
VoL. 34. BATTLE CREEK, MICH., FEBRUARY 3, 1886. No. 5. 

EVERY ONE OF YOU. 

MOU are not lost in the crowd, 
at The Father's love is for each: 

Not one is so far away 
But his hands of blessing reach; 

For the heart of God is so  large, 
And his mercy so very free, 

II 	That no one has need to ask— 
" Is this kindness indeed for me? " 

So, whenever the skies are fair, 
And the day is bright and long, 

And the gardens are gay with flowers. 
And the woodland glad with song, 

Let not thy heart be sad, 
Nor thine own voice silent be, 

For the beauty and joy of the time 
Is for all the world, and for thee. 

When thine eyes on the holy page 
Of the Father's word shall see 

The wonderful promises there, 
Be sure they are all for thee. 

The guiding, providing hand, 
The safety, the peace divine, 

The pardon and deathless love, 
0 child of God, are thine. 

The Father forgetteth none, 
Though many his children be; 

Not one can be overlooked, 
Be sure that his smile is for thee. 

The poorest is dear to him, 
He hears when the little ones call, 

And at last, when the home is reached, 
You shall find there is room for all. 

But to every one of you, 
The cross has been also given, 

Some care, some pain, to endure, 
Some work to be done for heaven. 

0 rise to the Lord's demands, 
His blessings are ever free; 

But for service, and love, and trust, 
The Father has need of thee. 

—London Christian World. 

Written for the INSTRUCTOR. 

TIGER HUNTING. 

OLD winters, deep snows, and biting winds, 
often make us long for a milder climate. Our 
grains, our fruits, our vegetables, and even our 
grasses, have to be planted, cared for, har-

vested, and stored away for use during the cold sea-
son. We have but one harvest in a year, and we 
have to gather enough then to last until the next is 
ripe. All this requires much toil and care. 

In most of the hot countries of the earth the case is far 
different. In the islands and peninsulas of the Indian 
Ocean one can go out at any time of the year, and help 
himself to the richest of fruits growing wild in the jungles. 
Indeed there is no autumn or winter in those countries, 
but one perpetual spring and summer. The trees and 
other plants are always in blossom, and yet always loaded 
with ripe fruit. New leaves are continually bursting from 
the bud, and the breeze is ever laden with sweet odors. No 
food has to be laid by for winter, no warm clothing has to 
be made, and the houses are very light, being needed only as 
a shelter from sun and rain. The days and nights are of 
equal length the year round. 

Such a country as this would seem to be an Eden; but 
since sin came into the world, there is no perfection here. 
These delightful tropical regions literally swarm with 
poisonous insects and troublesome vermin. Lizards, scor-
pions, huge spiders, and venomous snakes are almost every-
where, even in the houses. Fierce wild beasts infest the 
jungles, and make it unsafe to venture out alone, espe-
cially after nightfall. The dwellings have to be set up in 
the air on tall posts, and look as though they were on 
stilts. On the small island of Singapore, which lies close 
to the southern point of the Malay peninsula, it is estimated 
that the tigers kill more than three hundred people every 
year. They cannot be hunted off ; for they keep swimming 
over from the main-land, which is in some places not more  

than a quarter of a mile distant. English hunters, with na-
tives to help them, often go in pursuit of these dangerous 
creatures. A brief account of one of these hunts will 
give you some idea of the power of these fierce animals. 

It was sometime in the summer of 1882 that this hunt 
took place. There seemed to be signs that a tiger of unus-
ual strength and boldness had made his lair in the jungle 
not far from the town. Several persons had mysteriously 
disappeared. The last victim was a woman who had been 
missed from the outskirts of the city. 

Six native men, called beaters, were secured to hunt up 
and follow the trail of the beast. They soon found a place 
where there had been a struggle, in Which the little 
clothing worn by the woman had been torn from her. 
The weight of his burden had caused the tiger's fore paws 
to sink so deeply into the sand that there was no difficulty 
in tracking him. Now and then a lock of the woman's 
hair showed where her head had been thrust against a 
thorny bush in passing. Once the tiger had laid her down, 
and here the finger marks she made in the soil showed that 
she was still alive. 

So the hunters and their men went on for two miles or 
more. The jungle grew thicker, and the track more wind-
ing; but the trail was very distinct. Finally they thought 
they must be very near the tiger's den. The strongest and 
most experienced beater was now sent on a little ahead of 
the rest of the company. He had nothing but a large knife 
to defend himself with. As silently as possible they pushed 
on into the jungle, the beater keeping a short distance in 
advance. In spite of all their caution, however, the wary 
animal scented them, and came boldly forward. They had 
not expected this, and were taken by surprise. Suddenly 
the tiger sprang from the thicket. A crashing sound was 
heard, and a terrific scream pierced the deep recesses of 
the jungle. The brave leader was dashed down in a mo-
ment; but scarcely had he touched the ground when the 
report of a gun was heard, and before the fierce beast could 
bury his teeth in the flesh of his victim, a bullet, sent by 
the sure aim of one of the hunters, had pierced his brain. 
Slowly the powerful creature rolled off, straightened out, 
quivered a moment, and was dead. The daring native, 
though stunned and terribly bruised, was not killed. 
Presently he struggled to his feet, and pointing to his 
knife, showed that, in spite of being taken by surprise, he 
had buried it to the hilt in the chest of the tiger. 

A few rods farther on in the jungle the hunters came 
to a small open spot surrounded by a very thick growth of 
bushes and vines. It was fully three miles from the near- 

est settlement; but many a poor victim had been brought 
all that distance by the gaunt monster, and devoured at 
his leisure in this almost impenetrable retreat. Nothing 
but the skeleton was left of the poor woman last captured 
by his royal highness. Piles of human bones lay scattered 
around. His majesty had dined chiefly on women, as was 
proved by the abundance of bangles, nose and ear orna-
ments, etc., that were picked up. Imagine how these gew-
gaws must have looked in such a place. What a lesson on 
vain show, and the foolish decorations so often employed! 

G. H. BELL. 

LITTLE TIM'S LUCK. 

TIM worked in the rubber mills. He was twelve years 
old; but, although small for his age, he was quick mo-
tioned and wiry. He entered the mill as errand boy. All 
day long, from attic to engine-room he hurried about, car-
rying orders, doing odd jobs, sweeping, and lending a hand 
everywhere. 

When he had been there about two weeks, he was 

allowed to take charge of a little seven-by-nine room that 
was called the " barrel-room." In it were two wooden 
cylinders, slowly revolving, filled with pumice stone, sand, 
and rubber goods. It was a happy moment for Tim when 
this charge was given him. As a companion and assist-
ant, he had a boy whose name was Fred. He was a short, 
thick-set fellow, who wouldn't go to school, and whose 
chief ambition was to " have a good time." 

As day after day the two boys worked in the barrel-room, 
they became well acquainted, and In a manner liked each 
other. With the acquaintanceship came various invitations 
on Fred's part to the "good times " about the village. 

"Say, Tim," he said one evening, "come up to the Square 
to-night, and play `I spy the red lion." 

"Can't do it," was the regretful reply; "got to work." 
"What work are you going to do evenings ?" said Fred, 

in great surprise. 
"Oh, well," answered Tim, "I am going to be busy; 

not here, but at home." 
With a look of disgust, Fred dropped the subject, and 

persuaded some other boy to go with him. 
The next day something very similar occurred. The 

hands were accustomed to kick foot-ball during the noon 
hour. Two of the boys came in for Tim, and found him 
eating his dinner, and studying a magazine illustration. 

"Come out and kick." 



"Can't," said Tim; "got to work this noon. I'll come 
some other time." 

What it was that Tim was at work on, none of the other 
boys knew. They liked Tim first-rate; he was so bright, 
and quick, and smart. Tim was a hard worker; even the 
lazy ones acknowledged that. What he did was done with 
his whole heart. Fred could work when he wished, but 
he was rarely taken that way. "1 an't goin' to kill my-
self," he was accustomed to say. 

In his heart, Fred rather despised Tim. He felt that in a 
manner he injured him by working so hard. Lazy folks 
are apt to dislike hard workers. The curiosity that pos-
sessed Fred to know what it was that Tim was at work 
upon was perhaps his strongest feeling. Many a noon he 
slipped up into the mill attic, where Tim was ensconced 
behind a pile of broken chairs, but he never discovered 
what it was he was at work on. Many an evening had he 
gone round by Tim's house and inquired for him, and tried 
to discover the reason that he could not come out to play; 
but without any success. Tim kept his own counsel, and 
pegged away without satisfying their curiosity. 

For two years, Tim and Fred worked side by side, getting 
barely pay enough to keep soul and body together; strug-
gling for ten long hours each week-day with the refractory 
barrels, getting sifted through and through with the pum-
ice stone and sand, having finger nails torn, and shins 
barked by the obstinate cylinders that never would stop in 
the right spot,—for two years they worked, and then they 
left together. Then Tim's secret came out. He had been 
straining every nerve in learning to sketch. Every odd 
moment, morning, noon, and night, while waiting for the 
" heats " in the factory, he had been digging away at his 
sketching. Pencil in hand, he had made a business of his 
ambition; and now, when only fourteen years old, came 
the beginning of his reward. His drawings, over which 
he had labored for hours and hours, were sent to a West-
ern school, approved by the teachers, and brought him a 
request to enter the school. How gladly he accepted, it is 
not worth while to state. 

Fred also left; his odd moments had been taken up with 
"fun." While Tim was working, he was smoking; while 
Tim was studying his art with all his mind and strength, 
Fred was walking around a billiard table. His chance was 
in rather a different line from Tim's; he was promoted to 
drive a fish cart. 

"I wish I had your luck," he said to Tim as they parted; 
" but nothing ever strikes me." 

All this happened ten years ago; Tim is to-day a pros-
perous young man, well-to-do in life, and every year work-
ing up. But Fred still drives a fish cart, spends his even-
ings in the stables, ambitiously puffing a black pipe, and 
wishing, as ever, that he had "some of Tim's 
tie Christian. 

sensual pleasures. 
lief, whic 
Norway. 

In the beginning there were only substances without 
form, but the heat operated on these, until the giant Ymer 
came forth. (This account is not at all inferior to Darwin's 
modern theory.) Then Odin killed Ymer and all his sons 
except one, who became father of the evil gods or spirits. 
From the body of Ymer, Odin created the organized earth. 
From au ash-tree he made the first pair, Askur and Embla, 
and he placed them in Midgaard. The gods dwelt in 
Asgaard. 

Odin was the highest god, the father of men and the 
governor of the universe. Baldur, his son, was the wisest 
among the gods. Thor was the war-god, who warred 
against Yatterne, the evil spirits, and killed them with 
his hammer, Mj(ilnir. They associated him with the thun-
der and the lightning. Freja, Njord, and Freg were god-
desses who presided over agricultural and peaceable affairs. 

Those who fought bravely and died on the battle-field 
were received into the dwellings of the gods, and lived in 
the beautiful palace, Valhalla, which was decorated with 
shining shields and glittering swords. Every morning 
they went out to fight, and threw each other down, but in 
the evening they rose up again and returned to Valhalla, 
where they enjoyed a grand feast. The principal dish was 
pork from a certain immortal hog, Sarimner, which could 
be killed and eaten every day; while the fair girls of Odin 
brought the warriors nectar to drink. 

It is no wonder that the Scandinavians are so extremely 
fond of pork, since their ancestors considered it the highest 
bliss in the spirit-world to be permitted to eat this unwhole-
some food. 

Those who were cowards, and died on their beds, were 
thrust down to Helheim (or Niffelheim) to the homely 
Hell, where they continue their life as silent, trembling 
shadows, without joy and honorable deeds. Who may 
not in this see the origin of many modern ideas of irit-
life ? 

But this reign of the gods was not to last always. A 
terrible war between the gods and the evil spirits would 
cause the destruction of the world. Then a new earth 
would come forth from the sea, and the almighty God 
was to come down and judge men in righteousness. Then 
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THE RELIGION OF ANCIENT DENMARK. 

THE mythology of the ancient Goths of Northern Eu-
rope was in harmony with their peculiar character and 
mode of living. Valor was the greatest virtue, and cow-
ardice the greatest sin. TlAir happiness in the future 
world consisted in war 'lee enjoyments, connected with 

~wfll give a short sketch of their be-
nt the same in Denmark, Sweden, and 
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all therighteous and honest were to be taken to Gimle—a 
palace of shining gold, to live in eternal joy with the Al-
mighty. But the wicked—perjurers, deceivers, and mur-
derers, were to be cast down to Nastrand, where they 
should wade through venomous streams in a castle made 
of serpents. 

Thus even in the old heathen mythology there were 
some glimmerings of light; and the first Christian mission-
aries took advantage of this, and tried to convince the 
Gentiles, that they were preaching no other god than that 
almighty God who should judge men in righteousness. 

The gods were first worshiped in grov outdoors, and 
/afterward in wooden temples. They ad altars, and 
brought sacrifices to appease the gods. he victims were 
horses, oxen, hogs, poultry, and some es men who were 
taken from among the slaves or p soners of war. The 
head of the family generally perfo ed the service, but in 
the temples, priests and somet es priestesses served. 
After the sacrifices they had a 	t, and ate the meat of 
the slain animals. Their min al feast was Christmas, or 
Yule. 

In writing they used sixteen characters called runer. 
These were marked on thin boards or engraved in stone. 
The few who could write or read these letters, were re-
gelded with great superstition. Inscribed upon the swords 
or nails, letters were looked upon as a protection against 
sickness and danger. 

The Scandinavian women were honored. They were 
commended for their good understanding, chastity, and 
skill. The healing art was principally left with the 
women. The men seldom had more than one wife. The 
honorable position of the woman is a good feature among 
these ancient barbarians; in this respect they differed 
greatly from the Orientals. 	J. G. MATTESON. 

Copenhagen, Denmark. 

THE TWO ROADS. 

a TRAVELER, going to a distant place, 
Came where two roads branched off on different ways; 

One, straight and smooth, held forth so fair a view 
It seemed to him that way he should pursue; 
And, since the other opened steep and rough, 
No word he asked—these hints were quite enough. 

So, choosing that which seemed so good and fair, 
All obstacles and balks soon centered there; 
Briars and brambles, and a steep ascent, 
Failure, and loss of time, and discontent. 
What made things worse, the one bereft of grace 
Soon grew more fair, and reached the longed-for place. 

MORAL. 

Whether on duty or desire you go, 
Put not your trust merely in outside show ; 
He but incurs the vexing fall of pride 
Who lets appearances his course decide. 

—Joel Benton. 
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BEAUTY OF CHRIST'S CHARACTER. 

IN all the annals of this world's history, there is no pict-
ure so beautiful, so grand, so sublime, as that which in-
spiration has drawn from the life and character of our 
Saviour. The learned have given eloquent pen-pictures 
of earth's heroes and martyrs; and though the world at 
large might not be able to detect defects, yet perhaps their 
more intimate acquaintances would discover faults in the 
inner life. 

But not so with the character of our Saviour. From the 
cradle in the manger to his ascension from Olivet, we see 
nothing but perfection. Upon the tablets of his heart was 
written the holy law of his Father. Ps. 40:7, 8. Never, 
when placed under the most trying circumstances, when 
seemingly forsaken by heaven, and when the powers of 
earth and hell were combined against him, did he in the 
slightest manner depart from those holy precepts. When, 
after fasting for forty days, he was famishing with hunger, 
he stoutly withstood the enemy, always replying, "It is 
written." What loyalty to his Father's law 1 

Often when pressed by the coarse multitude, or when 
reviled and insulted by the hypocritical Pharisee, do we 
hear him speaking only words of wisdom and truth. Never 
once did he turn from him the poor, the down-trodden, the 
outcast who came to him in humility and faith. From his 
lips dropped only words of love and blessing. The poor 
beggar and the multitude, the leper, the blind, and impo 
tent, as well as the nobles of earth, were made the happy 
recipients of his heavenly favors. His voice was music 
and Life to the deaf; his touch was health and happiness 
to the sick and suffering. 

But brightest of all do those heavenly traits of character 
seem to shine in the garden, hi the Judgment-hall, and on 
Calvary. Hear that agonizing prayer in the garden, "0 
my Father, if it be possible, let this cup pass from me; 
nevertheless, not as I will, but as thou wilt." What devo-
tion to the cause he had espoused I what submission what 
undying love and loyalty! 

Following him thence to the Judgment-hall, we see him 
thrice denied, falsely accused, scourged, smitten, spit upon, 
attired with a purple robe and a crown of thorns. On 
Calvary we behold him fainting beneath the heavy cross. 
Those dear hands which had ever ministered blessings, 
those feet so often worn and wearied on long missions of 
love and mercy, must now be torn and rent with the cruel 
nails. His side wherein beat his great heart of sympathy 

and love must now be pierced with the cruel spear. De-
nied even a drink of cold water to cool his burning lips, 
mocked, suffering, bleeding, dying, the world's Redeemer 
hangs between earth and heaven, the grandest, the most 
awfully sublime spectacle of loyalty and love, meekness 
and long-suffering, submission and fortitude, that ever men 
or angels looked upon.' 

His pain was most severe, both of mind and body; and 
yet we hear him making provision for the future welfare 
of his mother. What devotion and affection! What an 
example! Forgetful of self, we hear him speaking words 
of love and forgiveness to the penitent thief. Himself the 
world's Creator and Redeemer, we hear him pray, " Father, 
forgive them, they know not what they do." Oh, what love, 
what pity, what forgiveness 1 The darkness of night settles 
over the scene, and yet amid it all there shine those traits 
of character, those "fruits of the Spirit," more brightly 
than ever. How marked the contrast between the powers 
of darkness and the holy Son of God I Possessing all 
power in heaven and in earth, " who, being in the form 
of God, thought it not robbery to be equal with God, " he 
"made himself of no reputation, and took upon him the 
form of a servant, and was made in the likeness of men: 
and being found in fashion as a man, he humbled himself, 
and became obedient unto death, even the death of the 
cross." In all the world's history there is not a picture 
so beautiful, so sublime. 

Well has one said, " We should dwell much upon the 
excellences of Christ's character, and should cultivate the 
same graces in our own." Said St. Paul, "But we all, 
with open face beholding as in a glass the glory of the 
Lord, are changed into the same image from glory to 
glory, even as by the Spirit of the Lord." 

J. M. HopxiNs. 

THE PASS-WORD. 

DURING the late civil war, a noble band of Christians, 
called the Christian Commission, among whom was Mr. 
Stuart of Philadelphia, accompanied the army wherever it 
went, and amid the sick, wounded, and dying, did much 
work for Jesus. 

Late one night, Mr. Stuart had to pass the lines of the 
army; and before starting, he asked the colonel of the regi-
ment for the pass-word. " Chicago " was given him, and 
away he rode, feeling all safe. 

At the line a sentry challenged him with the usual, 
" Who goes there—friend or foe ?" 

"A friend," said Mr. Stuart. 
The sentry presented his rifle, and demanded the pass-

word. On its being given, he said, " It is my duty to shoot 
you, Mr. Stuart, but I know you. Ride back to headquar-
ters and get the right one, for it would be death for me to 
give it to you." 

Mr. Stuart turned his horse's head, galloped back to 
the colonel's tent, and rushing in, said: " Colonel, you 
gave me the pass-word, chicago,' and it is wrong." 

"How could I be such a fool!" said the colonel; "that 
is the one for yesterday; to-day it is Massachusetts.' I 
am deeply sorry for the mistake, Mr. Stuart." 

Again he approached the line, and again the challenge 
met him,— 

" Who goes there—friend or foe ?" 
"A friend," said Mr. Stuart. 
"Have you the pass-word?" 
"Massachusetts," was the reply. 
At once the rifle was lowered, and the word was given 

to pass. 
As Mr. Stuart rode up to the sentry, he said, " Well, my 

lad, you have asked me for the pass-word twice. Once 1 
gave it wrong; it might have been fatal to me. Let me 
ask you, do you know the pass-word for heaven, which 
will be asked for only once ? " 

The sentry replied, "I thank God 1 do, sir. I learned it 
from your own lips, Mr. Stuart, in a New York Sabbath-
school. 'The blood of Jesus Christ cleanseth from all 
sin.' That is the pass-word."—Everybody's Paper. 

A LITTLE EVERY DAY. 
A FEW of us students had obtained permission to take 

our meals every day with a private family in the town. We 
waited for every meal from five to ten minutes,—a frag-
ment of time which we usually expended in chatting, jok-
ing, and skylarking. A large scientific work, in royal octa-
vo, lay on the table—probably the only book treasure of the 
house. Several of us expressed a desire to read it, but re-
gretted a lack of time and opportunity. One of our num-
ber, however,—a silent, studious fellow—quietly took up 
the volume, nibbled at the title-page, glanced over the table 
of contents, and attacked the preface. In a moment more 
he was called to the table, and after eating, was out with 
the rest of us. At the next meal he resumed his reading 
where he left off; and so on, from time to time, until the 
continuity and steady purpose of his occupation attracted 
attention, and exposed him to many a volley of chaffing 
from his companions. He only smiled, and went on with 
his reading, while we went on with our usual chit-chat, 
until at last we forgot to notice him at all. The winter 
passed away; the spring approached; and the last dinner-
bell of the term had just left its final clatter in the air, 
when the young tortoise plodder in the big octavo closed 
its covers together with an emphatic slap, and an an-
nouncement of "the end." All the rest of us had wished 
to master the book, but had n't had the time; he, by read-
ing a little three times a day, had transferred its entire 
contents to his head.—Chrtstla,n Union. 
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(Nara To Tan STUDENT.-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. WHAT were the closing acts of the earthly priest in 
the yearly round of service ? 

2. Of what did this cleansing consist? 
3. What were the people required to do on the day of 

atonement ? 
4. Was an offering made on that day besides the atone-

ment offering ? Num. 29:7-11. 
5. Will the "true tabernacle," er heavenly sanctuary, 

be cleansed ? Heb. 9:23. 
6. From what was the earthly sanctuary cleansed ? 

Lev. 16:30, 33. 
7. How did the earthly sanctuary stand related to the 

heavenly ? Heb. 9: 9. 
8. Then from what will the heavenly sanctuary be 

cleansed? Heb. 9 : 26. 
9. How did the sins of Israel get into the sanctuary ? 

Lev. 4:13-18; 10: 17, 18. 
10. How do our sins get into the heavenly sanctuary ? 

-Chirtet, our great sin-offering, takes them upon him-
self, and bears them into the sanctucury. 

11. In what manner do they find a lodgment there ? 
Jer. 2:22. 

12. Are sins recorded in heaven ? Rev. 20: 12. 
13. How, in figure, did ancient Israel receive forgiveness 

of their sins ? Num. 15: 24-26. 
14. How do we receive forgiveness of our sins ? Col. 1:14. 
15. Anciently, when sins were forgiven, were they re-

moved from the sanctuary ? 
16. When was this done? Lev. 18:29, 30, 34. 
17. What was this removing of sins?-Cleansing the 

sanctuary. Lev. 16:30, 33. 
18. How does our Saviour show that our sins are not 

blotted out when they are forgiven ? Matt. 18: 23-35. 
19. Since the heavenly sanctuary is to be cleansed from 

sin, what must be done with the sins recorded there ? 
Acts 3 :19. 

20. The removal of sins from the earthly sanctuary by 
the high priest, corresponded to what act of our High 
Priest in the heavenly sanctuary? 

21. To what, then, is the blotting out of sins equivalent? 
Heh. 9: 23. 

22. When will the cleansing of the heavenly sanctuary 
begin ? Dan. 8 :14. 

NEW DATE CHART. 

OUR Sabbath-school Association has recently purchased 
from Eld. G. D. Ballou the plates and copyright of the 
charts illustrating the dates which will soon be considered 
in the series of lessons now in progress. This chart is 
printed on cloth 40x52 inches; and should be in every 
school in the land. Send in your orders at once, or it will 
be too late. Price, by mail, postage paid, $1.25. Address, 
Sabbath-School Worker, Battle Creek!, Mich. 

WHEN Count Zinzendorf was still a boy, he and a few 
of his mates formed a little religious society which they 
called " The Order of the Grain of Mustard Seed, " as in-
dicating their hope and purpose of growth. Every Sab-
bath-school teacher ought to belong to the class of growers 
in knowledge and grace, in character and attainments. 
Dr. Bushnell indicated "the talent for growth" as an im-
portant element in the preacher's power. He said there 
were two sorts of men in the world: one sort who grow, 
and the other sort who grew; the one sort he likened to 
trees, the other to flagstaffs. A good teacher ought to be 
something better than a flagstaff; he should be a tree, and 
a mustard tree at that. 

EVERY person who lives in a city lives continually in an 
atmosphere which is charged with the germs of disease. 
The same is true, in a less degree, of those who stay in 
the open country,-true even of those who pace the deck of 
the ship in mid-ocean. And yet many live on in good health, 
defying the attacks of these disease germs simply because 
the disease germs can find no weak or unprotected spot in 
which to begin their deadly work. There is a hint in this 
for those who are training children who by and by will 
have to go out into a moral atmosphere as disease-laden 
as the air of a great city. gee that they go out with no 
weak or unprotected spot in their soul natures. There is 
a conquering power in robust bodily health which throws 
off, unharmed, the germs of disease; there is a similar con-
quering power in soul health,-and it is a power worth 
having. 

"WHAT has he done ?" is the divine question which 
searches men, and pierces through false reputation. 

01.A/C, SC/Laf) - 

HIS DARK. 

AMONG so many, can He care? 
Can special love be everywhere? 

A myriad homes, a myriad ways, 
And God's eye over every place? 

I asked. My soul bethought of this: 
In just that very place of His 
Where He hath put and keepeth you, 
God bath no other thing to do I 

-A. D. T. Whitney. 

GOLD IN THE OCEAN. 

THE following concerning gold is an extract from an ad-
dress delivered by the Rev. R A. Cross, of Denver, Colo-
rado. We have no fears that our young readers will be 
tempted by it to try to extract gold from the briny deep. 
A better way to obtain gold is to secure a claim to the 
imperishable gold in the new earth. 

"Scientists tell us that the water of the ocean contains 
gold at the rate of one grain, or about four cents' worth, to 
every ton. At this rate a thousand cubic feet of ocean 
water contains about one dollar's worth of gold. If the 
ocean has an average depth of one mile (though it is prob-
ably greater), it contains enough gold to furnish $15,000,000 
to every man, woman, and child in all the world, or more 
than $100,000,000 dollars to every family of seven. At this 
rate, if figures do not lie, a cubic mile of ocean water con-
tains about $140,000,000 worth of gold. 

" What a pity we cannot get it!' do you say? Yes, it 
does seem a pity that you and I cannot get our shares. 
But it would spoil all the fun if all the other people.  got 
their shares too. Gold would no longer be aprecious 
metal, and we would have to keep right on working for a-
llying. 

"The ocean is a rich gold mine, and let me say confiden-
tially that there are plenty of inistaked claims on it and in 
it. Two practical difficulties, however, hinder the working 
of those claims. One is the difficulty of _getting the gold 
out of the water, and the other is the difficulty of storing 
the water already worked while you are treating the rest. 
No doubt Yankee genius will solve even these problems 
when the time comes that the ocean gold is needed." 

THE VALUE OF AN EYELASH. 

IT is the experience of accountants that a very slight 
cause sometimes brings great perplexity to one's mind. 
An accidental mark on the paper, making a figure appear 
something else than it is, has occasioned hours of toil; but 
perhaps no error ever resulted from a simpler circumstance 
than the one described in the following paragraph:- 

"A Washington financier, who is well acquainted with 
Colonel Lew Washington, the teller of Lewis Johnson &
Co.'s bank, said that it was at the close of business hours, 
and Colonel Washington was poring and perspiring over a 
long column of figures on the balance sheet. The sum to-
tal of the column should have read $6,090. Instead of that 
amount, however, it showed a total a $6,990, or $900 more 
-than he could account for. The vexatious mistake caused 
the Colonel to scratch his head vigorously and wonder 
where the excess was in the column of agonizing figures. 
While going carefully over the column for the twentieth 
time, he discovered the error, and it was one that would 
hardly occur once in a thousand years. One of the Col-
ofiel's eyelashes had fallen on the balance sheet and ad-
hered to the first 0 in the line of figures $1,000, making a 
perfect figure 9 of the nought, and increasing the whole 
amount to $6,990 instead of 090. In going down the 
column the twentieth time, he brushedu 	the eyelash away 
with his forefinger. Hereafter, Colonel Washington says, 
he will go over his balance sheets with a scraper before 
he begins to add the columns." 

MAKING MONEY. 

THE word "bullion" means uncoined gold and silver 
in the mass. Large quantities of gold and silver, after be-
ing coined, are frequently termed bullion. The following 
paragraphs from a recent exchange contain facts of inter-
est in addition to what has already been published regard-
ing the precious metals, both coined and uncoined :- 

" Bullion is received at the mint in the form of bricks of 
all sizes and very peculiar shape, when it comes from 
Spanish American countries. The regular shaped bricks 
often weigh as heavy as 150 pounds. The Mexicans melt 
their silver and rub it into the most crude shaped molds in the 
world, in quantities so large and heavy that a burro [don-
key] could not carry one casting. If the valuable metal was 
carried in quantities convenient for handling, raiders for 
miles around would be after it and demand the whole or a 
large portion of the silver as salvage for.  protection against 
other raiders. The Mexican silver received at the mint is 
taken to the machine shop and cut up before it is in shae 
to be put into any of the largest crucibles. The regular 
shaped bricks are taken first to the assay office, where the 
corners are clipped and the brick bored into. An assay is 
made of the clippings and borings. The result is made 
known to the person making the deposit, in about twelve 
hours. He gets his money, and the government gets his 
bullion. After the assay the bullion passes to the refinery 
if it should require the operations there performed. 

"When the silver has been obtained in a state as near as 
possible to absolute purity, it is taken to the press room, 
and by hydraulic pressure compressed into solid circular 

 masses of from twelve to fifteen inches in diameter and five 
inches thick, resembling very much the shape of the 
cheese. The silver is then placed in an oven in iron pans. 
A fire is raised, and the iron and oven are brought to a 
cher.ry red color for the purpose only of driving off moist-
ure in the chloride of silver. The least portion of moisture 
in the crucibles would break them, and the silver would be 
lost in the ashes. The cakes next go to the melter and are 
run into bricks. If it goes on the market as bullion, its 
weight in ounces and its value is stamped upon each brick. 
If it is to be turned into coin, it is again melted and an 
alloy of one-tenth copper is put in both for silver and gold, 
and the whole is then run into ingots. 

"These are heated and rolled to the proper thickness 
and width, and the strips are then annealed and whitened. 
The blanks are next punched and cleansed of the grease 
from the rollers, and are then sent to the adjusters. Each 
piece is weighed, and if found too heavy a little is filed off 
the edge; if under weight, it is remelted. From the ad-
justers the blanks pass to the stamping room. The mill-
ing, as it is generally termed, is then put on, by pressure-
squeezing the silver out into the little grooves of the 
mold. 

"After it is upset, to raise the ring on the surface, the 
blank passes under the die. The impression is made on 
both sides from one blow. 

"A rule of the coiner's department prohibits an em-
ployee leaving the department during the day until after 
the accounts are adjusted. From the coiner the money 
passes to the counter, who with the aid of a counting 
board, which holds an exact number of pieces, is able to 
count thousands where a person ordinarily would count 
only units. The counting board carries just 1,000 silver 
dollars. One of the most interesting objects to be seen in 
mint is a large balance scale, so nicely adjusted that one 
may take a hair from the head, split it and place it on one 
side of the scale pans, and the beam will be noticeably 
deflected." 

ODD VISITING CARDS. 

THE cactus serves a queer purpose in far away South 
Africa, judging from a description given by a writer in St. 
Nicholas. He says:- 

" But, after all, the oddest use of the cactus prevails in 
Cape Town, South Africa, where its leaves are made to 
serve the purpose of visiting-cards. Fancy carrying about 
in your coat pocket a lot of thick leaves covered with 
spines as sharp as needles! But wait a moment. The 
leaves of the particular kind of cactus so used are not very 
prickly; and, moreover, they are not carried about, but are 
left growing on the plant, which stands at the foot of the 
front steps. 

" When a lady calls she has only to draw out one of those 
ever-ready hat pins, with which ladies are always provided, 
and with the sharp point scratch her name on the glossy, 
green surface of a leaf. A gentleman generally uses the 
point of his penknife. The lines tu svery white and 
remain on the leaf, clear and distinct ford  years and years. 
On New Year's Day these vegetable cards are especially 
convenient, and ladies whe wish to keep the calls of that 
day apart from those of other days appropriate a branch of 
the cactus to that purpose. One gentleman in Cape Town 
has a cactus plant which is nearly fifteen feet high. Its 
great. thick leaves are almost all m use as visiting-cards, 
so that he has a complete and lasting record of his visitors. 
It cannot be said that this practice adds to the beauty of 
the plant; but then it is oddity, and not beauty, that is de-
sired in such cases. There is one cactus, not so plentiful 
as that just described, which is of a very accommodating 
character. It not only has smooth leaves, but the spines it 
has are so large and stiff that they can be used as pens for 
writing on the leaves." 

REMARKABLE RIVERS. 

AMONG the world's natural curiosities are several rivers, 
each of which has somepositively unique characteristic. 
In Algeria, for instance, there is a small stream which the 
chemistry of nature has turned into true ink. It is formed 
by the union of two rivulets, one of which is very strongly 
impregnated with iron, while the other, meandering 
through a peat marsh, imbibes gallic acid. Letters have 
been written with this compound of iron and gallic acid 
which unite to form the little river. In Columbia there is a 
river which, by admixture with sulphuric acid, becomes so 
sour that it is appropriately named Rio de Vinagre, or 
Vinegar River. Many varieties of fish abound in the large 
Orange River of South Africa, until the river passes through 
a rocky region containing copper ores below which the 
water is said to be poisonous and to kill the fish that venture 
into it. 

" China's Sorrow" is the name that has been given to the 
great Hoang-Ho, which rises in the mountains of Thibet, 
and follows a wonderfully circuitous channel for 3,500 
miles to the sea. The waywardness of this mighty volume 
of water makes the river a constant source of anxiety and 
danger, instead of wealth, to 170,000,000 of people inhabit-
ing the central plain of China. It is known to have nine 
times suddenly changed its course. It has moved its 
mouth over four degrees of latitude each time, emptying 
its vast floods in different directions, and digging a new 
channel for itself where scores of villages had stood. It 
has greatly changed the physical character of a wide area, 
turning fertile regions into a sandy waste, or making shal- 
low lakes of them, in which nothing grows, and over which 
nothing can sail. Whether it is within thepower of west- 
ern science to save this great plain from disastrous over-
flows and changes of the river-bed is a question that has 
been considerably discussed in England of late years. 

A very curious river is the Webbe Shebeyli of East Af-
rica, a deep and rapid stream, abounding in fish and croco- 
diles. Though it flows for hundreds of miles through fer-
tile lands, the immense volume of water never reaches the 
sea. A little north of the equator the river loses itself in 
a desert region a few miles from the Indian Ocean.-Anon. 

CHESTNUTS WITHOUT BURRS. 

THE boys and girls who so often wish the chestnut did 
not grow in a prickly case may be pleased to know there 
is a chestnut tree which bears the nut without burrs. A 
specimen was sent to the St. Nicholas, last November, 
from Freehold, N. Y., and the editor made the following 
comments upon it:- 

The dark brown nuts that are so sweet to the taste are 
usually kept secure in the prickly husk until Jack Frost 
sends them down and bursts into their prison cell; but in 
the specimen sent us they are huddled together in bunches 
of three or four, and covered only with soft furze; no burr 
or husk ever envelops them. The nuts grow to a good 
size, ripen, and renew themselves each year, and are as 
good to eat as if they had been encased all summer in the 
warm prickly jacket that their brothers always wear. It 
is the only tree of the kind known in that region." 

THE first census of the United States was taken in 1790, 
and showed a population of 3,929,827 persons, excluding 
Indians. There were nearly 700,000 slaves included in it. 
This was the first systematic census ever taken by any 
government in the world, and has been continued ever 
since, at intervals of ten years. 
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IF WE TRY. 
GIVE can learn a useful lesson 

From a single drop of dew, 
For it sparkles to remind us 

How to make our whole life true. 
We should never waste our moments; 

They are passing quickly by; 
To improve them is a duty— 

We can do it, if we try. 

Let ns drop a gentle warning 
By the way-side, as we go, 

And perhaps the germ of kindness 
In a careless heart may grow; 

Let our seed be sown at morning, 
For the night is drawing nigh; 

There's a harvest for the faithful— 
We may share it, if we try. 

As the bee is never idle, 
And the brook is never still, 

In the pleasant field of labor 
There's a place we all may fill; 

We should never waste our moments; 
They are passing quickly by; 

To improve them is a duty— 
We can do it, if we try. 

—Pilgrim Press. 

Written for the Irzersuma. 

JACK'S LESSON. 

HE short afternoon sun was fast sinking behind the 
hill-tops. Nearly all the merry coasters had gone 
home by the time Jack and Jill reached the top, 
drawing their sled up after them. Jill's cheeks were 

red with the unusual exercise, and the wind had caught 
the soft brown curls from under her closely drawn cap, 
tumbling them about in wild disorder. 

" Come on," cried Jack, getting the sled ready for 
another ride, " I'm going down the steepest side." 

" Oh, don't," replied Jill, clapping her hands, which were 
aching with the cold; " I'm half frozen. Let's go home." 

"You'd better not go down there, youngster," said one 
of the large boys, coming around where Jack was; "little 
boats should keep near shore." 

" I guess 1 can steer down straight," retorted Jack. 
"Do hurry up," he said impatiently to Jill, as she stood 
shivering and hesitating, afraid to go down the steep 
descent. "I'm glad I'm not a girl ; they're such 'fraid cats, 
anyway!" he added scornfully. 

"I'm not a 'fraid cat," said Jill, flashing an angry look 
at him, " and I dare go anywhere a boy does !" And with-
out more ado, she took her place on the front of the coaster, 
and away they went, faster and faster, till they almost 
lost their breath. 

But alas for Jack and Jill I Near the foot of the hill the 
road turned suddenly to avoid a stone pile, and here the 
ground was bare in several places. When they reached 
this spot, the sled swerved, plunged, and threw Jill against 
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the rough stones. Jack soon sprang to his feet. There 
lay Jill, oh I so still, with the red roses faded from her 
cheeks, which were now almost as white as the snow 
itself. 

" J ill 1 Jill I" cried Jack, going down on his knees be-
side her, " are you dead or hurt ? do wake up and tell me I" 
But only a faint moan came in reply from Jill's pale lips. 

" Hello ! over there!" frantically called Jack, running 
toward two coasters just leaving the hill. "Hold on! I 
say ; come and help me I" 

The two turned and came where Jill lay. "Mercy to us! 
if it isn't Jill Brown," they exclaimed in one breath; "and 
she's hurt her on those stones." Very tenderly and care-
fully they laid her on their long coaster, taking off part of 
their wrappings to make her more comfortable; and then 
the sorrowful little party went slowly toward Mrs. Brown's 
snug cottage. 

How long the road seemed to Jill! Every jolt of the 
sled sent a pain all through her as sharp as a knife; but 
she bravely bit her lips and kept back the moans, although 
the tears would come. The sun had set by the time they 
reached the gate, and the stars began to twinkle, one by 
one, in the deep blue of the sky. Through the window, 
Jill could see the red hearth-fire burning, and her mother 
lighting the evening lamp. And then she knew no more 
until she found herself in her own warm bed, with her 
mother and the doctor bending over her. 

"I think she will get over it in time, madam," she heard 
the doctor say; "but it will take a long while. She must 

not be allowed to use her back in any way for weeks. 
Perfect quiet will be needed for a short time. I will call 
again in the morning." And then she heard him latch the 
gate, and drive off, the jingling of his sleigh bells rapidly 
growing fainter and fainter, at last dying out in the dis-
tance. 

How long the doctor's " few weeks " seemed to Jill, and 
to Jack, too, who had never been near the hill since that 
last eventful slide. Very repentant, he lingered around 
Jill's bed, bringing all his treasures for her to look at, 
and generously giving her the one be thought more of than 
all the others put together,—a scrap-book half full of all 
sorts of postage stamps. It cost Jack a hard struggle to 
give this up; for he had the largest collection of any boy 
in town. 

The lagging weeks brought March and April before Jill 
had left her bed. She could be bolstered up now, a part of 
the time; and one warm morning the window was thrown 
open so that she could hear the robins chirping in the tree-
tops, and the swallows twittering under the eaves, all busy 
and happy at their house building. Jack was out, too, 
scouring the woods and fields for the early spring flowers 
that Jill loved so well,—the yellow buttercups, and pink 
May flowers, the pure white wind-flowers, and the blood-
root blossoms, whose sweet fragrance and dainty fresh-
ness seemed to put new life into Jill. And there were 
odd green leaves, mosses, and lichens, and little fuzzy 
ferns, just uncurling to the light, and Jacks-in-the-Pulpit—
how many hours they two had spent in imagining the 
strange things that Jack-in-the-Pulpit said to his flower-
hearers. 

By May, Jill could go outdoors if she walked slowly, 

and then she gained right along. You would hardly have 
known the careful, thoughtful boy who walked beside her 
for the old, hasty Jack of other days. He had learned a 
sad, bitter lesson in the long weeks when he thought Jill 
would never walk any more. And his mother had hung a 
motto in his room, where he would see it every morning 
when he first opened his eyes. It was,— 

"Vessels large may venture more, 
But little boats should keep near shore." 

W. E. L. 
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NORMAN N. GREEN, of Alleghany Co., N. Y., writes: "I 
am a little boy eight years old. I like the INSTRUCTOR 
ever so much, and like to read the letters too, so I wanted 
to have a letter in the paper. I can't write much, so 
mamma writes this letter for me. I hope I shall be able 
to write for myself by next spring. We have to go seven 
miles to attend meeting and Sabbath-school. When the 
roads are very bad, we cannot go. I get lessons in Book 
No. 2. I never went into a day school in my life; but 
mamma helps me learn at home. I help care for the stock, 
and help papa make maple sugar in the spring. I like to 
eat warm sugar, I tell you, I do. I am trying to get up a 
club for the INSTRUCTOR, SO I should like your special 
instructions to agents. Mamma will help me about can-
vassing for it. I have no little children to play with, but I 
play with our dog. His name is Tiger. I harness him, 
and he draws my sled up the hill, and I ride down; then 
he gets onto the sled, and I draw him; so we have good 
times playing together. I want to be a good boy, and meet 
the whole INSTRUCTOR family in the new earth." 

Before you see this letter in print, we hope you will have 
received instructions for canvassing, which we have sent 
you. We wish you good success in adding names to the 
INSTRUCTOR list. We like your plan of giving faithful 
Tiger a ride. "The merciful man is kind to his beast," 
you know. 

FREDDIE PALMER writes from Marion Co., Ill. He 
says: " I thought I would have my mamma write a little 
letter for me. I have two little brothers, one three years 
old, and the other eighteen months. I am seven years of 
age. I keep the Sabbath with my mamma. We have no 
Sabbath-school here. There are but two other families 
here who keep the Lord's Sabbath. We are having very 
cold weather now, and my brother Entry and I throw 
crumbs out on the side stoop, and the little snow-birds 
come and get them. I was in Jackson, Mich., last summer, 
to visit my grandpa and grandma Palmer. Grandpa let 
me drive his horse. I had a nice time. I attended the 
camp-meeting there, I want to be a good boy, so I can 
meet all the INSTRUCTOR family when the Lord comes. I 
have a missionary jug, and I am going to save my pennies 
in it for the missionary work. I remain yours in the IN-
STRUCTOR family." 

How thankful the birds are for the crumbs! Fora num 
ber of years we have practiced feeding a little flock of them 
twice a day. But the birds are no shirks; for just as soon 
as the snow melts a little, away they all go, to look out for 
themselves. May we not hear again from your mission-
ary jug? 

Here we have a letter from Eld. Burrill's little daughter, 
ELLEN I. BURRILL, whom we once knew in Battle Greek. 
She writes: " My brother Cortez and I attend the South 
Lancaster Academy. Prof. Ramsey has graded the school, 
and put me in the fourth grade, and Cortez in the first. 
The teacher in vocal music has put me in the higher class. 
We have a good Sabbath-school. I am reviewing Book 
No. 5. My father was home Christmas; he had been away 
three months. He is laboring in Maine. We attended the 
Maine camp-meeting. Cortez wanted to be baptized at 
that time ,• but as he could not, he waited until he went to 
New York. We had a Christmas tree at our church, and 
had $2.50 for offerings to the Central European and Scan-
dinavian missions. Cortez and I gave a dollar each. We 
earned it all ourselves. He is seven, and 1 am ten years 
old. I shall be glad if ever I can go back to Michigan. My 
older sister Carrie lives there." ' 

It affords us real pleasure to hear once more from these 
dear children, and to know that they are trying to walk in 
the path of wisdom and virtue. May heaven's choice bless- 
ing rest upon nerd, and all the dear INSTRUCTOR family. 

HARRY ROACH writes from Keokuk Co., Iowa. He 
says : " I am a little boy eleven years old. I go to Sabbath-
school every Sabbath, and study in Book No. 4. I like my 
teacher very much. We repeat verses in the Bible, and at 
the end of the quarter we repeat all that we had through 
the quarter, and we get a prize. We take the INSTRUCTOR. 
There are only three in our family who keep the Sabbath. 
1 am trying to be a good boy." 

Is the prize for perfect lessons, Harry ? We think you 
would try hard for a perfect lesson though no prize was 
offered. How is it? 
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