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It cannot fail to be 
extreme to devout and moderately 
tbooghfol minds to ûnd howeoneUntU «eS.hnwti.wm» ol «1st «W 
one. felt to be lied and ■.motoU 
truth. The tender eolaee that these 
troths have ever given to all who ^f 
apprehended them-tbe grasp «Inch 
their everlasting arms bave flung around 
the sinking—and the heart's-*-* which 
their healing leaves have hronght to
the distressed-these have not been
enough to save them from the attacks 
of busy critics, or the open hostility ot 
the profane. But much a. we are dis
posed to boast the scholarship of our 
own age over that of former times it 
is not the ipse dixil of a college which 
can uproot the landmarks which the 
Lord has set. But if the men in the 
high seats of learning cannot remove 
them—they can obscure them that they 

not to be discerned-or surround 
them with so many landmarks of their 
own that we are bewildered betwixt those 
of that be of God and those that be of 
men. We sometimes see in the adver
tisement sheet of a newspaper—a notice 
commencing “to mariners, harbour
masters, etc,”—and then go on to say 
that a certain light which used to stand 
upon some headland has been taken 
away and put in some other plaee—and 
that for the future a different kind of 
light will shine from such and such a 
rock, than formerly—and so on. abus 
would our modern critics try to sunt 
the beacons which the Lord has set up 
to help the mariner across the tossing 
ocean of bis life. They extinguish 
some of the fair lights which the Divine 
hand has kiudlcd-and set up lurid 
flames and beacons of their own. But 
as surely as you follow the one, so sure
ly shall yon find yourself amongst the 
breakers,-the breakers of controversy, 
of doubt, and haply of despair ; while, 
following the ot-er, the voyage shall be 
prosperous and serene, under the com
mand of the Great Pilot, who holds the 
winds in His fist, and the waters in the 
hollow of His band. y .

“Our fathers trusted in Thee, and 
were helped.” Apostles, fathers, and 
old sires who held fast the form of 
sound words, have set their mark upon 
the landmarks which they believed to 
be of God. Now, wc are not about to 
lav down the rule that you and I are 
bound to believe everything that our 
fathers believed, or that a man’s creed 
and faith is to bo hereditary, and hand, 
ed down unchanged to his posterity 
But when wc recollect the firmness 
with which the old men clung to the 
broad doctrines of the Gospel, and the 
strength they gathered, and the rest 
and peace and joy of the soul they 
drank from them, as from a crystal 
spring, these memories ought surely to 
check that mania for fashionable doubt- 
in" which is'sb common now, and make 
us°cherish with some reverence the in 
timations of the past. True chivalry, 
affection, and respect puts forth a gentle 
band to clutch the garment of the old 
man, and to detain the presence, as he 
passes from the stage ; but the brusque 
and fussy impulse of these days of false 
impression would bid him gather up his 
garments quickly and begone, and would 
rudely push him from the platforni ere 
the last accents of his testimony have 
been spoken, and bid him go and take 
his landmarks with him. And thus we 
have the spectacle of an old generation 
of Christian scholars and prayerful 
students passing away, leaving behind 
a sonship too busy and conceited to shed
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end 11 minutes late a than at Halifax. At Annap- 
Oils, St. John, N.1L, aàd Portland, Maine, 3 hoars 
and 25 minutes later, and at St. John's, Newfound
land 20 minutes Earuk* than at Halifax. At Char- 
, otic town, 2 hours 54 minutes later. At Westport, 

hours 54 minutes later. At Yarmouth, 2 hours 
20 minutes LATER. '

For the length or the oat—Add 12 hours to 
the time ol the sun’aactting, and from the sum aub- 
stract the time of rising.
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emalnder add the time of rising next morning ;

obituary;

MES. JOHN HODGSON OF FABMINGTOf.

Oh the 24th of February, 1879, Mis 
John Hodgson of Farmington, River 
Phillip, in the 69tli year of her age. Mrs. 
H. whose maiden name was Aikins, had 
been a member of the Methodist Church, 
for about 49 years ; and with her amiable 
partner, who survives to mourn the loss of 
an estimable wife, had entertained the 
first Methodist Minister, who over roads 
cut through the woods, and in the rough
est state, found their way to their hospi
table dwelling, to publish the glad tidings 
of salvation. A society was formed, of 
which they both became menburs, led by 
a brother Mr. Ralph Hodgson who some 
some years ago removed to Canada.—but 
whose name is still redolent of fragrant 
memories in the neighborhood.

In Mrs Hodgs .n the little society that 
then was has lost a prominent member, 
and the Congregation, at East Branch 
Church, an earnest worker. Though her 
teligious experience was never very de
monstrative yet her hands, and her heart, 
were ever ready for every good work. If 
an entertainment was to be got up—or an 
effort put forth to pay a church debt—to 
procure an organ—or otherwise to in
crease the interest of the public worship 
Mrs. H. was always seen taring a leading 
part.

Mrs. Hodgson, though enjoying a com
petency of this worlds goods, and the sub
ject of general good health, yet for a num
ber of years past she has seen with her 
partner in life much and sore domestic 
affliction and berevement. These things 
greatly chastened her domestic enjoy
ment: and long, and often had she occa
sion to weep over her blighted prospects, 
and her withered joys. Several years ago 
she lost two beloved daughters, in the full 
bloom of early womanhood, both of them a tear of love—carrying the Bible and 
however, sinking to rest, “ like the mild j the Gospel, and the Cross clasped to 
glory of the setting sun,” with the joyful | their hearts, while the-successors fill
hope of rising fnlly orbed, in that milder 
clime where “ there is no more death, nei-j and 
ther sorrow nor crying.” Then two sons 
were cut down in manhood’s prime ; and 
a little later still the amiable Dr. Hodg
son of Amherst was taken from him—a son 
whose death she felt all the more keenly 
as amid glowing infirmities she had relied 
upon him as her medical adviser.

Her last illness was protracted and se
vere*; but she evidenced Christian patience 
and fortitude. Though h er words were 
few—owing greatly to bodily infirmity— 
yet on one occasion of the writer’s visits, 
she related with deep emotion the happy 
deaths of her children ; and expressed 
the hope of all the family getting safe to 
Heaven. She also expressed deep sympa
thy for him in the loss of a beloved daugh
ter whom he hae just buried, pointing to 
that better life whether we were all tend
ing, and the shortness of the time, ere we 
shall enter upon its joys.

heir places with books upon arithmetic 
the paraphernalia of a lecture-room

“ O then what raptured greetings,
On Canaan’s happy shore,

What knitting severed friendship up, 
Where partings are no more ”

A very large congregation attended her 
funeral, which was addressed from Rev- 
vii, 14. Tt

Palatable Medicines. — Ayrei’s 
Cherry Pectoral is a honeye'd drop of *e-" 
lief ; hi s Cathartic Pills glide sugar-shod 
over the palate ; and his Sarsaparilla is a 
nectar that imparts vigor to life, restores 
the health and expels disense.—rWatexfoyd 
(Pa.) Advertiser. ;• '

on the one hand, or an altar on the 
other. The Rationalist make haste to 
replace the vacancy with apparatus; the 
Ritualist to fill it np with toys.

Have we gone too far in saying that 
modern thought has grown impatient 
with the Bible, the Gospel and the 
Cross ? Let us see. What part of the 
Bible has it not assailed ? The Penta
teuch it has long swept off the canon as 
unauthentic. All that we read about 
ci cation and the flood is fable. And 
the laws about the landmarks from 
which Solomon was not ashamed to 
quote from oar text, are buried and laid 
upon the shell. Different men assail 
different portions of thu Book, and va
rious systems level their batteries of 
prejudice at various points, until by 
some the Scripture is torn all to pieces 
and cast to the four winds of heaven, 
and by even the most forbearing of the 
cultured Vandals of what is called mo
dern thought it is condensed into a mere 
pamphlet of morality, instead of the 
tome of teaching through which we 
have eternal life. There is hardly a 
prophet bat has been reviewed by the 
wiseacres #f the day as they would re
view a work from Mudie’a library._fa.__J a i _ rii 1 - -

with S MOT* Inexorable t< 
the flsb, foe they

asssses
de which the foigitof **l*cà™*& 
for the favor of hie people »»* 
tration of ffcetr foe* ie P00h'P00,hed “ 
an absurdity, because the -Professors 
cannot do so with their enchantments. 
They will believe a few of what are «li
ed miracles because they can do them 
themselves. A few natural phenomena 
which Professor this or that can show 
to a company of martinets in a dark 
room, or with a tableful of *PP»r^”* 
will account for the miracle of the Rea 
Sea. An seronaut goes up in a balloon 
and comet down, and quite explains 
away» the pillar of fire and cloud, and 
that their toy-wand has swallowed up 
the rod of Aaron; but when Aaron’s 
threatens to swallow up their*s they say 
that is not authentic, and that miracles 
did not occur. Nor does the New Tes 
lament fare any bettor t ban the Old a 
the hands of these invaders. There 
is no toll of deference levied on theii 
homage as they pass over the line ; the 
recognize no voice of warning withth e 
cry “ Take thy shoes from off thy 
feet.” The mind which halts in its 
career of spiritual rapine is denounced 
as ignorant or slavish ; to hesitate to 
stamp the hoof upon a lily or a spring 
flower is the folly of a child ; and the 
vanguard of the thought of this age 
has only pity and a sneer for such a 
feeling as it stalks upon its boasted 1 
march of progress. We are told that 
the legends of the nursery are obsolete, 
and that broader views are gaining 
ground with thoughtful minds. We 
don’t believe it. The truth is, that a 
few, a very few, thoughtful men, whose 
thinking consists in negation from first 
to last, have laid the basis of this sys
tem:—these few honest doubters have 
been joined by a larger band of those 
who are simply restless, and these again 
by men who are inimical to the spirit of 
Scripture, and together they have form
ed a coterie and called themselves the 
leaders of thought of the age. They 
have a following it is true ; but of whom 
does it consist ? Of the mere satelites 
of fashion ; of the wealth, the pedantry 
and the stupidity of our large popula
tions. A string of carriages is seen, 
setting down and taking up at the door 
where an advanced Professor is to lec
ture, and because the milliner is repre
sented from floor to ceiling in the lec
ture-room, these view* are said to be 
gaining ground. But in an age of 
Fashion who ever suspects these min
ions of the mode of. having any views 
at all ? It becomes respectable to fol
low a certain name for a time, and so 
vainlings go to follow the name, and to 
display the dress, But as to views— 
one would no more suspect such people 
of having any views than they ** ould 
dream of charging more tnan the 
thousandth part of the crowds which 
go to the Koval Academy’s exhibition 
of paintings with uudersLanding the 
laws of perspective. It is the thing to 
do, and so every one w^o has a dress to 
show, or a lounge to air, goes to show 
it ; and all who would be in the fashion 
(and who would not ?) are bound to ad
vance with the times. And hence it is 
that we find the times advancing over 
the pavement of the New Testament, 
as though it were the floor of St. Al
bans, Holborn, or of Pjrofessor Hux
ley’s lecture-room ; and ladies drag 
their trains, and dandies set their dress- 
boots upon the authority ., of this, and 
the authority of that, andvthe inspira- 
tion of the other. People who never 
heard of Strauss, of Baur, or of Tubin
gen, are quite prepared to say that 
our Saviour was but a well-meaning 
man who had many infirmities and 
made many mistakes—His miracles 
are recorded in the New Testament 
were in part imagery, and in part 
accountable by natural theories — 
that the raising of Lazarus never oc
curred, since the Gospel of John is a 
forgery from first to last—that the 
atonement is a doctrine to be scouted 
as bloody and unrighteous, and that 
Paul was a fanatic who wrote unthink
ingly, and that much of what bears his 
name was never written by him at all. 
Thus is the Bible rubbed through the 
tribulum of criticism from Genesis to 
Revelation, until in the faita of the 
age in which we live as represented by 
its so-called leaders, there are but in
spired fragments here and there re
maining.

laborers thai their wetfc U noticed. It 
takes so little to please a child.

After dinner I often say to my girls 
(I have four, the eldest not quite ten 
years of age), “Now, we shell eee how 
qsiekly we can do up the work, and get 
reedy to ait down, aad then I shall be 
able to read a story to my girlies.” 
Then there ie harrying to and fro, I 
«sure yon. Nellie, the eldest, ean take 
off the younger children's bibs and put 
them away, help clear off the table, put 
chairs in their places, and save mamma 
a greet many steps. The other three 
are equally busy, even-two-year-old 
Daisy trots around the room picking up 
her Mocks and every bit of stuff she can 
find on the floor, bringing each separ
ate bit to me, with a dignified, “ I hep,” 
meaning “ I help.” When the work is 
all done, what a happy circle gather 
around me ; and with little tired Daisy 
in my lap, I read some simple story to 
them, and they go back to their dolls 
and toys with fresh vigor.

Another chief delight of children is 
cooking. Surely we mothers can re
member when happiness consisted of a 
patty tin, a little pie crust, and a few 
pieces of apple, and bits of sugar. I 
very seldom make pies without giving 
the two eldest children materials enough 
to make tiny pies for themselves and 
little sisters. Bread-making is a real 
carnival time in my kitchen, for I always 
allow the four a piece of dough each, to 
make into any shaped loaves they please, 
and have often been surprised to see 
the ingenuity they display in moulding 
the dough into pretty 
put them to raise in 
when they are baked, papa and mamma 
are presented with |he prettiest loaves, 
for which they are careful to express 
their thanks. “But don’t they make a 
mess with dough and flour ?” you say ;
I never give the dough to them till I 
have kneeded it past the point of sticki
ness; then I place my molding board on 
the corner of the kitchen table and two 
have the sidei and the other two the end, 
and it keeps them busy and happy for 
a good half hour, at least. It teaches 
them neatness too, for they will learn to

For n few moments the aunt 
at the boy half curiously, and letC 
eye» fall again on the book that wa»k 
her hand. The boy laid himself dowa 
on the sofa again, and hid his tsotm. 
tirely from sight.

•• That’s father, now !” He start*! 
up, after the lapse of nearly ten «£! 
utes, as the Sound of the bell reach»! 
his eârs, and went to the room door 
He stood there for a little while, »y 
then came back, saying, with a diiap. 
pointed air, " |

“ It is not father. I wonder wW
L wo*keeps him so late ; O I wish he 

come.”
“ Yon seem anxious to get yourmlf 

deeper into trouble,” remarked tL 
aunt, who bad only been in the boom 
for one week, and who was neither y*. 
amiable nor sympathizing toward ehy. 
dren. The boy’s fault bad provoke! 
her, and she considered him a fit mh. 
ject for punishment.

“ I believe, Aunt Phebe, that yon'd 
like to see me whipped,” said the boy 
somewhat warmly, “ but you won’t” '

“ I must confess,” replied Amt 
Phebe, “ that I think a little whoi». 
some discipline of thé kind you spmfc 
of would not be out of place. If j* 
were my child, I am very sure y* 
would not escape.”

“ I’m not your child ; I don’t wist 
to be. Father is good to me, and hi 
loves me.”

be very careful about their hands, when 
they see how particular mamma is about 
her own, and bow carefully she examines 
theirs before allowing them to begin 
“ making bread,” as they call it.

Some children do not care for a slate 
and pencil, but to others it is a great 
gift. I have known quiet, thoughtful 
little ones amuse themselves for an hour 
at a time, drawing pictures of houses, 
trees, dogs, little boys and girls going 
to school, and dozens of other thing* 
occurring to their active imaginations. 
You will, occasionally,.need the -object 
explained to you, but beware of laugh
ing, even if it does look laughable to 
you. Take an interest in their little 
thoughts and fancies. I cannot bear 
to hear a mother say, “ Go away, do, 
unddon’fr bother me.” Poor little things ; 
they live in the present, and their sor
row is deep and heartfelt, even if, as is 
often said, “It does not last long.”

“ If your father is so good, and lev*
shanes Thev 5’0U 80 Wel1’ Jou mu8t be ver7 UDg«ta 
.. P, * % ful or a very inconsiderate boy. His
in p es, a goodness does not seem to have helped 

you much.”
“ Hush, will you !” ejaculated the 

boy, excited to anger by this unkind» 
ness of speech.

“ Phebe 1” It was the boy’s mother 
who spoke now for the first time. I» 
an undertone she added ; “ You are 
very wrong. Richard is suffering quite 
enough, and you are doing him ham 
rather than good.1”

Again the bell rang, and again the 
boy left the sofa, and went to the sit-

lowu, still holding

ting room door.
“ It’s father !” And he went gliding 

down stairs.
“ Ah, Richard !” was the kindly 

greeting, as Mr. Gordon took the band 
of his boy. *• But what’s the matter ? 
You don’t look happy.”

“ VVoa’t you come in here ?” And 
he drew his father into the library, 
Mr. Gordon sat dow
Richard’s hand.

You are in trouble, my eon- Wha# 
has happened ?”

The eyes of Richard filled with tears
| as he looked into his father’s face. Hé
i tried to answer, but his lips quivered.

Then lie turned away, and opening the
door of the cabinet, brought out the
fragments of a broken statue which had
been sent home ?only the day before^
and set them on a table before hil
father, over whose countence came ft What more pitiful picture than a griev- eha(]ow of retfret>

ed, heart-broken child ? , „ Wl_ AJtUlm
All children, I think, delight in pic

ture scrap-books. To make those last
ing, as well as pretty, you should get 
thin glazed stuff (such as is used for 
facing dress shirts), and fold it in 
sheets the size you with the pages of 
your book to be. Have these sheets 
double, and turn in the edges and stitch 
them together, if you have a sewing-, 
machine, and I hope yon have. The 
pictures can then be pasted on with 
starch or common floor paste. - Make 
two little slits in the back of each sheet, 
and put pieces of braid or ribbon trough 
to tie them together. For the covers, 
get some stiff paste board, and cover 
with the same drab or brown stuff, and 
bind the edges with scarlet braid. On 
the top cover paste a pretty picture, 
and cut out fancy letters to form the 
initials of the child’s name you intend 
it for; paste these underneath the pic
ture, and when all is thoroughly dry, 
von will have something that will out
last a dozen common toys, and that the 
little ones may use and enjoy to their 
heart’s content. Additional sheets or 
pages can be added at any time, as 
your pictures accumulate.

Another of the inalienable rights of 
childhood, is the use of scissors and

Who did this, my son ?” was ask
ed in an even voice.

“ I did it.”
“ How ?”
“ I threw my ball in there cnee— 

only once—in forgetfulness.”
The poor boy’s tones were tremulosi 

and husky.
A little while Mr. Gordon sat, cos- 

trolling himself, and collecting his dis
turbed thoughts. Then, he said, cheer
fully :

“ What is done, Richard, can’t be 
helped. Put the broken pieces awsy. 
You have had trouble enough about it, 
1 can see—and reproof enough for your 
thoughtlessness—so I shall not add s 
word to increase your pain.”

“ O father !” and the boy threw bis 
arms about his father’s neck. “ You 
are so kind—so good !”

Five minutes later, and Richard en
tered the sitting-room with bis fitber. 
Aunt Phebe looked up for two shadow
ed faces, but did not see them. Sh| was 
puzzled.

“ That was very unfortunate,” she 
said, a little while after Mr. Gordon 
came in. “ It was such an exquisite 
work of art. It is hopelessly ruined.” 

Richard was leaning against bis-,--------------------- I --------- ----------- — .veiling
paper. Bound-pointed, not over sharp i father when hie aunt skid this. Mr, 
scissors, and a good supply of paper, Gordon only smiled and drew his arms 
ronetitnLn h. ---- . - —- 1 around hie boy. Mrs. Gordon threw

THE CHILDREN.

constitute happiness at a certain state 
of childhood. When they are old 
enoqgh, a box of paints may be profit
ably added ; then the number and cos- 

k^wgg^ of the paper dulls will be some- 
I thing woi

BY. M. T. SUTHERLAND.
I think mothers often make a mistake 

in not allowing children, little girls par
ticularly, to take an active share in 
light household tasks. Of course, at 

The first it is ever so much easier to do
Temanite and the Shuhite never mis- things yourself bat it pleases the little 
construed the baited Job with half the ones so much to think they are helping 
prejudice of the so called intellects of mamma, and after a while they really 
our time. Isaiah instead of being sawn do help a great deal. Like grown-up 
.asunder is quartered and hacked to persons, however, they like to hai 
pieces ; the weeping prophet is drowned i labors 
in bis own tears : Ezekiel appreciated, and a

ive their 
pleasant.

re I ' |. .----------»---------- « asv. uvuAuvm iGwa?, cILivC Altllliî L JOK
Jonah is swallowed by the deep monsters htf duster in there,” will show the little

mg wonderful.—Household.

THE YOUNG FOLKS.
INTO THE SUNSHINE.

“ I wish father would come home.”
The voice that said this ha l a trou

bled tone, and the face that looked up 
was sad.

“ Your father will be very angry,” 
said an aunt who was sitting in the 
room with a book in her hand. The 
boy raised himself from the sofa, where 
he had. been lying in tears for half an 
hoar, and, with a touch of indignation 
in his voice, answered : «

” He’ll be sorry, not an jit. Father 
never gets anry.™

upon her sister a look of warning ; but 
it was unheeded.

“ I think Richard was a very naugh
ty boy.”^

“ We have settled all that, Phebe,” 
was the mild but firm answer of Mr. 
Gordon ; “ and it is one of our rules to 
get into the sunshine as quickly as pos
sible.”

Into the sunshine as quickly as pot' 
sible ! O, is not that the better pbiloeo- 
phv of our homes ? It is selfishness 
that grows angry and repels, because » 
fault has been committed. Let us 
the offender into the sunshine as quick
ly as possible, so that true thoughts and 
right feelings may grow vigorous in its 
warmth. We retain anger, not that an- 

j ger may act as a wholesome discipline, 
but because we are unwilling to for
give. Ah ! if we were always right 
with ourselves, we would oftener be 
right with our chillrcn.—Steps Toward 
Heaven.
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Verses 1, 2. Job i 
interrogations and| 
shown his infinite 
righteousness, in < 
ness ot man. Jo 
ways are too deep J 
made the subject ofl 
is humbled at the j 
own rebellions spirq 
God are so far beyo 
of man, that we 
righteousness, eren| 
it.” I know. He 
sonal experience. 
thing. Not only by 
but by his supreme I 
is Almighty, by thv| 
ture he must also 
comfort for God’s | 
feel that they are it 
No thought. The 
better. “ No tho 
hindered ;” no pore 
purposes.

3 Who is he. Til 
asked by Jehovah i| 
of his address. Cl 
Job now repeats it, 
as if saying, " Dost 
I am the man who 
4. “ Man feels hi4 
brought face to fa 
then, shall we feel 
him in the final 
counsel. Obscures | 
ant words. Uttered 
In Lis blindness of « 
the dealings of 
Chaps. 7. 20, 21 ; l|
“ Even good uv-n 
knowledge.” He 
not for man to call I 
of God. Too wond\ 
ereign majesty of 
able counsels.

4. Hear, I beseech\ 
mantled, in a sot 
(chap. 13, 22) that i 
let him reply in 
righteousness. G. 
bis word, and (chap 
eland forth and u 
Now Job speaks, hi 
ive,asking nothing, 
fesaiou and reoautu 
Again quoting tli 
(chap. 38, 3) as say 
Demand of me ? 
swer—nothing but| 
pride,” verse 5, 0. 
beneath God’s rod J 
submits to everyth

5,5, Heard of th< 
has learned somcvl 
but all his knowledj 
pared with the rcvi| 
now received. 8. 
of God is that of « 
with him.” Mine e 
eye which had only 
his power, but. the sj 
his soul now looked 
clearest vision is th; 
of faith.” Abhor in 
expression of since 
own haughty trtte 
own righteousness, i 
ing God for 
should be thoroughl 
vinced of our sins, i 
erficia! repentance 
know of God the lee 
in ourselves.” Das| 
entai lands ph >pl‘: 
and cover their ben] 
bols of grief.

7. These words, il 
contained -in the pil
41). EliphaZ tin |
named of Job’s tb 
leader in't heir discul 
came from Temanl 
so nth east of Paid 
against thee. Not | 
fended against food | 
because, while Job 
not. Their futile ».t| 
mysteries of tlje div 
rebuked by the voici 
but while Job abasJ 
Lord they rem ai n| 
self-rig b teousuess. 
between saint and s| 
repented while the < 
nitent." Spoken o/J 
“ spoken unto me, 
ble penitence of 
13. " God recogniztj 
servant.”

8. Seven bullock<\ 
feet-number to repr 
rifice. 14 “ Notef


