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SUN MOON.
Klees Sett! Rises Souths Sett.!

Thursday 4 22 j 7 
Friday 4 21 < 
Saturday 4 21 7 
SUNDAY, 4 21 ; 
Monday | 4 SO 1 
Tuesday 4 20 
Wednday 4 19 
Thursday; 4 19 

. Friday 4 19
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14 Wednday 4 19
15 Thursday 4 18
16 Friday I 4 18
17 Saturday ; 4 18
18 SUNDAY 4 18 i
19 Monday ! 4 1» 7 ■ 
)0 Tuesday 4 19 7 ■ 
11 Wednday 4 19 7 
O Fh^sdayi 4 1# 7 
B Friday ! 4 19 7' 
M Saturday ! 4 90 7 ■ 
» SUNDAY 4 20 7 ‘ » Monday ! 4 20 7< 
17 Tuesday 4 21,7 ■ 
» Wednday 4 217 
W Thursday; 4 22 < ■ 
30 Friday 4 22 7 ■

8 10
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0 57 
1 21
1 54
2 37
3 33
4 49 
6 10
7 348 65 

10 10 
11 21 
A. 31

1 39
2 46

The Tides.—The column of the Moon's Southing 
<ire« the time of high water at Parrs boro, Corn

wallis, Horton, Hanteport, Windsor, Newport and 
Cruru.

High water at Plctou ana Jape Tormentlne, 2 hre 
tnd 11 minutes later than at Halifax. At Annap- 
dis, Ht. John, N.B., and Portland, Maine, 3 hours 
ind 25 minute's later, and at SL John’s, Newfeund- 
and 20 minutes earlier than at Halifiix. At Char. 
Dttctown, 2 hours 54 minutes later. At Westport, 
! hours 54 minutes ATKR. At Yarmouth, 2 hours 
K> minutes LATER.

For the length of the day.—Add 12 hours to 
lie time of the sun’s setting, and from the sum sub
tract the time of rising.

For the length of the night.—Substract the 
dme of the sun’s setting from 12 hours, and to the 
remainder add the time of rising next morning

“THE CKOS3 OF OUR LORD JE- 
SUS CHRIST-”

Morally and physically, no less than 
spiritual the faith of Christ came like 
the dawn of a new spring to nations 
effete with the drunkenness of crime. 
The struggle was long and hard, but 
from the hour when Christ died began 
the death knell to every Satanic tyran- 
ny and every tolerated abomination. 
From that hour holiness became the 
ideal of all who name the name of 
Christ as their Lord, and the attainment 
of that ideal the Common heritage of 
souls in which H«s Spirit dwells.

The effects then, of the work of Christ 
are even to the unbelievers indisputa
ble and historical. It expelled cruelty ; 
it curbed passion ; it branded suicide ; 
it punished "and repressed an execrable 
infanticide;, it drove thee shameless im
purities of heathendom into a congen
ial darkness. There was hardly a class 
whose wrongs it did not remedy. It 
rescued the gladiator ; it freed the 
slave ; it protected the captive ; it nurs
ed the sick ; itjiheltered the orphan ; it 
elevated the woman ; it shrouded as 
with a halo of sacrel innocence the ten
der years of the child. In every re
gion of life its ameliorating influence 
was felt. It changed pity from a vice 
to a virtue. It elevated poverty from 
a curse into a beatitude. It ennobled 
labour from a vulgarity into a dignity 

" and a duty. It sanctified marriage 
from a little less than a blessed sacra
ment. It rewarded for the first time 
the angelic beauty of a purity of whuh 
men had despaired, and of a meekness 
at which they had utterly scoffed. It 
created the very conception of charity 
and burdened the limits of its obliga
tion from the narrow circle of a neigh
borhood to the widest horizons of the 
race. And while it thus evolved the 
i lea of humanity as a common brother
hood, even where its tidings were not 
believed, it cleansed the life, and ele
vated the soul of each individual man. 
And in all lands were it has moulded 
the characters of its true believers, it 
has created hearts so pure, and lives so 
peaceful, and homes so sweet, that it 
might seem as though those angels 
who had heralded its advent bad also 
whispered to every depressed and de
spairing sufferer among the dons of 
men. “ Though ye have lien among 
the pots, yet shall ye be as the wings 
of a dove that, -is covered wiih silver 
wings, and her fathers like gold.—Far
rar’* Life of Chief.

A EROKEN EEVEUIE.

The week had been a busy one, but I 
had found time to attend a number of 
meetings at the Hippodrome, and some 
of the truths that lay sd near the 
speaker’s heart, had found their way to 
mine. At first I had rather shrunk 
from the question, so oiten asked with 
an emphasis upon ih : personal prbnoun, 

“ Dj you go to the Hippodrome ?” 
but I gradually acquired moral courage 
to reply “ Yei, ard I ei j >y the meetings 
very mu h ” Indeed upon one occasion

my courage rose to such a height that 
when a frièpd complacently remarked 
“I have no doubt certain classes of 
people will*ttfe benefited,” I replied “ Mr. 
Moody’s exposition of the Bible cannot 
fail to do good to every class that listen 
to him,” $nd then with a feeling of 
self-satisfaction I mentally thanked 
God “ I was not as others.”

The more I heard, the more I wanted 
to hear ; but the truth that had found 
its way into my heart, instead of bring
ing the peace of which Mr. Moody loves 
to tell, seethed to rankle and fester 
there, and I was like a “ wave of the 
sea driven about and tossed.” A little 
light had found its way into my soul, 
but only enough to show the surround
ing darkness.

After a sleepless night, I rose one 
morning dispirited and discouraged; 
everything was wrong, and what could 
I do to stem the tide of sin and wretch
edness ? I could not live in the world 
without being part of it. I wanted to 
do right, but the right seemed as hard 
to know as to do. Where should I 
begin? When you want to do any. 
thing, some one says “ begin at the be
ginning.” While I was wondering 
where to find the beginning, my reverie 
was interrupted by the entrance of a 
little three-year-old boy. He was talk
ing earnestly to his older brother, who 
followed him. “Yes, Lilia,” he said, 
with an impartant air, “ I’ve plenty to 
sell.”

The bright faces and happy voices 
were a pleasant interruption, and I 
watched them as they opened a closet 
where the young merchant kept his 
treasures. I could not resist the temp
tation of giving the little fellow some 
advice. “ Charley," said I, “come 
here. I’ve something to tell that will 
help you.” He hesitated a moment, 
but was soon standing with his sweet 
earnest face turned toward me, and his 
loving trusting eyes fixed ‘upon mine. 
“Are you ready to listen?’’ He nodd
ed his head, and his eyes grow larger 
and darker as he caught some of the 
interest I tried to communicate. 
«• Willie is a large boy,” said I, “ and 
he’s pretty sharp ; now when you sell 
make a good bargain ; take care what 
you do, and don’t let him get the better 
of you.” I spoke strongly and em
phatically, while I watched with loving 
admiration his changing expression. 
When I paused, he raised his little 
ban'd and brought it down with startl
ing force upon the other, saying “ Not 
one penny.”

I listened while the boys largained 
together ; Charley was an apt scholar, 
and had profited by my teaching. 
-When he left the room I looked proud
ly at Lira, and congratulated myself 
upon his being the brightest boy of his 
age in the city. He closed the door 
with a boyish bang, and I returned to 
icy reverie ; but that sweet trusting face 
was still looking up into mine. I could 
not get rid of it, and like a “ sharp 
arrow” from the “bow of the mighty,” 
the question forced itself upon me, 
“ What have you taught that boy ?” 
I had been looking for the beginning, 
and I had found it in that little child, 
whose faith in me had never known a 
doubt. What had I been teaching him ? 
What seed had I been sowing ? Hum
bled in the dust, as I looked into the 
past, I opened my Bible and read 
“ And these words which I command 
thee—thou shalt teach them diligently 
unto thy children, and shalt talk of 
them when thou sittest in try house, 
and when thou walkest by the way, and 
when thou best down. I turned over 
leaf after leaf and read each verse that 
I could find upon the subject, and while 
I rea-1 I trembled as I thought of my 
teachings. My reverie was done, and I 
turned to do the work before me, ar.d 
the bitter cry arose—Can I undo what I 
have already done ? Can I erase what 
I have engraven on that young heart ?

; Can I blot out what I have written ?
| Mothers, ask yourselves what impres- 
j nions you are making upon those fresh 
tablets God has placed in your hands.

Again the little boy stands beside me, 
j with his hands in mine, and his eyes 
! looking into my face, and I tell him the 
story of the Cross, of the Saviour’s love 
and death, and I feel mv own love 
kindling anew, while I lead him to 
Calvary. He teaches me while I am 
teaching him, and God is leading me 
out of the darkeness. Every hour I 
learn some sweet lessons of faith and 

; hope and love. As he trusts, and loves

i

and believes, I am trying to trust and 
love and believe.

Mothers, fathers, you can learn sweet 
lessons of faith and love from your little 
child ; but while he teaches you, what 
are you teaching him P Are you will
ing to reap the harvest that will spring 
from the seed that you are sowing ? 
You cannot erase what you are daily 
and hourly engraving on that young 
heart.—N. Y. Evangelist.

I MADE HIM WHAT HE WAS.

A few weeks ago a saloon-keeper in 
Dover Delaware, who patronized his 
his own bar very liberally, stepped into 
a back room, where men were at work 
about a pump in a well. The covering 
had been removed, and he approached 
to look down, but, being very drunk, he 
pitched in head-foremost. He had 
become so much of a bloat by the use of 
strong drink that it was impossible to 
extricate him in time to save his life.

There was great excitement in the 
town. Men and women who had never 
been inside of his saloon before were 
the first to rush to (he rescue, and to 
offer sympathy to the bereaved family. 
As he was being dragged from the well 
and stretched out dead upon the saloon 
floor, a wholesale liquor-dealer from 
Philadelphia stepped in. After the 
first shock of thus finding one of his 
good customers dead, he turned to a 
prominent lady, a crusader, and said> 
pointing to the wrecked victim, “I made 
that man what he was. I lent him his 
first dollar, and set him up with his 
first stock of liquors, and he’s now 
worth $10,000 or $15,000.”

Lookipg him full in the face, she re
sponded :

“ You made that man what he was— 
a drunkard, a bloat, a stench in the nos
trils of society, and sent him headlong 
into eternity, and to a drunkard’s hell ? 
What is $15,000 wéighed against a lost 
soul ; a waste 1 life, a wife a widow, and 
and children orphans ?”

He turned deadly pale, and without 
a word left the house.

And so we ask ; “ What is all the 
business and all the revenue to the 
millions whose homes are dispoiled : 
whose children are beggared, and whose 
loved ones are sent headlong to a drunk
ard’s grave and a drunkard’s hell? Put 
yourself in the place of that mother 
whpse son is pursued day and night by 
this demon, till the hairs of his head 
become serpents, and live coals bum 
into his flesh to the very bone, and 
fighting devils, he leaps out into eterni
ty ; and then ask, * Are my hands clean ? 
Do I love my neighbour as myself ? Am 
I dome all I can to stay the tide that is 
bearing so many down and may yet bear 
me down ?”—Christian Woman.

A DOUBLE SOUL.

BY A. B. C.

In that remarkable book of Arthur 
Helps, “ Realmah,” the following con
versation occurs between some of the 
leading characters :

Milvebton.—Well, I have a fanciful 
idea which indeed has been in my mind 
for many years.

Ellesmkbe.—Let us guess. The 
philosopher’s stone ? The power of 
always reasoning rightly ? Long life?

Sib Abthub.—Is it the power of see
ing clearly into other men’s mind’s ?

Milvebton, — No, you will never 
guess it. I shall have some difficulty 
in explaining. I mean that there 
should be a double soul, taking the 
word “ soul” to include all po vers, both 
of thought and feeling, so that you 
should be able to give one of these souls 
perfect rest. They should be so inti
mately in unison that what one thinks 
or feels, or says, or does, should be ad
mitted to be thought, and felt, and said, 
and done by the other which is absent. 
Think of the advantages of my fancy if 
it were realized—all the regrets, and 
vexatious, and remorses being partaken 
by another soul which would occasion
ally come fresh to the work, and bear 
the burden which its exhausted com
peer and paituer was almost fainting 
under. Have you not known occasions 
in which you have said to yourself, “I 
would give anything to have another 
me—to take up thé burden for this day 
only."

We cannot quote it entire, nor is it 
necessary. Our only purpose is to ask, 
if this idea of giving a “ double soul” is 
nut in one sense precisely what the

gospel of Jesus Christ proposes to do 
for us ? Looking at the ills of life 
through Christian eyes may not all our 
“ regrets and vexations" be shared by 
onr Redeemer ? Is not this one reason 
why he gave himself tous? Does he 
not again and again offer to take up 
the burden for us, naj, does he not urge 
us and with all loving, earnest words be
seech us to drop our burdens at his 
feet? “ Come unto me, all ye that are 
heavy hden. I will be your rest. I 
will never leave thee nor forsake thee. 
Lo, I am with you alway. Be of good 
cheer, I have overcome the world.”

Oh the pity of it—that we so almost 
never get down into the depth and 
wonder of these words ! The Bible is 
full of them, but for the most part they 
have but little meaning for us. Our 
eyes are hold en. What need of a 
“ double soul” in any other sense than 
this one, that of a mighty Comforter, 
strong enough, and great enough, and 
loving enough to lift us over all life’s 
hard places. i

Such a one is offered to every human 
soul.—Christian Weekly

THE FOPPISH PREACHER.

Recently, in addressing a class of theo
logical graduates, the Rev. Dewit Talmage 
thus described the foppish and frivolous 
preacher :

Hé has a handsome foot or hand, or 
thinks he has. It is evident from his gait 
and appearance that he has received most 
of his inspiration from the tailor. His 
glove fits so well that it seems to have 
grown on ; his boot, as if made on a last of 
the latest fashion. His hair twists as 
though it had been under curling-irons- 
From bis gesticulations you knot? he has 
practiced them before the mirror. He 
prides himself on being a lady’s man, and 
looks so sweet (laughter), and has the ap
pearance of one of Qodcy’s fashion-plates. 
As he takes out his handkerchief to wipe 
away a tear in the midst of his sei-mon> 
the fabric drops musk and patchouly, and 
“ Balm of a thousand flowers,” and “ New- 
mown hay,” and” Kiss me quick.” (Laugh
ter.) He is a stick of ecclesiastical candy 
—a moral peppermint—a religious choco
late drop. (Laughter.) He takes his text 
from the most luscious part of Solomon’s 
Song, and lithps in a manner thweet be
yond detkeviption ! (Loud laughter.) He 
has a diamond ring on two fingers, and a 
glittering stud in his shirt-bosom. He 
sucks a suear plum while the collection is 
being taken up (laughter), and though not 
short-sighted at all, has his glasses astride 
his nose, lifts the hymn-book fantastically, 
and reads : . f ,

There is a land of pu-ah delight,
Where saints mmiawtal reign.

(Laughter.) It would take about sixty of 
them to equal one decent doll-baby. After 
hearing such a young man preach, an old 
clergyman arose in the pulpit to make the 
closing prayer, and said : “ OyLot d, 1 less 
this young man, and make his heart as 
soft as his head.” (Laughter.)

him pay particular attention to Mr 
Moody’s remarks. At the conclusion of 
the service, which was very effective the 
Emperor shook hands with Mr. Moody and 
Mr. Sankey, and a place bring cleared 
through the crowd by the police, the roytl 
party passed out the Twenty-Seventh 
street floor, entered their carriage and 
were driven away.—New York World.

Talking at Table is one of the very 
best digesters ; there is no tonic known 
to equal it, as it is of the kind known to 
promote hilarity and good feeling general
ly. Most parents are prune to prohibit 
their children from laughing and talking 
at the table ; it is unpbysiclogical ; it ü 
cruelty. Joyousness promotes the circu- 
lation of the blood, enlivens it, invigora
tes it, sends its tingling to the remotest 
parts of the system, carrying with it ani
mation, vigor and life. The louder the 
little ones laugh the better ; the faster 
they talk the better, for then they eat less 
in a given time, consequently chew their 
their food more thoroughly.

Discard controversy from the dining ta- 
ble. Discourage all subjects which invite 
political or religious rancor. Let eveiy 
topic introduced be calculated to instruct, 
to interest, or amuse. Do not let the mind 
run on business or previous mishaps or 
past disappointments. Never tell bad 
news at the table, nor for an hour before. 
Let everything you have to communicate 
be, if possible, of a gladsome, joyous, hil- 
arious character calculated to bring out 
pleasant remarks or agreeable associations. 
On the other hand, never administer a re
proof at the social board to either servant 
or child ; find fault with nothing ; speak 
unkindly to no one. If remarks are made 
of the absent let them contain some word 
of commendation, which, if repeated in 
their keaiing afterward, will kindle kindly 
fe**!inge, and thus will thoughts of the 
family table come across the memory in 
after years, when we h ive been scaltaed 
and some la'd in their final resting place, 
bring with them a sweetness of emotion 
which makes it a pleasure to dwell upon 
them.—Halls' Journal oj Health.

JUNE

THE EMPSROR AT MOODY’S SER
VICES.

At the evening service at the Hippo
drome Mr. Moody’s text was, “ What shall 
I do with Jesus, which is called Christ r” 
At Mr. Moody’s right hand sat Dom Pedro 
and hirsuite, Mr. Christine Tomsen, and 
a number pt other gentlemen. The Em
peror bad a small umbrella between bis 
knees, on the top of which swung his high 
silk hat. He paid the closest attention to 
Mr. Sankey's singing, shaking his head in 
approval, and when “ The Ninety-and- 
Nine” was sung he held a hymn-book in 
bis hand and traced the words as Mr. 
Sankey sang them.

Mr. Moody, after giving out Lis t xt> 
said: “ I do not care so much about the 
sermon iU,ponld impress the text upon 
your beam. I do not care what denomi
nation a man may belong to, nor would I 
go across the street to change his denomi
nation, but I would go around the world 
to bring one)eii!gli; soul to Jesus. (The 
Emperor shook bis head and muttered, 
‘ Yes.) Me» mean to decide some day 
what they »|ill do with Christ, but worldly 
interest stands in the way. If it were not 
for this lack of décision hundreds of young 
men in this city would be Christians.’' As 
the speaker became excited, large drops of 
perspiration stoôd upon the Emperor’s 
forehead, and he leaned forward on the 
edge of his chair, endeavoring to catch 
every word, not once removing his eyes 
from Mr. Moody’s face. Mr. Moody spoke 
with unusual distinctness. “If.you wish 
true liberty and peace,”! he said, “ accept 
Christ and you vrifil wjoy it.” (“ Very 
true,” said Dom Pedro, turning to bis 
Secretary.) “ A kingdom will not buy 
Christ or a placÿ in Leaven beside him. 
Even a great Emperor cannot save bis 
soul with all his wealth and power unless 
be bows himself at Christ’s feet and ac
cepts of him.” The Emperor bowed his 
head, and turning to his Secretary bade

A___ J_____  02ITUAP.Y- £___

Suddenly, at Weymouth, on ti t- doth ult., the be
loved wile of E. H. Oakes, cvpurted dhii life,

On the Saturday preu-dtng Airs.Oaken wa, parti
ally prostrated l>y paralysis, but soon revived and 
seemed improving fast till Monday, « lien tire exper
ienced a severe shock. From* this .she teemed to 
rally rill about 1 o’clock p.in. Un Tuesday she sim
ply raised her hand and breathe! hard once and ex
pired. The tier. J. M. C. Fnltoi:. v.m., la-r soa-ii- 
iaw, of Moutjielier. Vermont, L .S., receiving a tele
gram the same evening, with iris v.ilie and t wu chil
dren started nett morning and reached home oa 
Saturday, in time for the funeral, lire other son- 
in-luw. the Kev. S. C. Fulton, oi Nichols, 5.Ï, 
left with his wife and wife’- sister on the 2nd in»t 
for Weymouth, but bave not at this » ritiag arrived.

M rs. Oakes was a native of New York, where hr 
mot lier still lives to mourn u initial gone before, bk 
was au adherent of the Presbyterian Church. Then 
being no church of that persuasion in Weymouth, 
she espoused the cause of the -Methodist Chunk 
there; and n vt only gave lier empathies to the 
cause but much of her time anil means. She »'•» 
mainly instrumental in the organization of a Meth
odist Sunday School in the community ; and her 
house as many of the Methodi-t Ministers cantei- 
tity, was always a welcome home for the minister 
iny man of God. f

As a wife she was most loving ami confiding. A» 
a mother most affectionate and devoted, hbekâtl 
hoped to have all her children an.I i tuldren-ni-Uw 
home with her, for a time, this summer. MS 
perhaps will all meet, eleven in number, and with 
the grand children seventeen, but the central figst* 
is not, for God hath taken her ; the glory at her 
home on c.rth, she will look upon us from lwrei- 
celleut glory on high, surround., 1, we doubt not, 
with her six little grand-angels who went before la 
welcome her home. May tin- Lord meet tti in <«r 
changed relations and by llis own presence nod 
blessing fill the vacant place.

A Bkukaveo Sox-ix-Law.

f SATIIA5 bMIIfl. '

“ Our faliiersyWliere are they ? And the piwpkdi 
do they live forever ?” '1 he late Nathan smitii»** 
an old discipe of Christ, be.ng the last male** 
ber of tii^jrfirst Methodist Society orgnwnd ** 
Maitland in 18155. Father -Smith died at haitt- 
deuce Upper -Scluiah, on the IVth February, tid 
at I he advanced age of 87. llis tcrelatbtfi*** 
from the British Islands, they pos-e-ved P'U™** 
and religious principles ; these early «km* 
themselves in Nathan.

Under the ministry of th? late Her. Js«. **■*> 
when about 11 years of age, lie was *svingly«#' 
verted to God, and during hi, long di-r,'pie-hip, * 
creditably sustained the most important 
the Church in the Circuit. Hi, w ise counan,*?

id discipline, and 
laterad and •pf***nestuess iu promoting the material aou »e-- 

interests of the church will long lx remem"

SrBJV VUUILU IU SUC CIIVUIVi »•------ -

ally to Methodist doctrines and discipline, aw '
l

lie was a true friend, an.! very eoU-rtaiuhtf ® 
manners, with a <;uict and warm y-'i petty 
things and persons of the- past, and the vA 
winch he entered into couver-rtieu upon 
ing the interests of the Chinch oi Clot*r . V...STT tSSthe visits of the writer ocea-.ons oi picas#* 
profit. aIn conversation he showed profound learr.nf 
the school of Christ, and a lively aj prttw»* 
tiie work of the Holy Spii;t on tin- soul of 

1’raise and prayer were the Kin -li.ue.it» 
home; one oi the must delightful seasons of - 
ever enjoyed by the writer v. »~ at vi.e oi a* 
union family prayer meetings.” «j1 he deceased was the father oi ten dial# . 
whom survive him, and without eictphu» tWL* 
striving to serve their father s God in 
with the Methodist Cherub. Two f® g
proved to be successful minister» of the 4°'”

i* or soma years 
a imperii is Hated

btffort? dvath a*
ccr i/l ihv g(>VbrBU*t»r’

which he iiad i’aiLiiiUiiy »t-r » eu ^ tm-
ta'iMjrcjcle giuItuHf

• “• hl. when i > Zik®
vert'd. kO thf

As «life cause on the 
manifested symptom 

j a lew months before i.
: vtfry ill, from which nu T.v^r re;over*!- 
! close iic giut i Vd-gof )t u; ^
! gentieiivhfi ol Np:rit. ii*> fait a *•'■» v#j ni» sotii tilled with pra;ta uiiû , tit-
; :ki hoax woe;» he ecuid u< . y

Xot a cioud doth aris*» ■ v
ïo darken tut- 
Ur iihit for - iiiJiaent 
My Lord, from n y

Thu, he was allied to hi-, ioug Jesirerin»1- V,*
the wife of his youth bad - 
ripe in grace as m years, am; 

, forever v. itii the Lord.
“ Precious in the sight of

of his Saints.”
• Pe L«r4 tie i
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