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New Moen, 3 day, 11h, 3m, Afternoon.
First Quarter, 11 day, 11h, 46m, Afternoon.
Full Moon, 18 day, 4h, 52m, Afternvon.
Last Quarter, 25 day, Oh, 35m, Afternoon.
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1; Friday
2! sawrday
3 SUNDAY |
4| Momiay
5 Tuesday
6| Wednesdy
7 Thursday
8 Friday

9! Sature a§
10| SUNDAY
11 Monday
12 Tuesday
18| Wednesdy
14| Thursday
15| Friday
16 Saturds
l'l, SUNDA
]81 Monday
19| Tuesday
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Friday
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SUNDA
Mowday
Tuesday
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Thursday
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SUNDA

e

OO TAAAAARRNRAIIAILRLICOOLOG OO
s
ko

RN st Rt oo onw~3 R AR RRRREE S

—
—

B

&

OO e®

R ET PR oo SRR R R ERNBERRY
S

)
&

-
&
O IO O LD

BESCEE o El BB LB 58 B

BS0ES
YT
cxacaotteremeoE RS conaan

PR owmaan
TEERERBESEE
——
coumcE RS Svonnnan

B==

S O -ID W

-
-0

GEBaBEB-BEERRERAT SRERNER

PRl R RESE B ERRBR LY | Harx]|

PCORIR N URBO-O
-

B
s OO

CO L
ER.ESERE
P

S

8
=P S e
et b s
0 e i
caowe b
28

T PR

#ig TIDES.—The column of the Moow’s Southing
‘l‘su the time of high water at Parrsboro, Corn-
wallis, Horton, Hantsport, Windsor, Newport and

Truro.

igh water at Pictou anu Ja Tormentine, 2 hrs
.mal |‘| minutes LATER than at Halifax. At Annap-
elis, St. John, N.B., and Portland, Mynq. 3 hours
and 25 minutes LATER, and at St. John’s, l\ewfo}md-
1ind 20 minutes EARLIER than at Halifax. At Char-
1 ttetown, 2 hours 54 minutes LATER. At Westport,
$ nours 54 minutes LATER. At Yarmouth, 2 hours
20 minutes LATER.
fOR THE LENGTH OF THE DAY.—Add 12 hours w0
the time of the sun’s setting, and from the sum sub-
atract the time of rising.
THE LENGTH OF THE NIGHT.—Substract the
dt:g:l the sun’s setting from 12 hours, and to the
remainder add the time of rising next morning

- THE WAR FEELING IN ENG-
LAND.

When an English mob yields to poli-
tical excitement, there is but little pos-
sibility of controlling it. Ata public
meeting held in Lambeth, Alderman
McArthur, well known in Methodist
cricles, was present as a mewber of the
constituency. The questions discussed
were the War loan and the interference
of England. Strange scenes were en-
acted. Hereis the conclusion of a report
given of the meeting:—

“ The meeting here began agan to get
noisy, and notwithstanding the protests of
the chairman and others to restore order,
huoting, hissing, s‘nging, &c.. were in-
dulged in to such an extent that it was
impossible to carry on the business in an
intelligible form. Suddenly a number of
individuals pressed forward and stormed
the platform, a general scrimmage en
suing. During this melee Alderman Me-
Arthur was robbed of his watch, two other
gentlemen—we are infurmed—guﬂering a
similar misfortune. It 1s only fair to state
that the large majority of the meeting
conducted themselves with propriety and
decorum, the moisy portion consisting
principally of young lads and those who
had evidently come especially to create a
disturbance. The meeting was brought to
an untimely end about halfpast nine
o’clock, by the gas being lowered and
those on the platform retiring, no special
resolution having been passed. Outside
the building a large crowd collected, and
several of those present commenced har-
anguing the mob. The people did not dis-
perse for some considerable time after the
meeting had been dissolved.

— T -

IF WE HAD BUT A DAY.

BY MRS. C F WILDER.

—

One afternoon I touk the biggest
piece of work I had in the house, the
mending of John’s socks. Big, not on
account of the size of the holes, I want
you to understand, but because, though
it was work that ought to be done that
day, I did not want to do it, and did
want to do something else. And with
the stockings, under my arm I ran into
sister Dunlap’s, who, I knew would
make me at peace with myself, by tell-
ing me I was a good wowan to be doing
homely duties. I thought I needed
something comforting, for my *Bell
Bree” was at home for a vacation of
two weeks, so I had plenty of the
“ homely duties” to perform, as I had
never been able to train John in the
domestic harness, as so many bright
I cannot help sigh-
ing night here, that I did not comménce
in a different wavner with my John
when we were first married ; but all the

wives have done.

way I can atove for my carclessness 1s
to warn all newly-married people not
to begin as I began, but teach their
Johns to wait on self, to wind the cluck
at night, and to lock the doors !

I am'in sister Daunlap’s by this time,
and I find Mys. Daval there, a woman
we all love and adwmire. Sheis a*niem-
ber of our chuich, but seldom can go

out to meeting as she has a sick hus-
band, four children beside the baby,
does her own house-work, and gives
music lessons. But I found her talk-
ing about the last meeting she attend-
ed: Idropped into a corner and lis-
tened, according to my usual custom
when away from home.

“ Well, yes, I went last Thursday
evening,” said Mrs. Duval, in ansWer
to & questidn of sister Dunlap, “and
when I started from the house I com-
menced -as Ialways do when I have the
half mile to make alone, to pray ; but 1
would only begin to tell the Lord how
bungry I was when a stanzas from a
poem I bad read would come into my
mind and go over and over like the
car-fare poewry in the mind of Mark
Twain’s minister., Ientered the church
and they were singing, but as I sang,
over aud over again in mind went the
words I had been repeating. The min-
ister prayed ; my thoughts would not
follow him but a sentence or two at a
time. The saints who sat in the front
seat followed in prayer; still my mind
was notat my control. Again we sang,
and while my lips said,

*“ Where is tho blessedness I knew,
When first I saw the Lord.”

my mind was still repeating the words
of my hymn,

We should fill the hours with the sweetest things,
It we have but a day ;

We should drink alone at the purest springs,
In our upward wa: ;

We should love with a life-time’s love in an hour,
It the hours were few ;

We should rest, not for dreams, but for power,
To be and to do.

“ After awhile the pastor- said, ¢ We
will now have an experience meeting,
and I want to hear from every one pre-
sent.” Again those near the pulpit,
like those of whom St. John speaks who
were nearst the throne, were the first
to begin the song, and as they sang

“ Sweet was the time when first I felt
The Saviour’- para’ning blood,

Applied to cleanse my soul from guilt,
Aud bring me home to God.”

over and over in my mind went other
lines in my hymn.

We should waste no moments in weak regret,
If the dav were but oue.

“ Then one after another arose and
spoke. I don’t know whether the
hymns were the key-note to their re-
marks, or whether their thoughts sug-
gested such mourning hymns. Why, I
felt as though they thought they were
at the funeral of all their best bopes
and aspirations,and wasa good mind to
start that monument hymn about
« Here I'll raise my Ebenezer,’ only they
seemed to have forgotten, even that
hitherto the L rd bad helped them. I
think it is a good plan to mourn
enough over the past, but I think it isa
good plan, also, to praise God once in
awhile for such goodness, mercy long-
suffering and tender forbearance as He
displays towards us.

“Brother Bond in bis usual way
mourned over the coldness of his heart
and the back-slidden state of thechureb,
and eaded his remarks by saying ‘we
must get up a revival.” I was feeling
wicked enough, but what did Mark Er-
win, who sat behind me, do but whis-
per, ‘ most February.’ ~He 1s the Loy
that told me if he could keep out of tke
way of church members through Jan-
uvary-and February he was never talked
to during the rest of the year about his
soul’s salvation. He said bhe was
struck dumb with amazement when I
spoke to him in the summer time.

But, oh dear ! they sang another dole-
ful hymn ; then another arose and said
he did not know whether he was a child
of God or not. He was afraid God
dil not love him, and he did not sce
how God could, he was so wicked : &nd
so onand so on. Well, I thought to
myself, I didn’t see how God could
tither, if that was the way they kept
up their complaints. It is ignorance
that makes Christians talk in that way?
Don’t they know that God says that He
gave his dear Son to die for us! And
then our salvation does not at all de-
peud on how we look in God’s eyes but
bow He looks in ours, and we all know
that we really dishonor Ged by living
in constant doubt and fear. And it
must be dreadfuily uncomfortable
spending one's whole life feeling your
own pulse ! If they would just go to
work for Jesus, who long ago, by divine
grace, o -ked out our salvation for us,
they would not have to inquire so often
after their own spiritual health. You
ueed not look up ut me so, sister Dun-
lap, I'm not through yet, vou see I

1 can’t go very often and when IdogolI

go starving, and what kind of food is
this thes2 old Christians offer me ?

“ Who can wonder I am ont of pa-
tience? Bu: then they were not all
clear down,” and Mrs, Daval gave a
little laugh. *There was old Mr.
Sandpaper who sits next the throne.
He rose and urged us all to come up on
the mount (where he stood) ; urged us
to seek the second blessing.” When
he sat down I came pretty near rising

‘myself and saying that it wouidn’t do

out West for us to turn into ascetic
saints and sit at home in dn easy chair
singing )

* Rise my soul and stretch thy wings,
Rise from transitory things.’

till we got so high we bad to have our
wives do all the subluoary affairs, like
cutting the wood, “milking the cow,
feeding the pigs, etc; we’d better clip
our wings, as Jobn did the turkey’s
just before Thanksgiving, than get up
so high as not to be of any mortal use
in the worll. It is a great pity old
Sandpaper—ekcuse me—old Mr. Sand-
paper does not let Mis wife try bher
wings once in awhile—poor woman.”

“ I thought sister Duval, you believ-
ed in sanctification,” said Mrs. Dun
lap. “ Awong all my frienis 1 should
have said you was the one who most
bungered and thirsted after righteous.-
ness. That it was you who was most
anxious to say, Christ is all and in all.”

“ Don’t! don’t!” and Mrs. Duval
put out her hand to ward off the words.
“Don’t use the word sanctification
when I am thinking of old Mr. Sand-
paper and his loud professions. I do
believe in a genuine religious expeﬁ-
ence, and think we ought to live up to
what light we have. And,” she added
thoughtfully, ¢ sometimes wnen I have
caught a glimpse of the joy which God
gives when [ am living near Him, 1
then resolve that I will have no will of
my own separate from God. Yes,above
all 1 want to die to sin as Christ died
for it. 1 do want an entire devotion
to God’s service. I do want to fill my
life as full as if I bad but a day. But
what is the need of saying this ? God
knows it and I know it. The opera.
tions of the $pirit are so different in
different individuals, that I think 1t
not best to discuss so subtle a question
as sanctification, holiness or whatever
you may call the great gift of God.”

But you didn’t finish about the
meeting,” I suggested from my corner,
for I did want she should own up to
what she did, for John told me the
night before.

« I wasn't going to finish, little one,”
she said, turning to me and opening
her eyes.

“ Wby not¢¥” said sister Dunlap, “ I
would like to hear.” Then catching a
glimpse of Mrs. Duval’s face, she ex-
claimed, “ I do belicve you rose and re-
peated those lines that were so fixed
in your mind.” '

“ Well, marm, if you must know, [
did do that very thing~’ said Mrs. Du-
val laughing. *“And I told ’em it was
not coldness, nor diffi lence, nor a dread
of the cross thatailed them, it was sheer
laziress. They had the idea in their
minds that they had eternity to do the
work of this life. But if they knew
that they bad but a day and their life
work must be crowded into it, I guess-
ed they would not sit around lamenting
their luke-warmness and their past sin-
fulness, but would arouse themselves
and find some real, true Christian work
to do. They would take hold heartily
of the work next before them. And if
the hours of the day they were to live
were named after the months of the
year, commencing with January, they
wouldn’t drop their work and sit thij
folded hands after the first hour. I
almost wish ever one of them had to
do the work as I do, then they’d have
to do all for the glory of God,b for they
could not get time to lay down the cross
if they once took it up. Oh, our life-
work! How I wish that we all were

From our clamerous work set free,
To work or to pray,
And to be what the Fatker would have us Le
As if we had but a day.”
I e ——

FroM THE “ PRESBYTERIAN:” “TFhe
story which i8 tuld by the New Yoik
* Evangelist,”that a Presbyterian Chuien

gaged a Methodist minister to supply the
pulpit for six months, with the express
stipulation * that be shall preach Calvin.
istic doctrine,” is very well matched by a
story of a Massachusetts minister, which
is told by the * Christian Reygister,” whe
replied to a Chwmch Comumittee, to whow
be «ffered his services, when they inquired

what doctrine be preached, “ Auny doc
trine you wish; I understand them all.”

in the State of New York has recently en--|

OUR NEW SAINT FRANCIS.

His other name is Murphy. He be-
lengs to the Holy Catholic Church, the
Methodist wing of it ; and he has been
cavonized in his lifetime by the bless-
ings and the prayers of thousands of
the poor. .

The other Saint Francis was some-
thing of a scamp in early life.  His
escapades are carefully narrated by his
bivgraphets as a good background for
his latter sanctity. Finally he was
flogged and thrown into prison for his
offences ; and while in prison he was
converted and devoted himself to the
service of the poor.

Mouch of this is true of the modern
Saint Francis. He, too, found Christ
in prison—for the prison 18 a place
where men sometimes find Christ in
more senses than one—and gave him-
self up to a service whose demands and

whose rewards he did not then at all

forecast.

“ Medimval Europe,” says the histo-
rian, “owes much to the Franciscans.
They went everywhere, and were like
flames of fire wherever they went.
First of all they roused the masses.
Poor men, wearing nothing but brown
frocks girded about the waist by, bits
of rope, they brought the gospel home
to the poor. By and by they made
themselves felt in every walk of life.”
It begins to look as if modern America
were going to be a large debtor to the
new order of Franciscans—to Murphy’s
men. If “the masses” of medisval
Europe were any more thoroughly
roused than the masses of some of our
American cities and towns have been
by the preaching of Murphy, it must
have been a sight to see them.

It is to the poor that Francis Mur-
pby preaches—the poorest of the pror
—the men who have lost manhood and
houor and self-respect in the boundage
of strong drink. And when he preaches
they listen. No doubt aboat that.
Night after night the largest halls are
crowded to suffocation; hundreds stand
for hoars, or cling to the edges of plat.-
forms and the railings of galleries,
listening to his proclamation of liberty
to the captives and tae opening of the
prison doors to them that are bound.

He is a study—this man Murphy'.
Get a seat on the platform, if vou can,
where you can watch his movements.
The great crowd, orderly and cheery, is
waiting for his appearance. Suddenly
there is a brightening of faces and a
clapping of hands, aud Murphy walks
forward, bowing to the audience, shuk-
ing hauds right and left, and beaming
on everybody. He is a short man,
about as tall as Moody, but not quite
so stout, though his chest is full and
bis limbs are muscular. The face is
Celtic but shapely, the bright eyes look
out from under heavy eye.brows, the
clean-shaven jaw is firm, and the gen-
erous mouth 1s curtained by a black
mustache. A good-natured man, bey-
ond-a doubt; and on the best terms
with his e nvironments.

The service begins with singing.
The great choir lead in two or three of
the * gospel melodies’’ of Bliss and
Sankey, the congregation joining in the
chorus; and there are one or two
sacred songs of a more pretentious
character by singers who go about with
the apostle of temperance to sing the
gospel, after the mauner of Saukey.
Then Murphy rises, Bible in hand, and
reads a few verses, commenting on
themin a homely and pointed fashion.
His exegisis is something queer, but
never mind about that! Bad exegesis
often yields good “doetrine. If the
sacred writer does not say just what
the - expounder represents him as say.
ing, he might well bave said it. Tuen
there is a short prayer, and the orator
naturally passes along ways of famliar
and informal talk into the speech of
the evening.

The story of his own life make up a
good part of all his speeches. If he
stays only a day or two in a place you
get an abridgment of it ; if he tarries
longer he gives it to you at léngth, in
installments, with more or less of dis-
cursive moralizing and description and
appeal thrown in evening by «vening.
The story is well toid. *You would not
tell so much of it if you were in his
place ; but you do not feel, after al,
like censaring bis frankress. You can
see in his experience the depths of

—

degradation and woe 1nt, which gy: R
rin

plunges men ; and he ey
he has a better right ti: ‘:;ZT:H thinky
dark side of his own life ¢}, o
any other man’s. Ofteq
:‘::it:::l.e it ls‘fwr from being 5 -
' lon. His heart swel); with eTe
tions that are not simulatey au;mo.
tears start from his owy e,;s the?
speaks of the woes of « mother :3 >
the children in the days whey 4 0
was cursing his home, ) " drink
Now and then he strikes off

gressions humorous, descrij
matic—some of which age very som:
The story of the Irish girl,v:vr}fot;::mg.
grand riding in her Wistress’s car o
that she wished she could siapng
sidewalk and see herself pass by &
capitally told; and always whey p.
drops into his native brogue the 'h
that he gives us is a geuuine ;
of character. Some of his mopg u‘,-:
passages are simply tremendopg,
description of Sheridan’s Ride, for p-
ample, or his imaginative P”"tfty\l(.
the *“‘upas tree” of intempenn“'“
astounding performances. §yeh rhe.
toric, such elocution, such acting, gy
not often-heard nor seen. -
back and forth across the platfory . he
roars like a caged tiger; he Inp.:“
the climax of his passion, three or fog
feet into the air.

an that of
as he hai told

into. gj.
'tiVe‘ dl'&-

o

dOu&.

Of course you do not approve ofall |
this ; it 18 not your way of doing it,
Neither do you approve all of Murphyy
orthoepy or syntax. But it does the
business. Crude though the perforg.
ance may be, in spots, it is a telling
performance. The acting is immensy, |
but it is scarcely more excessive tha
is often seen upon the classie stag
The rhetoric may be faulty, but it iy 4
big-hearted man that is talking; sd |
the people do not stop to nicasurebis |
words by critical standards. And now
and then comes a passage of natunl
desrciption or a touch of human natare
that marks the real orator.

What is better, the spirit of the may
and his methods of work are so whally
Christian that they disarm critigi
“You can’t querl with me,” he
everv day, “ for T won’t querl.” K\
Catholic priest forbids his peopk%
tend Murphy’s meeting, Murphy

eulogizes Father Matthew, and :says 3

nut & word about the priest, exceptis
kindness, For “the rumseller,” &
long the black dragon of the temp
ance reformer, he has notbing but sys
pathy. And if the prohibitionist de:
nounces him for his gentle treatmen
of the liquor dealers, he only says
the probibitionist, *“ God bless yot!
we are going to get everybody to sep
drinking liquor, and then nobody vil
want to sell it!”  Not a word of e
sure or denunciation falls from bis
lips.

Better still, his whole relianceis®
the Divine power. All his meehsgl
are intensely religious meetings. e
the songs that are sung are sacd
songs. The pledge includes the phns |
“ God helping me.” Every manshé
signs it is told he will need Grod's belp
in keeping it. And almost all of the®

\ who are reclaimed in his meetings e

fess their sense of this need and thef 3
purpose to seek this help.

There is nothing to say in the ¥
of all this, except to heap Murphy'
oft-repeated benediction upon bis 08
head and “ God bless him!” May the
pew Fransiscan order grow faster
live longer than the old one! Mar®
boys with the badges of blue, liké the
Gray Friars of old, go everywh*
and be wherever they go “like flames
of fire,” kindling a new bope in the
heart of the druukard, and Jighting ¢
way by which he may escape o8
degradation and woe !—Sunddy Afie
noon.

-

astoral c’n‘
eight ¥®
5 theolof

CLERGYMAN makes a P
Lady brings forward her son
of age, to be examined as to ki
cal sentiments.

Pastor—* What’s a miracle ¥’

Boy—*‘Dunno.’

Pastor—* If yon were to
the middle of the night, what woB
think of it P’

Boy—* Should think 1t was8 the O

Pastor—* But if somebody '9”".’ 1
you ’twas the sun what would ’0_“ ’

Boy—* Should think ’twas 2 lie.

Pastor—* Bat 1.don’t lie. ItI
tell you it was the sun what
think P’

' Boy—" 3hould think you wass'® &8
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