday-School Ttmes. 
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FANNY F. FORGEY writes from 
Fannin Co., Texas. She says: "I 
am thirteen years old. Although we 
live five miles from Sabbath-school, 

• 1 go every Sabbath. I am trying to 
be perfect all this quarter. I like 
the INSTRUCTOR very, very much, 
and I am making a book of all the 
numbers for 1885, and when I read it 
through, I will lend it out. I tried to 
get subscribers for the paper, but did 
not succeed. This is my first letter, 

so I hope it will be printed. I want to be a good girl and 
meet all the readers of our paper in the new earth. I send 
my love to them all." 

ELLA FULTON, of Marion Co., Oregon, writes: "I 
thought I would write a few lines for the INSTRUCTOR. I 
am seven years old. I go to Sabbath-school every Sabbath, 
and receive the paper, which I like to read very much. I 
want to be a good girl, and meet all the INSTRUCTOR fam-
ily in heaven." 

IDA M. EYSTER, of Malioning Co., Ohio, writes: "I am 
a little girl eleven years old. Iteep the Sabbath with my 
parents, three sisters, and one brother. I have two broth-
ers who do not keep it, and I want you to pray that they 
may be brought ihto the truth. We take the INSTRUCTOR, 
and all love to read it. Since Eld. Hoover died, we learn 
our lessons at home, and papa is our teacher. 1 am trying 
to be a Christian, so I can be saved with the litsmarcrou 
family in the kingdom of God." 
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Yes! "mother is tired!" She's often 
tired now ,• 

Do you notice, dear children, the lines 
on her brow ? 

Her eye has grown dimmer, her step 
become slow; 

The years that are passing their traces 
can show— 

' Can show in pale features once bloom-
ing and fair, 

Can show in the silver that gleams in 
her hair. 

Those years that to childhood have 
added new life, 

To the worn, weary mother with care 
have been rife. 

Then help her, dear children; for you 
were her cares, 

For you were her watchings, for you 
were her prayers. 

To make your lives happy, she's ear-
nestly sought; 

For this she has studied, for this she 
has wrought. 

The love of a mother, how constant 
and pure! 

The love of a mother will ever endure. 
Then,-children, remember, like Mamie 

and Sue, 
To try to help mother, who's so Much 

to do. 

111, 
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