
But the message we bear makes warm our hearts 
With the joy of the Christmas-tide; 

Itis "May God's grace, and Christ's sweet peace 
With you and yours abide." 

Beep the feast with gladness ! 
Take we the tablets of the past 

To wipe recorded woes away; 
Now, merry bells, ring out at last 

For us and the Christmas day. 

Even while we sing, he smiles his last, 
And leaves our sphere behind. 

The good old year Is with the past, 
Oh, be the new as kind. 

THE locomotive came puffing into the depot, and every-
body was in a hurry to step on the train, so that it was not 
so strange that an old man who was groping his way nerv-
ously through the crowd should be overlooked. He was 
bent nearly double with age and infirmity, and his sight was 
evidently impaired. A lad of seventeen years did, how-
ever, notice him. Recognizing the old gentleman's help-
lessness, he took him tenderly by the arm, and gently led 
him into the car. The respectful action attracted attention. 
Young and old paused for a moment to gaze upon youth 
guiding old age. I did not know the lad, but I said heart-
ily, " God bless him 1  "—Companion. 
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CHRISTMAS RHYMES. 

THE bells ring clear as bugle note, 
Sweet song is thrilling every throat, 
"r is welcome Christmas morning. 

Oh, never yet was morn so fair, 
Such silent music in the air; 

'T is merry Christmas morning. 

Dear day of all days in the year • 
Dear day of song, good will, and cheer; 

'T is golden Christmas morning. 
The hope, the faith, the love that is, 
The peace, the holy promises, 

'T is glorious Christmas morning. 

Bitterly chill is the winter wind, 
Biting our cheeks as we go; 

Gray is the sky, and the silent fields 
Are white with December snow. 
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THE GATE OF BETHLEHEM. 

HAT memories are awakened, as we look at the old 
Vi 	gate-way in the picture before us! What emotions 

arise, as we think how Ruth, Samuel, David and 
even Mary, the mother of Jesus, have passed in and 

out under that arch, and up and down the roadway that 
leads to it ! 

A peculiar charm pertains to the birthplace of noble men. 
We love the ground which our dear ones have trod, and 
the same tendency leads us to hold sacred everything per-
taining to the benefactors of our race,—men who have 
touched the great heart of the people, and caused it to vi-
brate with pulsations that shall never cease while time 
continues. 

How many patriotic hearts have beat with emotion and  

Thirty-five centuries ago there was a funeral at that place. 
The patriarch Jacob, with his numerous family, had trav-
eled from the far-distant country of Padan-aram, and was 
within fifteen miles of Hebron, his point of destination, 
when his beloved Rachel, the mother of Joseph, died by 
the way, and was burled on the spot now covered by the 
simple monument just described. 

Four hundred years later, two sad women, one young 
and beautiful, the other somewhat stricken with years, but 
far more by sorrow, toiled slowly up the hill, and entered 
through the dark gate-way which we see in this picture. 
The people of the place gazed upon the strangers, and 
finally said to the elder, " Is this Naomi ?" But a few 
years before, she had gone out from them to the land of 
Moab. There she buried her husband and her two sons, 
and had now returned with her daughter-in-law, the faith-
ful Ruth. In those days the plain before the town was 

gratitude, as they lingered about the home and final rest-
ing place of Washington, at Mt. Vernon! Stratford-on-
Avon is every year affectionately visited by thousands 
whose only interest in the place comes from its being con-
nected with the birth, life, and death, of the poet Shaks-
peare. 

But far away in the almost deserted land of Palestine, is 
a spot dearer than any other birthplace on earth. Rome 
is called the Eternal City, because it has existed so long; 
but this old town was mentioned in Scripture a thousand 
years before the fabulous twin brothers traced the intended 
boundary of the rude town which was to perpetuate their 
name for so many centuries. For more than three thou-
sand years, Bethlehem has maintained an uninterrupted 
existence, and is as substantial to-day as ever it was. It is 
a small town with but a single street extending for half a 
mile east and west along a ridge that strikes out into a 
small, but fertile plain. On the north side, and at the east 
end, the abrupt descent is terraced, and planted with a rich 
variety of fruit trees. The white stone houses, perched 
upon the summit of the ridge, and gleaming through the 
foliage of the trees, present a beautiful picture when seen 
from a distance by the approaching traveler. 

Just over that little hill to the north, and not half a mile 
away,  a small white dome may be seen, standing all alone.  

covered with harvests, and there Ruth gleaned in the fields 
of Boaz, who was so attracted by her beauty and modesty 
that he soon made her his wife. 

Two more centuries rolled by, when Bethlehem wit-
nessed a strange scene in the home of Jesse, the grandson 
of Boaz and Ruth. Although Saul was still reigning, Sam-
uel, the prophet of God, had come by divine command. to 
anoint one of the sons of Jesse to be king over Israel. 
Samuel was about to err in his choice; but God checked 
him, saying, "The Lord seeth not as man seeth; for man 
looketh on the outward appearance, but the Lord looketh 
on the heart." But when David, the youngest son, was 
brought in from tending the sheep, the Lord said to Sam-
uel, "Arise and anoint him; for this is he." 

Those hills and mountains seen in the background of 
the picture, still abound in fierce beasts, which hide in the 
caves and deep ravines of that wild region, and prowl upon 
its borders to prey upon unguarded flocks. Forth from 
these rocky fastnesses must have come the lion and the 
bear that were slain by the unaided hand of David. 

Near the gate of Bethlehem is a remarkable well of pure 
water. We cannot distinguish the spot, but it must have 
been in the foreground of the picture before us. Many a 
time had David in boyhood and youth cooled his brow, and 
quenched his thirst at this copious fountain. At one time 



when the Philistines had a garrison in Bethlehem, and 
their hosts filled the plain of Rephaim between Bethlehem 
and Jerusalem, David, who was hiding from his enemies 
in the caves of the mountains, longed for water from the 
well of Bethlehem, and said, "O, that one would give me 
drink of the water of the well of Bethlehem, which is by 
the gate!" Then three of the mighty men who were with 
David, departed secretly, broke through the hosts of the 
Philistines, braved the garrison at Bethlehem, drew water 
from the well by the gate, and took it to David. The heart 
of David was deeply moved by this daring act of devotion, 
and almost perishing for water, as he was, he deliberately 
poured it upon the ground, saying, "Be it far from me, 0 
Lord, that I should do this; is not this the blood of the men 
that went in jeopardy of their lives ?" 

David was one of the noblest of earthly kings, one of whom 
the Lord said, "I have found David the son of Jesse a man 
after mine own heart." It would seem honor enough for 
one town to be the birthplace of such a man; but a might-
ier king was to begin his earthly career within the humble 
walls of Bethlehem. 

For a thousand years the bones of king David had been 
moldering in the grave. The glory of Solomon had blazed 
forth, and departed. The people of God had been scattered 
in distant lands. A remnant had returned, and rebuilt 
Jerusalem and the temple. Again they had suffered the 
most cruel abasement from their persecutors, and were 
now under the iron rule of the Romans. Out upon the 
fertile plain of Bethlehem, just where the youthful David 
had so faithfully kept his charge, a band of shepherds 
were guarding their flocks by night, when, "Lo, the an-
gel of the Lord came upon them, and the glory of the 
Lord shone about them; and they were sore afraid. And 
the angel said unto them, Fear not; for, behold, I bring 
you good tidings of great joy, which shall be to all peo-
ple. For unto you is born this day in the city of David a 
Saviour, which is Christ the Lord." . . . "And suddenly 
there was with the angel a multitude of the heavenly host, 
praising God, and saying, Glory to God in the highest, and 
on earth peace, good will toward men." On going into 
Bethlehem, the shepherds found the child Jesus lying in a 
manger, just as the angel had said. 

Thus has the little town of Bethlehem been hallowed by 
associations that will make it sacred forever to the hearts 
of those who love the Prince of the house of David, the 
Saviour of mankind. Though the birth of that Saviour 
was heralded by angels, he was despised, rejected, and 
crucified; but the time is at hand when he shall come in 
the glory of his Father, and all the holy angels with him. 
Then shall the righteous rejoice; but the wicked will call 
upon the rocks and mountains to fall on them, and hide 
them from the glory that none can look upon but those 
who are made immortal. 	 G. H. BELL. 

THE RIGHT SPIRIT. 

WE do not doubt that the following touching little story 
is quite true. There is a lesson and a moral in it for boys 
and girls disposed to shirk even the light duties imposed 
upon them in the way of "chores " and errands. Think of 
this courageous little fellow, taking upon himself the re-
sponsibilities of the head of a family, and so manfully 
discharging them 

"Oh, yes, I have all kinds of tenants," said a kind-faced 
old gentleman; "but the one I like the best is a child not 
more than ten years of age. A few years ago I got a chance 
to buy a piece of land over on the West Side, and did so. 
I noticed that there was an old coop of a house on it, but 
paid no attention to it. After awhile a man came to me, 
and wanted to know if I would rent it to him. 

" 'What do you want it for ?' said I. 
"'To live in,' he replied. 
" 'Well,' I said, you can have it. Pay me what you 

think it is worth to you.' 
" The first month he brought two dollars, and the second 

month a little boy, who said he was the man's son, came 
with three dollars. After that 1 saw the man once in 
awhile; but in the course of time the boy paid the rent reg-
ularly, sometimes two dollars, and sometimes three dollars. 
One day I asked the boy what had become of his father. 

"'He's dead, sir,' was the reply. 
" 'Is that so ?' said I. How long since ?' 
" More'n a year,' he answered. 
" I took his money; but I made up my mind that I would 

go over and investigate, and the next day I went there. 
The old shed looked quite decent. I knocked at the 
door, and a little girl let me hr. I asked for her mother. 

" ' Where is she ?' said I. 
" 'We don't know, sir. She went away after my- father 

died, and we've never seen her since.' 
"Just then a little girl about three years old came in, 

and I learned that these three children had been keeping 
house together for a year and a half, the boy supporting 
his two little sisters by blacking boots, and selling news-
papers, and the elder girl managing the house, and taking 
care of the baby. 

"The next time the boy came with the rent, I said,— 
" 'My boy, you are a little man I You keep right on as 

you have begun, and you will never be sorry. Keep your 
sisters together, and never leave them. Now look at this.' 

"I showed him a ledger in which I had entered up all 
the money that he had paid me for rent, and I told him it 
was all his with interest. 'You keep right on,' said I, ' and 
I'll be your banker; and when this amounts to a little 
more, I'll see that you get  a  house somewhere of your 
own.' That's the kind of tenant to have."—Selected. 
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MERRY CHRISTMAS. 

CHRISTMAS is at last here,—good, merry old Christmas, 
that season looked forward to by boys and girls the world 
over, as a time of merry-making and feasting, and of giving 
and receiving gifts. The Germans call it the "children's 
festival," and delight the hearts of the little folks with 
Christmas trees. On Christmas eve they set up a large 
bough from a yew tree in the best room, light it with tapers, 
and hang it full of pretty ornaments and gifts, just as we 
do in our own country. 

After the gifts are distributed, there follows a ceremony 
that I fancy the little people sometimes dread. The 
mother takes her daughters aside, and the father his sons, 
and they talk over with them privately what has been 
most praiseworthy or most faulty in their conduct. I 
think that when they have been particularly bad, 
they do not look on Christmas with such unbounded 
delight as they might otherwise have done. 

But there is a more ancient custom, still practiced in 
some parts of Germany. All the parents send their pres-
ents to the Knecht Rupert, or Santa Claus. The Knecht 
Rupert, dressed in high buskins, white robe, huge mask, 
and great flaxen wig, goes round from house to house with 
a pack of presents on his shoulders. The parents show 
him the greatest reverence. At each door he asks for the 
children, and inquires whether they have been good or bad. 
Can you not imagine the great anxiety with which each 
little fellow listens to the report made to the Knecht Ru-
pert, and his relief when that mysterious being gives him 
his present? You may be sure the saint asks very close 
questions, and no child can pass lightly over the longed-
for, yet dreaded ordeal. 

The little boys and girls of Rome have a similar bugbear 
to dread in the person of a tall, dark woman, ugly and 
terrible, called the Befana, who, they believe, comes down 
the chimney Christmas night, with jingling bells, to put 
playthings in the stockings of the good children, and bags 
of ashes in those of the bad ones. 	 • 

In the old, old days in England, Christmas used to be a 
much more jovial festival than it is at the present time. 
The huge yule-log was dragged in to the wide-mouthed 
fireplace with much pomp and ceremony, and lighted with 
a brand from the last year's burning. The houses were 
gaily decked with bay, holly, ivy, and mistletoe; and feast-
ing, games, and revelry were the order of the day. 

" Then opened wide the baron's hall, 
To vassal, tenant, serf, and all; 
Power laid his rod of rule aside, 
And ceremony doffed his pride. 
All hailed with uncontrolled delight 
And general voice, the happy night 
That to the cottage, as the crown, 
Brought tidings of salvation down. 
England was merry England when 
Old Christmas brought his sports again." 

Little remains to remind one 
of the hearty customs of old 
times, except the waits who 
carol from door to door, their 
songs sometimes breaking the 
stillness of night like music 
from another sphere. 

But Christmas, however 
kept, is a peculiarly joyful 
season. An almost hallowed 
influence seems to pervade all 
things. It used to be the belief 
among the simple-hearted of 
the Middle Ages, that all na-
ture was in harmony with this 
sacred time ; and the great poet 
Milton has beautifully put the 
superstition in verse:— 

" Some say that ever 'gainst 
that season comes 

Wherein our Saviour's birth 
was celebrated 

The bird of dawning singeth 
all night long: 

And then, they say, no sprite 
' 	dares stir abroad; 
The nights are wholesome—

then no planets strike, 
No fairy takes, no witch bath 

power to charm, 
So hallowed and so gracious is 

the time." 

in our own country, thirty or 
forty years ago, Christmas was 
attended with more ceremo-
nies than at present Every 
child once believed in good 
Saint Nicholas, that jolly fel-
low with a round, rosy face, 
snow-white hair, and merry, 
twinkling eyes, who came all 
the way from fairy land in a 
fantastic little sleigh drawn by 
eight tiny reindeer and slid- 
ing down the chimney, filled 
the stockings hanging, expect-
antly by the open fireplace, full 
to the brim with goodies and 
toys. Indeed, I have heard 
these children , now older 
grown, say they heard, or 
thought they heard, the jing-
ling of his tiny sleigh-bells and 

the pawing of his reindeer on the roof. However, they 
were not able to find out if it were true; for the child who 
peeped at Santa Claus on that night would have an empty 
stocking. But since the wide-mouthed fireplace has gone 
out of existence, the little folks have hard work to believe 
that he can come down the narrow chimneys and stove-
pipes, and they seriously doubt if there is any such good 
saint. Perhaps their parents have concluded that it is not 
wise to teach them such fables. 

But if the Christmas that we now keep is less jocund 
than that our fathers kept, so that we have not so much 
merriment to look back upon, we may have just as much 
good feeling and just as many pleasant memories to hal-
low the time, if we keep it in the right way. Christmas 
commemorates the time when God the Father gave to man 
the priceless gift of his beloved Son. Christ, in his pure, 
unselfish life, taught us how to live. And how can we 
better show our gratitude for this great gift, than by follow-
ing the pattern set us in giving, not alone to our own home 
friends, but to the poor, the sick, and the suffering, to the 
needy everywhere, out of the abundance with which God 
has blessed us? May all the great INSTRUCTOR family 
keep the festival in very deed and truth. 	W. E. L. 

.44,1 

KINDNESS. 

THE world is full of kindness that never was spoken; 
and that is not much better than no kindness at all. 
The fuel in the stove makes the room warm; but there 
are great piles of fallen trees lying on rocks and on tops of 
hills where nobody can get them; these do not make any-
body warm. You might freeze to death for want of wood 
in plain sight of these fallen trees if you had no means of 
getting the wood home and making a fire of it 

Just so in a family; love is what makes the parents and 
children, the brothers and sisters happy. But if they take 
care never to say a word about it; if they keep it a pro-
found secret as if it were a crime, they will not be much 
happier than if there was not any love among them; the 
house will seem cool even in summer; and if you live there, 
you will envy the dog when anybody calls him poor fel-
low.—Doctor Holland. 

WHAT a fine thing it would be if we could return to the 
old custom of having angels call upon us, and occasionally 
stay all night with us ! They did so at Abraham's house, 
and were pleased with their entertainment. Would they 
be at our house? If they would call often, they would 
sometimes find us tired and disappointed, and, perhaps, 
not in an angelic temper of mind. And yet may it not be 
that they do call on us, sit beside us, walk with us, sympa-
thize with us, and in ways that we do not know, help us ? 
We ought always to be prepared for company like this. 
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CHRISTMAS. 

T AST night, as I lay on the clover, 
-1--f While the clouds in the west were piled, 

The nightwind sighed like a lover, 
As I lay like a tired child. 

And I thought how the pain would soften 
In the weary hearts upon earth, 

If they'd study the story often 
Of the blessed Redeemer's birth; 

How he came to the earth a stranger, 
Away from his home on high; 

How he toiled in sorrow and danger; 
How he gave himself up to die; 

How he stood as a lamb for the slaughter 
In the pure, sweet air of the morn; 

How the soldiers, with brutal laughter, 
Wreathed his brow with the cruel thorn, 

While the jeers of the heartless soldiers 
Were more keen than the cruel sword; 

How the purple robe was folded 
Round the form of creation's Lord; 

How he carried the cross till he fainted, 
And sank In the place where he stepped—

No pencil has ever painted 
The place where the women wept— 

How his feet were raised from the sod 
And nailed to the cruel tree. 

0 tender, compassionate Christ of God, 
That anguish was borne for me! 

And many a time in the winter, 
When Christmas is drawing nigh, 

I have pictured the death of Jesus, 
I have thought of his dying cry. 

I have heard sweet Christmas bells ringing, 
I have heard them time and again; 

1 have read what the angels were singing 
Of peace and good will unto men. 

And while Christmas joys in December 
Are precious and dear unto me, 

I think of that babe sweet and tender 
As the Lamb of Mount Calvary. 

L. D. SANTEE. 
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and the silver filings from the milling machine, all go back, 
of course, to be melted over. The floors and walls of the 
mint are covered with iron grating, through which the 
scrapings and precious dust sift. These amount in value 
to thirty or forty thousand dollars a year. At certain in-
tervals the grating itself is melted down, and yields its 
prey of the precious metal." 

IMPORTANT BIBLE SUBJECTS. THIBE TAN COSTUME. 
THE Thibetan's habit of making their bedding serve as 

garments for their daily wear may at times be very con-
venient, yet it differs much from American ideas of clean-
liness and healthfulness. None who have enjoyed the 
luxury of well-aired beds could be persuaded to accept 
their fashion for any convenience it might afford. How-
ever, it is interesting to know the customs of other nations, 
even if we do not care to adopt them. We clip the follow-
ing from a late exchange:- 

"The men wear the tchru ba, a long and thick woolen 
robe, sheepskin in winter, descending down till it would 
drag considerably on the ground if let loose. It is doubled 
well across the chest and front till the ends or edges al-
most meet the shoulders, where one edge is fastened under 
the right arm with a tape or string bow. In dressing, the 
man, having on his tchru ba hanging loose about him, 
holds his sash or belt about on a level with the knees, or a 
little above them, and this he draws in to make a gather, 
and then the belt, with all of the robe above it, is drawn 
up and the belt fastened round the waist. This leaves a 
large pouch, of course, falling over the belt all round, and 
leaves the foot of the robe about half-way between the 
knee and the calf. Into the pouch so formed they put 
anything they have to carry, such as their team pa 
cup, and even little dogs and sometimes little pigs. At 
night, before lying down to rest, they take off their boots 
and belt, and with these make a pillow. Then they judge 
their distance from the ' pillow ' and kick that part of their 
robe (now trailing on the ground after removing the belt) 
which they intend to lie on toward the `pillow, thus by a 
kick converting one side of their tchru ba into a mattress, 
and by this arrangement leaving themselves still the other 
side of the robe to act as a complete bed-covering on lying 
down; and all without undressing. Only the rich indulge 
in a carpet to sleep on, and rich people sometimes use a 
Chinese carpet. The above system of bed-making is al-
most universally practiced throughout Thibet, or at all 
events throughout Eastern Thibet. 

of study. And again, by studying the lesson in this way, 
the interest and enthusiasm so necessary to a live scholar 
and a live Sabbath-school, is not awakened; and the exer-
cise, instead of drawing out thought, and leading out the 
mind, becomes dry and formal. 

How, then, shall we study the lesson? It would seem 
that the first thing necessary in preparing to learn the les-
son, would be to ask one's self the question, " What is this 
lesson about? What object have I in learning it?" Before 
looking at a question, get these points firmly fixed in the 
mind. By neglecting to get the general idea of the lesson 
in the mind when first beginning to learn it, one works at 
random, so to speak, and a great deal of his effort may be 
misdirected, and consequently lost. But how shall I get 
the general plan of the lesson, says one, without first learn-
ing it? There age various ways, and first of all we would 
recommend that the heading be read before beginning to 
study the questions. The heading is supposed to give the 
subject of the lesson, and in trying to learn a lesson with-
out first knowing what it is about, one is like a traveler 
going on an unknown road toward a place of which he 
does not know the name. The chances are that he will 
lose his way. Quite frequently we have seen almost a 
whole school unable to tell what the subject of the lesson 
was, on being questioned in the general exercise; and yet 
they thought they had the lesson learned pretty well. 

By reading the heading of the lesson, thoughts are sug-
gested to the mind which enable the learner to grasp ideas 
that otherwise would have seemed dark. But if the gen-
eral plan of the lesson is not sufficiently brought out in the 
heading, it may be learned, perhaps, by first reading over 
the questions without trying to find the answers. The re-
lation of the different questions to each other, and to the 
subject of the lesson, is thus seen, and the lesson can be 
more readily acquired. 

Try to find what connection the lesson has with those 
which have been previously learned. By observing this 
direction a double object is gained. The general plan of 
the whole series of lessons is kept before the mind, and, 
what is more important, the student is stimulated to review 
back lessons, The Sabbath-school should not be regarded 
as a place of recreation, where we can go and be amused 
for an hour, by getting up a discussion on some trivial 
question which may have little to do with the lesson, but 
as a place where useful information can be acquired re-
garding our soul's highest interests; and it can be made 
such a place only by a hearty co-operation of all concerned 
in trying to have perfect lessons,-the reviews, as well as 
those for the special occasion. 

With these general ideas of the lesson in mind, the stu-
dent is prepared to take it up in detail; and as he studies 
the questions, he almost anticipates the answers. An inter-
est is aroused which could, perhaps, be awakened in no 
other way, and the result is a live Sabbath-school. 

EUGENE LELAND. 
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THE WONDERFUL SONO. 

THERE is a song that ne'er is still'd, 
Though centuries since that blessed morn; 

The song by heavenly Father will'd-
The angels song when Christ was born. 

To-day we hear that song again 
Of "Peace on earth, good will to men." 

-George Birdseye. 

A CURIOUS ARTESIAN WELL. 

A SAN FRANCISCO paper gives an interesting account of 
a curious well sunk by Cutlar Salmon who lives near 
French Camp, a small settlement not far from Stockton, 
Cal. Others had been boring Artesian wells, and he 
determined to try his luck. He sank a well with a seven-
inch tube to a depth of about 840 feet, and struck a copious 
stream of excellent water. Desiring to learn whether he 
could increase the flow by going deeper, and fearing that, 
should he continue the well the same size, he might injure 
the quality of the upper strata of water, Mr. Salmon bit on 
the plan of sinking a four-inch tube inside the seven-inch 
one, and then making what might be called the experi-
mental well four inches in diameter. This inner one he 
bored to a depth of 1,250 feet, and then came to water 
again. This lower stream came 

above
surface,  and, indeed, 

rose in a tube twenty-two fee 	the ground. The 
last water found was unfit for drinking, and but for an 
accidental discovery of its wonderful properties, might 
have been considered a nuisance, as many things are, the 
uses of which we do not know. It was found that there 
was a large amount of gas in this water from the lower 
depth. This came bubbling to the surface, making one 
think of a gigantic soda fountain. 

Some one suggested the idea of seeing if the gas would 
burn. A coal-oil can was put over the top of the tub-
ing, and having a few holes punched in it, an im-
provised gas fixture was at hand. Only a match was re-
quired to complete the preparations. The match was 
lighted and applied to a hole in the pan, and a flame shot 
up three or four feet into the air and burned steadily. 
The gas would burn, and Mr. Salmon had fire and water 
coming out of the same hole in the ground.-Broharage. 

LESSON 18.-THE KINGDOM OF GRACE. 

inns To THE ETUDEttr.-Do not consider the lesson learned until 
you can give at least the substance of every text, with the correct 
reerence 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. FOR what are we to look, after the fires of the last 
day have swept away all traces of the curse? 2 Pet. 3:13. 

2. Where is this promise found? Isaiah 65:17; 66:22. 
3. What does John say about it? Rev. 21:1. 
4. Who will accompany the saints when they return to 

the earth ? Jude 14. 
5. What descends from heaven with them? Rev. 21:2. 
6. What will be the condition of those who are thus 

brought back to earth by the King of glory? Rev. 5:10; 
21:3, 4. 

7. Who will be assembled in the New Jerusalem ? Heb. 
12: 22-24. 

8. How long will the saints remain in this happy state? 
Dan. 7:14, 18, 27. 

9. Will the Sabbath be recognized in the new earth? 
Isaiah 66:23. 

10. What throne will be there? Rev. 22:3. 
11. In what two ways is the throne of God sometimes 

spoken of in the Scriptures Heb. 4:16; Matt. 25:31. 
12. What does a throne represent?-The kingdom, and 

the government of the kingdom. 
13. Why are different names applied to the throne of 

heaven P-Because the relation between mankind and 
the kingdom of heaven is duff erent in this life from what 
it will be in the life to come. 

14. In what relation are we now P-We belong to a race 
that is in rebellion against the government of heaven. 

15. How must we be saved, if saved at all, from the de-
struction that awaits the wicked?-By the grace of God, 
who has given his Son to die for us. 

16. What do we understand by grace, as spoken of here? 
-Unmerited favor. 

17. Why may the heavenly throne be fitly called the 
throne of grace?-Because it is the throne from which 
grace proceeds. 

18. What do we understand by the kingdom of grace? 
-The entire plan for the salivation of men by grace, 
through faith in Jesus Christ. 

19. What fitness is there in applying the term "kingdom 
of grace," or " kingdom of heaven," to the work of saving 
men P-The King of heaven and all his subjects are en-
gaged in that work. 

20. What relation exists between the kingdom of grace 
and the kingdom of glory ?-The former prepares subjects 
for the latter. 

21. What conditions does the King of heaven make for 
us who have beet in rebellion against his government ? 
-We are to renounce our allegiance to Satan, and by 
faith and obedience prove our loyalty to our heavenly 
King until he shall come to take us to the kingdom of 
glory. 

22. Will the kingdom of grace exist after the kingdom 
of glory is established? 

23. Which of these kingdoms did we learn about in lesson 
17? 

24. As found in the New Testament, how is the term 
" kingdom of God," or " kingdom of heaven," to be under-
stood 2-Sometimes it means the kingdom of grace, while 
in other passages it means the kingdom of glory. 

25. When was the kingdom of grace established?-When 
salivation by grace, through faith in a promised Sav-
iour, was first offered to sinful man. 

MAKING A DOLLAR. 

Written for the hamtroToR. 

HOW TO STUDY THE LESSON. 

REMARKABLE ANCIENT RUINS. 

THE Chihuahua (Mexico) Enterprise reports the discov-
ery of some remarkable ancient ruins on a hill, or mount-
ain, four leagues south of Magdalena, in Sonora. The hill 
is about 700 feet high; and half way up there is a layer of 
gypsum, which is as white as snow, and may be cut into 
any conceivable shape, yet sufficiently hard to retain its 
shape after being cut. In this layer of stone are cut hun-
dreds upon hundreds of rooms from axle to 16x18 feet 
square. So even and true are the walls, floor, and ceiling, 
so plumb and level, as to defy variation. There are no 
windows in the rooms, and but one entrance, which is al-
ways from the top. The rooms are but eight feet high 
from floor to ceiling. The stone is so white that it seems 
almost transparent, and the rooms are not at all dark. On 
the walls of these rooms are numerous hieroglyphics and 
representations of human beings cut in the stone in differ-
ent places; but, strange to say, all the hands have five fin-
gers and a thumb, and the feet have six toes. Charcoal is 
found on the floors of many of the rooms; implements of 
every description are to be found. The houses, or rooms, 
are one above the other, to three or more stories high; but 
between each story there is a jog, or recess, the full width 
of the room below, so that they present the appearance of 
large steps leading up the mountain.-Selected. 

COMFORT AND MUDDLE. 

COMFORT is the daughter of Order, and is descended in 
a right line from Wisdom; she is closely allied to Careful- 
ness, 	

B 
Thrift, Honesty, and Religion ,• she has been edu-

cated by Good Sense, Benevolence, Observation, and Ex-
perience; and she is the mother of Cleanliness, Economy, 
Forethought, Virtue, and Domestic Happiness. Muddle is 
descended from the ancient but dishonorable family of 
Chaos; she is the child of Indifference and Want of Prin-
ciple; educated alternately by Dwadling, Haste, Stupidity, 
Obstinacy, Meanness, and Extravagance; secretly united 
at an early age to Self-Conceit; and parent of Procrasti-
nation, Falsehood, Dirt, Waste, Disorder, Destruction, and 
Desolation. 

THE Parisian paper, La Petite Journal, is said to have 
a daily circulation of upward of 300,000 copies-the great-
est of any paper in the world.-Golden Days. 

To lay down a rule which could be profitably followed 
by every one in preparing a lesson, would be a difficult if 
not an impossible undertaking; yet there are certain gen-
eral principles which, if carefully observed, will be of great 
benefit to the student. 

Some one takes up the paper, and the first idea that he 
has of the lesson, if not the only one, is this: "Now here 
is a lesson, and I must get it; " and at it he goes. Without 
giving a thought as to what the lesson may be about, or 
what connection it may have to preceding lessons, he reads 
the first question, and proceeds to find the answer; then 
the next one, and so on through the entire list, when the 
paper is thrown down, and he considers the lesson learned. 
The principal idea, in this process of studying the lesson, 
has been to find something that will answer the questions; 
and quite frequently it happens that the question and an-
swer are as foreign as was the answer of the boy to the 
question, " Who built the ark ?" when he replied, " Chris-
topher Columbus." 

By studying the lesson in this manner, one not only fails 
to get the proper connection of the lesson with those which 
have been previously learned, as well as the relation of the 
different questions, but he also fails to secure that discipline 
of mind which might be secured by a well directed method 

You were told in a recent INSTRUCTOR how the paper 
dollar is made; here is what a late Conpanion says of 
the manufacture of the silver dollar:- 

"On the corner of Chestnut and Juniper Streets in Phil-
adelphia, is a square, ugly building, with a bed or two of 
red geraniums in front, and a United States flag flyin 
overhead. In the center of this building, in an open court-  
yard, are piled up crates covered with stout wire net, and 
guarded by men under arms. 

'These crates contain partially refined silver ore from 
Colorado, and the value of each is about a thousand dol-
lars. 

" Some thirteen or fourteen thousand pounds of silver is 
melted every day, and comes out of the grimy smelting-
room in glittering ingots. These long bars are held, each 
in turn, under the topping machine, a heavy steel shaft 
with a knife edge that smooths off the ends of the metal 
bars as easily as if it were paring an apple. 

"The ingots then have the shape, and a good deal the 
appearance, of a bar of white cream candy in the confec-
tioners' jars. Each one is next put under rollers, like 
dough, and flattened out to the thickness of a dollar. 

"The precious dough is then heated, and handed over to 
a gigantic cook made of revolving wheels and steel bars, 
that swiftly cuts it into tiny buscuit, two hundred and fifty 
in the minute. These little cakes are seized by another 
machine, which mills the edges, and then pass into a trough 
filled with acid to wash them, and from that to a revolving 
tub of sawdust. They are now smooth, bright discs of sil-
ver with milled edges. 

"The press that makes them into coins is like a mon-
strous, dumb, intelligent creature. It is waited on by a 
pretty young girl, who drops the discs into a long tube, 
from which this dumb monster (who seems to be thinking 
of something greater than its work) picks each one out 
with its claw-like fingers, places it between its lips, on one 
of which is a head of Liberty, and the other an eagle. 
The mouth shuts on it with terrific force, and spits it forth, 
a dollar. 

"Each dollar is weighed, and if too light or too heavy, 
is rejected, and sent back to the melting furnace. 

"The Government is a thrifty manufacturer; the frag-
ments, we may be sure, are carefully gathered up, that 
nothing be lost. The pieces out of which the coins are cut, 
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) IIRISTMAS time was rapidly drawing on. Happy 

voices in happy homes proclaimed it, and even nature 
joined in the proclamation. The snow came down in 
the softest flakes, and seemed to say in the faintest 

whisper, "Peace, peace." The sleigh bells rang in jubilant 
tones, and at times seemed almost frantic with a joy they 
could not express. The sun shone brightly on the snow-
covered roofs, until every tiny crystal caught its rays, and 
transformed them into thousands of gleaming jewels; 
while at night, when the stars came out, they shone with 
a clearer light, as if they reflected the beams of that star 
that rose so many years ago, and guided the wise men from 
afar; at least, so the children thought, and eagerly looked 
forward to the day. 

But there was one sad little heart in all that great city, 
which these Christmas heralds served only to make the 
sadder. Niels Sorensen was a poor orphan. Only a short 
year before, he had been happy in a father's and a moth-
er's love in a dear but humble home in Norway. His 
father was killed suddenly in a mine accident, and Niels 
and his mother were left destitute. His father's eldest 
brother, for whom Niels was named, had years before 
emigrated to America, and, prospering 'in business, had 
often written for them to join him. But Niels's father 
had become so attached to the old home that he was loth 
to leave it. Now, however, his mother determined to go 
to him, their nearest relative; for her health was so poor 
that she feared she might not long be spared to care for 
her boy, and could not bear the thought of leaving him to 
strangers. 

It had been a year or more since they had heard from Un-
cle Niels. They knew he lived in New York City, and that 
it was quite a large place; but as neither had been beyond 
the little village of Trones, where they lived, and where 
every one knew one another for miles around, they supposed 
that every one would know Niels Sorensen, and that just 
by inquiring for him, they would readily find him. 

So they sold off their cow and their scanty furniture, and 
found they could barely buy their emigrant tickets; but 
rejoicing in the hope of soon being with friends, they set 
sail one bright autumn day for America. 

They made friends on board the steamer with other Norwe-
gian emigrants, who, although as poor and ignorant of the 
world as themselves, possessed kind and friendly hearts. 

THE LITTLE EMIGRANT'S CHRISTMAS. 

Written for the INSTRUCTOR. 

The excitement of preparing for the voyage being over, church. A choir of singers were practicing for the mor-
Niels's mother rapidly grew weaker; and when, after a few row's service, and to Niels's unaccustomed ears, heavenly 
days out on the ocean, a storm arose, the heavy motion of music could not have been more sweet. He entered un-
the steamer as it plowed its way through the white-capped noticed, and breathlessly listened till the anthem was ended, 

and the singers had departed. 
He could not understand the words of the song, but he 

could the music, and it comforted him. A man was putting the last touches 
to the evergreens and holly with which the church was decorated, and 
clearing away the scattered pieces. Niels gathered a few to take to the 
children at home, and binding them in a bundle, left the church. 

As he descended the steps, he remembered with what an ungrateful 
heart he had ascended them, and then with falling tears he knelt and asked 
God's forgiveness for his wicked words, and thanked him that he had 
been given such kind friends in this strange land, and most of all, that he 
had directed his steps there to listen to the beautiful music that had made 
him so much happier. Then, worn out with his wanderings and sorrow, 
Niels fell asleep. 

An hour later, when the sexton had finished his work and turned the 
great key in the church door, he found him lying there, with his cap thrown 
off, and the bundle of branches as it had fallen from his grasp. 

"Poor boy," said the sexton, a fine-looking, kind-hearted man, as he 
touched Niels on the shoulder. 

Niels roused up, and, rubbing his eyes, hardly knowing what he was 

saying, sleepily repeated what he had said all day, "Do you know Niels 
Sorensen?" 

"Why, to be sure I do 1 " said the sexton, "that is my name." 
Sure enough, Niels had found his uncle, or rather his uncle had found 

him. As the rest of their conversation was carried on in Danish, we can-
not understand them; but as the sexton took him home with him after re-
warding his friends for their kindness, we are certain that he was convinced 
of Niels's identity. As for Niels, in his prosperity he did not forget to 
thank God, and never said again that He did not care for him. He often 
helped his uncle in his care of the church, but he never listened to the 
beautiful music there without thinking how wonderfully he had been 
guided. 	 S. ISADORE MINER. 
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waves, so affected her that it soon became evident to all 
around her that she could not last long. Poor Niels was too 
seasick himself to notice any great change ; and when, 
after several days' illness, he rose from his bed of rugs and 
bundles of clothing, which kind hands had made for him, 
and found his mother with only strength to breathe a 
whispered prayer to God to guide her son, before she died, 
his grief knew no bounds. They comforted him as best 
they could with assurances of soon finding his uncle; and 
it was with this hope that he at last set foot in America, 
after a long and tedious voyage of two weeks. 

But alas for Niels's hopes, and those of his kind Mends ! 
No one in that great city had ever heard of Niels Sorensen. 
" Why," sobbed poor Niels, "he's got almost a thousand 
kroner, for he wrote us so. I should think everybody 
must know him." Two hundred dollars seemed a vast 
sum of money to Niels. 

Day after day wore on, but still he could find no uncle. 
His Mends yet kept him with them, though with a large 
family of their own, they could ill afford to do so. They 
could no longer help him in his search, for they could 
spare no idle moments in their toil for daily bread. So 
Niels searched alone. Every day he would go out on the 
street, and whenever he met a friendly face, repeat the only 
English words he knew, and which he had learned from 
hearing them so often spoken by the others, "Do you 
know Niels Orensen ? " 

It was the night before Christmas. All day Niels had 
been on the streets; and now tired and spiritless, he wan-
dered from place to place, peeping in at dazzling shop 
windows with their showy array of toys and trinkets, 
peering through curtains at happy children, clustered 
around bright fireplaces with brighter faces. He had 
eaten nothing since morning; for young as he was, he 
knew the scanty fare, though willingly given him, but 
made their own portion less, and had resolved not to go 
home till after the evening meal, when he would slip off 
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to bed unnoticed. As he looked in at these homes of 
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plenty, he almost rebelled against his kind heavenly 
Father,—the father his mother had taught him to love. 
" God is not good to me," he said, " or why did he take 
away my father, and my mother, and leave these rich 
children theirsr and why does he not let me find my uncle ? 
He does not care for me and guide me as mother said he 
would." 

With falling tears he turned and wandered on, when the 
sound of sweet music reached his ears, as he neared a large 

VIVIAN L. HOWARD, of Oxford Co., Me., writes, "Dear Editors: Last 
May I sent you a box of trailing arbutus, and was glad to receive a let-
ter from you. I am a little boy eleven years old. I am very fond of flow-
ers. The trailing arbutus looks very pretty growing, peeping up among 
the moss and dry leaves before the snow has hardly gone. I made about 
forty-five cents m selling this plant. I have written two letters for the IN-
STRUCTOR, and have seen them both in print. I like the paper very much. 
I have taken it five years, and have paid for it myself. I am a friend to 
you for making such a nice paper for us. I save my papers, and mamma 
binds them for me so I can have them to read and reread. If you could 
see me at my home almost any Sabbath, you would see me with my papers 
around me, reading until I was real tired. We do not have the privilege 
of Sabbath meetings or Sabbath-school, except our family school. I have 
no brothers or sisters. I can wash the dishes and make my own bed, 
wash, and sweep the floor, and do lots of things to help mamma, because 
she is real feeble. I love her so dearly I want to do all I can. I have some 
fine times coasting. I have had my sled seven years. Papa gave me a pair 
of ice skates on my last birthday, Nov. I. I can take care of the horse, cow, 
and hens. I can harness the horse, and take mamma out to ride when it 
is pleasant. I live on the side of a pleasant hill overlooking a very pretty 
village. It is not far from the village, so I have a good chance to play all 

by myself, and can roam over the fields and in the woods, 
and gather the wild flowers, berries, etc. When I want to 

onto the postoffice, or to town to do errands, I can get 
my sled and slide into the village in five minutes. 

Mother does not want me to go to the.village school, be-
cause she thinks the influence is not good; so she teaches 
me at home. I read and spell and study the elementary 
arithmetic and the comprehensive geography. I have 
quite a large natural history (Woods). I have read it 
nearly through, and am reading the history of England. I 
live in sight of the pretty village of Paris Hill, where Eld. 
White first published resent Truth.'" 

Vivian has given such a life-like description of his home 
surroundings that his letter is very entertaining. It is as 
good as a real visit with him. We shall hope to hear from 
him again. 

HECTOR MAxsos, of Nebraska City, Neb., says: "I like 
to read the INSTRUCTOR very much. As I read the Budget, 
I thought I would write a letter too. I do not go to 
school ; mamma teaches us at home. I cannot write very 
good, so I will get her to copy this. We do not have any 
Sabbath-school. We learn the lessons in the INSTRUCTOR, 
and try to spend the Sabbath in a way to please God. It 
would be so nice to have Sabbath-school again. I am try-
ing to be a good boy, and to help my two brothers and sis-
ters, who are younger than 1 am, to be good. We want to 
be ready when Jesus comes, so he will take us to meet the 
INSTRUCTOR family in the new earth. I am eleven •years 
old." 

One faithful boy or girl in a family of children may do 
the best kind of missionary work; and it is the little home 
missionaries that make the best workmen for foreign mis-
sions. 

The Densucroa is an illustrated, four-page sheet, especially adapted 
to the use of Sabbath-schools. Terms always in advance. 

Single copy, 	- 	- 	- 	- 	75 etS•  a year. 
copies to one address, - 	- 	80 cts. each. 

10 or more copies to one address, 	50 cts. each. 

Address, 	 YOUTH'S INSTRUCTOR, 
BATTLE CREEK, MICH., 

Or, 	PACIFIC PRESS, Oakland, California. 
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