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Vol. XXIIL.—No. 30. 

NEW GOODS. 

THOMAS LOGAN 
Has received and now opened 

CARPETINGS 
©. 

BRUSSELS, 

TAPESTRY, 

KIDDERMINSTER, 

DUTCH AND HEMP. 

Hearth Rugs & Door Mats. 

A large assortment of 

GILT CORNICES, 

FLOOR OIL CLOTHS 
from 1 to 8 yards wide. 

LACE CURTAINS 

—AND— 

LAMBREQUINS. 

Together with a well assorted stock of Staple 
and Fancy 

DRY GOODS. 

Inspection Respectfully; Solicited. 

THOMAS LOGAN. 

Fredericton, April 19, 1876. 

Special Notice. 

ALBION HOUSE, 
FREDERICTON N. B. 

Ockover, ARH. 

MiLLER & EDGECOMBE 

PECTFULLY draw the attention of their friends 

RR" the public to their very large and Beautiful 

Stock of 

STAPLE AND FANCY 

DRY GOODS. 
Imported direct from the RUROFBANR MARKETS 

for the 

FALL AND WINTER TRADE, 

which for EXCELLENCE, QUANTITY and LOW PRICES 
cannot be sur qd by any house in the 

trade. The whole Importation is 
now ready for inspection, 

comprising in part 
as follows : 

DRESS GOODS, 
PLAIN AND FANCY. " 

Black Goods, 
IN GREAT VARIETY, 

WINTER SHAWLS AND SACQUES. 

“TWEEDS AND WINCEYS, 
GLOVES, VELVETS, 

RIBBONS, FLOWERS, 

F'lannels, 
IN ALL COLOVRS, 

SCOTOH YARNS AND FINGERINGS. 

WOOL SCARFS, CLOUDS, 

Sontagh, &c. Prints, 

Grey & White Cottons, Tuckings, 

OSNABRUGS ’ &e.,  &eoy &c. 

BROWN & WHITE COTTON DUCK, 

COTTON BATTING, de. 

‘8ilk Ties, Lace and Muslin Prillings, &e. 
ALL GOODS SOLD AT THE LOWEST LIVING PRICES, 

» + Bw 

The Futelligencer. 

“WATCHMAN, WHAT OF THE NIGHT” 
BY FRANK H. CONVERSE. 

Mr. Bowditch exchanged with Mr, Dorr of 
Anson, a few Sabbaths since, which exchange 
bas given us of Leybridge something to 
think of, to say the least, 

Squire Fletcher, who is the oracle in a mild 
way of our church, has been wont to com- 
plain that Mr, Bowditch as a spiritual guide 
was a good-hearted little man, *“ but he wants 
energy,” said the Squire, with a majestic 
wave of his hand; “he lacks a—a—force 
which shall lay our sins in order before us.” 
“We don’t want,” continued the Squire, 

encouraged by a murmur of admiring assent 
from two or three of the brethren who were 
awaiting the arrival of the mail in the little 
post-office, “ to have our sins of omission and 
commission glossed over, as it were, We 
want plain speaking.” So it began to be 
whispered round that though Mr. Bowditch 
was a godly and earnest young man despite 
his little peculiarities, he lacked in * mental 
vitality,” an expression whichfwas repeated 
with some satisfaction, as though it were a 
new form of disease. 
“My text,” said Mr. Dorr, who was a 

nervous-looking man’ with a sharp, black eye, 
“you, who are familiar with the Bible, will 
recognize as taken from Isaiah—* Watchman, 
what of the night?’ 
"Let me here remark that Mr. Dorr, who 

was said to be an excellent preacher, “only 
very pecunliar,” had been in Anson but a 
short time, and we of Leybridge had yet to 
learn wherein this peculiarity existed. 
We somewhat expected as a prelude to the 

sermon which we vaguely connected with a 
possible missionary discourse, a glowing de- 
scription of Orienval scenery and portraiture, 
for the Rev. Mr. Dorr had spent a portion of 
is life as a missionary—so we had under- 
stood. But we were disappointed. 

“ Brethren,” said Mr, ry closing the 
Bible, and looking sharply at his congrega- 
tion, * although there be but few among you, 
I fear, that may be called ¢ watchmen,’ how 
is it? What of the night J--the spiritual 
obscurity if not actual darkness—of this 
church 
The peculiarity of Mr. Dorr’s pointedness, 

as well as that of bis vision which seemed to 
look straight into the heart of every ope be- 
fore him, caused a sudden uneasiness to per- 
vade the larger portion of his hearers, as 
though they had been resolved into one body, 
and that body was sitting on a needle cushion, 
“When darkness comes over the land,” 

continued the preacher impressively, “when 
he night shadows gather, we sar that the 
san hgs withdrawn ite light, when in fact it is 
not 80; it is we who are withdrawing from 
the sun which is still shicifg in poclouded 
splendor. 

¥ 
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“You who sit at ease in Zion; who from 
yonr stations in life and posiions in this 

church,” Mr. Dorr went on, * should take the 
most decided stand as helpers to your weaker 
brethren, how is it with you? Do you some- 
times amid your eager desire to amass wealth 
affer a faint regret to shadow your mind 
hat there are no more signs of ‘interest ’ as 
o religious matters, among your brethren? 
“ And you, my weaker brethren, who are 

waiting for Brother A or Brother B to take 
some initiatory step toward shaking up the 
dry bones of your little church here in Ley- 
bridge, how 8 it with you? Has not the 
dust settled on your Bibles which even now 
lie unnoticed beneath the mouldering ruins of 
your family altars? Are you not sitting 
placidly in your pews with folded hands, 
saying, ‘In the Lord’s own good time He 
will revive us again. We will not question 
the ways of the Lord, since they are not as 
our ways?” 
By this time every man in the church was 

awake, even to old Mr. Barton who had slam- 
bered in the corner of his pew every Sabbath 
for a decade of years, and people began to 
gaze blankly into their neighbors’ faces, as 
though anticipating aomething still more for 
cible. i 

“ How many of you,” asked Mr, Dorr with 
earnest solemnity, “ have been true to your 
covenant vows ? How many of you remem- 
ber what your covenant vows were 7 

“ Let me refresh some of your memories,” 
he continued, reading from the ‘Covenant’ 
book. 

“ You vow that you will ‘take the Word 
of God as your rule of faith and practice,’ 
that you * will maintain an intercourse with 
God by daily prayer,’ ‘and as far as practi- 
cable, attend constantly upon public worship 
—and omitting one or two clauses—* you 
promise diligently to promote the interests of 
the religion of Jesus Christ, and to recom- 
mend it to others, by a temper and practice 
conformed to its preeepts,’ 
“My brethren,” said Mr, Doypr, laying 
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“Why,” 

point.” 

in the side. 

believers.” 

crossed 

Katahdin. 

ag’in, as it were, 
help me,” and then Joel sat down. 

[ thiak that the remarks of Mr. Messer, 
couched though they were in rude language, 
had more effect through their evident sinve- | the gate. 
rity, than any discourse that had becu made 
in our vestry for a long time. 
One after another of the brethren who be- | t 

fore bad laid the burden of their own indiffer- 
their 

neighbor, and secretly chuckled to think how | t 
aptly Mr, Dorr’s plain speaking had applied 
LO some one else, How rose and 

: 

| their own special sinfulness and sloth, and | t 
promised, with the help of God, to hence- |! 
forth try and live more for His service. | 
We all know how well 1t is to commence | « 

the new year with good spiritual and moral 
resolutions, and we spit or our hands—if 1 
may use so coarse a comparison—or roll up 
the sleeves of our newly donned spiritual |« 
garment, with great promise for future use- 
taluess, but as the months go by, the tem-|f 
perature of our zeal gradually abates from 
the boiling point at whieh it started, and 
comes down to a gentle simmer, which by 
the ensuing autumn has perhaps entirely 
ceased, and we then think best to wait until 
the fires which are kindled upon the altar at | him how carefully she had washed her dress, 
the season of the new year, shall again arouse | ¢ 

apon 

deed it is, 

BY 

therefore in 

down the book, “ the dormant state of your 

characterizes your spiritual life at this time, | 
and the fact that during the past three years | 
previous to the advent of your present pas- 
tor, not one precious soul has been added to 
your numbers, gives me the impression that 
should I again ask ¢* What of the night p your 
answer would be, if in strict rath, ‘Truly 
the darkness increases ; let us slumber a little 
longer, for there are ‘ no signs of the dawn 
in  ¥ » 

§ cannot of course speak for others, I felt 
in relation to myself after this discourse, as if 
Mr. Dorr’s sharp eye had singled me out and 
penetrated the secret recesses of my soul like 
a spiritaal gimlet, letting in a light which 
showed a terrible array of sins of owission 
and commission, of coldness and lack of 
faith, 

It may be that others felt thus, but they 
must speak for themselves. a 
“Well, T must say,” remarked Squire 

Fletcher after the sermon, with a somewhat 
heightened visage, “that Mr. Dorr was a 

top hard on some of our church mem- 
bers. Beems to me Elnathan Green and 
Brother Rand, and old Mr, Burton, must have 
had their feelings hurt considerably ;” and 
Squire Fletcher, who hasn't been able to at- 
tend an evening meeting since James Savage 
started the new opposition grocery store on 
Main street, did not wait for any answer, bat 

the world, 

faculties, 

elbowed his way through the moving congre- 
tion to the door. 
“Didn't old Dorr walk into 'em though,” 

remarked my next door neighbor, Klnathan 
Green, as we proceeded slowly homeward, 
“Pears as though the heft of his remarks 
plinted right to Squire Fletcher, and you 
oughter seen the old chap squirm when the 
parson was a talkin’ about the besettin’ sins 
of av'rice and money gettin'.” 

I was prevented, fortunately perbaps, from 
making answer to my peighbor, for just then 
Mr. Rand, who lives at the end of the 
street, caught up with us, who with a gleeful 
chuckle observed : 

“ Neo wonder that Burton couldn’t sleep in 

— 

meetin’ to-day. Thinks I, while the minister 

peption, 

the Sun 

80 that he 

over to 

predominant, 

I answered, “ the 

“ How d’dye like the sermon, Brother Bur- 
ton ?” called Elnathan Green, as he saw the 
old gentleman coming round the corner, and 
as he thus spoke he punched Mr, Rand slyly 

“Pears to me,” said Mr. Burton, a little 
peevishly, “ that instid of a hittin’ out at 
some of our members the way he did, it ’ud 
a be'n better to applied his sermon to the un- 

“I'm sure,” continued the old gentleman, 
looking doubtfully after the receding form of 
Elnathan Green and Mr. Rand, who had 

discuss the sermon with 
Jehial Meserve, “for my part, I've allus 
tended our reg’lar on the evenin’ meetin’s an’ | 
—an’ as I ain’t got no gift at speakin’, I | 
gen'ly leave that to them that can say some- 
thin’ interestin®,” 
Thus they all with one accord began to 

make excuse, but Mr. Dorr's earnest words | 
sank down deep into some hearts among us | 
neverthiess, as was evident by the remarks of 
Joel Messer, in the following Thursday even- 
Ing prayer-meeting, 

* Brethrin,” said Joel, rising 
perturbation of spirit,” “I was one¢’t on a 
buntin’ scout, down to th’ Aroostock 'n the 
winter time, an’ me an’ another chap, we got 
lost in the woods to the nor'ard on Mount 

right down into a snow-bank—sleep I would, | 
an’ sleep I must, 

ol, if it hadn’t a be’n for the shakin’ up that 
the preacher giv’ me las’ Sunday, ( 

* So now,” said Joel in conclusion, “I’m 
goin’ to begin my journey Zionward, all over | i 

an’ I want your prayers to 

the shoulders of 

the love whieh has thos grown gold, 

I say “we,” but this is unjust to a few of 
the earnest workers whose devotion to the 
cause of their Master seems untiring, as in- 

Why shouldn’t it be so, when 
they have the fullest reliance in the promises 
of Him under whom they serve ? 

Well, Mr. Dorr's exhortation has at least 
given us a temporary activity, which if it be 
only followed up, will, under God, be of 
great benefit to us in Leybridge, 
ley. Mr. Bowditch is interrogated on the 
“ point ™ of this remarkable sermon, he only 
answers with a quiet smile, * Faithful are the 
wounds of a friénd.” 

ly vo ee 

THE HOME PART OF SUNDAY. 

MARGARET E, 

Very much of Bunday is spent by religious 
people in church and Sunday school, and 

public. lun a certain 
a sort of insulated seclusion in the pew, and 
ae the service progresses the devout worship- 
per can lose the sense of neighborhood, and 
commune alone with God, helped, indeed, to 
the highest spiritual delight by the feeling of 
the communion of saints. 

church, the coldness and indifference which | everything tends to quieting and subduing 
the soul, and to vesting 1t from the cares of 

The voice of prayer, the solemn 
chords of the organ, the grand uprising of the 
psalm, and the persuasive foree of the sermon, 
all help to carry the hearer into an upper 
realm of peace, 
The Sunday school, on the other band, 

awakens and enlists quite another] set of 
It is the place of places for natures 

which are gregarious, social, sympathetic. It 
is lively, bustling, brisk, mirthful through all 
its solemnity of purpose, as birds are when 
they carol to the morning, The singing birds 
from many nests are gathered there, and what 
else can there be but a jubilee ? 
the bright eyes and the dimpled cheeks, the 
sogrfs and the sashes, and the eager, alert 
faces and sogling of ages and 
Sunday school is [i 

is the home part of Sunday to multitudes of 
church-going folk ? 
To tell the truth, itis very stupid. 

rise late in the morning, scramble through 
breakfast, dash with barry and fret through 
the business of dressing, and set out for the 
sanctuary when the second bells are ringing, 
with a“sigh of relief #hat the house-dooreis 
shut behind them. 
room ir order on week days belore she walks 
abroad ; but Sunday morning is the one ex- 

Sae condones her lack of order 
with her conscience by the rather comforting 
thought that she must neither work nor play, 
because it is the holy day. Yet coming in at 
noon to find a dusty mantel shelf, laden 
chairs, and a bed covered with odds and ends, 
is 1eing and disturbing, It 

ACKNOW eg ca 

BSANGSTER, 

In God 

ke a great garden full of 
all manoer of flowers in the flush and glory 
of summer, 
Bat the church service passes, and we go 

home ; the Sunday school pours its hundreds 
out into the street, and they go home, 

Lucy usually 

was a tellin’ about them in spiritooal dark- 
ness, ‘if that don’t keep Am’riah Barton | fall speed to the apothecary’s shop, awake nothin’ will, an’ it seems it did.” 

sermon didn’t | almost heavenly in its balm and gentleness : seem to me to have any persoral bearing only 
as each one might apply it to his or her par- 
ticular case, but as addressed to our church 
in general, I thivk it was very much to the 

with much 

| machine is closed, and the provident maternal 

| vitality by rushing for the doctor or 

The sweet, soft twilight time onght to be 

bat it is, in many honses, dullest of all. 
Music is forbidden, pious books only are per- 
mitted, laughing is frowned mpon, and con- 
versation is limited to what is fit for the day. 
Now religious conversation of set purpose is 
apt to be dry and formal. If it grow out of 
the genuine experience of any human being, 
and 18 a real utterance and expression, it may 
well be helpful and interesting. But mere 
pias platitudes lack the savoring salt of heart- 
felt conviction. Kven children see through 
them and learn to despise them for the shams 
they are, 
Our Sundaye are far too precious to be 

treated so lightly as they are. They often 
give to the father bis one weekly opportunity 
for gathering his whole family around him 
and baving a pleasant time. They bring the 
one season when the busy mother’s needle 
lies quietly in her basket, when the sewing- 

hands are allowed to cross themselves in the 
luxury of inaction. They are, to the young 
men aod women, the pause in life which 
comes to this restless generation only once in 
every seven days. Here is the silver cord of 
union for the household, shining with the 
glory which the angels leave on whatever 
they touch. Shall we drop it, or take it up 
to tie our hearts the closer together ? 
Mothers can usually give tone, if they try, 

to the home part of Sunday. But it is not | 
mothers’ duty only, It is anybody’s duty 

flying 

1876 

does mean heaven. 
you think anything at all about it. you feel 
that you would like to go there son 
but which way are you trying toon? 
tried three ways, bat she found t 
took her into the city, Some 
seem to think that the 
as they are ; 

me day ; |] 

O ve 

nat only one | t 
little children | t 

y can go to heaven just 
but you remember Olive was 

told that her dress must be made white first, | * 

mine must be made quite pure and clean be- 
fore we ean go and live in the beautiful cit 
with Jesus and the holy angels. But how 1s | 
this to be done? Can we do it for ourselves ? | | Oh! if we could, do you think Jesus would 
have left his Father's 
have come down to suffer and 
cross for our sins? 
loved us, though our hearts were so black | 
with sin. He knew nothing less than His own 
blood could wash our sins aw ay, and so He | li 
willingly shed that blood, and now, my dear 
little friends, that kind Saviour wants you to go to Him just as you are, with all the black 
stains of sin on your heart, which you can 
never take out, for Him to wash, 

i 
y|s 

In 

“White in His blood most precious, 
Till not a spot remains.” 

Will you not go to Him ? 
waiting for you so long, and 
much better for you to stop at once trying to | make yourselves good. Let me tell you why. | rp 
Supposing you were to try from to-day never | | to do or to say anything wrong again, what | T about those unkind words | 

He has been 

it will be so | 

you 
who loves Christ, to set in motion by word, | 

After we'd wandered round pooty | the better way of spending the 
much all night, T grow’d sleepy, an’ sogged | hours, 

| 
| 

{ 

nearest /s 

When the 

way there is 

house 

What with 

he 
stations, Lue 

What 

They 

uts her 

detracts from 

ay tranquility which ought to be 
Joe generally finds plenty to 

do on Monday or "Tuesday, but his Sunday 
hours at home are endured, not enjoyed, It 

sun was just setting, 
in sight of the gates of the city she had so 
much 
for it had been a long journey for such little | 
feet, and sometimes it seemed a it it would | | goin’ into a drowse that I never'd a come out | never come to an end ; but now she felt so | 
glad she bad not turned back) as she had 

gold, bright apd shining, and Olive said to 
herself, ** Jf «he gates are so beautiful, what 
must ¢ De like inside 

with such a dazzling white rebe on him, that 

she wanted. 

card 

away. 

washed it a great many times, till at last she 

angel still looked sad, and pointed out a great 
many marks which Glive had not noticed be- 
fore, but which looked so very black beside 
his pure white robe. 

or silent example, or song, or pleasant look, | 
Sabbath 

which shall consecrate them all, those 
in the household as well as those in the con- 

So when my mate found | gregation. 
he couldnt coax me for to keep awake, he | 
took an’ shook me, an’ hus’led me roun’; even | 
went so far as to kick me, an’ thought his was | 
kind’er ha'sh usin’ it waked me up. 

“ Well, brethrin,” continued Joel, “T ain't | 
a speakin’ for others, nor a sayin’ how it may 
be with them, but for myself, I’ve got the 
idee that I've be’n a goin’ to sleep agin, in a 
dif'rent sense; settin’ down in a cold snow- 
bank of indif’rence till I was in danger of 

+e 

LITTLE OLIVE, 

OR ON THE WAY INTO THE CITY, | 

It was a beautiful summer evening, and the | 
when little Olive came 

wanted to see. She was very tired | 

iten inclined to do. 

t possible to be; the gates were of pure | 

@o the little child went up aud huvokea of | 
It was opened by & bright angel, | 

Nive could bardly look at him; he seemed 
o know who she was, and asked her what | « 

She told him how very much 
he wished to go into the beautiful city, but 
o her great surprise and disappointment, the | « 
angel looked very sorrowfully at her, and 

y Olive; | galnly, “Yon cavnot come in little 
here are a great many litle children here, 
ut they ail have on pure white dresses, and |! 
ook at yours ! there are so/many black spots | t 
mn it, and they mast all bg takes out before | 
you ean cowe into the city,” . 
Then the gate was shut, and Olive went |! 

She thought it wuld rot be at all || 
lifficult to make her dress juite clean, so she | 

elt sure that even the angel would not be | 
able to find one spot left, and then she went | 
back and knocked at the gate again. The | 
same bright angel opened it, he seemed sur-| 
prised to see her come back so soon, and ask- 
ed why she had knocked. Then Olive told 

and that it was quite clean now; but the 

The poor little feet turned away from the 
gate so wearily this time, for the child knew | 
now that she never would be able to make | 
her dress clean enough, and yet she wanted, | 
oh! so much, to go into the beautiful city. | 
She wondered how all the children who were | 
in there got their dresses white, and wished | 
she could see one of them just for a minute to 
ask, she would not mind how much trouble | 
she took, if only she could get it quite clean. | 
And then, sadly disappointed and very un- | 
happy, the poor little tired child wandered | 
about, hardly knowing where she went, and | 
at last sat down by the road side, and cried | 
as if her heart would break, | 

Presently she beard some one speaking to | 
her; sne had thought she was alone, aud | 
looked quickly up ; she saw some one bend- | 
ing over with such a gentle, kind look ju his | 
face, that she could not feel afraid of him, | 
and the thought flashed into her mind that 
perhaps he might be able to tell her what she | 
wanted to know, | 
So when the stranger said again, “ Little | 

Olive, what is the matter, why are you so 
unhappy ¥" the child told him everything, 
how she had tried to get into the beautiful | 
city, but could not wash her dress white | 
enough, and then she asked him if he could | 
tell her what she must do. 

was a place for her in the beautiful city, So 

and white, and then he took her up in his 
arms, and carried her over the thorny road 
up to the gates of the city, He talked so 
kindly to her on the way, and told her how 
he had been watching her all the time, and 
had called her so often, but she had been too 
busy to listen, Oh! how Olive loved this 
doar friend, She felt as though she could 
never thank him enough for aii he had done 
for ber; but she thought that it he knew all 
about her, as she was sure he did, he would 
know how she loved and thanked him, though 
she could not tell him half. : 
When the angel opened the gate the third 

tune, and saw who had brought Olive, be 
looked so glad, and said, “Come in, and 

—*“ Glory, glory, glory.” 
what it meant, 

land. 

ing, and T will try and tell it as simple as 

is a real boon to him to have somebody ill, 

gates of the city, there will be a sweeter song = still for you to learn, “ Unto Him that lov ed ed us, and washed us from our sins in His For it wes such a beau- | own blood 
tiful city, more beautiful than she had thought | for ever, Amen,”—(. 4 

ves, . 
kind, bail of 
thawch, but s 

| 1ts pebbly beg 
Morrison, an 

was his large hazel ayes, which lay heneath 

with friend. 

talk with God face to face, 

mystic. 
had it been applied to him mn his hearing, and | 
its meaning explained, he would have said, | qr 
“ Hoot, man, ye needna gae round about 
seeking the nearest to explain a thing so 

Her new friend | In the same way it seems to me, God works 
looked lovingly at her, and said, * Shall I] 
wash your dress for you, Olive ¥"' She was so 
glad, poor little weary child, it seemed al- | 
most 100 good to be true, that after all there 

he washed her dress, and made it quite pure | 

I wonder if any of my readers have guessed 
the meaning of my story, for it has a mean- 

can. Now, first of all, do you know what is 
meant by the beautiful city ? I fancy 1 hear 
a number of little voices saying, “ Oh? yes, 

can reliove-himselboal dus snaplus it means heaven,” and you are quite right, it 

that untruth told? They left black | H 
marks that you never can rub out, and yet | 
they must be blotted out if you are ever Lo | 0 
go into the beautiful city. Then go to Jesus | 
now ; say “Lord Jesus, wash me, and I shall | 
bé whiter than snow.” And when this is | 
done, your heart shall be as white as httle » . 

| oY Olive’s dress was, for “the blood of Jesus | in 
Christ His Son cleanseth from all sin.” Then | 
you will be able to sing from your hearts | ¥ 
that swéet hymn, I daresay you all know: | 

“8Bafe in the arme of Jesus, | 
Safe on His gentle breast, It 

There by His love o'ershadowed, A 
Sweetly my soul shall rest.” H 

And by-and-bye, when you get inside the A 

» to Him be glory and domimon 
A., in Christian Trea- They could not touch his Hebrew pride ; sury. 

Ti 
BDL — 

SANDY MORRISON. Ti 
Just at the foot of the Pentland Hills lay, 

220, an old farm-house of the plainest 

haded by venerable trees, and | heered by 4 « bonnie burn whimpling” over | W 
This was the home of Sandy | 
old-fashioned Presbyterian | 

Knew in the days of lang syne, | A 
{handy was rough, tall, and un- | - 

Ider whom 1 kne 
n avtori 

is shaggy brows like a deep fountain among 
he brown hills of his native land. 
Sandy belonging to a peculiar class of Scots- 

nen, some of whom the writer knew in his 
oyhoad. lle was perfectly natural in all 
iis ways ; simple as a child, and thoughtful 

He walked with friend 

When he prayed he seemed to 

TI 

Ww 
B 
W 

AS 4 sage, God as 

would have called him a 
He had never heard the word, and 

Philosophers 

joy the inestimable pleasure of growling simple, it’s only God in the heart of a puir | 3Bout gas bills. 
sinner,” [lad you demurred at bis explana- One hundred years ago, England was not tion, he would have cut the matter short by very far behind the United States in all that 
asking “ If ye didna believe in the mighty goes to make a nation powerful and pro- | power 0’ God ?” 4 He gressive, 
The whole secret of the simplicity and |” (Ope hundred years ago, a young lady did power of Sandy's religion lay in the fact that | ot lose caste by getting her hands wet in 

he truly believed in God as the life of the | di 
soul of man, as well as the life of man. le 

His favorite books were -Bunyan's Pil | 

grim's Progress, Boston's Fourfold St we, | oc 

Frskine's Sermons, Halyburton's Reinains, tl 

The Book of Martyrs, and Rutherford’s| 
Letters, and above all the Bible. Next to 
the Bible, Haliburton and Rutherford exerted 
upon him the greatest influence. We rather | 
think he had read with interest Scougals Life 
of God in the Soul of Man, and this might ae- | 
count for some of his peculiar expressions, In 

Sandy had a perfect trust in the Providence | 
of God. “The Lord reigueth,” he would 
say ; ‘everything is wisely ordered, and will 
come out right in the end.” 

If you sald, “not surely the sins and fol- 
lies of men |” he would reply thus :— 

¥ Bin and follies are ours, and we suffer for 
them, but God overrules them for His glory. 
You see the eddies in the stream yonder. 

They twist and turn a' sorts o ways, but 

they go with the stream at last. In the 
storm, sticks, stanes, aud dirt come tumbling 
down frae the hills, bu in the valley yonder 
they lie a’ quiet enough, and in the summer 
twme will be covered wi' grass and daisies, 

Cl 

|p 
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t 

1 
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| &’ things accordin’ to the counsel o’ His ain 
| will.” 

This accounts for Sandy’s peace and joy. 
“You see,” said he, explaining the matter in 

| his peculiar fashion, “ years gane by, I be- 
lieved as ithers do, who have a form of god- 
liness, but deny the power thereof, I didna | 

understand, and above all, I did'na love | 
(od. 1 was worryn about this, that, and the 
ither, Things were nae richt. Wife and I! 

but we didna mind that, sae, lang as we had | 
health and strength, We lived in a bonnie | 
lace. The sun shone cheerily on our wee | 
we among the roses and honeysugkles ; 
and that my auld wither had planted wr’ her | 
awn hand,, And mair than that, the Lord 
sent us a bonnie bairn. lech! the wee thing | 
seemed an angel in disguise, wi’ its yellow | 
hair, dimple’ cheeks, and blue een, It was 
the licht and glory o' our hame. But the 
Lord togk her to himsel’, OO, how we grat! 

welcome, little Olive, there is room for you | when we laid her in the yard And Mary | such thoughts pass through their minds, 
in the beautiful city,” Then the child went | (that's my wife's name) began to fail. : Ve he: oe 
in, and directly she got inside the gate, she | couldoa tell what was the matter wi’ her, | again, : hey are faots, and sad facts which 
heard a number of children's voices singing | The doctor said she had a weakness in the | cannot Le denied or undone. 
such a sweet song, she could not hear all the 
words, but she heard a few, they were these 

She knew directly | | murmured ssir against the Lord. 
They were thanking her 

great friend for having brought them too, to 
the city, and she went and joined them so 

ladly, for she wanted to learn how to thank 
rim better for having loved her so much, and 
for having brought her safely to such a happy 

She 

chest, But it made our hame unco dowie | 
like, 

The 
world looked waefuw’, and I would have liked 
to dee, 
“Bat I began to think ; I seemed to come 

to mysel'; yet my mind was unco dark. 
Then I read the Bible and prayed. One nee- 
bor—auld Mr, Wallace, a gude man, tauld us 
to look to the Rock o’ Ages, and see if the 
Lord wadna open for us the fountain o' conso- 
lation, 
“Then 1 saw, but not very clearly at first, 

I| that there was anither world, anither king- 
dom like, spiritual and eternal, as aald Mr. 
Rutherford would say. This warld is only a 
husk, a shell. 
anither. And a’ is full 8’ God, 

Se a gE ANY ri 

Now I dare say when wee Mary, whose 
= 

and wicked I had been, and I & 

And my dear little children, your heart and | e 

| our bonnie bairn, and he’s ta’en throne in heaven, and | for she w 
die on the | she’s an angel, 

Surely not; but Jesus | we will go to her 

(30d. 

| and life, and that Ie 
accordin’ to the counsel o’ His ain will,” 

| The scowling rabbis gazed at him 
He reckoned not of ther 

you said yesterday, | 1, 

0 let him waste his new gained ken 

| What hast thou been ? What 
Thou art not he who yesterday | 

Which raves and howls, but cannot shock 
Che hundred fathom-rooted rock. 

Nameless and homeless in the lan 1, 

All could not change him by one word. 

rough stone, and roofed with | Si 

One thing I know, that 1 am he 

They were all doctors of renown, 

And honor crowned their silver hairs; 

And what the Christ had done for him 
He knew, and not the sanhedrim. 

utes about the impoliteness of street car 

| w 

hanged 

were pair, ye ken, and had to work hard; 4iq 

body we had laid in the 
that warld o' licht and 

eace, I heard her singin’ there wi’ the an- 
rels of God. I heard the voice ©o' 
here, saying, * Peace, peace !’ 
he celestial music to my puir heart ! 
“Then I understood how blind 

grave, wakin' in 

Jesus 

aid to mysel’, 
what's the use of murmerin’ ? | 
r liveth, and blessed be His name. 
ust put mysel’ and ga’ 
hadow o’ His wings,’ 
“Says I to my 

lieve in God, 

1 wili 
I have under the 

wife, ‘Mary, we now be- 
He's a’ and ina’. He gave us 

her again ; 
as lis more than ours; and now 

She wurna come to us, but 
. And noo ye maun be com- 

rted.’ p 
“ Then the warld appeared to me in a new 

cht. It was filled wi’ the holy presence o* 
I'saw that a’ was His, licht and dark- 

ess, simmer and winter, sorrow and joy, death 
was governing a’ things 

————— - 

RELIGION AND DOCTRINE. 

BY JOHN HAY. 

He stood before the sanhedrim : 

praise or blame ; 
was no shame 

or one upon whose dazzled eves 
he whole world poured in vast surprise, 
e open heaven was far too near, 

18 first day’s light too sweet and clear, 

here was no fi ar, there 

n the hate clouded face of men, 
But still they questioned, Who art thon ? 

art thou now ? | 

it here, and begged beside the way, 
or he was blind, 

It came like | 

, unbelievin’, | 

The Redeem- 
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| yea, hourly, I will sing, “Behold God is my salvation, I will truss and not be afraid.” “J will hope continually, and praise Thee more 
| and more,.— Christian Treasury.” 

EE — 
TEMPTATION. 

While it is true that 
temptation entirely, there is no doubt he can | largely modify its influence. The tempta- | tions which inhere in a man’s moral make-up he cannot wholly run away from, how mach soever he may desire it, because the evil is in Pim, as disease ie in the tainted blood. Bat he can largely modify its action and lessen its virulence. One way to do this is to keep himself from sights and sounds and sur roundings] which inflame his passions and sharpen the edge of his appetites. If his temptation is in the direction of stimulants then let him avoid the lsight and smell of hquor and the companionship of those who drink. So, whatever his weakness, let him keep beyond the reach of whatever can pene- trate him at that point. The Indian method of fighting is an excellent one in spiritual warfare. The soldier of Christ should kee himself under cover as much as he can, A good deal of dodging is allowable in a 

test with Satan. 

i 
| 

no one can escape 

con- 
“ Discretion is the better part of valor” at times, and is better to beat 

a masterly retreat than to have your soul captured bodily. A man who is morallv weak at any point, and who, nevertheless, persist- ently exposes that point to attack, commits the gravest of sins. When the great adver- 
Sary was striving to tempt Jesus to expose himself needlessly to peril, he said, «fy is written, thou shalt not tempt the Lord thy God.” — Golden Rude, 
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GERMAN OCEAN ONCE DRY. 
The German Ocean, or North Sea, like the 

— And I am he * 
or 1 was blind, but now Is (os 

He told the st ry o'er and oer; 
was his full heart's only lore ; 
prophet on the Sabbath day 
ad touched his sightless eyes with clay, 
nd made him see who had been blind. 
weir words passed by him like the wind 

Their threats and fury all went wide; 
: 2 ) 

\eir sneers at Jesus and His band, 

ieir boasts of Moses and his Lord, 

I know not what this man may be, 
nner or saint ; but as for me, 

ho Once was blind, and now 4 see, 

1¢ great men of a famous town, 
ith dec p brows, wrinkled, broad and wise, 
1e wibutha void 3 aha tary | 

ie man they jeered and laughed to scorn 
as unlearned, poor, and humbly born : 
it he knew better far than they | 

ho came to him that Sabbath day ; 

17 rp rs’ Magazine. 
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ONE HUNDRED YEARS AGO. 
One hundred years ago there were no dis- 

ivers, 

One hundred years ago people did not en- 

sh-water, or rubbing the skin off her knuck- 
8 on a washboard. 
One hundred years ago, the physician who 
wuld not draw every form of disease from 
ie system by tapping a vein in the arm, was 
Ww mugh of a doetor, 
Ove hundred years ago, farmers did 

it their legs off with mowing machines. 
One hundred years ago, wothers did 

not 

not » 

orry over disordered sewing machines, 

ot light their pipes with matches, but 

| 
One hundred years ago, our fathers dia | 

| 

iece of punk, a piece of steel and a flint, 
Oue hundred years ago, a public officer or 

ther citizen couid not steal enough to make 
he act respectable, and insure the actor a 
yrominent position in the * first circles.” 
One hundred years ago, the condition of 

he weather on the 1st day of January Was 
10t telegraphed all over the continent on the 
b vening of December dist. 

Ove bundred years ago, people did not | 
worry about rapid transit and cheap traos- 

ortation, but threw their bags of grain 
across the backs of their horses, and uncom- | 
plamingly * went to mill,” 

’ 

One hundred years ago, every young man 
| was not an applicant for a position as clerk 

C 18 book-keeper, 
One hundred years ago, 

One hundred years ago, time 

One hundred years ago, kerosene lamps 
not explode and assist women to shuffle 

off their mortal gol, 
One hundred years ago, men did not com. 

mit suigide by going up in baloons and com- 
ing down without them. 
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LIGHT AND DARKNESS, 

“You have done so little good, and done 

car- | 
ried fire in their pockets in the shape of a 

Things have | 

false teeth were 

| not considered preferable to the original 

grinders, 

and tide | 
| waited for nobody, and now nobody waits for 

time and tide. 

English Channel, was once an inland plain or valley, raised far abové the sea level. The sea has but recently invaded this depressed plain, submerged its forests, and superseded Its river courses. 
Ls Al 2 I'he buried trees 

standing, roote 
beneath the 

of its sunken forests are still 
d in their own vegetable soil, eneat waves. Cormer forest, which dips into the forest from the coast of Nor folk, is the most famous of the submerged forests of the German Ocean. The ancient woodland has been traced at low tide for more than forty miles. At certain Seasons, and especislly after great storms, the stumps of oak, alder, yew and Scotch fir are seen standing upright in the water. The eondi- tion of the wood and of the fir cones—some of the latter evidently bitten by animals— tell us that the sinking of the land occurred at no.distant period in the history of ome country. The remains of land animals, 100, 

as well as of the forests they inbabited, are discovered in the bed of the German Ocean, 
In his “Physical Geography of Norfolk,” Mr. Woodward tells us that In fifteen years the fishermen of the village of Happisburgh Srnsd egal oe : ) ’ - ) * x 
and tusks of mammoths have also been fish- 
ed up from these watery depths, It takes 
us back to the time when the European wain- 
land, instead of terminating as it does to- 

| day, with the coasts of Norway and France, 
stretched far westward in one unbroken area, 
beyond the present coast of Ireland, These 
were the flourishing days of the forests of oak, 
chestnut and alder and yew, which are now 
submerged in the German Ocean and the 
English Channel. 

TITTIES 4 $I —————— 

“FEED MY LAMBS." 

Ho! ye that rest beneath the rock 
Ou pastures gently growing, 

Or roam at will, a favored flock, 
By waters gently flowing ; 

Here ye upon the desert air 
A voice of woe come erying, 

Where, cola upon the barren moor, 
God's little lambs are dying ! 

See the great Shepherd bend and call 
From fields of light and glory, 

“Go, feed my lambs, and bring them all 
From moor aud mountain hoary !” 

Ye favored flock, the call obey, 
And from the desert dreary 

Lead those who faint along the way, 
Or wander, lost and weary, 

E. H, Sears, 
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RANDOM READINGS. 
A covenant God and Father '—that is the 

anchorage ground. 
The celebrated WwW. Jay, of Bath, used to 

say that Christ's sheep were marked in the 
ear and the foot. “They hear my voice and 
Jollow me,” 

| they please. You are responsible for only 
one tongue, even if you are a married man, 
The way to wealth is as plain as the way 

to market ; it depends chiefly on two words— 
industry and frugality ; that is, waste neither 
time nor money, but make the best use of 

| both, Without industry or frugality, nothing 
| will do; and with them everything, 

| 
| Say what is right, and let others say what 

| 
| 
| 

| 

We have had spelling matohes and pro< 
punciation matches, and now it is tine to be« 

| gin enunciation matches. Ministers especial 
ly ought to “enter” for them, Let them 
practise giving out texts and notices. It ie 
too bad to have their “ dear bearers” think 
that the text is * something about a hawk 
between two pigeons,” when it is really 
“ Why halt ye between two opinions?” and 
very bad, for the minister, when he says, 
“There will be no service here this afternoon, 
as I am going to officiate for another clergy- 
man,” 10 be understood to say, “There will 
be no service here this afternoon, as I am 
going fishing with another clergyman,™ 
When a clergyman can’t say “ I'll venture to 
assert,” without leaving it doubtiul whether 
he didn’t say, “I'll bet you a shirt,” he had 
better look out. 

Everything seemed to gae wrong, and | and to hold them fast, 

The substance, the spirit, is 
Then | saw 

- 

it so fecbly ; you have done so much wrong, 
rep ated 1t 80 often, and repented of it so 

slightly!”  Ilow many Christians have had 

They have been dismissed, hut have returned 

It is true wisdom to turn to other facts, 
If 1 bad dome far 

worse than | have, yet | am vot beyond the 
| reach of the infinite mercy of God, and the 
| boundless merit of the blood of Christ. If 1 
| had vepented of my wroug doings a thousand 
| imes more bitterly than 1 have done—if 1 
| had done ten times more work for God, and 
| done it a thousand times better, none of these 
| things would furnish the best foundation for 
hope. 

I'he Lord’s work only is perfect, and on 
that I am invited, yea, commanded to rest, 
And it cannot be that any ong who rests 

alone upon that, and who longs to be con 
formed to flim, who has done all so perfect 

Lexp A Haxo.—How is is, little folks? 
Do you keep a sharp lookout for chances to belp people who need help * Finding grand- 
ma’s spectacles, and mamma's thimble, or 
threading her needle, and doin many, man 
things which willing hearts and ready hands 
will find to do, will help along won erfully, 
and make you happy into the bargain. An 
old man was pushing his heavy truck up the! 
~~ pa day. Some boys saw him and one 
said : : 

“ Poor old fellow ; he can hardly get along. 
Let's lend him a hand.” Hn 
So they pushed, too, and soon the truck 

was at the top of the hill Then weren's, 
their hearts warm and ha because = had been kind to the old cid co ¥ i 

“On one occasion,” says Dr, Charl 
Hodge, “I went into the room of my . 
classmate, Bishop Johns, of omg 
picking ys one of his vestmen : 
my shoulders, and asked, “J is 

ly, should fail of blessing. I am constrained 
daily to ery, “ Behold I am vile 

L 
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grace mn these clothes ¥ * Not now, 
retorted the bishop, : a 
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