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Nor should the debt of thanks we owe 
Our tongues alone express, 

Our deeds as well as words should show 
How truly we profess. 

Let mercy m our hearts have sway, 
And on this glad Thanksgiving Day 

Seek other hearts to bless. 
—R. M. Offord. 

Written for the INSTRUCTOR. 

ELSPIE'S THANKSGIVING. 

NOW, snow, and sleet, with the 
weather growing colder every mo- 
ment. How the wind shrieked and 
moaned in the tall pines on the 

north side of the house! The lone rose-
bush, bereft of every leaf, stretched out 
its long, scraggy briers, and tapped, tap-
ped, disconsolately at the window. El 
spie turned from viewing the storm with-
out, with a face no less gloomy than the 
dark clouds that hid the short afternoon 
sun, and drawing the little shoulder shawl 
closer around her, sat down in the shad-
ows at the corner of the fire-place. All 
the afternoon Elspie had been watching 
the storm, hoping it would clear away; 
but as evening closed in, it only increased 
in fury. 

"I declare!" thought Elspie, " it's too 
bad that just as I get something nice plan-
ned out, something always turns up to 
spoil it all. I wanted so much to go over to Jennie 
Brown's, and now mother won't let me go out in this 
storm for fear I'll have a sore throat again. I never can 
have .a good time anyway; " and tears of vexation and dis-
appointment chased down her cheeks. 

Just then the door blew open, and in came Ben, shaking 
the snow from cap and overcoat, and bringing with him a 
great gust of cold air. Elspie shivered. "Dear me!" she 
exclaimed petulantly, "why can't you make a little more 
noise I You've let in all the cold outdoors. Boys are a reg-
ular nuisance!" 

Ben paused in his operations. The merry look died out 
of his face, and resentment flashed from his brown eyes. 
"They're no more of a nuisance than girls," he returned 
hotly. "Here, take your book," he added, as he tossed 

her the library book he had just brought home for her; 
"when you want any more favors from nuisances, you 
can do them yourself." And with that he stalked out of 
the room. 

" Pshaw " he said to himself, as he banged the 
door behind him. "I do n't see as Christians are any 
better than other folks. Elspie gets as cross as ever, and 
I don't believe there is anything to it." 

Elspie picked up the book that had fallen to the floor, 
and as she did so, an illuminated card slipped out from be-
tween the leaves. Some one had used it for  a  book-mark, 

and had forgotten to take it out on returning the book to 
the library. Elspie glanced at it, and put it back again. 
Then-she took it out, and read the texts slowly. On one 
side it said, " Above all things put on love, which is the 
bond of perfectness;" and on the other, "Let your speech 
be always with grace, seasoned with salt, that ye may 
know how ye ought to answer each one." 

"That's a queer motto for a card," thought Elspie. 
"`Seasoned with salt;' I wonder what that can mean." 
And then she fell into a brown study. 

"Yes," said she at length, " it must mean that. It must 
mean that we are to have Christ shining in us, so that 
when we say or do anything, folks will know by our man-
ner and looks that we are trying to be Christians. Every-
thing we do will savor of Christ" And then she thought, 

bright, and the ground lay covered deep 
with a soft m an t 1 e of snow. It was 
Thanksgiving Day. Elspie was quite 
surprised when Ben put on his cap and 
overcoat, and offered to go with her to 
church. He was very sober all through 
the service, and very busily thinking, 
but not of the sermon. Elspie wondered 
what she had to be specially thankful for. 

In the afternoon, Ben came in with 
his skates over his shoulder. "Come, 
Elspie," he said; "let's go down and 
have a slide on the pond. The ice is 
plenty thick enough, and the wind has 
blown the snow all off." 

Elspie was deep in a story book, and 
(lid not want to be disturbed. She was 
about to give Ben another hasty answer. 
But something in his looks made her 
think of the strange text; and at the 
same time there flashed through her 
mind, a verse that she had read only 
that morning, " Even Christ pleased not 
himself." 

"All right," she said cheerfully, as 
she rose to put up her book and get 
ready to go out. 

Ben had fastened an old chair on his 
coaster, and in this Elspie took her seat. 
What a delightful slide that was! By 
and by Ben skated away from the rest, 
down to the other end of the pond; and 
wheeling up in front of Elspie, he said 
abruptly, boy-fashion, "I've been think-
ing about what you said last night, El-
spie; and 1 thought you'd like to know 
I mean to try, too." And then he was 
off again. 

The tears sprang to Elspie's eyes; and 
she thought it the happiest Thanksgiv-
ing Day of her life. When she num-
bered her blessings that night, she re-
membered to count the card with its 

strange text, that in such an unexpected way had been in-
strumental in leading Ben to the Saviour. 

W. E. L. 

LYING AND ITS RESULTS. 

Two lads were seated at one desk in a certain academy, 
when, during recess, their teacher said to one of them : 
" Oswald, did you leave the boat unfastened on the beach 
last evening ?" 

"No, sir!" the boy replied, with emphasis. 
His seat-mate, to whom he had that morning confessed 

that he had forgotten to fasten the academy boat to the 
little wharf on the bank of the river, and that, being left 
unfastened, the boat had floated off, on hearing this bare- 

with a sudden smiting of conscience, of the cross words 
she had just said to Ben. She had been hoping and pray-
ing that he might give his heart to the Saviour. What if 
her cross words had forever turned him away ! The 
thought seemed terrible to her ; and falling on her knees 
in the gathering darkness, she prayed earnestly that God 
would forgive her for her hasty words, and turn Ben's 
heart to him. 

She did not see Ben again until bedtime; for he had not 
come around where she was, all the evening. She met 
him in the hall, just as he was going into his chamber. 

"O Ben," she cried, "won't you for-
give me for being so cross to you this aft-
ernoon? It wasn't as He would have 
done; and I'm so sorry." 

Ben gave a low whistle of surprise. 
He had hard& looked for his proud-spir-
ited sister to do this. "Yes, there must 
be something to it," he thought. "That's 
all right, Elspie," he said ; and turning on 
his heel, he shut the door. He did not 
go to sleep very early that night. 

The next morning dawned clear and 

THANKSGIVING DAY. 

"Every day will I bless thee."—Psalms 148:2. 

SINCE daily the great God above 
Doth make his mercy known, 

And all the blessings of his love 
Are on our pathway strown, 

Let thanks each day to him beaid 
And mention of his mercy made, 

While songs attend his throne. 

His creatures for a single day 
He never did forget; 

Ah_, who might ever hope to pay 
The overwhelming debt ? 

His mercy doth all thought exceed: 
How readily our every need 

Hath that rich mercy met. 

Yet it is good to set apart 
One day of all the rest, 

On which, with universal heart, 
Our thanks may be confessed; 

To turn aside from daily care, 
To throng each holy place of prayer 

While there God's name is blessed. 

Yea, let the nation bend the knee, 
Let all the people praise; 

High let his name exalted be, 
Make this the day of days; 

For at this season of the year 
Which he hath crowned with all good 

cheer 
'T is meet our songs to raise. 

And it is meet around the board 
That we should merry make; 

His are the gifts by which 't is stored, 
His bounty we partake; 

These fruits that industry doth bear 
Are proofs of his unceasing care 

Bestowed for his name's sake. 
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faced lie, looked at him with a glance of intense contempt; 
and when the teacher had ceased to observe his guilty com-
panion, he said, in a hoarse whisper:— 

"Oswald, how could you tell such a contemptible lie ?" 
The lad spoke truly in calling Oswald's denial a con- 

temptible lie. It was clearly spoken, not with thoughtless 
haste, but with a deliberate intention to deceive his teacher. 
His companion abhorred it, as every uncorrupted mind al-
ways abhors a lie. Just so Oswald would have done, per-
haps, if his cowardly soul had not been more afraid of be-
ing held accountable for the loss of the boat than of telling 
that detestable lie. His fear had made him a liar. -Had 
he been morally brave and manly, he would have owned 
his neglect to fasten the boat, and declared his readiness 
to do what he could to recover it. 

Lying is a vice which does not naturally spring up in the 
mind like a plant from its proper seed. A child naturally 
tells what he sees and knows, exactly as it appears to him; 
that is, he tells the truth so far as he understands it. Why, 
then, do so many children and youth tell lies ? Usually 
they begin to lie through fear of punishment. They com-
mit a fault, and try to hide it because they shrink from re-
proof, or from the rod. Nor is fear its only parent, since, 
as the child grows into the youth, pride, vanity, envy, cov-
etousness, hatred, and other bad passions produce it. 
Oliver Wendell Holmes says that "Sin has many tools, 
but a lie is a handle which fits them all." 

A first lie generally makes the second one necessary to 
hide it. Hence, one who begins to speak falsely is apt to 
continue lying until it becomes a habit. A very shrewd 
observer of youth once said, "that after a tongue has once 
got the knack of lying, it is not to be imagined how impos-
sible, almost, it is to reform. I once had a tailor whom I 
never knew to be guilty of but one truth. No, not even 
when it has been to his advantage to speak it." Merely to 
think of being such a slave as this tailor was to this vile 
habit is shocking. Yet there are many lads and even las-
sies, who wear this degrading chain. 

The way in which the first lie becomes the parent of 
more appears in the case of a youth named Reginald, of 
whom an English writer tells that when he was finishing 
a pencil-drawing to take home from school at the Christ-
mas holidays, he took it to his cousin, who was more ad-
vanced than himself, and asked him to "touch up" his 
work a little. 

His good-natured cousin gladly consented; and finding 
two windows in a Gothic castle very poorly done, he rub-
bed them out and drew in others. When the drawing was 
shown at the close of the term, it was much praised. 
When taken home, the lad's father was delighted, and 
said : "Well done, my son I I will buy you a new drawing-
book." 

Reginald was so unwilling to lose this praise that he said 
nothing about what his cousin had done to the drawing. 
His silence made his friends think that it was all his own 
work, and, by being silent, he knowingly deceived them; 
that is, he had become a silent liar. 

His reputation, thus falsely won, led a young lady in the 
neighborhood to bring him her album, and request him to 
draw a little castle in it, with windows exactly like the one 
in his large picture. Ashamed to confess that he could not 
do it, he carried the album to his cousin, and begged him 
to draw the castle for him, yet without telling him who 
owned the album. His cousin consented, and drew the 
castle, but finding the lady's name on the fly-leaf of the 
album, rightly guessed that Reginald meant to palm off 
the castle as his own work. This he actually did, thereby 
acting a second lie, which was blacker than the first. 

Not long after, his aunt, after seeing his picture, for 
which his pleased father had procured a frame and had 
hung it on the parlor wall, asked him to copy its castle on 
six little cards. Ashamed to betray himself, Reginald took 
the cards to his cousin, begging him to draw the castles 
for him, intending again to pass off his cousin's work as his 
Own. 

But his lies were stinging his conscience like a brood of 
scorpions. Shame and remorse made him so miserable 
that he finally ran to his cousin's house, took back the 
cards, took his false picture out of its frame and put it into 
the fire, confessed his lie to the young lady who owned 
the album, told the whole truth of his case to his friends,,  
and biavely said:— 

"I will never let anybody praise me again for anything 
that is not my own. I will not be a liar, but a truthful and 
true boy." 

This was true repentance both for the first silent lie, and 
for all the blacker ones which had grown out of it. Hav-
ing been guilty of those base and foolish lies, the best thing 
he could do was to repent as he did, and to seek forgive-
ness both of God and his friends. Had he not done so, his 
tongue would probably have acquired that "knack of ly-
ing" which is not only hard to conquer, but which, by 
making a youth a habitual liar, places him in the deep 
shadows of general scorn and contempt. It would have 
been better, however, for him had he never lied; better 
had he been so ignorant of that vice as to have been able 
to say, 

" My unpractical heart, 
Is so unknowing of dissimulation,. 
So little skilledjo seem the thing it is not, 
That if my lips are mute, my looks betray me." 

"The lip of truth shall be established forever; but a 
lying tongue is but for a moment." Proverbs 12: 19.—S. S. 
Classmate. 

WITHOUT a rich heart, wealth is an ugly beggar. 

"THE BEST SOCIETY." 

SITE was only a mill-hand, compelled to "earn her own 
living," yet desiring to mingle with the best society. 
There's an old saying that " where there's a will, there's a 
way." This may be true if the will is so intense that it re-
solves not to be baffled. This girl had the will; she found 
the way. How ?—By fitting herself for such society. 

Perhaps I have not made you clearly understand the 
society she sought. It is very exclusive, for it cannot ad-
mit the sinful, even if it desires to do so. It is among the 
wise of all ages, the kings and queens of thought. Let 
me give you an illustration of the method by which she 
fitted herself for their companionship. I copy it from a 
recent number of the Atlantic Monthly. "A near rela-
tive of mine, who had a taste for rather abstruse studies, 
used to keep pinned up on the post of her frame, a mathe-
matical problem or two, which she solved as she paced up 
and down, mending the broken threads of the warp. Books 
were prohibited in the mills, but no objection was made to 
bits of printed paper; and not wishing to break a rule, she 
took to pieces her half-worn copy of Locke on the Under-
standing,' and carried the leaves about with her at her 
work, until she had fixed the contents of the whole con-
nectedly in her mind. She also, in the same way, made 
herself mistress of the argument of one of Saint Paul's 
difficult epistles." 

We are told by the same writer that it was a common 
thing for the mill-girls, at that date, to have a page or two 
of the Bible beside them, committing its verses to memory 
while their hands went on with their work. 

If ever you feel that circumstances have shut you out 
from the acquaintance of good books, ask yourselves if a 
strong will might not find a successful way, just as it did 
for these Lowell girls. But remember that the will must 
be strong and resolute, resolved, where one plan fails, to 
try another. You will be likely to mingle with "good so-
ciety," if you decide to "know no such word as fail."—
S. S. Classmate. 

THANKSGIVING. 

LORD, for the erring thought 
-1-I Not into evil wrought; 

Lord, for the wicked will 
Betrayed and baffled still; 
For the heart from itself kept, 
Our thanksgiving accept. 

For ignorant hopes that were 
Broken to our blind prayer; 
For pain, death, sorrow, sent 
Unto our chastisement; 
For all loss of seeming good 
Quicken our gratitude. 

—W. D. Howells. 
—4. 

SHOULD HE TELLI 
" HULLO, Tom!" 
"Hullo, Rob!" 
" Come on up!" 
" Wait a minute, then I" And Tom' bounded into the 

house to ask his Aunt Kate if he might go to the post-office 
with Rob. 

"Yes; Tom," said she, "you may go; but be sure to 
come right back as soon as the mail is distributed, and 
don't lose any of the letters." 

"All right !" called Tom, as he ran to overtake Rob. 
Tom was a city boy, who was spending the summer with 

his aunt in a little country village. 
Rob was employed to carry the mail bag back and forth 

from the post-office to the railway station; and as his path 
lay past Tom's house, the two boys had formed quite a 
friendship. 

As they went up the pleasant village street, Tom talked 
fast, telling of the two new bird's nests he had found, and 
promising to show them to Rob if he would come down. 

"One is a robin's nest," said Tom. "It's made of mud, 
you know, and coarse roots ; but, oh, my ! the other's just 
too pretty Aunt Kate says it must be a Phcebe's, for they 
always build such nests. It's made of the softest moss 
and fine hair, and the eggs are white—not speckled a bit." 

But now they had reached the office, where several other 
boys were already waiting for the mail. 

When it was distributed, there was a rush among the 
boys to see which would get his mail first; then they all 
started off together, full of talk and fun. 

Pretty soon one of the larger boys called Tom a "city 
chap," and tossed his hat over the fence into an old grave-
yard. It stuck on one of the stones, at which there was a 
great laugh. 

Tom's blood was up, and in an instant he had sent two 
or three other hats over the fence after his own. 

Soon all the boys had leaped over, and then followed a 
chase after a turkey which had strayed into the yard. 

All this time, Tom didn't once think of what his aunt 
had said about coming right home, nor of the letters which 
he had thrust into his pocket when he took them from the 
office. 

When he did start for home, he could find only two let-
ters, though he knew he had had three. What should he 
do ? 

Now came his temptation. 
" Perhaps there weren't but two letters, anyhow," began 

a naughty voice within. 
" Yes, there were," said Tom's better self ; "I remember 

counting them." 
"What a memory you have!" said this same voice. 

" What's the use of remembering so much ? Anyway, you 
need n't say anything to your aunt about it !" 

At this Tom stopped. He had gone back and looked all 
along the path, without finding anything; and not seeming 
to think of the graveyard, he turned toward home. 

" She'll never know anything about it," went on the 
voice. 

"That's so," admitted Tom; "there's no one to tell her 
how many letters there were in the box. But then," after 
a minute, " perhaps there was something important in it,—
money, or somebody dead, or something. Oh, dear what 
shall I do ?" 

" Do n't do anything," said the voice. "Just run in with 
the letters, and then come out to play again." 

"But I can't tell a lie," said Tom; "and Aunt Kate'll be 
sure to say: `Is this all ?"Cause she always does." - 

"Well, it is all, isn't it ?" persisted this disagreeable 
voice; "you haven't got anything else, have you?" with 
what Tom fancied an unpleasant chuckle. 

Just then these words came into Tom's mind: "Cease 
to do evil. Learn to do well." 

"Cease to do evil!" Tom knew it would be evil to de-
ceive his aunt, and without giving that disagreeable voice 
inside him a chance to say another word, he ran home as 
fast as he could go. 

" Why, Tom, what made you so long ?" asked his aunt. 
"I lost a letter, and l've been trying to find it," said 

Tom, bravely. 
"Are you sure you lost it? How did it happen?" 
" Yes; I know I put three in my pocket. Then Jack 

Graves threw my hat into the graveyard, and 1 had to get 
it again, and then I stopped to play a minute." 

"A long minute!" said his aunt. "But come, we must 
find the letter." 

They started out together, and soon discovered the let-
ter, lying on one of the old graves. How relieved Tom 
felt! especially when his aunt said: "I am glad the letter 
is found, but still more glad, Tom, that you told me the 
truth about it. Now I can always trust you." 

But Tom thought: "It was the verse that made me tell." 
—The Well-Spring. 

Written for the INSTRUCTOR. 

HOW THE BOY WAS MESMERIZED. 
HAVING an opportunity, a few evenings since, I went 

to see an exhibition of mesmerism. I will tell you just 
what I saw. Ten or twelve young men and boys volun-
teered to go forward for the experiment. The operator 
then requested all in the house to keep quiet. He asked 
these boys to close their eyes, keep perfectly still, and 
submit their minds to his control as far as they could. 
Theil he passed his hands over their heads and faces sev-
eral times. He did this three times to each boy. The 
third time he found some who began to fall under his in-
fluence. These he selected out, and repeated the opera-
tion upon them. 

Finally he selected one, and had him stand up and clasp 
his hands over his head. He looked the boy right in 
the eye, and told him he could not get his hands down. 
After a hard effort, he succeeded; then the operator had 
him try it again, until finally he could not get them down 
at all. Now he had him fully under his control, and could 
make him do anything he chose. He could make him for-
get his own name, so that he could not possibly tell it, and 
would think his name was something else. He thought 
his coat was all muddy, when there was no mud on it. 
Then he imagined it was on wrong side out, and took it 
off and turned it. He thought his nose was bleeding, and 
that the chair was the wash-dish; and he washed his face 
over it vigorously, wiping it on a broomstick which he 
supposed was a towel. Then he thought the broomstick 
was a red-hot poker, and ran away from it, or rubbed his 
limbs where it touched him, as though he were burned. 
He thought he was playing marbles, when there were no 
mirbles there. He imagined he was driving a team, and 
that the chair was his dog, and he whistled to it, and tried 
to play with it. 

Several others were mesmerized, and went through sim-
ilar performances. The operator was able to control them 
way across the room. When they came out of the spell, 
they knew nothing of what they had been doing. 

How is this done? That is indeed a mystery; yet it is a 
fact which none can deny. In some way the operator gets 
control of the mind of the other person,—the medium. 
Then, whatever the operator chooses, he can make the 
medium think and see. 

Now it is in just this way that Spiritualist mediums are 
controlled. Several persons go into a room, sit down qui-
etly, and let the spirits control them. Then Satan mes-
merizes them, and has full control of them, just as the 
operator had of this boy. Satan can make these mediums 
see, think, talk, and act anything he chooses. They think 
they see their dead friends, when really there is nothing 
there at all, any more than there was anything real in 
what the boy thought he saw. Always remember this 
when they tell you what they have seen and heard from 
the spirits. 

This also shows what an influence one person may 
have over' another. We may not be mesmerized by an-
other person so that he can wholly control us, and yet he 
may influence us greatly. If we closely associate with 
any person, we unconsciously come to think more or less 
as he does. So we should be very careful as to whom we 
associate with. Choose those who fear God and do right, 
and then you will be out of danger. 

D. M. CANRIGHT. 
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LESSON 14.-PAGAN AND PAPAL DOMINION. 

[Nora TO TER BTEMENT.-Do not consider the lesson learned until 
you can give at least the substance of every text, with the correct 
reference for each. The references in black letters indicate those 
texts that should be committed to memory. A little diligent applica-
tion each day will enable you to learn them, although this need not 
be considered a test of scholarship.] 

.1. WHAT period of the world's history is covered by 
the vision of the eighth chapter of Daniel? 

2. For what part of this time was paganism the pre-
vailing religion ? 

3. At what time did the papal religion gain the ascend-
ency, and suppress the pagan forms of worship? 

4. When was the Papacy fully established? 
5. How long did it exercise both temporal and spiritual 

power ? 
6. What took place at the end of this time? 
7. In what year was this ? 
8. When was another pope placed in power? 
9. What may be said of the temporal power of the 

popes since that time ? 
10. What scripture has thus been fulfilled ? 
11. How long will the Papacy continue? 
12. How will it be destroyed ? 2 Thess. 2: 8. 
13. What do we mean by pagan Rome? 
14. What do we understand by the term Papal Rome? 

-15. In the vision of the second chapter of Daniel, is 
there any distinction made between pagan and Papal 
Rome? 

16. What distinction is made in the seventh chapter ? 
'17. What does the little horn itself denote? 
18. How is pagan Rome represented in the twelfth 

chapter of the book of Revelation? 
19. How is Papal Rome represented in the thirteenth 

chapter of the same book? 
20. How are the pagan religion and forms of worship 

represented in Dan. 8 :11-13 ? 
21. What may be said of the word "sacrifice," as found 

in this passage ? 
22. In the same passage, what term is applied to the 

Papacy ? 
23. How is the suppression of the pagan forms of wor-

ship represented ? 
24. What important question is asked in verse 13? 
25. In what other words might the same meaning be 

expressed ? 
26. What answer was given to this question? Verse 14. 

NOTES. 
Pagan Supremacy.-The vision of the eighth chapter 

covers that period of the world's history embraced by the 
kingdoms of 3fedo-Persia, Grecia, and Rome. Paganism 
was the prevailing religion during the reign of Medo-
Persia, of Grecia, and of Rome until A. D. 508. At this 
tinie the Papal party gained the ascendency, and pagan 
forms of worship were suppressed. 

Papal Snpremaoy.-In the year of our Lord 538, the 
Papacy was fully established, and continued to exercise 
not only temporal but spiritual power for 1260 years. At 
the end of this time the pope was taken prisoner, and soon 
died in captivity. This was in A. D. 1798. Two years later, 
another pope was instated; but from that time, the tem-
poral power of the popes has been gradually taken away, 
as predicted in Dan. 7:26. The Papal power is to continue 
in some form until the coming of our Lord, when those 
who adhere to it will be destroyed by the brightness of his 
coming. 2 Thess. 2: 8. 

Pagan and Papal Rome.-By pagan Rome, we mean the 
Roman kingdom during the earlier part of its history, 
when the pagan religion prevailed, and was sustained by 
the government. By Papal Rome, we mean the Roman 
kingdom under Papal rule, when the Papacy was upheld 
by the civil power. 

Symbols of Paganism and the Papaoy.-In the second 
chapter of Daniel no distinction is made between pagan 
and Papal Rome; but in the seventh chapter, pagan Rome 
is represented by the fourth beast in its first form, before 
the little horn came up; while Papal Rome is represented 
by the same beast in its second form, after the little horn 
came up. The little horn itself denotes the Romish Church, 
the Papacy. In Rev. 12: 3-6, pagan Rome is represented 
by the great red dragon; and in Rev. 13, Papal Rome is 
represented by the leopard beast. 

The Daily, and the Transgression of Desolation.-In 
Dan. 8 : 11-13, pagan Rome, or rather the pagan form of 
worship, is represented by the term " daily sacrifice," or 
more properly, the " daily; " for the word "sacrifice," like 
all other italicized words in the Bible, is not found in the 
original, but was supplied by the translators. In the same 
verses, the Papacy is called the "transgression of desola-
tion." The suppression of pagan worship is represented 
as " taking away the daily." Verse 11. 

How Long.-Verse 13 contains an important question: 
" How long shall be the vision concerning the daily sacri-
fice, and the transgression of desolation, to give both the  

sanctuary and the host, to be trodden under foot ?" This 
is the same as to say: "How long shall these false relig-
ions be exalted above the true religion of the Bible, and 
how long shall pagans and Papists be allowed to persecute 
the people of God ?" 

0,14z 8c/cap - nook 

THANKSGIVING. 

THANK God for pleasant home, 
Thank him for many a friend, 

For mercies which we cannot count, 
For mercies without end. 

SOME THINGS ABOUT QUICKSILVER. 

Tins interesting substance was discovered a long, long 
time ago, a few hundred years before the birth of Christ. 
Because it was a fluid, and of a silvery color, it was called 
quicksilver; and because it passed through so many 
changes when experimented with, it seemed to some like 
a thing of life, and so one name given it was "living sil-
ver." For instance, if one tried to pick it up, it would 
slip through his fingers; if he shook it thoroughly, it 
would separate into thousands of little globules; if 
placed in contact with certain metals, it swallowed them 
up; or if subjected to very powerful heat, it soon disap- 
peared entirely. 
*It has a place now among the metals, and is known as 
mercury. It is the only natural liquid metal discovered. 
But it is not always found in a pure state. With sulphur, 
it sometimes forms a soft, red rock called cinnibar. This 
rock is crushed, and exposed to great heat (662 Fahrenheit 
is'its boiling point), when the metal passes off in the form 
of vapor, into vessels suitable for receiving it, where it is 
cooled. It is thus reduced to a liquid, and is pure, and fit 
for use. 

It is said that when men, working_ quicksilver mines, 
heat the rocks, the metal will sometimes roll out in drops 
as large as pigeon's eggs, and fall to the ground in millions 
of sparkling globules. The scene is represented as very 
beautiful in contrast with the dark, red rocks, which are 
glittering in every crevice with this "living silver." 

One of the most curious properties of mercury is its 
power to dissolve other metals, and form amalgams, or 
mixtures, with them. Metals which the most powerful 
acids will not act upon, are readily dissolved by mercury. 
Scientists say that a sheet of gold foil dropped into quick- 
silver disappears almost as quickly as "snow flakes on a 
summer sea." A writer in Fireside Science relates an in-
teresting incident illustrative of its capability of forming 
amalgams with other metals. He says:- 

" While lecturing before a class of ladies upon chemis-
try, we had occasion to purify some quicksilver, by forc-
ing it through some chamois leather. The scrap remained 
upon the table after the lecture • and an old lady, thinking 
it would be very nice to wrap her gold spectacles in, ac-
cordingly appropriated it to this purpose. The next morn-
ing she came to us in great alarm, stating that the gold 
had mysteriously disappeared, and nothing was left in the 
parcel but the glasses. Sure enough, the metal remaining 
in the pores of the leather had amalgamated with the 
gold, and entirely destroyed the spectacle frame. It was 
a mystery which we could never explain to her satisfac-
tion." 

Of the uses to which this metal is put, we can only tell 
you in this article how miners use it in separating gold 
and silver from their native quartz. Their method, as 
given by a writer in Golden Days, is as follows:- 

"The quartz containing the native gold is placedlin a 
stamping-mill and crushed to a powder, which is then put 
into a barrel or revolving drum containing mercury, and 
agitated for some time. The mercury attaches all the 
gold particles to itself, and in the apparatus when fully 
agitated, a semi-fluid mass is found, which is the mercury 
half congealed, and containing all the gold. All thattis 
now necessary is to place the mass into a vessel, or retort, 
and apply great heat, when the mercury passes off, leav-
ing the gold in the body of the retort. This is the only 
perfect way of separating the precious metal from the 
quartz, as in the old-fashioned method of washing through 
sieves, a great deal is lost, and more labor is required." 

A PECULIAR TALENT. 

PROBABLY there are but few natural whittlers; but if a 
person has a special talent for some particular business 
which is honorable, no doubt he succeeds best to give his 
attention to it. But he has often to yield to circumstances 
which prevent his following his calling. He must not then 
become discouraged, Ibut give his best efforts to the next 
best opportunity, determined that his life shall not be a 
failure although he cannot have his choice in trades or pro-
fessions. If we can credit the story of "Bill the Whittler," 
as given in Treasure-Trove, we must believe that he pos-
sesses unusual talent in the line of whittling; for no or-
dinary whittler meets with like success. The story reads :- 

" William Yohe, of Kirkwood, Mo., known as `Bill the 
Whittler,' claims to be the champion whittler of the world. 
With an ordinary pen-knife he can make almost anything 
a carpenter, a cabinet-maker, or a wood-carver can make 
with a full set of edged tools. He occupies an old church 
in Kirkwood, which he has filled almost completely with 
curiosities of a novel and useful character, with the aid of 
his trusty bone-handled knife. This museum is as inter-
esting as a famous art-gallery. He has no false modesty 
concerning his ability, and said to a reporter that called on 
him, `I am willing to whittle anything against any man 
living. There is only one other whittler on the face of the 
earth who can even approach my.  work; and that person 
would not whittle against me, for he and I have whittled  

together, and he knows what I can do. I was born at St. 
Louis. When in my teens I became the apprentice of a 
millwright; but before my time was out, at the beginning of 
the war, I ran away and joined the Union army. I never 
knew I had any extraordinary gift for whittling until I 
had reached my twenty-third year. Then I made a toy house 
for my sister, which was so universally admired that I 
determined to manufacture other curiosities. The first 
piece of importance I whittled was a complete model of 
the Castle Bingen on the Rhine. This piece was finished 
in 1873, and contained 560 windows. It is now owned by  a 
gentleman residing in Clay County, Texas. The next 
piece was the model of the steamship Bristol, copied from 
an engraving on a hand-bill. 

"`An artist may draw a picture as perfectly as he possi-
bly can, and hand it to me to reproduce in wood, and I will 
improve on the picture. There is no trick in making a 
simple chain, as the man who makes one link can make 
forty. Scrolling is by far the most difficult work a man 
can do with a knife. I can carve perfectly a leaf or an 
animal. With a simple pocket-knife I have made over 
300 models, which occupy places in the Patent Office. 
About a year ago I made the model of a steamship for 
parties in kurope. They were so well pleased with it that 
they paid me $850 for my work. This model was run by 
steam, and could travel through the water at the rate of 16 
miles an hour. My aptitude for whittling Is a gift as natu-
ral to me as an ear for music is to some other men. I cannot 
draw, and know next to nothing about mathematics, yet 
my proportions in every piece of work I make are always 
correct. When I look at a picture which I intend to rep-
resent in wood. I unconsciously measure its proportions 
with the eye. Until this year I was not aware that any-
thing more than a living could be made by a whittler, but 
now I entertain a different opinion. In two weeks I can 
complete in every detail the model of any ship ever built; 
and I will construct any kind of a machine ever invented, 
and make it run in an eight-ounce bottle." 

A NOVEL HORSE. 

You have heard of the iron horse, and of different novel 
ways for carrying people from one place to another; but 
perhaps the motive power used by Dr. Kane in propelling 
his ship is as novel as any. The narrator says :- 

" One time when Dr. Kane was traveling in the Arctic 
regions in search of Sir John Franklin, he found that the 
current of water was carrying his ship toward the south, 
while he wanted to sail north. He needed a stronger 
force than any he then had to draw his ship safely against 
the tide and among the great blocks of ice that hindered 
him; and so what did he do, but harness an iceberg. He 
knew that deep down below the current that was carrying 
his ship south was another current moving in an opposite 
direction, and that the iceberg reached so far down into 
the water that it was moved by that lower current instead 
of the upper one; so he threw out his anchor, and made 
his ship fast to the berg. A grand ride, to be carried 
safely along in those terrible seas and among those great 
floating ice-fields by such a horse as that 

" But such horses are not always manageable. Once 
when Dr. Kane, after much hard work, had fastened his 
ship to one of these icebergs, he heard a strange crackling; 
and in a few minutes the ship seemed to be surrounded by  a 
hailstorm. Pieces of ice the size of a walnut were falling 
thickly all around it. Dr. Kane, knowing what this 
meant, got his ship away as soon as he could, and very 
soon the iceberg was broken in pieces and floated on the 
water, a splendid ruin. Had they remained a little longer, 
they would all have perished. They soon attached to 
another and larger iceberg, and were sailing on faster than 
ever." 

FOR AMBITIOUS BOYS. 

A BOY is something like a piece of iron, which in its 
rough state isn't worth much, nor is it of very much use; 
but the more processes it is put through, the more valuable It 
becomes. A bar of iron that is only worth $5 in its natural 
state is worth $12 when it is made into horseshoes; and 
after it goes through the different processes by which it is 
made into needles, its value is increased to $350. Made 
into penknife blades, it would be worth $3,000; and into 
balance springs for watches, $250,000. Just think of that, 
boys, a piece of iron that is comparatively worthless can 
be developed into such valuable material! But the Iron 
has to go through a great deal of hammering and beating 
and rolling and pounding and polishing; and so if you are 
to become useful and educated men, you must go through 
a long course of study and training. The more time you 
spend in hard study, the better material you will make. 
The iron does n't have to go through half as much to be 
made into horseshoes as it does to be converted into deli-
cate watch-springs, but think how much less valuable it is. 

This is your time of preparation for manhood. Don't 
think that I would have you settle down to hard study 
all the time, without any intervals for fun. Not a bit 
of it. I like to see boys have a good time; and I would 
be sorry to have you grow old before your time, but you 
have ample opportunity for study and play, too, and I 
don't want you to neglect the former for the sake of 
the latter.-Chrtatian at Work. 

INSECTS IN THE TROPICS. 

"IT will hardly be credited by those who have never 
visited a hill country in the tropics," writes a recent trav-
eler, "that soon after sunrise the noise of awakening bee-
tles and tree-loving insects is so great as to drown the bel-
lowing of a bull, or the roar of a tiger a few paces off. The 
sound resembles most nearly the metallic whirr of a hun-
dred Lowell looms. One beetle in particular known to the 
natives (of Penang) as the ' trumpeter,' busies himself all 
day long in producing a booming noise with his wings. I 
have cautiously approached a tree on which I knew a 
number of these trumpeter-beetles to have settled, when 
suddenly the sound stopped, the alarm was spread from 
tree to tree, and there was a lull in the forest music, which 
only recommenced when I returned to the beaten track." 

THE smallest boat that ever crossed the Atlantic was the 
dory Nautilus. She was built at Gloucester, Mass., by 
Higgins and Gifford. Her exact dimensions were fifteen 
feet on the bottom, nineteen feet over all, six feet and 
seven inches wide, and two feet, three inches deep. She 
had only one short mast near the bow, thus making her 
somewhat of the cat-rig. 
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CHICK-A-DEE-DEE. 

CHICK-A-DEE-DEE, way up in the tree, 
Tell in a song what your secret may be. 

Dull is the sky ; the snow's falling fast •, 
Rattle the boughs in the withering blast; 
Yet with your chirp you enliven the gloom, 
Till I can fancy the flowers are in bloom! 
"Life may be sadness, or life may be glee; 
It's just how we take it!" sang chick-a-dee-dee. 

Chick-a-dee-dee, way up in the tree, 
Say, do you miss your mates over the sea ? 
When the leaves fall—red, russet, and gold— 
Why did you stay here to brave out the cold ? 
"Ah ! had I stayed not, you would not hear 
One little song that may comfort and cheer! 
Winter or summer, it's all one to me, 
And life's what we make it!" sang chick-a-dee-dee. 

Chick-a-dee-dee, way up in the tree, 
Oh, may my heart like your own ever be! 
Patient and true, and trustful and glad, 
Singing its song to the lonely and sad! 
There you go, chirping so cheery and gay, 
Thinking of never a word that I say; 
Thanks for the lesson your song teaches me! 
" Take it and welcome!" sang chick-a-dee-dee. 

—George Cooper, in Golden Days. 

"ONE AFTER ANOTHER." 

OH, dear! I do wish the commandments wouldn't 
break so easy! Sometimes when you begin with breaking 
just one, and you know it, and yet you don't stop in a 
minute and be sorry, more of them seem to get broken 
right away. That's what mamma means when she says 
one sin leads to another. Down the commandments go 
one after the other, just exactly like little Robin's blocks 
when he sets them up in a long row and knocks down the 
first one. Let me tell you how I know all about it. 

This is the way it began: I was reading my Sabbath-
school book on Sabbath afternoon, and I happened to see 
the book up on the shelf, that Aunt Ada gave me on my 
birthday. I knew all the time that mamma did n't want 
me to read it on the Sabbath, and that it would be disobey-
ing just as much as if she had said, "Don't do it, Bessie." 
But I began to look at the pictures; and the first thing I 
knew, I was reading one of the stories. 

Two commandments to start with, you see, the fifth 
one and the fourth. 

The story I was reading was about some little children 
who had a party and a great many nice things to eat. It 
set me to thinking about some cake I had seen mamma 
baking the day before, and I began to feel very hungry. I 
didn't want bread and butter, but I wanted some of that 
cake; and over went the tenth commandment, for mamma 
says "covet" is wishing for anything we are not meant to 
have. 

I went to the pantry and hunted and hunted all about 
the shelves. I found the cake, and put a big piece in my 
pocket. I was thinking as hard as I could all the time that 
of course I had a right to it, as it was mamma's cake; but 
do n't you believe the eighth commandment was shaking 
about then, even if it did n't quite go down ? 

Just as I was coming out of the pantry, I heard some-
thing dropping. I looked up and saw that I had knocked 
some glass jam-bottles against each other, and one of them 
was cracked, and the juice was coming drip, drip, drip, 
down on to the floor. 

I got a cloth and tried to wipe it up, but it kept coming 
more and more; and the more I wiped it, the worse it got; 
and then I began wondering what mamma would say; and 
—oh, dear! dear !—I wondered what I could do to make her 
think some one else had done the mischief. One after 
another, one after another, you see! That made the ninth 
commandment, for mamma says a lie in your heart is the 
next thing to a lie on your tongue. 

The moment I thought of that I jumped up and dropped 
the cloth, for I always used to think I might do a great 
many naughty things, but not anything quite so dreadful 
as telling a lie. 

I ran to mamma and cried, and told her all about how 
wicked I had been. She was sorry to hear it, but she for-
gave me, and was very glad I stopped before I really told 
a lie. 

Then she told me that if I had asked Jesus with all 
my heart to help me the first minute I wanted to do some-
thing wrong, he would; and then I should have been kept 
from breaking one after another of the commandments. 

I said to her, "But, mamma, you have told me all that 
before, and yet I keep on being naughty." She put her 
arms around me and said,— 

"0 Bessie, the tempter is so strong that he will over-
come us again and again. But we have the promise that 
if we pray and strive, our blessed Master will surely give 
us the victory at last."—Sydmey Dayre. 

BRUSHING AWAY SHADOWS. 

IT was early in the morning, before anybody but the 
servants, Aunt Rachel, and little Guy had stirred in their 
beds. There was the house to be set in order, and much to 
be done that day, before the company, which was expected 
to dinner, should arrive. 

"What are you trying to do, auntie ?" said Guy, as he 
stood beside her, watching the feather duster fly from one 

thing to another. " Why, auntie, you were trying to brush 
away a shadow 1" 

" So I was I I thought it was dust. Well, Guy, I like 
nothing better than to brush away the shadows out of peo-
ple's lives." 

" I can't tell what you mean, just exactly," said Guy, 
with a puzzled look. 

" I mean that some great sorrows come to people; and it 
is just as if they were walking through a deep shadow, 
where it is all dark, and there was not a ray of sunshine. 
Perhaps some of their friends have just died, leaving them 
sad and lonely; or perhaps it is only a little shadow, like a 
disappointment in going somewhere, or having something 
disagreeable to bear or to do. I call these little shadows, 
but they are sometimes harder to bear patiently than the 
greater ones. And don't you see, Guy, that kind, loving 
friends can do a great deal to lessen people's troubles, 
though there are sorrows that only God can brush away ? " 

And Aunt Rachel sighed as she said this, which made 
Guy look up earnestly into her face, before he said softly: 

" I guess you had a trouble once, didn't you, auntie ?" 
But the only answer he received was a pat on his curly 

head. 
" I guess that's the kind of folks that brush away shad-

ows for other people," he said, demurely, a moment later. 
"Perhaps they know how to feel sorry. You brushed 
away a shadow for me yesterday, auntie, when mamma 
said I was n't well enough to go out, and you played games 
with me. And when you carried some warm clothes and 
nice bread to old Mary, I guess you brushed away a big 
one out of her heart." 

"That's where the heaviest shadows fall, dear child. 

Now, see if you can't find some to brush away for some-
body to-day. Remember that God writes down, in his 
`book of remembrance,' every time we do anything for 
anybody that loves him, and tells us that it is just the same 
as if we did it for him." 

"I'll try it, auntie. I'll go round hunting for shadows; 
and I'll be a feather duster all day long." At which re-
mark, auntie laughed. 

An hour later, as Aunt Rachel passed through the kitchen, 
she was surprised to see Guy sitting in a high chair, busily 
engaged in stoning raisins. He did not notice her entrance, 
so intent was he upon helping Nora out of her hurry; 
but as she stood there a moment, watching him, she heard 
him say,— 

"Auntie calls it 'brushing away the shadows,' Nora, 
when we help people, and make them happier. I'm going 
to brush away one for everybody in the house before bed-
time." 

A thoughtful look flitted across Nora's face as she turned 
to put the pies into the oven; and she said, half to herself, 
and half aloud, "There would be vastly less sorrow in the 
world, if everybody was as ready as Miss Rachel to brush 
away the shadows from other folks' lives."—Selected. 

A TREE never grew to be a tree in a single night; first it 
was a seed, then a tender sprout, then a weak sapling, 
and at last a strong tree. So you will grow, if you keep 
trying to do right; from a fearful, helpless disciple of 
Jesus, you will go on till you become a brave and success-
ful soldier in his cause. 

I WAS sitting by my window, in Islington, when a flock 
of sheep passed by. One of the poor things was so fa-
tigued and lame that it lay down upon the ground. The 
drover beat it, but could not make it stir; so in a rage he 
left it, and went after the other sheep. In a few minutes 
another flock came up, when several of the new-comers 
gathered around the poor, panting sheep; and after sundry 
rubbings of noses and sympathizing bleatings, he quickly 
arose and scampered off to join his own flock. 

Surely, we may learn lessons of kindness even from the 
brute creation.—Selected. 

zttez Vuab 
. . . , 	..  . 	.... .„.„ 	. , 

How few of us know how much we have to make us 
glad. We all have sorrows and difficulties, no doubt, at 
times, some many more than do others. These we see 
readily enough, for we incline naturally to look on the 
dark side of life; while we overlook God's blessings 
which crown our pathway every day. Should we have 
special times for counting up our mercies, and contrasting 
our condition with that of the many who are worse off 
than we are, "thanksgiving and the voice of melody" 
would oftener ascend to the Author of our benefits. Do 
you ever look up the texts of Scripture that contain the 
words glad, thanks, thanksgiving, Joyful, praise, etc. ? 
Do so, sometimes, and you will not be satisfied with one 
thanksgiving day in the year. This national Thanksgiv-
ing—a pretty custom when properly observed—let us 
greet cordially, and become wiser and better for having 
had its privileges. 

And now, thanks for the many letters received for the.  
Budget. We give you the following:— 

WILLIE W. HANSON, of Kingsbury Co., Dakota, writes: 
"I am a little boy ten years old; but I have been to school 
only one term, that was last spring, so I tell my papa what 
to write, and he does the writing. I read in the Third 
Reader; study arithmetic and spelling. Igo to Sabbath-
school every Sabbath, and study in Book No. 3. I try to 
get every lesson perfect. I have no brother to play with, 
but I have a baby sister almost two years old. Her name 
is Cleora A. Hanson. I love to play with her. I will tell 
you how it looks. out here on the Dakota prairie some 

mornings when we have a mirage. Houses 
and stacks will loom up forty and fifty feet in 
the air, when at other times we can't see 
them at all. And towns we can just see at 
other times, and some we cannot see at all, 
rise up like groves. Railroad trains look 
like worms crawling along on• the prairie. 
Huron is twenty miles from us, but on these 
mornings we can see it. It may be some of 
the INSTRUCTOR family will be interested in 
this. I want to be a good boy, so I can meet 
the INSTRUCTOR family in heaven. I send 
my love to all." 

We are quite sure all of the INSTRUCTOR 
family will be interested in Willie's descrip-
tion of a Dakota mirage, but we would like 
more, all of us, to look at it with him. Should 
think persons would sometimes get confused 
and lose the way on such mornings. 

WILLIE KNOWLTON writes from Juneau 
Co., Wis. He says: "I go to Sabbath-school 
every Sabbath and get one of your papers, 
which I like very much. I have had perfect 
lessons every Sabbath this quarter. We have 
a Rivulet Missionary Society here of about 
twenty members. I am the youngest. The 
younger members distribute papers and 
koacts, while the older ones write letters and 
hold Bible-readings. I want to do all I can 
in the Master's vineyard. I ask the prayers 
of all, that I may be a good boy and meet 
you in the new earth." 

"Perfect lessons " who does not like the 
ring of those words ? Next to perfect record, 
they sound best; and they help to make the 
record perfect. 

MYRTA SULLIVAN writes from Floyd Co. Iowa. She 
says: "Having never seen a letter in the INSTRUCTOR 
from this place, I thought I would write one. I am ten 
years old. I am staying at my Aunt Mary's, and going to 
school. I attend Sabbath-school when I don't go home 
Friday afternoons. My home is six miles from my aunt's, 
and I generally go home every other Friday. My father 
and mother are not Sabbath-keepers, but my Aunt Mary 
is_, and has Sabbath-school in her house every Sabbath. 
We have meetings and Bible-readings too. These are real 
interesting. There are only six Sabbath-keepers here. I 

 read the INSTRUCTOR, and like it much. My aunt takes 
ten copies, and she gives me one every Sabbath. I have 
two little brothers, M)3,  and Arthur. Roy is six years old, 
faanmdiArtly.,,hur is three. I send my love to the INSTRUCTOR 

We thank Myrta for her interesting letter; and we hope 
she may ever find the same pleasure in studying, and 
obeying God's truth as revealed in his word. 
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