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THE FALLS OF NIAGARA. 

I HE thoughts are strange that crowd into 
my brain, 

While I look upward to thee. It would seem 
As if God poured thee from his hollow hand, 
And hung his bow upon thine awful front, 
And spoke in that loud voice, which seemed to 

him 
Who dwelt in Patmos for his Saviour's sake, 
The sound of many waters; and had bade 
Thy flood to chronicle the ages back, 
And notch His centuries in the eternal rocks. 

Deep calleth unto deep. And what are we, 
That hear the question of that voice sublime? 
Oh, what are all the notes that ever rung 
From war's vain trumpet, by thy thundering 

side? 
Yea, what is all the riot man can make 
In his short life, to thy unceasing roar/ 
And yet, bold babbler, what art thou to Him 
Who drowned a world, and heaped the waters 

far 
Above its loftiest mountains ? A light wave, 
That breaks, and whispers of its Maker's might. 

—Selected. 

THE GREAT CATARACT. 

UCH has been written con-
cerning the wonderful Falls 
of Niagara, but still the 
subject is not exhausted. 
Thousands from all parts 
of the world annually visit 

the place to witness the rush of waters 
in the rapids above and below the 
falls, to watch the volume of water in 
its awful plunge over the precipice, 
and to be inspired by the emotions 
which the scene excites in all who be-
hold it. Many tourists visit the Falls 
year after year, and spend days and 
weeks in gazing upon scenes grown 
familiar by frequent observation, only 
to more deeply wonder and admire as 
a more thorough acquaintance gives a 
better idea of the sublimity of this great 
marvel of nature. 

It has been the privilege of the 
writer to make three visits to these 
Falls, and, aside from the curiosity 
gratified at the first view, the interest 
has increased at each succeeding visit, 
for each has revealed new beauties, 
and given a deeper sense of the awful 
grandeur of the scene. 

There are so many points of interest 
above, below, and around the Falls 
that a single visit leaves a confused 
impression of immensity, from which 
mental pictures may with difficulty be 
singled out. Subsequent visits, how-
ever, will separate these pictures, and 
group them in a panorama which will 
linger long in the memory. 

The view presented in our illustra- 

tion is that of the American Fall as 
seen from below. Although less com-
prehensive than many other views, it 
gives, better perhaps than any other, 

an idea of height, which can only be 
had by looking up from a near view 
at the great volume of descending 
water. 	Standing amid the spray 
which fills the air, nearly deafened by 
the incessant roar, and with the rush- 

ing waters dashing around the rocks at 
his feet, the observer is overwhelmed 
with the emotions that fill his soul, 
as he considers that for centuries the 

great lakes above have been flowing 
over the precipice, and still the fount-
ain head is supplied by the mysterious 
processes of nature. 

On the same side of the river, a few 
rods above, is the celebrated "Cave of 

the Winds," into which, clad in water-
proof garments, the visitor goes, be-
hind the great sheet of water which 
pours over the overhanging cliff above. 
The compression of the atmosphere 
by the descending waters produces a 
constant commotion of the elements, 
so that a stormy tempest reigns per-
petually within the cave, while pecul-
iar sounds greet the ear as the concus-
sion of the falling water resounds 
through the mysterious chamber. 

This point is one of the few places 
in the world from which can be seen 
the complete, or circular, rainbow. 
The volumes of spray which continu-
ally rise from the river refract the rays 
of the sun, so that at certain hours of 
the day this wonderful phenomenon is 
to be seen in all its beauty, and amply 
repays the visitor for the inconven-
ience or discomfort attending the view. 

No description can give an adequate 
conception of Niagara. It must be 
seen to be appreciated, and such of 
our readers as cannot visit it may get 
a faint impression from the engraving 
given herewith. 	W. C. GAGE. 

PRESIDENT GARFIELD'S MOTHER. 

HER maiden name was Eliza Ballou. 
She is a descendant of Maturin Bal-
lou, a Huguenot of France, who was 
driven from his country upon the revo-. 
cation of the edict of Nantes. 

He joined the colony of Roger 
Williams, and settled in America. 
He built a meeting-house at Cumber-
land, R. I., which is still carefully 
preserved as a relic of the past, and is 
known as the Elder Ballou meeting-
house. At the time it was built, there 
were no saw-mills, no nails, and few 
tools in the country. Its galleries and 
pews, and even its floors, were hewn 
out of the solid logs, and put together 
with wooden pegs. 

Abraham Garfield and Eliza Ballou, 
both emigrants from the State of New 
York, were married in 1821. They 
had gone in 1830 to Orange, Cuyahoga 
County, Ohio, where a year latter, their 
son James was born, being their fourth 
child. Their log house was built 
when the heavy forest was but partly 
cleared away. The fences were not 
yet made about the fields when the 
father, in fighting a forest fire that 
threatened the destruction of their 
home, over-heated himself, was sud-
denly chilled, and in a few days died. 
His last words to his wife, as he looked 
upon his children, were : "I have 

XIAGARA.—AMERICAN FALL. 
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planted four saplings in this forest. 
I must now leave them in your care." 

A happier family never dwelt in a 
palace than had been in that cabin 
home. Little James was but eighteen 
months old when his father died—too 
young to understand the irreparable 
loss, or feel the pangs of grief that 
well-nigh crushed other hearts. The 
neighbors came—only four or five fam- 
ilies in a radius of ten miles—and wept 
with the widow and the fatherless. 
With their assistance the lifeless form 
was enclosed in a rough coffin and bur- 
ied in a corner of the wheat-field near by 
--no sermon, no prayer, except the si- 
lent prayers that went up from aching 
hearts. Winter was approaching. 
Could human experience be more 
dreary than a woman left a widow, 
alone with her children in a wilderness 
swept by wintry storms ! The howl 
of the wolves and the cry of the pan-
thers never sounded so terrible as dur-
ing those long, desolate winter nights. 
It seemed to the weary ones that 
spring would never come again. But 
at last it did come, and swept away 
the snow and ice. The dead things 
of the field and forest returned to life, 
save only the dead in the corner 
of the wheat-field ; but hope was not 
revived in the cabin. There was no 
money in the house ; there was a  
debt on the farm, and the food supply 
was limited. 

Then Eliza Garfield sought the ad-
vice of a neighbor, who had been kind 
in her time of trouble. He advised 
her to sell the farm, pay off the debt, 
and return to her friends, believing it 
to be impossible for her to support 
herself and children there. Her reply 
was characteristic :— 

"I can never throw myself and 
children upon the charity of friends. 
So long as I have health, I believe my 
Heavenly Father will bless these two 
hands, and make them able to support 
my children. My dear husband made 
this home at the sacrifice of his life, 
and every log in this cabin is sacred 
to me now. It seems to me a holy 
trust, that I must preserve as faithfully 
as I would guard his grave." 

Her neighbor left her, and she went 
to the Friend that never fails, and 
asked God to make the way of duty 
clear to her; and when she came 
from her place of prayer, she felt that 
light and strength had been given to 
her. 	She called her eldest son, 
Thomas, to her, and though he was 
only a child ten years old, she laid the 
whole case before him. With the 
resolute courage of his race, he gladly 
promised that he would plow and sow, 
cut wood and milk the cows, if she 
would only keep the farm. So this 
brave mother and son commenced 
their work. She sold part of the 
farm, and paid every dollar of debt. 
Thomas procured a horse, plowed, 
sowed and planted. The mother with 
her own hands split the rails, and 
completed the fencing. But the har-
vest was still far away, and the corn 
was running low. The mother care-
fully measured her precious grain, 
counted the reaping time, and finding 
it would be exhausted long before 
that, at their present rate of consump-
tion, she resolved to live on two mealo  

a day herself, that her children might 
not suffer. Then, as the little store 
rapidly disappeared, she ate but a sin-
gle meal herself, concealing her self-
denial from her children, until the 
blessed harvest brought relief. That 
year it was very abtindant, and the 
wolf of hunger never came so near 
their door again. 

Still there were many years of hard-
ship and self-denial, in which the 
brave woman bad to be father and 
mother, teacher and preacher to her 
children. She was the wise and ten-
der friend, guiding them in the right 
way, and inspiring them to choose the 
best things in life. She still lives to 
see her great reward, "and her chil-
dren rise up and called her blessed."—
Selected. 

AN AUTUMN AUTUMN DAY. 

ORESTS gleam with scarlet and gold, 
.y The autumn flowers are gay; 

Nature is in her brightest attire 
This perfect October day. 

Beauty and brightness soon will pass 
Away from my raptured sight, 

And dreary days of winter will come, 
When the world is still and white. 

This scene will be a picture fair 
To come at my fancy's call; 

'T will brighten the darkest winter days, 
As it hangs in " mem'ry's hall." 

—Prances A. Conant. 

SEVENTY-TINES SEVEN. 

"It' thy brother trespass against 
thee seven times a day," read Daisy 
Ford from her little "Daily Food" be-
fore her on the bureau, as she brushed 
the snarls from her brown curls. 

" If thy brother trespass against 
thee seven times a day, and seven 
times turn unto thee, saying, I repent 
—thou shalt forgive him." 

" Oh, dear ! " she exclaimed, in dis-
may. "Must I forgive Tom seven 
times every day ? I suppose if it says 
so in the Bible, I must, but he is so 
aggravating." 

And Daisy put on her collar and 
blue ribbons with a sigh, and went 
down to breakfast. Papa and mam-
ma were not down. Tom was over in 
the bay window trying to teach Rover 
a new trick. 

" Hallo, sis ! " he exclaimed, sus-
pending operations at her entrance, 
" What's the matter with you ? Your 
face is as long as the moral law with 
a postscript. Guess we'll have to liven 
her up a little, won't we, Rover ? 
Let's go for her." 

Now Rover was fresh from a long 
run in the grass, and it bad rained in 
the night. 

" 0 Tom—do n't ! you'll spoil my 
clean apron, and I'm all ready for 
school." 

But she was too late, the dainty 
white apron was soiled past wearing, 
and there was nothing left to do but 
go in search of a fresh one. 

" I'm awful sorry. I did n't mean 
to do anything only wake you up a 
little," shouted Tom after her, as she 
went up stairs. 

" One "—was Daisy's only reply, 
softly to herself. 

Tom was vexatious enough at'any 
time, but to-day he seemed possessed.  

He carried" her books to school for 
her, and in some way lost out her pa- 
per of examples, so she had those to 
work over. He tipped his inkstand 
over her copy-book, which she was 
keeping so neatly for examination day. 
He borrowed her knife that Aunt Sue 
gave her on her birthday, and lost it. 
He put a live toad in her lunch bas-
ket. He broke the handle of her new 
umbrella, using it, in spite of her en-
treaties, as a bat. 

"Can't imagine how it happened," 
said Tom, "had n't the least idea I 
was using it hard enough to break it." 
But it was broken for all that, and 
Daisy picked up the pieces, saying to 
herself as she did so, "This makes six 
times." 

Last, but not least, when she came 
home from Mamie Granger's at night, 
she found him chasing her pet kitten 
Snowball around the yard, with a tin 
pan tied to her tail. 

" There," said Daisy, as she set the 
poor frightened creature at liberty, 
"It's been awful hard, but I'm through 
for one day, at any rate, for this makes 
seven times I've forgiven him." Half 
an hour later, as she sat in the sitting-
room reading, Tom put his head in 
at the:door. 

" I say, Dais, I'm nn end sorry, but 
Snowball ran Wider the shed—and I 
tried to catch her—and—she's in a fit. 
I should n't much wonder if she was 
dying. Can you forgive a feller ? " 

" No, I can't, and I won't try to, ei-
ther, for this is the eighth time to-day—
and I almost hate you," said Daisy, as 
she brushed past him. 

"Come here a =intent, baisy," 
called mathhla from her room, where 
she had overheard all. " What do 
you mean by ' eight' times ? " 

" Why, mamma, you see my verse 
this morning said I must forgive my 
brother seven times a day—so I have, 
but this is the eighth time, and I 
need n't, need I ? " 

"Run and get your Bible," was mam-
ma's reply ; and Daisy obeyed, with 
sudden misgivings. 

Could it be she had learned the verse 
wrong ? 

"Now find Matthew 18 : 22," said 
mamma, " and read it aloud." 

"Jesus said unto him, I say not unto 
you, Until seven times, but until 
seventy times seven." 

" 0 mamma, I can't do that, any-
way." 

" How many times have you done 
wrong to-day ? " asked mamma. 

"I don't know, a good many times, 
I guess," Daisy replied wonderingly. 

" More than seven' times ? " con-
tinued mamma. 

"I'm afraid so," said Daisy, slowly 
and reluctantly, as the light began to 
dawn upon her. 

" Be ye kind one to another, tender-
hearted, forgiving one another, even 
as God for Christ's sake bath forgiven 
you," whispered mamma softly, leav-
ing her to think it out by herself. 

"Oh dear, there's no end to it if you 
begin," she sighed. 

"Even as God for Christ's sake has 
forgiven you. I—suppose—God al-
ways has something to forgive, too." 

By-and-by, after a long time, Daisy 
got up, and went slowly down-stairs to  

the sitting-room door. At the thresh-
old she paused, irreSoltite for a few 
moments, then she went quietly in. 
Somebody about Tom's size was all 
curled up on the lounge, with face bur-
ied in the pillows. Daisy went over 
to him. " I did n't mean what I said, 
Tom. I will forgive you, and you 
know I do n't hate you." 

"You may go out and do anything 
you've a mind to to hover—Choke him 
or drown him or anything," said Tom 
in a shaky voice, from the depths of 
the pillows: 

govei was Tom's idol. 
" But I do n't want to do anything 

at all to him," replied Daisy, smiling 
through her tears. " Pll forgive you 
without ; only Tom, won't yo4 try ntit 
to plague the quite So ranch ? " And 
by this time Daisy's voice shook, and 
her eyes overflowed as she thought of 
poor Snowball. 

"You're a brick, Dais," said Tom, 
emerging from his retreat, "and I will 
try to treat you better," " I say," he 
added, diving once more into the pil-
lows, "you might—ha\e Rover, for 
your own, you know." 

"No indeed, Tom. I won't rob 
you of your pet," responded Daisy 
promptly and giVitig Tom3s hand at 
the same time a grateful little squeeie 
that told him she appreciated his offer 
though she refused it. 

" And you won't do any more of 
that horrid counting, will you ? " asked 
Tom presently. 

" No," replied Daisy gravely, " I 
won't, because you see God don't, so I 
ought not to, I did n't think of that," 

Kite guntne0. 

LITTLE BY LITTLE. 

A MAN who had very little time for 
reading or study was asked by a friend 
how it happened that he knew so much 
more than other people. 

" Oh," said he, " I never had time 
to lay in a regular stock of learning, 
so I save all the bits that come in my 
way, and they count up in the course 
of a year." 

One sometimes observes an intelli-
gent boy who is always on the look-
out to learn what he can. While wait-
ing in a newspaper office for a pack-
age, he will notice how a mailing 
machine is made to do its work ; and 
if he is sent to the florist's, be will 
be able to tell you many things which 
he noticed there. In these and many 
other ways such lads are educating 
themselves. 

Not only are all good things se-
cured to us " little by little," but peo-
ple accomplish their ruin in the same 
way. It is by small concessions to evil, 
and slight indulgences, that the final 
destruction of life is accomplished. 
—Selected. 

• 
Do you suppose the Lord Jesus ever 

turned up his nose at people ? Do 
you think he would like to see it in 
his children? No, no. He would not 
grieve a poor little girl ; he would 
not look cold and haughty. He loved 
poor people. He was kind. The man-
ners he brought from Heaven were 
gentle, considerate, pleasant ;, and 
these are the kind for us to cultivate. 
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aht efabbath-,Muctol. 
FIFTH Sabbath in October. 

SCENES IN THE LIFE OF CHRIST. 

LESSON 59,-THE SOWER. 

ONE day, as Jesus Was leaching, some 
women who stood by began to talk about 
What an honor it was to be the mother of 
Such a Roil ; but he saidi  " Yea, rather, 
blessed are they that hear the word of 
God and keep it. 

At iiiiother tithe hid mother and his 
lifothers waisted to coiiie near and Speak 
with him, but could not get through the 
crowd that was gathered to hear his words, 
and to see what miracles he might perform. 
When some one told Jesus of this, he said, 
" My mother and my brethren are these 
which hear the word of God and do it." 
This shows that we may all be near of kin 
to Christ, the King of glory, if we will but 
do his will. 

Again, as he was sitting in a boat on the 
Sea of Galilee, and teaching the multitudes 
that had gathered on the shore, he told 
them of a dower who want out to sow his 
seed ; arid as he sowed, some fell by the 
wayside, and was trodden down, and finally 
eaten up by birds ; some fell upon rocky 
ground ; and Soon after it sprang up, it 
withered and died, because it lacked moist-
ure ; some fell among thorns, and the 
thorns, springing up and growing with the 
grain, choked it, so that no kernels formed 
in the heads ; but some fell upon good 
groin:id, where it grew, and yielded abun-
dantly. 

When Jesus was alone with his disciples, 
they asked him what he meant to teach by 
this parable of the sower. He then ex-
plained it to them, saying, " The seed is 
the word of God. Those by the wayside 
are they that hear ; then cometh the devil, 
and taketh away the word out of their 
hearts, least they should believe and be 
saved. They on the rock are they which, 
when they hear, receive the word with joy ; 
and these have no. root, which for a while 
believe, and in time of temptation fall 
away. And that which fell among thorns 
are they which, when they have heard, 
go forth, and are choked with cares and 
riches and pleasures of this life, and bring 
no fruit to perfection. But that on the 
good ground are they which in an honest 
and good heart, having heard the word, 
keep it, and bring forth fruit with patience." 

QUESTIONS. 

1. On what subject did some women 
begin to talk one day, as Jesus was teach- 
ing ? Luke 11 : 27. 

2. What did Jesus say was more hon-
orable, or blessed ? Verse 26. 

3. At another time what did his mother 
and his brothers want to do ? Matt. 12 : 46. 

4. How were they prevented ? Luke 
8 : 19. 

5. When Jesus was told of it, what did 
he say ? Verse 21. 

6. What does this show ? 
7. Where was Jesus when he spake the 

parable of the sower ? Mark 4 : 1-3. 
8. Where were the multitudes who lis-

tened to him 
9. In what four different places ,did 

the seed fall ? Luke 8 : 5-8. 
10. What became of that which fell by 

the way-side ? 
11. What became of that which fell on 

rocky ground ? 
12. How many of you have seen grass 

or grain wither and die where the rock 
came so near the top of the ground that 
the moisture was soon dried out of the soil ? 

13. How did the seed prosper that fell 
among thorns 

14. Have you ever seen grain choked or 
shaded till it could not perfect any kernels 
in the head ? 

15. How was it with the seed that fell 
on good ground ? 

16. When Jesus was alone with his dis-
ciples, what did they ask him to do ? 

17. What did he say the good seed was ? 
Verse 11. 

18. What did he say about the way-side 
hearers ? 

itl. San you think of oily ways that the 
devil has for stealing the word from the 
hearts of children 

20. What kind of hearers are repre-
sented by the rocky ground I 

21. How may such people bear fruit ?-
By constantly praying to God to refresh their 
hearts by the influences of his Holy Spirit. 

22. What kind of hearers are repre-
sented by the thorny ground 

23. What three things are mentioned 
as answering to the thorns that choke the 
grain ? 

24. Are young people apt to be troubled 
with cares and riches 7 

2b. *hat,. then, is most likely to choke 
out the word in their hearts ? 

26. Are hot the Christian's pleasures  
better than the pleasured of the world 

27. What hearers are represented by 
the good ground ? 

NEW TESTAMENT HISTORY. 
LEESON 52.-JESUS DEPARTS PROM 

GALILEE. 

"Now the Jews' feast of tabernacles was 
at hand. His brethren therefore said un-
to him, Depart hence, and go into Judea, 
that thy disciples also may see the works 
that thou doest. For there is no man that 
doeth anything in secret, and he himself 
seeketh to be known openly. If thou do 
these things, slum thyself to the world. 
For neither did his brethren believe in 
him. Then Jesus said unto them, My 
time is not yet come ; but your time is al-
ways ready. The world cannot hate you; 
but me it hateth, because I testify of it, 
that the works thereof are evil, Go ye up 
unto this feast ; I go not up yet unto this 
feast; for my time is not yet full come. 
When he had said these words unto them, 
he abode still in Galilee. But when his 
brethren were gone up, then went he also 
up unto the-feast, not openly, but as it 
were in secret." 

Luke, in speaking of the same journey, 
gives the following additional incidents:-
"And it came to pass, when the time was 
come that he should be received up, he 
steadfastly set his face to go to Jerusalem, 
and sent messengers before his face ; and 
they went, and entered into a village of 
the Samaritans, to make ready for him. 
And they did not receive him because his 
face was as though he would go to Jerusa-
lem. And when his disciples James and 
John saw this, they.  said, Lord, wilt thou 
that we command fire to come down from 
heaven, and consume them, even as Elias did? 
But he turned, and rebuked them, and 
said, Ye know not what manner of spirit 
ye are of. For the Son of man is not 
come to destroy men's lives, but to save 
them. And they went to another village." 

"And it came to pass, that, as they went 
in the way, a certain man said unto him, 
Lord, I will follow thee whithersoever thou 
goest. And Jesus said unto him, Foxes 
have holes, and birds of the air have nests ; 
but the Son of man hath not where to lay his 
head. And he said unto another, Follow 
me. But he said, Lord, suffer me first to 
go and bury my father. Jesus said unto 
him, Let the dead bury their dead; but go 
thou and preach the kingdom of God. 
And another also said, Lord, I will follow 
thee; but first let me go bid them fare-
well, which are at home at my house. And 
Jesus said unto him, No man, having put 
his hand to the plough, and looking back, 
is fit for the kingdom of God." 

"After these things the Lord appointed 
other seventy also, and sent them two and 
two before his face into every city and 
place, whither he himself would come. 
Therefore said he unto them, The harvest 
truly is great, but the laborers are few; 
pray ye therefore the Lord of the harvest, 
that he would send forth laborers into the 
harvest. Go your ways: behold, I send 
you forth as lambs among wolves. Carry 
neither purse, nor scrip, nor shoes; and sa-
lute no man by the way. And into whatsoever 
house ye enter, first say, Peace be to this 
house. And if the son of peace be there,  

your peace shall rest upon it; if not, it 
shall turn to you again. And in the same 
Muse remain, eating and drinking such 
things as they give, for the laborer is worthy 
of his hire. Go not from house to house. 
And into whatsoever city ye enter, and they 
receive you, eat such things as are set be-
fore you ; and heal the sick that are therein, 
and say unto them, The kingdom of God is 
come nigh unto you. But into whatsoever 
city ye enter, and they receive you not, go 
your ways out into the streets of the same, 
and say, Even the very dust of your city, 
which cleaveth on us, we do wipe off 
against you; notwithstanding be ye sure 
of this, that the kingdom of God is come 
nigh unto you." 

"Then began he to upbraid the cities 
wherein most of his mighty works were 
done, because they repented not. Woe 
unto thee, Chorazin ! woe unto thee, Beth-
saida I for if the mighty works which were 
done in you, had been done in Tyre and 
Sidon, they would have repented long ago 
in sackcloth and ashes. But I say unto 
you, It shall be more tolerable for Tyre 
and Sidon at the day of judgment, than for 
you. And thou, Capernaum, which art 
exalted unto heaven, shalt be brought 
down to hell ; for if the mighty works 
which have been done in thee, had been 
done in Sodom, it would have remained 
until this day. But I say unto you, That 
it shall be more tolerable for the land of 
Sodom in the day of judgment, than for 
thee." 

QUESTIONS. 

1. When the feast of tabernacles drew 
nigh, what did the brothers of Jesus say 
to him? John 7 : 2, 3. 

2. What disciples did they probably 
mean?-Those that he had formerly made in 
Judea, and who Ti not been with him 
latterly. 

3. What reproof did his brothers give 
him? Verse 4. 

4. What was the real cause of their talk-
ing in such an unjust and sarcastic manner? 

5. What did Jesus say about the time 
for his leaving Galilee? 

6. To what else may he here refer?-He 
may mean that it was not yet time for him 
to go to Jerusalem, and put himself in the 
hands of those who were intent on taking his 
life. 

7. Why did the world hate Jesus? 
8. Does it still hate those who do the 

same work? 
9. Does the world here mean all the peo-

ple in it, or simply those who are deter-
mined to seek their pleasure in the world 
rather than in doing the will of God? 

10. What did he finally say about going 
up to the feast? 

11. Tell how and when he went. 
12. What is probably meant by his go-

ing up secretly? 
13. What precaution did Jesus take in 

regard to a place of entertainment for him-
self and his disciples? Luke 9: 52. 

14. Why were his messengers rejected 
by the people of a Samaritan village? 

15. What did James and John say when 
they knew this? 

16. How did Jesus rebuke them ? 
17. What did he say of his mission ? 
18. In leaving this village, and going on 

to another, how did he fulfill the instruc-
tions which he had before given to his dis-
ciples? 

19. How did Jesus reply to a man who 
said to him, "I will follow thee whither-
soever thou goest" ? Luke 9 : 57, 58. 

20. What did he say to one who made 
excuse that he must go and bury his father 
before he could follow his Lord? 

21. What is the probable meaning of 
this remark I-That those who were yet dead 
in sin,-who had not been awakened by the 
vivifying influences of the Holy Spirit,-
would carefully attend to all such matters as 
burying the dead. 

22. What did Jesus say to the man who 
wanted to go and bid farewell to his friends 
before engaging in the service of his Mas-
ter? Verses 61, 62. 

23. What was our Lord's probable pur-
pose in addressing these men as he did?-
He probably meant to test their sincerity and 
faith. 

24. Why was it so important at that par-
ticular time that all who wished to be 
taught by Jesus should follow him immedi- 

ately? - 	was but  a  little while before 
Jesus was to be crucified, and was probably 
the last time he would pass that way, 

25. How did Jesus provide for spread. 
ing his gospel as far as possible among the 
people before his death? Luke 10: 1. 

26. How did he set forth the condition 
of the gospel field? Verse 2. 

27, What injunction did he lay upon 
them that it would be well for us to heed? 

28. How did he warn them of the recep-
tion that they would be likely to meet? 
Verse 3. 

29. What precautions were they to take 
in order that they might travel with all 
possible speed? Verse 4, 

30. What ceremony were they to ob-
serve on entering a house? Verses 5, 6. 

31. What instructions were given in re-
gard to receiving the hospitalities of the 
people? 

32. What were they to do for the people? 
33. What were they to tell them? 
34. What course were they to pursue 

with the cities that would not receive them? 
35. What denunciation did Jesus utter 

against Chorazin and Bethsaida? Matt. 
11 : 20. 

36. What judgment did he pronounce 
upon Capernaum? 

37. What comparison did he draw be-
tween these cities and Tyre and Sidon? 

• 
NOTES. 

That tliy disciples also may see, etc. - 
The disciples which he had made before 
when he was in Judea. -Barnes. 

1y time is not yet come.-It is prob-
able our Lord meant no more than this, 
that he had some business to transact be-
fore he could go to Jerusalem ; but his 
brethren, having nothing to hinder them, 
might set off immediately. Others think 
he speaks of his passion, meaning, My time 
of suffering is not yet come ; as ye are still 
in friendship with the world, ye need not 
be under any apprehension of danger ; ye 
may go where ye please. The first sense 
I think is the best.  -Clarke. 

Nor scrip,-that is,  knapsack. It was 
made of skin or coarse cloth, to carry pro-
visions in. It was commonly hung around 
the neck. As they were to be provided 
for on their way, it was unnecessary to 
provide a store of provisions. 

Salute no man by the way.-A salutation 
among the Orientals did not consist, as 
among us, of a slight bow, or extension of 
of the hand, but was performed by many 
embraces, and inclinations, and even pros-
trations of the body on the ground. All 
this required much time, and as the busi-
ness on which the seventy were sent was 
urgent, they were required not to delay 
their journey by long and formal saluta-
tions of the persons whom they met. - 
Barnes. 

The son of peace.-In the Jewish style, 
a man who has any good or bad quality is 
called the  son  of it. Thus, wise men are 
called the children of wisdom,  Matt. 11 : 19. 
So, likewise, what a man is doomed  to, he 
is called the  son of, as in Eph. 2 : 3, Ticked 
men are styled the children of wrath ;  so 
Judas is called the son of perdition,  John 
17 : 12 ; and a man who deserves to die is 
called a  son of death. Son of peace  in the 
text not only means a peaceable, quiet 
man,  but one also of good report from his 
uprightness and benevolence. -Clarke. 

Thou, Capernaum,-exalted unto heav-
en.-A Hebrew metaphor, expressive of 
the utmost prosperity, and the enjoyment 
of the greatest privileges. This was prop-
erly spoken of this city, because that in it 
our Lord dwelt, and wrought many of his 
miraculous works.-Clarke. 

Shalt be east down to hell.-Not even 
of Chorazin and Bethsaida is this said. 
For since at Capernaum Jesus had his 
stated abode during the whole period of 
his public life which he spent in Galilee, 
it was the most favored spot upon earth,- -
the most exalted in privilege.-Compre-
hensive Commentary. This prediction has 
been fulfilled in a literal way, for the real 
site of Capernaum has been utterly lost 
sight of ; and probably our Lord here also 
refers to the future judgment at the great 
day,-a judgment not so much on the 
material cities as upon the responsible in-
habitants. 
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How brave that little army! 
What a halo o'er it shines! 
And even angels welcome, 
Every soldier to its lines! 
How stirring is the music 
Of the tramp of little feet, 
That in God's holy, happy highway 
Swiftly onward and upward beat,— 

Onward and upward beat. 

Alas! the other army 
'Neath a gloomy flag unfurled, 
Marches with the hosts of evil, 
Treads the dark ways of the world! 
Not for the True and Beautiful, 
Does it grow brave and strong, 
For I read upon its banner, 

"Fighting for the Wrong,— 
Old surly-hearted Wrong!" 

• • • 

OVERCOMING. 

ILLY was curled up in a cor-
ner of the sofa in the break-
fast-room, with a lap full of 
flowers. 

" Willy ! Willy! Wil-
liam !" somebody called 

from up stairs.  
Down went the cinnamon roses, and 

columbines, and lilies of the valley, all 
over the floor, while Willy flew up 
stairs two steps at a time, to see what 
auntie wanted. Willy wasn't a boy, 
as you might suppose from her name, 
but a brisk, bright little girl, eight 
years old. She was named for her 
aunt Wilhelmina, this very auntie who 
was sitting there on the floor in her 
room unpacking her trunk. But Wil-
helmina was a name quite too long for 
every-day use, and so the little girl was 
called Willy for short, and sometimes 
William for fun. Well, there sat 
auntie in the midst of her possessions, 
and Willy's eyes grew big as she saw 
the pretty things that were scattered 
around. 

" Of course you've brought me 
something, auntie, haven't you ? You 
always do, and what is it ?" 

" Oh dear ! shall I never be able to 
teach this child politeness and gram-
mar ?" said aunt Willy, with a funny 
face. " Should you mind it very much 
if there wasn't anything for you this 
time ?" 

" I don't know, ma'am," answered 
Willy rather faintly, "but I am afraid 
I should. I didn't think about it last 
night, because I was so glad to see 
you, and besides, your trunk hadn't 
come." 

" Well, here's a rubber doll for Bess, 
and two books for Lucy, and a new 
dress for Bridget ; and, oh yes, here's 
something for your cousin Tommy, 

and you may take it right over to him." 
Here aunt Willy held out a long, 

pink box tied up very tightly. 
" There, run along, and you shall 

have your present when you come 
back." 

Willy took the box and went down 
stairs, wondering all the time what 
could be in it. Tommy's gate was ex-
actly opposite, and she ran across, 
pushing it open with the box, and leav-
ing it to shut itself as it always did. 

How cool and fresh everything 
looked as she walked through the 
winding path by the great evergreens 
Bright drops of dew sparkled in the 
sun, and the close cut grass was like 
green velvet. The tulips were gay in 
all sorts of colors, and the birds were 
certainly crazy with joy, or they would 
not have sung so loud and sweet. 

There was no Tommy to be seen in 
the garden, and Willy went round to 
the back piazza. There be was, sure 
enough, with his long brown apron on, 
playing he was a painter. He had a 
little green paint-pot and a real brush 
with a long handle, and was painting 
the piazza in a very workmanlike man-
ner. The paint was only make be-
lieve; of course, but it was all the bet-
ter on that account, as any sensible 
child would tell you. 

" Hallo !" says Tommy, "I'm glad 
you've come, but I'm very busy and 
can't stop to play. Don't you want to 
help me paint ? I've got another 
brush." 	 • 

" Can't you stop long enough to see 
this ? auntie brought it from Boston," 
and Willy waved the pink box before 
his eyes. The painter forgot his hurry, 
dropped his brush and seized the box, 
while his cousin looked on with great 
interest. After fruitless attempts to 
break the strong cord, Tommy took 
out his little jackknife with a superior 
air, and cut the string. 

" That's the way boys do," he re-
marked. " Now, if I had been a girl, 
I shouldn't have had any knife in my 
pocket." 

" Scissors are as good as knives any 
day," said Willy, producing a "round 
toed" pair that had evidently seen long 
service. " I guess you could n't cut 
many paper dolls with your old knife." 

"And I guess you couldn't whittle 
many sticks with your old scissors," re-
torted Tommy. "But I like girls, af-
ter all," went on the small lord of cre-
ation, as be unfolded the long bundle 
of white tissue paper that he had just 
taken from the box; "and, 0 Willy, 
is n't this nice ?" 

If his auntie could have seen the lit-
tle boy's brown eyes then, she would 
have been glad, I know. They shone 
with such a happy light as he spread 
the pretty dark blue silk umbrella, and 
held it over his head. 

"Just what we wanted so the other 
day when it rained, and we had to 
carry that old, big thing to school. 
And don't you know it kept shutting 
down on our heads and acting dread- 
fully all the time ? And here's my 
name on this silver thing in the han-
dle, so if it gets lost, somebody'll al- 
ways find it. But it sha'n't get lost. 
Do n't you believe I'd better go right 
over and thank Aunt Willy ? " 

His cousin didn't answer at first. 

Since Tommy had opened that um-
brella, she had met an enemy, and 
fought a battle. He was such a mean 
little enemy, too, that she was ashamed 
to think he should dare to come near 
her. But he did come near enough 
to whisper in her ear, and this is what 
he said when he saw the umbrella : 
" There, Willy Morton, that's just 
what you wanted your own self more 
than anything else in the world. 
Your Aunt Willy always gives Tommy 
the nicest things. And it is n't big 
enough for two, and you'll have to 
carry the horrid old bulgy one. Prob-
ably auntie has got a stupid book, or 
ribbon or something, for you, that you 
won't care for at all." 

The miserable little enemy went on 
at such a rate that Willy really began 
to think herself the most ill-used child 
in the world. She felt as if she should 
cry in a minute, and put her hand in 
her pocket to get her handkerchief. 
But she had on a long apron like 
Tommy's, and could n't find the pocket 
at first, and when she pulled out her 
handkerchief, something else fell to 
the ground. Only a white card. She 
picked it up, and turned it over, and 
what should it be but her last Sabbath's 
lesson. 	"Little children, love one 
another." 	It was like a beautiful 
bright light shining into that dark 
place in her heart where she had been 
allowing the enemy to talk with her. 
Now, all at once, she saw how wicked 
and hateful he was, and how wrong it 
had been for her to listen to him at all. 

Then she looked at Tommy, stand-
ing there with his dear happy face 
half hidden by the new umbrella. 
How glad he always was when any-
thing nice happened to her. " Go 
away this minute, you dreadful thing," 
she said to herself, or rather to that 
enemy of hers. Then she stamped 
her foot hard, very much to Tommy's 
surprise. 

"Why, what's the matter, Willy!" 
said he. " What makes you look so 
funny ?" 

"Oh nothing, now, dear; and I'm 
just as glad as I can be that you've 
got the umbrella, really and truly." 

I think she really was glad, for she 
forgot all about her own present, and 
stayed a little while to play with her 
cousin. They were so happy together 
that when she went away, Tommy 
said, "I don't want you to go, Willy, 
I think you are just as nice as if your 
name was really William." 

When she got home, auntie was in 
the parlor lying on the sofa in the 
dark, resting her eyes. "Are you 
asleep ?" said Willy, softly. "No, 
dear, come in. Do you want to know 
what I have got for you ?" 

"0 auntie, do n't," said Willy, in a 
great hurry. "I've got something to 
tell you first, and then I guess you 
won't wish to give me anything." 

So she shut the door, and told it all—
how the envious and wicked feeling 
made her angry that Tommy should 
have what she had wanted so much 
for herself. "I know you have got 
something for me, of course, auntie," 
she said, as she wiped her eyes, "but 
I almost hope it is n't nice at all. I 
do n't deserve the leastest thing, any-
way." 

Aunt Willy talked a good while to 
her little namesake, and told her that 
as long as she lived, such feelings 
would come and knock at her heart to 
see if they could get in. "Sometimes 
they won't even knock," she said, 
"they'll come in as if they belonged 
there, and are so strong and fierce 
that even grown people find it more 
than they can do to drive them out." 

"Oh dear!" said poor Willy, "and 
I'm only a little girl. What can I do, 
auntie ? I'm afraid. I know I never 
shall be very good." 

There was no answer, and pretty 
soon Willy went on as if thinking 
aloud. "Yes, I see, that's why we 
have to ask God to help us, because 
it is so hard." After that, it was very 
quiet there in the dark for a good 
while. At last auntie put her hand on 
Willy's head and smoothed her hair. 

"I must rest now, dear, and I wish 
you would go up stairs. You'll find 
your present in your own room." 
Willy went slowly up and opened her 
door. There, over her table, hung a 
beautiful new picture. It was a head 
of Christ, and under it were these 
words 

"Thou shalt call his name Jesus, 
for he shall save his people from their 
sins." 

Willy stood looking at the picture 
for a Tong time, and she never will 
forget the thoughts that came to her 
then. 

Suddenly her hand touched some-
thing on the table, and how do you 
suppose she felt when she saw that it 
was a long pink box ? 

The covet lay beside it, and peeping 
out from its white tissue paper wrap- 
ping was a blue silk umbrella exactly 
like Tommy's.—Elizabeth W. Den-
nison. 

'arm Mu. 

Three little children, Ethel, Harry, and 
Lulu Fleming, write us a nice letter from 
Redwood, Jefferson Co., New York. They 
say : " We are two little girls and one little 
boy. Ethel is nine years old, Harry seven, 
and Lulu five. We have two sisters older. 
We live on the banks of Grass Lake. Last 
year we picked 144 quarts of berries, and 
sold them. We pay a tithe out of our ber-
ries to the Lord's cause. We love the IN-

STRUCTOR very much ; and when we have 
read it, we lend it to others to read. We 
are trying to be good children, and hope 
you will pray for us." 

Hattie Jenson writes from Pine River, 
Wisconsin. She is eight years old, and 
has three sisters and two brothers. They 
have a good Sabbath-school there, and are 
going to have a Convention in two weeks. 
Her brother has taken the INSTRUCTOR 

five years, and they are very much pleased 
with it. 

THE YOUTH'S INSTRUCTOR 

g he atiziltlx,cu'o 

THE LITTLE ARMIES. 

HERE are two little armies 
On the world's great battle field; 

Though unnoted oft by mortals, 
To the eye of God revealed. 
Though we hear no shouts of triumph, 
Though we see no fearful fray, 
Those little armies battle 

For Right and Wrong each day. 

They must fight,—no ground is neutral,— 
And watch the sides they take: 
One little army chooses 
To fight for truth's dear sake; 
And the banner floating o'er it, 
Rises proudly up to view, 
And I read this glorious motto: 
Fighting for the Good and True, 

The Beautiful and True!" 

Is published weekly by the 

S. D. A. PUBLISHING ASSOCIATION, 
BATTLE CREEK, mIcEr. 

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

Single copy, . 	75 cts. a year. 
5 copies to one address,

• 
 . 	60 cts. each. 

10 or more copies to one address, 60 cts. each. 
Address, 	Youth's instructor, 

Battle Creek, Miah. 
Or, Pacific Press, Oakland, Cal. 


	Page 1
	Page 2
	Page 3
	Page 4

