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2ux TipES.—The column of the Moon’s Southing
gives the time of high water at Parrsboro, Corn-
wallis, Horton, Hantsport, Windsor, Newport and
1 Cape Tormentine, 2 hrs
ter at Pictou and Ca 0! , 2

and ln':ll:mws LATER than at Halifax. At Annap-
alis, 3¢t. John, N.B., and Pertland, Maine, 3 hours
and 25 minutes LATER, and at St. John's, Newfeund-
tand 30 minutes EABLIER than at Halifax. At Char.
witetown, 2 hours 54 minutes LATER. At Westport,
3 hours 54 minutes LATER. At Yarmouth, $ hours
9 mtoutes LATER. ad1h w

FOR THE LENGTH OF THE DAY.—Add 12 hours
@e time of the sun’s setting, and from the sum sub-
stract the time of rising. he

FOR THE LENGTH OF THE NIGHT.—Substract t
gme of the sun’s setting from 12 hours, and to the
ssuminder add the time of rising next morning

ARE YOU SAVED?
BY REV. D. B. TURNEY.

My dear friend, look at these Capital
“Letters. I mean with your consent and
privilege to make

AN EXHORTATION TO YOU.
Brether—sister—Jesus loves you. " In
his name 1 would speak. Will you listen
and hear?

1. Are you a Christian? Tdonot mean
10 ask if you are a church member, I do
not mean to inquire about your baptism;
1 wish not to question you about your re-
ligious views. You may be aimable, or-
thodox and respec:able, as the world goes,
without Ohrist in you. A Christian bas
the Spirit, imitates the example, and loves
the doctrines of Christ.—Rom. viii. 9.

2. Do you intend to be a Christian ?
Have you such a desire ? My dear friend

_have you?

Be frank and candid. Try to answer
for yourself in the sight of God. Angels
are looking on ; demons are standing by.
The invisible world borders the visible
and shines throngh.

One person may say, “ No! I am an in-
fidel.” Sad answer! Poor man! Yet
God pities him in love.

Another person may answer, “I don’t
know; mever gave the subject much
thought.”—Prov. i. 24-33.

- But semebody will respond, “ Yes, I
certainly intend to become a Christian,
some time in life. I intend to prepare for
death, for judgment, for eternity, at some
convenient season,” Then—God bless you!
My hand upon it!

Well, my dear friend, let me also get to
your heart with another question—a start-
ling one—

3. When?

never do.
Do not put it off. You may be too late.

TThis is a convenient time. If ever you
should love God and serve him it should
be now ; and nothing so sears the heart as
delaying duty. * Wherefore, as the Holy
Ghost saith, To-day, if you will hear his
voice harden not your hearts.” To delay
your return to God is the very way to
harden youri heart. Please, my dear
friends, don’t do it.—2 Cor. vi. 2. Begin
now. Ask God for help, that you may be-.
gin now to be a Christian. Amen!

You ask, “ How must I begin ?” Why,
just ask Jesus to forgive your sins, and
let your heart rest upon him. Youn will
be helped. Gcd wiil help you. Pray
much, and pray in faith, and pray faith-
fully. Jesussaves.

If you begin to-day, there will be joy
among the holy angels.—Pittsburgh Meth-
odist Recorder.

—_——————————

TELL OUT YOUR STORY.

Some intend to start and

that Mhdalmhioy.&ldﬁftwi
man of compassirn, and she sid €0 her-
éelt, « 1 Mr. Limcoln snew. all abowt the
circamétanées, be would pot let Betinio be
shot.” She took the train and want to
Washington. She went to the White
House. The sentries after a little passed
ber in. She went right to the private sec-
letary, and, he too, passed her into the
President. There were governors and
generals there, but when Lincoln turned
round and saw the lassie, he asked ber
what she wanted, and she told it all out in
her own way. As he listened, the great
tears ca:we stealing down his cheeks—bhe
couldn’t keep them bock. He at once
wrote a despatch and telegrapbed it to the
front, to have the boy sent to Washington.
He went bome with that sister. But, my
friends, no man ever lived who had the
compassion that Jesus bad. Sinner, go
tell it all out to Him. He knows how
prone we are to sin. He will reach out
his band just as he did to the poor leper-
There will be virtue aud sympathy in that
hand.—Moody.

i s

GIDEON OUSELEY.

OuszLEY AT A FunEran.—As the
priest was reading mass, and the mal-
titude were on their knees, a stranger
suddenly rode up. Dismounting, be
knelt in the midst of the congregation
with manifest solemnity. Asthe priest
went on reading, in a tongue of which
the people knew not a word, the stran-
ger caught up prssage after passage,
selecting, though unknown tohishearers,
those portions which cenveyed directly
Scripture truths or solemn warnings.
He suddenly turned the words from
Latin into Irish, and repeated aloud
after the priest. Then, with deep feel-
ing, he cried at the end of each passage,
« Listen to that!” The priest seems to
have been overwhelmed and awed, and
the people completely melted. When
the mass was ended, and all rose up,
Mr. Quseley, with a face beaming with
affection, urged upon the people the ne-
cessity of having their peace made with
God, telling them they must becomc re-
conciled to Him, and that it was possible
so to do by real repentance and true
faith in the Lord Jesus Christ. As he
was taking his departure the crowd
criel to the priest, “ Father, who is
that? Who is he at all¥” “I do not
know,” said the priest: “he is not a
man at all; suve bhe is an angel. No
man could do what he hasdone.” Long
afterwards he (Mr. Ouseley) met a pea-
sant, and, accosting him, had a conver-
sation, which we give in the words of
Mr. Reilly: “My dear man, would you
not like to be reconciled to God; to
have his peace in your heart, and stand
clear before the great Judge when He
will come in the clouds of heaven to
judge the worldt” “Oh, glory be to
His holy and blessed name! sir, I have
this peace in my heart; and the Lord
be praised that I ever saw your face!”
“You have! Whatdo you know about
this peace ? When did you see me?”
“Don’t you rem-mber the day, sir, when
you was at the ‘berrin’ (burial), when
the priest was saying mass?” ¢ Ido
very well. What altout that day ?” “Oh
gentleman, you told us then how to get
that peace; and [ went, blessed be His
holy name! to Jesus Christ my Saviour,
and got it in my heart, and bave had it
there ever since.”

OUSELEY WITH THE FLAX-DRESSERS.
—When be was travelling in the North
of Ireland, he and his companion heard
tke voices of some young girls at work.
They were scutching (dressing) flax.
Quseley, “quickly alighting, entered
the house, taking off his hat and say-
ing, ‘God save you, children!” ‘Save
you kindly, sir,” was the cheerful res.
ponse. ‘What is this you're doing?’
¢ Scutching flax, sir.” ‘Scutching flax!
What's that for ?’ ¢ Oh, don’t you know
what flax is, sir? Swe it’s what your
shirt is made of.” ¢ What my shirt is
made of! How can that be?” ‘Don’t
you see sir,’ said one of the elder girls,
holding up a bunch of flax ... That’s
what we do spin into yarn, and the we:.-
vers make [the varn into the kiud of
cloth your shirt is made of.” .‘Ob, I see
—1I see !” said Mr. Ouseley, ‘thank you
my dear. And what is all this lying
about the floor i’ pointing to the heap
of chaff which lay at tha feet of each of
the workers. *‘Them’s the shows, sir,’
‘Shows, my dear! and what will you
wake of them 7’ ¢ Make of them, sir!
and there was a little Jaugh among the

There is a story told in the life of Abra-
ham Lincoln, which touches my heart when
1 read it. Une reason why people liked
him 8o much was becau:ze he was a man of
compassion. The story is that of little Ben-
nie. Heenlisted at a very early age. One
night the companion who went with him was
sick, and Bennie- had to go out on picket
duty in his stead. Tbe next night Bennie
had to go out again, As it was his second
night without sleep, he became weary and
fell asleep. He was tried and ordered to
be shot. When the news reached his father
and mother iu Vermont, it was a terrible
blow to them. News came, also, that Mr.
Lincoln was not going to interfere again
in army affairs, so the father and mother
thought there was no hope for their boy.
There was a little child in the family who
had read the life of Lincoln, and she knew

girls. ¢ Why, nobody could make any-
| thing of them.” ‘ And weren’t they part
| of the flax awhile ago? ¢ To be sure,
| sir; but they are good for nothing now
except to be burnt, and a bad fire thev
make.’ ‘ Oh, I understand, I understand,’
said the preacher; and then very solemn-
ly went on. *And, children dear, just
so will the Lord Jesus Christ (and here
every head was bowed) come onme day
with his holy angels, and He will skutch
the world, and He will gather together
al! tha.t is good, every one that is fit for
His kingdom, and take them to Him-
self ; and the rest—the shows, the chaff
—He will cast into unquenchable fire I’
‘The Lord save us!' was whispered
around. ‘ Amen,’ said the preacher ; ‘let
us pray.’ All were romptly on their
knees, while Mr. Ousrey, in fervent pe-
titions, pleaded for the saivation of the
young workers. Rising up, he blessed

a.n-x‘n'loumui-i m

his borse, and vode away, ieaving &
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AcrxEss 1N PREACHING.—On offe oc-
casior, when Ousley was preaching, the
crowd began to throw heavy missiles.
“ e stopped, and; after 8 pause, cri
out, * Boys, dear, what’s the matter with
you to-day 7 Won’t you let an old man
talk to you a little® ¢We don't want
to hear s word out.l of !g::t tild he:%,’
was the prompt reply. “But 1 want 10
a.ll.you l:':“? I tﬂm& , you wogid like
to bear.” *No, we will like nothing gou
can tell us.’ ‘How do you kmow? I
want to tell you a story about one you
all say you respect aud love.’ ‘Who's
that?’ *The blessed Virgin.' ‘Och,
and whatdo you know about the blessed
Virgin#’ More than you .thmk; and
I'n: sure you'll be pleased with what I
bave to tell you, if you'll only listen to
me.’ ‘Come then,’ said another voice,
¢let us hear uhat he has to say about
the holy Mother.” And there was a lull,
and the missionary be%sen, ‘There was
oace a young couple to be married ; and
then be told, in homely language, the
story of tbe Wgddiny in Cana, and
wound up thus: * The master tasted it
and lo and behold you! it was wine,
and the best of wine too! and there was
plenty of it for the feast, ay, and it mav
be, some left to help the young couple
setting up housekeeping. And all that,
you see, came of the servants taking the
advice of the blessed Virgin, and doing
what she bid them. Now, if she ‘was
here among us this day, she would give
just the same advice to every one of us:
Whatsoever He saith unto you do it.
And now I'll tell you some of the things
He says to us: Strive to enterin at the
strait gate.” So the preacher got leave
to finish his discourse, with not a little
of good effect.” On another occasion a
furious mob of roughs came near, bent
on mischief. “Mr. Ouseley immediately,
with a loud voice, addressed those near-
est him : ‘ make way for the gintlemen ;’
and then, with a perfect courtesy of
manner, looking at the surprised roughs,
he said* ¢ Come forward, gintlemen; I
want to speak to you on important bus-
ness.’” Their leader hushed them to
quiet, and quite respectfully approached
the preacher. ‘You know Father
O’Shaughnessy, the parish priest r’
‘Yes your riverence.’ ‘ Will you carry
a message to him for me? ‘To be sure,
your rviverence.’ ‘Well, take Gideon
Ouseley’s compliments to the reverend
father, and ask him, Can he make a fly
—not the fly that they put on the fish-
ing-hook, but one of those little things
buzzing about our ears.’ It’s no use,
your riverencey-gaid fwo or three at
ouce; ‘shure w" know he couldn’t’
‘ What ! is it Father O’Shaugbnessy,
the parish priest, cannot make one of
these little fliest’ ¢Och, and sure he

could do nothing of the kind !’ several
voices good humouredly shouted. ¢ Ah,
then, gintlemen, if you're sure he
could’nt make a little fly out of a bit of
clay, how could be make the blessed Sa-
viour out of a bit of bread ¥’ * True for
your riveren-e,’ said several gravely.”

e e D S~ =

THE CRUCIFIXION.

Behold vur Lord on cross upraisel,

His bleeding wounds the ground bave
stained,

His tortured limbs the nails confine—

My Lord ! my God! the crime was mine.

His bosom bare the blood drop stain
While trembling earth proclaims His pain,
The dead in fear and dread arise—

Is this, O Lord! our sacrifice ?

The cruel spear has entered wide,
The crimson flood flows from his side,
The san in awe and darkness seems
Tby love, O Lord, mankind redeems.

The vaulted towers of Heaven sound,

The weeping angels God snrround,

The thunders crash, the mountains rend—
Mercy, Lord ! cur souls defend.

The lightnings flash their dazzling light,
The ocean moans—terrific night,

The groans of Earth their terrors blend—
Is this O Lord, Creation’s end ?

——
FAITH ANSWERED.

Mr. Moody, in a recent sermon at the
Hippodrome, related the following inci-
dent: As I was coming out of a daily
prayer-meeting in one of our Western
cities, a mother came up to me and said,
“1 want you see my husband, and ask him
to come to Christ.” I took out my memo-
randum book, and I put down his name.
She says, “ I want to bave you go and sce
him.” I knew the name, and that it was
a learned judge, and so said to her, “1I
can’t argue with him. He is a great deal
older than I am, and it would be out of
place. Then I am not much for infidel
argument.” “ Well, "Mr. Moody,” she
says, “that aint what he wants. He’s got
enough of tbat. Just ask him to come
to the Saviour.” She nrged me so hard
and strong that I consented togo. I went
up to the office, where the judge was do-

ing “business, and ‘told him what I had
come for. He laughed at me. “You are

very foolish,” he said, and began to argue
with me. I said, “I don’t think it
will be profitable for me to hold an argu.
ment with you. I have just ome favour
to ask of you, and that is, when you are

converted you will let me know” “Yes,”

eai1 be, 1 willdn ghat; J will let you
know,” and with'a godd desll of sarcasm.
I thougkt the prayesd of that wife wonld
be answered if mine were Hot.

A year and a half after 1 was in the
city, and a servantcame to my door and
paid : “Ttere is a man in the drawing-
room.” 1 found the Judge there. He

when I was converted.” 1hadheard it from
other lips, but I wanted to hear it from his
own. He said his wife had gone out to
meeting one night and he was home alone,
and while he was sitting there by the fire
he thought, * Supposing my wife is right
and my children are right; suppose there
is a heaven and a bell, and I shall be sepa-
ated from them.” His first thought was
“I don’t believe a word of it.” The sec,
ond thought came, “ You believe in the
God who created you, and that the God
who created you is able to teach you. Youn
believe that God can give you life.” “ Yes:
the God that created me can give me life’
I was too proud to get down on my knees
by the fire, and I said, ‘ O God teach me.’
And asI prayed, I don’t understand it,
but it began to get very dark, and my
heart got very heavy. I was afraid to tell
my wife, and I pretended to be asleep.

She kneeled down beside that bed, and
I knew she was praying for me. I kept
crying, “O God teach me.” I bad to
change my prayer, “O God save me; O
God take away this burden.” But it grew
darker and darker, and the load grew
heavier. All the way to my office I kept
crying, “ O God, take away this load.” I
gave my clerks a holiday, and just closed
my office and locked the door. I fell down
on my knees; I cried in agony to my Lord,
“ 0 Lord, for Christ’s sake take away this
guilt.” I don’t how it was, but it began
to grow very light. I said, “I wonder if
this isn’t what they call conversion. 1
think I will go and ask the minister 1f I
am not converted.”

The old Judge said to me : “Mr. Moody,
I haveenjoyed life in the last three months
more than all put together.” The Judge did
pot believe. The wife did, and God hen-
ored her faith, and saved that man. And
he went up to Springfield, Ill,, and the old
Judge stood up there, and told those poli-
ticians what God for Christ sake had done

for him.
B . L um—

A young minister had gone to a pros-
perous church in a certain town to preach
bis first sermon. Before leaving the house
the gentleman who was entertaining him
suggested to bim not to preach against
Universalists. “ There are,” said he,
“ geveral Universalist families who have
pews in our church, and we don’t want
them cffended.” The young minister
promised. At the church vestibule, one
of the deacons drew him aside: ‘Do you
see these gentlemen just passing in ? They
are Spiritualists, but come bere occa~ion-
ally. I wish you would be a little careful
not to say anything that might hurt their
feelings.” The minister promised. As
he was azcending the pulpit steps one of
tbe elders button-holed him for a moment
to whisper an additional caution: “The
leading liquor dealer has just come into
church, and he gives us a lift sometimes.
1 wish you would be particular mot to al-
lude to the whisky business or the tem-
perance question.” The young minister,
getting fairly frightened {o see the moral
ground thus steadily narrowing before
him, inquired : *“ Pray, whom or what shall
I preach against, then ?” The elder’s re-
ply came with an air of trinmph : *“ Preach
against the Jews; they haven't got a
friend in town.” If preaching is the art
of not hurting anybody, that certainly
would have been an effective direction.
But if, on the other hand, it mecans the
application of truth to mind and con-
s:ience, then that is the most effective
which lays the arrow on the string for
present effect, which aims at the sins and
sorrows that are straight before it, and
which determines tbe effectiveness of the
aim by the fluttering of the birds.—Se-
leeted. a3

—_— e — P e ——
METHODISM THE FRIEND OF ALL

“ A most satisfactory feature of Meth-
odism in the present day is,” says The
[London, Wesleyan) Watchman, “that it
is ahke everywhere in essential features.
It does not waver in doctrine, but holds
fast to its original standards of Christian
truth. It insists upon conversion to God,
through penitent. faith in the Lord Jesus
Christ. It abides by the witness of the
Holy Spirit to the believer that He is a
child of God. It inculcates growth in
grace, maturity in love, and in personal
meetness for the inheritance of the saints
in light. It enjoins attendance upon
Christian sacraments and ordinances, and
provides for fellowship in Christ by stated
communion of saints. It proclaims relig-
ious catholicity as its spirit among other
evangelical Churches, and declares itself
‘the friend of all and the enemy of none.'
It ?eqnires of its adherents personal
service, as)well as pecuniary contributions;
and avows as its constant and persevering
object—“to spread scriptural holiness
through the world.’ And let it thus con-
tinue steadfast in doctrine, in fellowship,
and in doing unto all men, and its
mission by divine authority shall not

cease, nor shall its ess in th !
be disinished” T o the world

) f But by their Prince bestowed.

said; “ 1 promised I would let you know

DISCRIMINATIVE PREACHING. -

———
THE SOLDIEB.’S HYMN.

Dressed uniform, Christ’s sold; .
When duty calls abroa'd’;o Bors ware,

Not purchused by their cost nor care

i
| Christ's soldiers do eat Chris
’Twlo.;ar regimertal dress;
is heavenly white, and faced wi
"Tis Christ’s own rizhteousn:s:h s

t-like breag.

A bright and shining robe it is,
And to the soldiers dear ;

No rose can learn to blush like this
Nor lily look 8o fair. i

-/

"Twas wrought by Jesus’ skillf l

And stained in His own blloo‘c‘! ;hand,
It makes the angels gazing stund,

T'o view this robe of God.

Their shield is faith, their helmet b
And so they march along; ore

Chriss Jesus 18 their leader there,
Aud conscience beats the drum.

The trumpet sounds at Christ's com
A long and joyful sound, mand,
The soldiers shout to praise their Kin
Whilst walls come tumbling down.

"Tis curious wove and wrought throughout
’['is of such mixture fine,

Nor could the worth of all the globe,
By purchase make it mine.

g

VOLTAIRE AT FERNEX.—Voltaire wag
over sixty when le built himself this mag.

nificent retreat. Yet the score of years
that he lived here was probably the busiest
of bis life. Hissecretary slept in a little
recess above Voltaire’'s bedroom, and at
the least noise at night came down to
write under his master’s dictation. - In
this way he made up for the interruptions
of society. Many stories are told of the
importunate who came from far and near
to see the intellectual wonder of his oen.
tury. None better than tbe following,
which I have never met in English: One
day an unknown person demnnged to see
the lord of Fernex. . “Tell him that I am
not here,” shouted Voltaire. *But I hear
bim,” urged the stranger. * Tell bim that
I am ill, then.” “1I will feel his pulse; I
am in that business.” “Tell him I'm
dead.” “I’ll bury him; 1t wen't be the
first one, either, I am a doctor.” “ Well,”
exclaimed Voltaire, * that's an obstinate
mortal ; let bim come in. Now. Sir, do
you take me fora strange animal ?” “ Yes,
Sir, for the Pheniz.” “Do you kuow,
then, Sir, that it costs twelve sous to see
‘me?” ¢ Certainly, here are twenty-four,
I'll come again to-morrow.”  Voltaire was
unarmed, and lavished all manner of
peliteness upon his visitor. '

e 1
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OBITUARY.

Died of diptheria, on the 3lst of Feby.,
at the residence of John Lindsay, Esq,
MRrs. THOMAS LINDsAY, of Williamstown,
in the 41st year of her age.

Mrs. Lindsay was born in Wi)(iaml-
town, and was the eldest daughtey of the
late Matthew Corbett of that plate. She
was converted to God during sighe special
services, held on the Jacksonville eircuit,
by the Rev. John Phinney, from which
time, until her death, she was an active
and consistent member of the Methodist
Church. Her place was seldom vacant in
the public or social means of grace, when
her health was such that she could attend.
Following the example of her Master, she
wue ever ministering to the afflicted
around her, until her self-sacrificing spirt
brought her to a premature grave. A few
days previous to ber sicknees, she bad left
her home to attend on the family of ber
brother-in-law, then prostiated with dip-
theria, and whilst there, :he caught that
disease in its most malignant form. A
physician was at once summoned; but
human skill seemed to be of no avail, the
disease made steady and rapid progress,
until worn out nature sunk beneath it, and
| she was numbered with the dead. We
visited her a few hours before her death,
and found her perfectly resigned to the
will of Go4, and rejoicing in the hope ofa
| glorious immortality. Our dear sister will
be greatly missed in the church and the
community in which she lived; but most
of all in the family circle, where she filled
the place of wife and motber in the bigh-
est sense of the word. . W.D.

—_— -

Died, at Leicester, on the River Philip,
Jan. 21st., JouN FINLAY, it the 69th year
of his age.

Bro. Finlay experienced the converting
grace of God about thirty five years 380"
under the ministry of the late Rev. W
Wilson. The new heart made a new hff?-
At once he united with the chureh of bi#
choiee, of which he ever after contin
an honoured and faithful member. He
prized highly the class and prayer meet”
ings, and was regular in bis attendanc®
| on all the means of grace. Largely did be
| contribute toward the support of the (.770"
| pel. About three yearssince he was strick-
| en with paralysis, which made him unfit for
active work, and inca.p\able of attending 7
guiarly the house of God, yet hopes were
entertained of his recovery. His last ot~
tack of sickness was brief. During
services held at Leicester in Janusl:®
prayer meeting was held in his housé s
which he gave his testimony of the pover
of the religion of Jesus to save, i
fore that time next day he was wearioé
his crown. He was not, for the took
him.

River Philip, March 1876.
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