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" THE NIGHT 00HETH." 

gaN angel passed through a busy street, 
3F His step was swift, and his smile was sweet, 

And he sped in the path of the rising sun, 
Saying, softly, "The day is begun, 

' The night cometh.' " 

He met a child who laughed and ran, 
Chasing the butterflies with her fan, 
A circlet of lilies, white and fair, 
Crowning her wavy yellow hair; 
And, stooping, he asked, in a gentle tone, 

"Do you love the Master, my little one ?" 
She raised her beautiful, sunlit head,—

"I  am one of his little lambs," she said; 
"Then do," said the angel, "as he commands; 

Your work is ready, it waits your hands I " 
The child made answer. "I'll not forget, 
I shall do my work ere the sun has set; 
But 't is going to be such a long, long day; 
It is morning now, and I want to play !" 

The angel watched her in sad surprise, 
As she flitted away with the butterflies; 
And he sped in the path of the rising sun, 
Whispering soft, " Will the work be done ? 

'The night cometh.' " 

An hour flew by, and the child lay dead, 
A stain on the beautiful, sunlit head, 
A stain which the lilies could not hide, 
Though they spread their waxen petals wide; 
And the weepers heard, in a voice divine, 
Like the solemn moan of a wind-stirred pine, 

"The night cometh I " 

The angel passed through the busy street, 
And met a man with hurrying feet; 

"Stay," he cried; "are you one of those 
Who love the Master and hate his foes I" 

"Oh, yes! " he replied; " my name is enrolled 
In the books of the church. I am safe in the fold." 

"Then do," said the angel, "as he commands; 
Your work is ready, it waits your hands!" 
Good sir," said the man, " I shall do my work 
All in good season, I'm never a shirk ; 
Just now I  am busy, as you must see, 
But some time—yes, some time—I hope to be tree 
To work for the Master; I'm still in my prime, 
With life before me,—there's plenty of time " 

The angel watched him, speeding along 
With a troubled brow through the jostling throng; 
And he followed the path of the setting sun, 
Whispering soft, " Will the work be done ? 

The night cometh.'" 

The years rolled on. Through a city street 
A man walked slowly, with tottering feet; 
His form was bentilnd his face was old, 
And his heart was as hard as his silver and gold; 
But he seemed to hear, like a mournful rhyme, 

"Life is before me, there's plenty of time !" 
And those who were nearest him heard him say: 

"It is growing dark,—I have lost the day! 
'The night cometh. '" 

—Emma C. Dowd,in S. S. Times. 

FOT the INSTRUCTOR. 
INTERESTING PHENOMENA. 

OST of our readers have no doubt heard of those 
wonderful phenomena of nature which deceive by 
their illusive, or false, appearances,—representing 
distant objects suspended in the air, or reflected 

from the surface of water, sometimes right side up, some-
times turned over, at other times double, being both erect 
and inverted. These phenomena are known as mirage 
(mbrazh). The word is French, from the Latin mac" 
to wonder; and indeed the beholder is struck with aston-
ishment at the first appearance of anything so unnatural 
which he cannot readily explain. Instances of this illusion 
are quite common in some localities, that in our picture 
representing a "mixed one" on Lake Ontario. 

It is thought these, phenomena were first explained by 
Gaspard Monge, a French mathematician who accompanied 
Bonaparte's army on its Egyptian expedition. Certain it 
is that a wonderful mirage appeared to their view as the 

army crossed the desert upon that occasion, and possibly 
the circumstance led the professor to search out its cause. 
In describing the scene, the historian says:— 

"The army found itself traversing boundless plains of 
sand wiihout water or shade, and with a burning sun over 
their heads. All the wells on the road were either filled 
up or exhausted. Hardly a few drops of muddy or brack-
ish water were to be found to quench their thirst. In the 
midst of the general depression, a sudden gleam of hope 
illuminated the countenances of the soldiers. A lake ap-
peared in the wilderness, with villages and paIm-trees 
clearly reflected on its glassy surface. Instantly the parched 
troops hastened to the enchanted spot, but it receded from 
their steps; again they pressed on with burning impatience, 
but it forever fled from their approach; and they had at 
length the mortification of discovering that they had been 
deceived by the mirage of the desert." 

It would make this article too long to explain fully how 
these phenomena are produced. After we tell you they 
are caused by refraction and reflection in different strata, 
or layers, of air of different densities, you will be inter- 

ested in studying what causes affect the density of the at-
mosphere, also how refraction and reflection are affected 
by different degrees of its density, and .in this way, like 
Professo Monge, you may learn how so many remark-
ble instances of trirage occur. 

The phenomena of the mirage embraces a great variety 
of atmospheric illusions. One writer has said that " in 
particular climates, at certain seasons of the year, there 
are seen in the ocean and the sky, representations of cit-
ies, groves, mountains, rivers, spacious plains, castles, 
arches, and rows of superb pilasters. Like some splen-
did phantom, they fill the spectator with astonishment and 
delight, then vanish into air, or assume, with the rapidity 
of a kaleidoscope, new combinations, even more astonish-
ing and beautiful than those which preceded them." 

" Some English voyagers were so enraptured with these 
splendid visions, as to term the place where they were 
seen 'the enchanted coast.' An eye-witness says that the 
general aspect of the coast ' was that of an extensive and 
ancient city, with ruined castles, churches, hills surmounted 
by turrets, battlements, spires, and pinnacles. Scarcely 
was one particular object sketched than it assumed a dif-
ferent shape,—now a castle, then a cathedral or an obelisk, 

then, with equal suddenness, it would form a bridge, with 
an arch some miles in extent, presenting an appearance of 
the utmost magnificence, but of the most evanescent du-
ration.' " 

An instance of mirage is on record where the reflection 
of a party of travelers upon the thick mist, in the Hima-
laya Mountains, gave the appearance of a large body of 
armed soldiers advancing to attack them. And another, 
where an old tree, with four branches sticking out, was 
mistaken by a crew of sailors for a shipwrecked boat. 

The several beautiful representations afforded by these 
phenomena may be pleasant to the eye, but they are only 
phantoms, fleeing as one approaches them, without return-
ing any lasting benefit. The thoughtful observer discerns 
in every phase of this illusion a likeness to earthly pleas-
ure,—that as the mirage vanishes as we approach it, so 
fades the latter, only dazzling to lead astray; and ere he 
is aware, he is giving utterance to such sentiments as— 

" So passes away earthly glory I" 
And— 

" Where is the world in which a man was born ? 
Alas! where is the world of eight years past ? 
'T was there; I look—'tie gone ; a globe of glass, 
Cracked, shivered, vanished, scarcely gazed upon, 
Ere a swift change dissolves the glittering mass." 

The human mind naturally craving happiness, we all be-
gin our lives in the pursuit of something which we hope 
may bring it. We are attracted hither and thither by what 
we suppose is its glitter of show, and though we fail to ob-
tain the coveted treasure upon one trial, we are not dis-
heartened; for kaleidoscope-like, other oppportunities, in 
endless variety, present themselves, and we have but to 
make another choice. Thus, step by step, we are led on, 
finding at every attempt that " the glass cracks, shrivels, 
and vanishes, ere it is scarcely gazed upon." 

Shall we infer from all this that it was not the design of 
our Creator that mankind should be happy 7—Just the op-
posite. He created man to be happy; and if he had not, 
in the Garden of Eden, transgressed God's holy law, his 
would have been a life of "unending, perfect bliss." God 
would have us learn that we were created to be happy in 
glorifying him, and that happiness sought otherwise, like 
the mirage of the desert, is delusive. 	M. J. C. 

Fa II 
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For the INSTRUCTOR. 

EARLY HISTORY OF AIISTRALIA.—NO. 3. 
CAPTAIN JAMES Coog, an English navigator of consid-

erable note, made three expeditions to the great Southern 
Continent, but without adding much to what had already 
been learned of the country by earlier discoverers. On 
his third expedition to the Pacific, he sailed northward 
and eastward until he reached the Sandwich Islands. 
Here he allowed himself to be worshiped by the natives 
as a god; but on attempting to leave the harbor, a gale 
arose, breaking the fore-mast of his vessel, which caused 
him to return to the harbor for repairs. On seeing him 
subject to disappointment and trial,‘  like other men, the 
conduct of the natives toward him immediately changed, 
and it was not long before an opportunity was sought to 
take his life. He fell a victim to their fury, Feb. 14, 1779. 
The sad end of this man illustrates the folly of allowing 
one's self to pass for what he really is not. Had he acted 
consistently at first among the natives of these islands, 
there would have been no occasion for the revulsion of 
feelings they afterward experienced, which resulted in 
his death. 

After Capt. Cook, several navigators sailed along the 
shores of Australia, New Zealand, and Tasmania, but 
with little avail, as no attempt was made to explore the 
country inland. The most that any could report, was that 
they had landed at several points, and had seen strange an-
imals and birds, and a large variety of plants, the most of 
which were unknown to naturalists. They also reported 
that they found the inhabitants entirely naked, and scat-
tered along the coast, and in the woods. 

England, however, determined to make use of this new 
world as a prison for her criminals. Accordingly, in the 
month of March, 1787, a fleet of eleven vessels was made 
ready, at Portsmouth, England, to sail for the almost un-
known land of Australia. On board of these vessels were 
8.50 prisoners, 308 soldiers, and the wives of forty of the 
soldiers. The colony to be founded by these banished sub-
jects of England, was to be governed by Captain Arthur 
Phillip. A voyage of eight months brought the fleet to 
Botany Bay. After landing a part of their stores, it was 
decided that this was not the most favorable point at which 
to fo.ind the colony; and after a few days' exploration 
northward by the governor, along the coast, what is now 
known as Port Jackson was entered. The security of the 
harbor and the beauty of the scenery soon decided the gov-
ernor to land his company at that place, the present site of 
the city of Sidney. 

This was the first settlement of white people in Aus-
tralia, and the commencement of its real history. The 
English Government continued to send their criminals to 
its shores for many years, or until the country became so 
fully occupied by free settlers that a strong protest was of-
fered against such a course being longer practiced. There 
are still a few, and but a few, living in the country who 
were sent as criminals from the home government; but 
the blot that was thrown upon the country by first settling 
it with criminals will not be wiped out with the death of 
the last of the criminals themselves. Their influence will 
still live and be a curse to many a poor unfortunate. 

In the earlier days of the colony, the law was enforced 
by the aid of soldiers; and history shows that these sup-
posed guardians of peace were oftentimes unscrupulous, 
and needlessly severe in their administrations. Some of 
the poor, ignorant convicts would at times try to escape 
from their restrictions by plunging into the forest, and 
traveling in a northerly direction, thinking that the land 
where they were was connected with China, and that they 
could reach that country by taking a northerly route. 
Such almost invariably perished in the woods. Many 
skeletons have since been found which the natives say are 
the remains of white men who were wandering in that 
locality. 

For twenty-five years after the first settlement at Syd-
ney, nothing was known of the country beyond the Blue 
Mountains. In the space, however, between the bay and 
the mountains the country was fully occupied. Vineyards 
and orange groves ornamented the hillsides, and the val-
leys were dotted with flocks and herds. The inhabitants 
began to feel the necessity of more territory. But no one 
had yet been daring enough to penetrate the Blue Moun-
tains to the regions beyond. At length rewards were of-
fered to the one who would discover a passage through 
those apparently impenetrable barriers. Many risked life 
and limb to secure the coveted rewards. Finally, in the 
year 1813, when a terrible drought had burnt up the herb-
age in the coast region, and the cattle were dying for want 
of food, the long-sought pass through the mountains was 
discovered, and rich, well-watered valleys beyond repaid 
the discoverers for their toilsome efforts. 

Then followed many expeditions of discovery, which 
were attended with untold hardships. Many perished in 
these hazardous enterprises. Among those who thus lost 
their lives were Dr. Ludwig Leichart, Robert 0. Burke, 
and William J. Wills. A very neat monument was erected 
in Melbourne a few years ago in honor of the two last-
named explorers. Until recently it stood in a very prom-
inent position in the center of Collins Street; but has now 
been removed to one of the public gardens, to make way 
for the new cable railway that is being built through vari- 
ous parts of the city. 	 J. 0. CORLISS. 

Melbourne, Australia. 

GUET from my foe, as from my friend, comes good; 
My friend shows what I can do, my foe what I  should. 

—Schiller. 

BRIGHT THINGS FOR JESUS. 
MO live bright lives for Jesus, 

That through them, unaware, 
His light may shine with wider power 

Than warmest words can bear. 
Make every service loyal, 

And daily you shall see 
How bright in sunshine or in cloud 

A Christian's life may be. 

Do keep bright hearts for Jesus, 
Like fountains in the sun, 

From which the streams of outward life 
Unstained and free may run; 

And all the banks they water 
Shall blossom in his sight. 

Oh, keep your hearts for Jesus, 
And he will keep them bright! 

—S. S. Times. 

DICK'S MAN WITHIN. 
"Now, mamma, you see I am just going to make Uncle 

Richard like me. I am determined he shall think well of 
me, so I hope you'll not tell him of any of my bad ways. 
I'm always going to be good now, and deserve his good 
opinion, so just please to let by-gones be by-gones. He's 
such a splendid fellow! It makes me wish to be just like 
him, so brave, and manly, and handsome! I am something 
like him in looks, mamma, am I not? 1 am going to grow 
just like him, so no more capers or tricks and mischief for 
me. No more poor school reports. Oh, you'll bee how 
good I'll be now uncle is here." 

Dick's mother smiled at her boy's enthusiastic admiration 
of his soldier uncle, but sighed quietly at his confident 
promise of amendment. Was Dick a bad boy?—Why, no; 
as boys go, he was not so very bad, but he was heedless 
and mischievous, and you all know what snares and temp-
tallow these two characteristics lead boys into; so you 
will easily understand that he was not known either at 
home, at school, or in the neighborhood as a very good 
boy. 

Now, however, the uncle for whom he had been named 
had come to stay with them for a while, and his upright, 
soldierly bearing, his genial, courteous Trimmer, the varied 
experiences of his life, the simple truthfulness and sincerity 
of his purpose and character, made a delightful impression 
on the boy's mind. He was determined to become just 
such a man himself, and quite as determined that his uncle 
should never know of certain doings of hi§ of which he 
felt sure the noble Christian man Would disapprove. 

What good times they had together! They soon became 
great t riends and constant companions, and there was a very 
noticeable improvement in Dick's behavior and school re-
ports. Dick flattered himself that his uncle thought him a 
pretty nice sort of a boy. He was quite ignorant of the fact 
that the kind eye was a very keen one, looking into corners 
of his mind that he thought were well concealed in darkness. 
He did not think that the quick ear caught meanings from 
tone and voice that were never put into words. It never 
occurred to him that the agreeable, delightful companion 
and playmate was taking to himself an intimate friend's 
privileges, and making a study of thoughts and purposes 
far behind his outside life, and forming acquaintance with 
the motives and desires of his inmost heart. But so it was; 
and the kind uncle, though much pleased with his name-
sake's affectionate admiration and love, was grieved to 
see how indifferent he was to the best things, the best 
motives, the best living, the best Friend. 

One day they had been talking together of some daring 
exploits of a company of men under a gallant leader in 
the army, when Dick impetuously exclaimed, "I think it 
must be grand to serve under such a captain ! If I were 
a soldier, I'd do anything to win the praise and commenda-
tion of a man like him." 

"You think a great deal of the good opinion and praise 
of some men, do n't you, Dick ?" 

"Yes, sir. I just long to have great, splendid men think 
well of me. l'd like a chance every day to do something 
noble, so that splendid men would think I was a boy worth 
knowir g and liking." 

Uncle Richard's voice was very kind, and the touch of 
his hand on the boy's curly hair very gentle, as he said, 
"My dear boy, there is one grand man whom I am sorry 
to see you do not always try to please." 

"I? Is it any one I know, uncle? Please tell me whom 
do you mean ?" 

"I mean the man within." 
" The man witliin ? I do not understand; within where ?" 
"Within your heart. Don't you know Garfield said 

once, care more for the good opinion of the man with 
whom I have to eat and sleep and live every day than for 
what everybody else thinks of me' ? I am sometimes afraid 
you do not care very much for what the man within you 
thinks." 

" Well—but—uncle, 1 thought I ought not to try to 
please myself." 

" I do not mean to please yourself at all, but to win and 
deserve the good opinion of the man—your true self—
whom God has set in your heart to be a guide and captain 
over your life. I am afraid you haven't fairly made his 
acquaintance yet. 1 am sure you are sometimes careless 
about obeying his orders. He is the leader appointed you 
by the Head of the army, and he would like to lead you, a 
brave, valiant soldier, to battle against sin and wrong in 
every shape. A good captain is of no account whatever 
without the help of steady, obedient soldiers. I love my 
dear name-child very much, and I do want him to be a 

good soldier in life, bringing all his impulses, thoughts, 
and actions under the leadership of this man God has put 
in his heart, till he shall be a host in himself in the army of 
the great Captain, the Lord of hosts."—The Child's Paper. 

For the INSTRUCTOR. 

WHAT DO YOU READ / 
I SOMETIMES wish I could examine the books our IN-

STRUCTOR children are reading, and then talk to them a 
little while about them. I find some children who do not 
read any books at all. In these days it is a shame for a 
child ten years old not to be able to read. I hope that all 
the INSTRUCTOR family read more or less, not only the IN-
STRUCTOR, but other matter. 

Between the years of eight and eighteen a large amount 
of very useful information can be obtained by reading good 
books. 

But what I wish to talk about is the kind of books and 
papers you read. There is a great difference in these. It 
is a good thing to read some of them, and it is a very bad 
thing to read others. The books we read often influence 
us as much as the persons with whom we associate. You 
all know that it is a bad thing for children to associate with 
evil companions, those who are disobedient and idle, who 
will lie and swear, for before you know it or mean to do 
it, you will become just like them. 

Now it is about the same in reading books. While you 
are reading a book, the author of it is virtually talking with 
you all the time. You naturally have more confidence in 
what is printed than you do in what is spoken; it has more 
influence upon you; hence if it is a bad book written by a bad 
man it will fill your mind and heart with bad things, 
and you may never be able to get them out. I took up a 
paper yesterday, and read the following, which illustrates 
what I want to say to you: "Fred and Willie Gerster, 
aged nine and eleven years, tired of their home in Cincin-
nati; so they stole three dollars and a pistol from their 
father and ran away. For three weeks they slept in barns 
or anywhere they could find a place, and became thorough 
tramps, till their sorrowing father finally found them. 
The boys say the dime novel' first inspired their love of 
this adventure." 

There, boys, put that down and remember it. Beware, 
therefore, of what you read. Let me give you a more 
noted case. Voltaire, a famous Frenchman, became a 
great infidel. He hated God and the Bible, and did much 
harm in the world. What influenced him to do this was 
some infidel verses which he committed to memory when 
only five years old. Those bad verses ruined him. David 
Hume, another great infidel, was made so by studying 
infidel books when a youth. Look out, children, what you 
read. Your early impressions, even against your wish, 
will remain with you all your life long. 

You all know what a great and good man Mr. Lincoln 
was. He owed much, it is said, to a few books which he 
read over and over when a little boy. The first was the 
Bible. He read this so diligently that he could repeat a 
large share of it. " Pilgrim's Progress ",he read again and 
again, till he knew the most of it. " lEsop's Fables" was 
another book which lie delighted to read, and the "Life 
of Washington" was another. These good books inspired 
him with noble and high ideas, and turned his mind in the 
right direction. 

You remember of reading in the Bible that Timothy be-
came an excellent man and a good minister. Paul tells us 
what made him so. He says: "From a child thou hast 
known the Holy Scriptures." This is the best book to 
begin with always. 

Do not think that you can read a bad book without hav-
ing it do you harm. The Bible says: "Can a man take 
fire in his bosom and his clothes not be burned? Can one 
go upon hot coals and his feet not be burned?" Just so 
you cannot have anything to do with a bad book without 
having it do you some harm. You may think you will not 
believe it, but it will stick to you always. 

"Evil communications corrupt good manners;" that is, 
evil conversation will corrupt a person, will fill his mind with 
bad thoughts; and it is the same with books. If you do not 
want to be a bad man or a bad woman when you grow up, 
do not read bad books when you are young. If you mean 
to be a noble man or woman, then read good books about 
such people. Always advise with you parents about the 
books you shall read. Get good books, and read them 
carefully. 

It does not matter if you do not have a great number of 
books, provided what you do have are carefully and 
thoughtfully read. 	 D. M. CANRIGET. 

"A SOFT ANSWER TURNETH AWAY WRATH." 
THE horse of a pious man in Massachusetts happening 

to stray into the road, a neighbor of the man who owned 
the horse put him in the pound. Meeting the owner soon 
after, he told him what he had done, and added, " If ever 
I catch him in the road hereafter, I'll do so again." 

"Neighbor," replied the other, "not long since, I looked 
out of my window in the night and saw your cattle in my 
mowing ground. I drove them out and shut them in your 
yard; I'll do it again." 

Struck with the reply, the man liberated the horse from 
the pound and paid the charges. 

SOME of the ablest men of this world owe more than half 
their success in life to the well-spent hours of their child-
hood. The foundation of character is always laid in the 
days of youth. 
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IMPORTANT BIBLE SUBJECTS. 

LESSON EL-THE SHADOWY SABBATHS AND 
THE ENDURING SABBATH 

1. WHAT does Paul say that Christ has blotted out? 
Col. 2:14. 

2. What else has he done to these ordinances? Col. 2: 
14, last part. 

3. Because this has been done, in respect to what are 
we not to be judged? Col. 2 : 16. 

4. On what were the ten commandments written ? 
Deut. 4:12, 13; 5 : 22. 

5. How were they graven on these tables of stone ? 
Ex. 32:15, 16. 

6. Could words engraved in stone be blotted out 
7. Would it be proper to speak of "nailing to the cross" 

a law that was engraved in stone ? 
8. Then what must we conclude concerning the law 

spoken of in Col. 2:14 ?-That it has no connection with 
the ten commandment.% 

9. How did the ordinances that were blotted out stand 
related to men ? Col. 2: 14. 

10. Is the Sabbath of the Lord contrary to us ? Mark 
2:27. 

11. When was the Sabbath made for man? Gen. 2:1-3. 
12. What was man's condition at that time? Gen. 1:31; 

Eccl. 7:29. 
13. Did man then stand in need of a Saviour P-No. See 

1 Tim. 1:15. 
14. But what was the object of the Sabbaths mentioned 

in Col. 2:16 ? Col. 2:17. 
15. Where do we find a record of sabbaths that were 

ceremonial and shadowy ? Lev. 23: 5-7, 24, 27, 34, 39. 
16. How often did each of these sabbaths come ?-Once 

a year. 
17. Did the Lord command these sabbaths with his own 

voice as he did the Sabbath of the fourth commandment? 
Lev. 23:1, 4. 
18. Were they to be confounded with the seventh-day 

Sabbath ? Lev. 23:37, 38. 
19. Repeat the fourth commandment. 
20. How long is this to remain unchanged? Ps. 111:7, 

8; 119:152, 160. 

For the INSTRUCTOR. 
THE WATCHING TIME. 

"Now it is high time to awake out of sleep; for now is 
our salvation nearer than when we believed." We have, 
through searching the Scriptures, come to believe that the 
end of all things is at hand. This knowledge of the near-
ness of Christ's coming should not be allowed to lose its 
force, and we become careless and inattentive, and fall 
into slumber,-into an insensibility and indifference to re-
alities. In slumber we are in an unreal world, and not 
sensible of the things which are taking place around us. 
Dangers very great may threaten, but there is no sign that 
they are appreciated. This spiritual sleep is to be avoided. 
The exhortation is given by the apostle, "The night is far 
spent, and the day is at hand. Let us therefore put off the 
works of darkness, and let us put on the armor of light." 

The youth are having precious opportunities in the Sab-
bath-school to become acquainted with the prophecies, and 
they can understand the waymarks God has given in his 
word. They can, by searching the Bible, be able to give to 
others intelligent reasons of their faith. 

But there are those who have the blazing light of truth 
shining all around them, and yet are-insensible to it. They 
are enchanted by the enemy, held under a spell by his be= 
witching power. They are not preparing for that great 
day which is soon to come to our world. They seem ut-
terly insensible to religions truth. Are there not some 
youth who are awake? Those who see that the night 
cometh, and also the morning, should work with untiring 
energy to arouse their sleeping associates. Can they not 
feel their peril, pray for them, and show them by their 
own life and character that they believe themselves that 
Christ is soon to come ? Will not the INSTRUCTOR family 
come in close connection with Jesus Christ, and obtain 
light and strength and power from him, that they may re-
flect his light upon others ? The rapidly diminishing space 
of time between us and eternity should more deeply im-
press us. Every day that passes makes one less left us to 
complete our work of perfecting character. These truths 
have been repeated ofttimes, but they are not an old story 
until the event transpires. Are you, my dear readers of 
the INSTRUCTOR, saying in your heart, "My Lord delayeth 
his coming " ? 

These truths must not only be repeated in warnings and 
entreaties, but brought into our daily lives, we showing 
our faith by our works. As long as there are many asleep, 
many sporting away the precious hours in careless indiffer-
ence, as it were, upon the very brink of the eternal world, 
those who do believe must be sober, must be awake, must 
be earnest and diligent, and watch unto prayer. "Blessed 
are those servants who when the, Lord cometh shall be 
found watching." "Yet a little while and he that shall 
come will come and will not tarry." 

Have ydu, dear youth, your lamps trimmed and burn- 

ing ? The work is going on in the heavenly court. In vis-
ion on the Isle of Patmos John said: "And there was 
given me a reed like unto a rod, and the angel stood, say-
ing, Arise and measure the temple of God, and the altar, 
and them that worship therein." This solemn work is to 
be done upon the earth. Look and see how stands your 
measurement of character as compared with God's stand-
ard of righteousness, his holy law. The worshipers are to 
pass under the measuring line of God. Who will bear the 
test? Christ says, "1 know thy works." Nothing is hid 
from him of whom John says, "His head and his hair were 
white like wool, white as snow, and his eyes were as a 
flame of fire." How many are purifying their souls by 
obeying the truth ? How many are now in this time wholly 
on the Lord's side? How many are seeking to be a bless-
ing to those around them ? Many need help, kind words, 
thoughtful attentions; and if you pray with such, you may 
be a blessing to them. 

You can be faithful soldiers of Jesus Christ. If your 
example is Christ-like, that able, if you do not say a word, 
will be a help to many. Patient continuance in well-do-
ing will help others to place their feet in the path of truth 
and righteousness. Some may ridicule you for being so 
strict; they may call you self-righteous; but be careful to 
start right, and then keep quietly on. The history of Dan-
iel, if all was written, would open chapters before you that 
would show you the temptations he had to meet, of rid-
icule, envy, and hatred; but he learned to master the dif-
ficulties. He did not trust in his own strength ; he laid his 
whole soul and all his difficulties open to his heavenly 
Father, and he believed God heard him, and he was com-
forted and blessed. He rose superior to ridicule; and so 
will every one who is an overcomer. Daniel acquired a 
serene and cheerful state of mind, because he believed God 
was his friend and helper. The taxing duties he had to 
perform were made light because he brought the light and 
love of God into his work. "All the paths of the Lord are 
mercy and truth to such as walk in them." 

Remember that you are daily weaving for yourself a 
web of habits. If these habits are according to the Bible 
rule, you are going every day in steps heavenward, grow-
ing in grace and the knowledge of the truth ; and like Dan-
iel, God will give you wisdom as he gave to him. You 
will not choose the paths of selfish gratification. Practice 
habits of strictest temperance, and be careful to keep sa-
cred the laws which God has established to govern your 
physical being. God has claims upon your powers, there-
fore careless inattention to the laws of health is sin. The 
better you observe the laws of health, the more clearly can 
you discern temptations, and resist them, and the more 
clearly can you discern the value of eternal things. May 
the Lord help you to make the most of your present op-
portunities and privileges, that you may daily gain new 
victories, and finally enter the city of God, as those who 
have overcome by the blood of the Lamb and the word of 
their testimony. 	 Mits. E. G. WHITE. 
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THE FESTIVAL OF THE BULLOCKS. 

MANY hundred years before Christ, the Hindus believed 
there was only one god, Brahme, who held power over 
everything. His attributes were Brahma, the creative 
power-Vishnu, the preserving power-and Siva, the 
destroying power. But it was not very long before the 
Hindus imagined these attributes were separate 'gods. 
They "gave them wives, who became goddesses, to be 
worshiped; and sons and daughters, to become a new race 
of heavenly beings, to whom divine honors should be paid ; " 
and since, the number of their gods and things which they 
esteem sacred has steadily increased until it now amounts 
to nearly 30,000,000. Their gods are symbolized by trees, 
rivers, stones, etc. Some of them are represented by an-
imals. Festivals are celebrated in honor of their gods. 
One sacred day known as Martu-Pongul, or the " Festival 
of the Bullock," is described by Mrs. E. De Riemer, in the 
Well-Spring, something as follows:- 

" In this festival the cattle are well fed for a few days 
and then taken to a public square, or out in the fields. 
The natives flock out to the show as Americans go to the 
races. One horn of the bullocks is painted red, the other 
blue, and they are decorated with garlands a oleander 
blossoms. A bag of small coins or a piece of silver is tied 
to one horn, and the sacred animals are pursued by the 
crowd. There is a great scramble, and the fleetest runner 
secures the money on the bullock's horn. It is a dangerous 
sport, as the cattle, furious with fright plunge at every one 
who tries to approach them. The Hindus in spite of the 
heat and their usual indolence, enjoy this Martu-Pon 
immensely. It occurs in the early part of the year. I he 
Hindus never kill and eat bullocks, but allow them, when 
old, to wander in the fields till they die. The most valua-
ble ones are pure white, and they are taught to trot like a 
horse, and always wear bells. They are fastened to the 
cart by a yoke, and the driver sits on the pole of the cart 
and twists their tails to make them run. When a man 
buys a new cart, there are ceremonies performed, and after 
that he will not permit anything dead to be carried in it. 

".A Hindu school-boy was taken sick, and his father 
took him in a bullock-cart to a heathen temple. While 
there, the poor boy died. They were miles away from 
home, but the bandy-driver would not take the dead boy 
in his cart. The father pleaded with him and offered 
money, but in vain. At last some coolies came to the 
temple to inquire the cause of the uproar, and they put 
the dead boy in a sheet, and four men bore him to his dis-
tant home; while the bandy was driven home empty. 

" The bullocks are called 'Indian engines,' by white 
folk, but real engines have found their way to India, and 
their shrill whistles are heard among the cocoanut-trees in 

many places; yet for some time to come fine Hindu la-
dies will be driven to their favorite temples by these 
`steeds of the jungles,' and the horn that the bullock-
driver blows when he calls for fresh bullocks will still be 
heard in India for many years." 

What advantageth it us that we differ from them ? Ver-
ily nothing, unless we worship the only living and true 
God. 

THE WATER-SNAKE AS A FISHERMAN. 

A CERTAIN man's garden borders upon a little lake in 
which are some fish that come every afternoon to be fed. 
Here is a story this man tells the children of the St. Nich-
olas about them:- 

"My children were in the habit of taking bread daily 
and throwing it-into the lake for the fish to eat. The fish 
became so tame that they would eat out of our hands, and 
when a foot-fall was heard coming down the terrace that 
leads into the flower-garden by the lakeside, they would 
rush through the water by hundreds, expecting their food. 
They were of many kinds,-from the large catfish, or 
bullpout, weighing three or four pounds, to the small min-
now. , 

"Once, while I was feeding them from my hand, a 
water-snake suddenly caught one of the fish by the head; 
and as a snake always must do, after catching his prey un-
der water, he held the fish up out of the water for a mo-
ment while he took breath. I instantly caught the fish, 
and attempted to pull it out of the snake's mouth; but the 
snake as quickly twisted his tail around a root under the 
water, and resisted my attempt to deprive him of his ex-
pected dinner. 

" While 1 continued to pull, I very soon found that the 
snake was beginning to swallow the fish, and was visibly 
sucking it in. Notwithstanding all my efforts to wrench 
it from his grasp, the fish gradually disappeared into the 
snake's mouth until I felt my thumb and finger touch 
against the jaws of the reptile, and even then they were 
irresistibly pushed back until my grasp was only upon the 
tip end of the fish's tail. Then the snake, with a sudden 
jerk, pulled it quite out of my hand and swam away. I 
was defeated, and the snake had gained the victory." 

THE SMOKE SIGNAL. 

THE Indians of our Western country have a various and 
complete system of signals. Like the sign language, it ex-
presses a great many things in a very simple manner. The 
signals vary somewhat according to the tribe which uses 
them. Many of these signals are made with the blanket, 
in the use of which the Indian is an adept. He holds the 
blanket in a certain manner or waves it in a particular 
way, and so can communicate with others of his tribe who 
may be some distance away. He presents a very graceful 
picture at times as he stands on the back of his horse or on 
some eminence, waving his blanket with mysterious mo-
tions. 

The Indians use the smoke signal when traveling in the 
mountains or "bad lands," where the country is rough and 
broken. It serves to call war parties, or to assemble scat-
tered bands to a council, or to show the general direction 
in which the main body of the tribe may be traveling. It 
is produced as follows: The Indians will bring to an em-
inence substances that burn slowly and with a dense 
smoke. When it is kindled, they cover the smouldering 
fire with a blanket or large buffalo-robe, holding the cor-
ners of the robe so as to give the fire sufficient air that it 
may not be extinguished and at the same time may cause 
more smoke than flame. When a sufficient quantity of 
smoke has collected, the robe is drawn away in a dexterous 
manner, allowing the smoke to ascend in a great ball like 
a balloon. This ball, with its trailing streak of smoke be-
hind it, can be seen from a great distance, and thus infor-
mation, intelligible to the Indians, can be conveyed among 
the rough mountain passes.-Chrisilan Weekly. 

AN ELEVATED RESIDENCE. 

A HOUSE now in process of erection high up on the Alps, 
for the purpose of making atmospheric observations, is 
thus described by the Metropolitan of August:- 

"The highest observatory in Europe is being built on 
the summit of the Sonnblick, one of the Tyrolese Alps, 
near the well-known Gross Glockner. The Sonnblick, 
10,000 feet high, is more accessible than the neighboring 
peaks, and at a height of 8,000 feet has a house for about 
twenty miners who are employed at some mines half-way 
up the mountain. One of these miners is studying meteor-
ology in order to take up his quarters in the observatory, 
whence he will telephone daily observations to the miners 
house, 2,000 feet below. This will be his only mode of 
communicating with the outside world in winter, and his 
observations will be sent on agairr from the miners' house 
by telephone to Rauris down below, and thence to Vienna 
for publication. As the Sonnblick is exposed to violent 
storms, the observatory will consist of a strong block-house 
and massive stone turret, 40 feet high, the walls being un-
usually thick, and the structure anchored to the rock by 
steel-wire cables. The house will be of wood, which keeps 
out the cold better than stone, will have two living-rooms, 
while the tower will be fitted with the latest improvements 
in meteorological science. At present, the miners' house 
is reached by a wire rope-way, and thence it is an easy 
three hours' ascent to the summit." 

THE CLOVER FEAST. 

AMONG the many feasts and other rites and ceremonies 
of the Dakota Indians is one for the children, called the 
"Clover Feast." It lasts for several days, and the children 
engage in it as if it were a great treat. The celebration of 
the feast is thus described: "When the clover is new and 
the blossoms sweet, the camp moves to whereit is thickest. 
Then the children fast for a time and have some dances 
under the direction of the 'medicine man,' who is a sort of 
priest of the tribe. On the proper day they break their 
fast by eating the heads of the sweet clover. They go 
crawling about on their hands and knees, nibbling the 
heads like so many sheep and goats, after which they have 
a feast of more substantial things." 

A good many of these children are being instructed in 
the Government schools, and after they have learned civil-
ized ways, we trust they will make useful men and women. 
-Selected. 

KNIVES were first made in England in the year 1563. 
Pocket-watches were brought from Germany in the year 
1577. 

THE currant-shrub was brought from Zante in the year 
1533; in 1540, cherry-trees from Flanders were first planted 
in Kent. 

gc. §attcA - §Aoof. 

SECOND SABBATH IN SEPTEMBER. 
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NOTHING. 
titi ASKED a lad what he was doing; 
03  "Nothing, good sir," said he to me. 

"By nothing well and long pursuing 
Nothing" said I, "you'll surely be." 

I asked a lad what he was thinking; 
"Nothing," quoth he, "I do declare." 

"Many," said I, "in taverns drinking, 
By idle minds were carried there." 

There's nothing great, there's nothing wise, 
Which idle hands and minds supply; 

Those who all thought and toll despise 
Mere nothings live, and nothings die. 

A thousand naughts are not a feather 
When in a sum they all are brought; 

A thousand idle lads together 
Are still but nothings joined to naught: 

And yet of merit they will boast, 
And sometimes pompous seem, and haughty; 

But still t is ever plain to most 
That nothing bop are mostly naughty. 

—Selected. 

For the INSTRUCTOR. 

FAITH'S SELF-DENIAL. 

AITH could hardly believe her •t 
, senses, it seemed so like a terrible 

dream ; all day she went quietly 
about the house, washing the dishes, 

sweeping and dusting, and doing the 
dozen other little things that fell to her 
lot as the only girl in the household. It 
seemed more like some story she had 
read, as she thought of the long line of 
soldiers marching down the dusty road, 
with their bright weapons glittering in 
the sunlight, and remembered how 
proudly her own brother Ben had 
marched away with them, swinging his 
cap to her as he passed the d00% She 
did n't miss him so much in the day-
light; but how long the hours grew be-
tween sunset and bedtime, and how 
strangely silent the house had become 
now Ben's merry whistle and cheery 
voice were gone! But as the days went 
by, Faith begun to get used to it, and 
cheerfully did her work, trying to be to 
her mother all that Ben had been. 

Then the autumn came, ripening the 
fruit on vines and trees and turning the 
leaves all ablaze with scarlet and yellow. 
With the bright, warm days came a let-
ter from way down in Virginia, whither 
Ben's regiment lied gone. An old far-
mer had given it to Faith as she was 
slowly swinging back and forth on the 
great gate, looking down the road. She 
grasped it eagerly and ran to the house, 
waiting while her mother tremblingly 
broke the seal and read. It was a cheer-
ful letter ; yet it brought tears to the 
mother's eyes as he made all the hard-
ships of the army seem so light. But 
the words that Faith remembered were 
these:— 

" I feel almost ashamed of my good 
clothes when I see how poorly clad the 
rest of the boys are. Just think, mother, 
hardly a fellow in our mess has a whole 
pair of shoes, let alone stockings; and 
they suffer terribly on the long marches. 
I don't know what they'll do when win-
ter comes." 

And then followed loving words to all 
the home folk, telling them how glad he 
would be when the war was over, and he could come back 
again. 

That evening father and mother talked about the sol-
diers, while Faith sat on the stool in the corner by the fire-
place, drinking in every word. She was a thoughtful lit-
tle girl, and already was busily thinking what she could 
do to help matters. "Just suppose it was Ben," she kept 
repeating to herself. But she was obliged to go to bed 
without finding any way out of her difficulty. Taking a 
candle, she went up the broad oaken stairs to her room. 
What a pleasant, cherry little room it was, with its white 
curtained window and snowy bed1 Faith opened the 
closet door to hang up her dress, when her eyes fell on a 
huge bundle lying on the shelf. May be this was the way 
out, who knew? She looked at the bundle again, and sat 
down in a chair to think about it. 

Do you wonder what startled her so? Nothing but a 
mass of gay colored wool. What of that, do you query? 
A good deal for Faith, when I tell you about it. All that 
soft wool had been clipped from the backs of her own pet 
sheep, and had been carefully dyed with herbs and leaves 
she had gathered with her own hands in the broad fields 
adjoining the house. Faith meant to have a new dress out 
of this very wool, and she was going to begin spinning it 

vex t week. It was a great event, this having a new dress, 
for all Faith's wardrobe had to be made from stuff that 
grew on the place. Nor was it often that her busy mother 
would stop to color the wools so carefully, probably think-
ing that the gray linsey-woolsey would answer just as well. 
But this was to be her very best dress, and worn only when 
company came, or she rode horseback behind her father 
on Sundays to meeting. 

"No," thought Faith, as she rose and slammed to the 
closet door, shutting out the sight of the wool, " I want that 
dress myself, and I shan't make it up into yarn ; " then she 
blew out the light and went to bed. But she didn't sleep 
very well; she kept seeing the poor soldiers, in the cold 
weather, with bare feet or tattered shoes, and when she 
did fall asleep, it was only to dream of Ben, hungry and 
cold. in that far-off battle-field. She couldn't stand that. 
With the first peep of day, Faith arose, and seizing the 
wool from the shelf, ran down where her mother was pre-
paring the early breakfast. 

"Please, mother," began the little girl, all intent on her 
plan now she had made her mind up to it, "let me make 
this into socks for the soldiers." 

Mrs. Havesham paused in her cooking, and kissing 
Faith's expectant face, said, "Are you sure, dear, you 
want to give up your new dress ?" 

And Faith only smiled back and said, " Suppose it was 
Ben." 

" Yes; " said her mother with a heavy sigh, "suppose it 
were 'our Ben ; " and that settled it. 

But you must not think that Faith did not sometimes 
regret for a moment the loss of her dress; yet as she spun 
the yarn and helped her mother fashion it into comfortable 
socks, she kept saying to herself, "Suppose it were Ben," 
and a little Bible verse about " doing it unto the least of 
these" would help out her good resolution. If you should 
visit the attic of the old home, you might see the very wheel 
on which the yarn was spun, and hear this and many other 
stories told about the old times, when mothers and daugh-
ters gave not only their comforts but those they held 
dearest on earth for the sake of their country. 	W. E. L. 

"NATURALLY HOOD." 

WE have heard of boys who were " naturally good " and 
"naturally-  smart," but we have never happened to meet 
one of either kind. Neither have we met a blacksmith 
whose right arm was "naturally stronger" than the other. 
In all the cases, we know that striking has made the arm 
strong, study has made the boy wise, and downright hard 
fighting with temper and tongue, the grace of God assist-
ing, has made the boy good.—Morning Guide. 

ettez Vabiet. 
... 

OMER TRENT McCooN writes a letter from Multnonah 
Co., Oregon. He says: "Dear Budget, I thought I would 
write and tell you how well I like you and all the rest of 
the INSTRUCTOR. I am a little boy seven years old. I am 
trying to obey Eld. Cauright's instructions in his `Little 
Things, No. 3.' My sister Olive and 1 wash and wipe the 
dishes. Olive is five years old. We carry in all the wood 
for mamma, the vegetables from the cellar, and cut the 
kindling. We go to Sabbath-school and learn lessons in 
Book No. 1. We have a little brother Otis, two years old. 
My papa is away most all the time. I help him, too, when 
he ms here. We do not go to day school, but mamma 
teaches us at home. We are trying not to speak any cross 
words. Mamma read in my Testament, ' Blessed are the 
peacemakers.' She gave me a Testament on my seventh 
birthday. She is reading it aloud to us. She has read to 
the fifteenth chapter of Luke. I want to be good, and 
meet you all in heaven." 

We want to say to Omer that it pleases us very much 
that he and Olive are not only hearers, but are doers, of 
what is written for them in the Testament and the Ix-
sTnueron. Mamma will read from your Testament some 
day, "Blessed are they that do his commandments," and 
such "may have right to the tree of life, and may enter in 
through the gates of the city." Faithful mammas make 
good teachers; do you prize yours? 

HARLIE NEWMAN writes from Man-
atee Co., Florida. He says: " I read 
the INSTRUCTOR and like it very much. 
I learn a great deal from it, and I like to 
have every thing in it true. I was sur- - 
prised to see the picture and read the de-
scription of the shaddock tree in Vol. 
33, No. 44. Of course, I never saw the 
shaddock of Cochin China, or of the 
East Indies; but the shaddock tree of 
Florida is a beautiful tree, and bears a 
delicious fruit, which is of a green color 
at first, but turns to a pale yellow long 
before it is ripe. It does not get ripe 
until. January i and if left on the tree, it 
continues to Improve until July, and 
when fully ripe, is equal to the orange. 
I am eleven years old. I go to Sabbath-
school, and besides my lesson I learn a 
verse in the Bible every Sabbath. I have 
learned the ten commandments. My 
mother is my teacher. I have lived in 
Florida nearly three years, and I like 
it real well. There are a great many 
curious timings here." 

Harlie, did you ever hear the story of 
the shield that two persons quarreled 
over, one declaring it was red, and the 
other that it was blue, afterward finding 
that it had both a red and a blue side? 
Probably the difference between your 
description of the shaddock fruit and 
that given in the INSTRUCTOR results 
from different persons having decided 
the quality of the fruit from that gath-
ered at different seasons of the year, as 
you say the fruit improves from January 
to July if left to hang upon the tree. 
The picture of the tree used in the IN-
STRUCTOR is the same as the one given 
in the " American Cyclopedia " and 
" Webster's Unabridged Dictionary." 

BLANCHE REDOUTE, of Douglas Co., 
Minn., writes: "It is a pleasure to read 
all the letters in the Budget. How many 
there must be of us in the INSTRUCTOR 
family; and as Eld. Canright says, we 
`can do a lot of good if we just try.' 
He asks us to try. Will we not do the 
best we can to help all we can wherever 
there is work to be done ?" 

We suspect Blanche is trying to do 
as Eld. Canright says; and we hope 
many will respond to her question. 

ROYAL B. Mx, a little boy eight year 
old, who lives in Pumas Co., Neb., says 
"I would like to keep the Sabbath, but 
papa and mamma do not, and will not 
let me. I go to Sabbath-school and learn 
lessons in Book No. 1. I like the Sab-
bath-school. I have a little sister about 
two years old, named Minnie. I like her 

very much. I want you to pray that my papa and mamma 
will some day keep the commandments of God, that we 
may all have a home in the golden city." 

Indeed, we will, remember your parents, dear boy; and 
we must believe that God hears the prayer of faith, and 
will show them his truth. 
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