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fFall Moon, 6day, 1h, 5lm, Morning. £
Last Quarter, 12 day, 10h, 22m, Aflernoon.
New Moon, 21 day, 1h, 36m, Morning

First Quarter 28 day, 7h, 33m, Afternoon.

THE TIDES.—1ne cviuma of ti !

ves the time of high water at Pangboro. Corn- |
wallis, Horton, Hantsport, Windsor, Newport an

ro.

Tﬁllgh water at Pictou ana Jare Tormenting, z Nrs
and 11 minutes LATER than at Ialifax. At Annap-
olis, St. John, N.B., and Portland, Maine, 3 hours
and 25 minutes LATER, and at St. .luh'n.'s,.\ewlound-
fand 20 minutes EARLIER than at Halifax. At Char. |
fottetown, 2 hours 54 minutes LATER. At Westport, |
+ hours 54 minutes LATER. At Yarmouth, 2 hours
20 minutes LATER.

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

FOR THE LENGTH OF THE NIGH r.—Substract th
me of the sun’s setting rrom 12 hours, aud ) te
emainder add the time of rising next morning.

SUNDAY RAIN.

—_—

This is a subject that urgen’ly re-
uires to be locked into. A little con-
sideration may discover, if not the
meanssto remove it from among tbe ad-
verse circumstances of the church, at
least the remedy to reduce the evil to
a mipimum. At the present time it is !
a grievance. The effects of Sunday rain {
are most extraordinary. It is like no |
other rain. It is so penetrating, 80
awe-inspiring. The Destroying Angel |
himself could not more effcctually |
blockade-many robust professors of re- I
ligion within their hous% |
|

13

It makes a wonderfu i

impression on |
ministers. Take any one of them who |
is concerned in the glory of God, the
salvation of souls, the interests of the
Redeemer’s kingdom.  You might see

. the good man, first thing on Sunday

morning, making for the window. You
might observe him anxiousy peeping
from behind the curtain to see whether |
this morning promised a fair or rainy
day. But what ails the poor man? He
looks so clouded and downcast; and, |
if you noticed, he heaved a deep sigh.
Have his dreams and visions of the |
night troubled him ? Or have his anxi- y
eties for the morrow kept him awake '
all night?
with a thousand and one things last
weck that bis preparation for Sunday
was driven into Siturday? _And bas
he had to work all night long while his
‘people have been sweetly resting from
the week’s cares and labors 2 Or does
he feel that the texts were slow in com-
ing, and the ideas sluggish in their flow
through a wearied brain, or other dis-
turbing causes, and that in consequence
his meagre preparation for the work
distresses his spirit?  Is that the rea-
son, or any one of those mentioned,
why he looks troubled and careworn ?
Notat all. The fact 1s, Jast week was
singularly free from tea meetings,
special lectures, committees, ete., and
he got his texts in good time, and the
sermons came by inspiration, and on
Saturday night he felt the restful lux-
ury of being prepared ; and the moon
brightly shining, and the stars and
clear biue sky sent him to rest in the
cheerful hope of a bright Sabbath day,
and of meeting his people with & mess-
age from God to them. Alas! the vis-
jons of the morning have been dispell-
ed. The Sunday rain makes his very
heart to faint and fall. He knows that
the message received from God will be
delivered to empty pews, and be had
boped that 1t would be a word ef life to
some, of quickening to others, and a
blessing to all
Well, the message will be delivered
rain or no rain ; and the judgment day
will come, rain or no rain; and the
people will be called to account for the
messages delivered, whether present or
absent to hear it, rain or no rain. 3till,
these reflections do not bring any com-
fort to a minister’s heart on a rainy
Sunday morning, because he earnestly
desires blessings for all his people, and
would fain avert judgment from all of
them.
And this Sunday’s rain bas a won-
derful effect on the people—not all of
them—but most of them. Some faith-

7 ful souls seem to mind it less than the

rain of other days. But for the ma-
. jority it seems to be charged with all
the elements of judgment. It brings
with it the germ of all the diseases to
which human nature is exposed, such
as bronchitis, diphtheria, astbma, neu-
calgia, consumption, and a score or
anore of otherdreadful things. [t is, ia

tressing.

N UUN. en
z' D‘:} of l SUN | E”'
| Week- [Rises Sets Rises Souths Scis. == |
Thursday (458 7 0] 154 8 91 2 121
;Fri«lav ¥ K71 38 858 22° 322
3lsaturday 451 7 2 42 950 32 43 432
$ISUNDAY 450 7 3/ 550 1046 313 531 F
Shonday 448 7 4 710 1144 342 621 |
«6|Tuesday 447 7 5 8233 m'rn 418/ 5.;
7|Wednesday 4 46 7 7! 946 04: 23 1T .
§/Thursday |4 46 7 6 1047 152 2 % 5&;"
3,Friday T 4447 81136 -.;._u_: i3 13 -'i'
S .' 43 7 9\mon 355 814 2
}(l) S,{,u\“i)if\‘;' : 2710 014 4 5 926 1110
12| Monday 1441 711084 5 40 036 A 1'
13| Tuesday 439 713, 1 8 6 ~_'r'. 11 4’ |) 2
14 Wednesday |4 38 T4 129 7 9 A 19 2 5
15/ Thursday = 4 37 1 15, 149 750 151 314
16/ Friday 426 717 2 8 ®30 232 f »_'(1
17|Saturday 135 7181 22809 11 351519
18/SUNDAY (4347719 249 9 53 48 6 9
19| Monday 433 720 315 1037 3 #' 68
20| Tuesday 432 7211346 11 '.’} 7 2 P 9 27
21 Wednesday |4 31722424 A3 8 ’;: ! 8 1
22/Thursday |4 30 723:511:1 5 8 59 ; s ';'4
23 Friday lg20 724 6 5 157 949 9 9
o¢/Saturday (428 725 7 41248 10 32 94
25(SUNDAY |4 97 72 815 339 11 3]10 21
B\ tondny (427 727 919 428 11371105
27|Tuesday |4 26 728 1032 513 11 58 (11 45
28/ Wednesday lg25 729 1138 6 2 mo'n mon
29|Thursday |4 24 730 A 51 650 0 26 0 38
‘Friday 424 731 25 7¢9 04 ]’ 35
30| saturday 423 732 322 831 1132 40
he Mool’s Southing

Or was be so distracted | awful for the rye. /
Again on a cold morning, I

fact, a plague to be avoided by all pos-
aibltc’a mm Others again do not seem l
to mind it at all. They never catch any l
barm from it. And this
of Sunday rain is not th r
ful feature of it. Strange to say, it
does not threaten '1]:311, its terrofrst lro;r
1d bodies, poorly clad, many of them,
;odll;’dold p(:;eny and women do not
seem to suffer from them at all, many

of them rather scem to epjoy it. One

would think by
ed faces in the house of God on a
wet Sabbath, that they feel it a kind |
of privilege to make a little sacrifice to |
wait on the Lord. No, the people who
are attacked by this Sunday rain with |

| remorseless fury, are comfortable, mid-
' dle-aged gentlemen, and not unfre-

juently the young men of not very de- |
licate cons itutions, and if there are any |
professors of religion given to attend |
concerts and evening parties, and steal- 3
thy visits to the tbeatre, the unsparing

effect of this Sunday rain is quite dis-
On the other days of the
week our streets are crowded with
these people, when showers are falling |
without intermission. They are full of

daring, of vivacity, of energy ; but the

Sunday rain shats them al up in their |

| castle—bome 18 the Euglishman’s cas- |
| tle—and makes prisoners of them all,’

unless they have made previous en-
gagements to visit friends at a distance |
or in the country. The deacons of the
church have also reason to look wrave
on a rainy Sunday morning. It is a ;
barren time for the treasury, and for
arrangements like our own, by which |
the ordirances of God’s bouse and his
work among us are sustained by voiun-
tary contributions, it is a serious mat-
ter indeed. Look over the voluntary
daily contributions for the past years
and you can_ clearly mark off the rainy
Sandays. Now it does strike one that
if people attended to what God says to
them on this subject, every Sunday
rain would make very little difference
to the treasury. “ On the first day of
the week let every one of you lay by
him in store as” God hath prospered
him.” People say they can worship
God at home when it rains, but bere is
one part of divine worship which seems
‘to be omitted on those very frequent
occasions, and it is the omly part of |
home worship that we have the means
of testing.—Buds and Blossoms.
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« OUT OF SORTS.”

G. HUGHES.

Dr. John Todd says sqme people ar e
always “ out of sorts.” The weather is
always just what they don’t want. I
met one of these men awhile ago, a
farmer, who raised all manner of crops.
It was a wet day, and I said, “ Mr. N,
this rain will be fine for your grass
crop.”  “ Yes, perbaps; but it is bad
for the corn, and will keep it back. I
don’t believe we shall bave a crop.” A
few days after this, when the sun was
shining hot, I said, * Fine sun for your
corn, sir.” “ Yes, pretty fair ; but it’s
ye wants cold wea-
ther.”
met my neighbor and said, * This
must be capital for your rye, Mr. N. ”
« Yes, but it is the very worst weather
for the corn and grass. They want heat
to bring them forward.” The world is
full of such complainers. ~ They keep
society in a ferment. Every one that
-comes in contact with them is made
unbappy. Their faces are long. Their
spirit is sour, their words are doleful.
With such people every thing is “ out
of sorts.”” Whether the weather is hot
or cold, dry or wet, whether the sun
shines or is obscured by clouds, uuder
all circumstances there is the same
gloomy outery. If the weather is good
for the wheat, it is bad for the rye; if
it is good for the corn, it is bad for the
wheat. Thus they drag through their
lot of complaining, and nothing that
God can do for them, nor the whole re-
alm of his providence, renders them at
all comfortable.

We find such characters in the
\church. Grace has not obtained & mas-
tery over every unruled temper. There
are cross-grained professors. There are
some, even in Zion, who are possessed
of what is sometimes termed, not in-
aptly, “ sour godliness.” They may be
found before the church door on Sab-
bath morning, surrounded by a group
of listeners, perhaps, among them
some non-professors, listening to their
complaints about the church.,  Either
the preaching, the music, the contribu-
 tions, or some department of church-
life, comes nnder their scorching criti-
 cism. The minister, the officiary, or if
(Do one else, the poor sexton, comes in
| for a Sabbath-morning costigation.
What a preparation for sanctuary ser-
vices ! What sort of mood can such a
man be. in to occupy his seat and hgar
the minister announce his opening
hymn : ;
Praise ye the Lord, ’tis good to raise
Your hearts and voices in his praise!

, Ab, he is not attuned to praise ; he
is just up from the dark and unfriendl

demain of complainers. At the churc[:
door, along the street, at the prayer-
meeting, and,in the class-meeting (such
are not likefy to be class attendants
very oftan), every where it is the same

sorts.”’

doleful utteraace, every thing *out of

converted, and so

They have

The way to be rid of all this

their bappy content- | Jesus’ is a quiet mind; Jesus’ 1s a lov—

ing mind; and be who is truly under
his scepter, instead of finding every
thing * out of sorts,” will find it *in
sorts.”
fact that the sun shines all the time

and everywhere.

WORDS 0

A

F WISDOM.
Industry need not wish.—Franklin.
Wit is humor and love.—Thackerary.

Immodest words admit of no defence.
—Pope. '

Ih i : A :
sve found iv hard to persuade men | presence of the warden, the king’s mes-

that death is sunrise.—Murray.

Our ideas, like pictures, are made up
of lights and shadows.—Foubert.

Kindness is the golden chain by which

soeiety is bound together.—Goethe.

Let amusement fill up the chink of
your existence, but not the great spaces
thereof.—Theodore Parker.

He needsnootherrosary whose thread
of life is strung with beads of love and
thought.—Persian Proverb.

It is easy to look down on others ; to
look down on ourselves is the difficulty.
— Lord Peterborough.

Hope is a leaf-joy, which may be
beaten on to a great extemsion, like
gold.—Bacon :

I do not see why we should not be as
just to an ant as to & human being.—
Charles Kingsley.

Mercy and truths are met together ;
righteousness and peace have kissed
each other.—Bible.

Whole years of joy giide unperceived
away while sorrow counts the minutes
as they pass.—Harvard.

Every man, coming to an obscure old
age, thinks he would have achieved
wealth and distinction 1f—

Learn not tv judge too rashly of ax:{

“one, either in respect to good or evil,

for both are dangerous.
The greatest friend of truth is time;

her greatest ~nemy ‘is prejudice, and her-

constant .cempanion is humulity.

To gain extensive usefulness, seize
the present opportunity, great or small,
and improve it to the utmost.

Men should not think too much of
themselves, and yet a man should be
careful not to forget himself.

The best poftion of a good man’s
life.—his hittle, nameless, unremember-

ed acts of kindness and of love.— Words- |

worth.

A man of intellect is lost unless he
unites energy of character to intellect.
When we have the lantern of Diogenes
we must have his staff. —Camfort.

Since the generality of persons act
from impulse much more than from
principle, men are neither so good nor
8o bad as we are apt to think them.—
Hare.

Knowledge always desires increase ;
it is like fire, which must first be kindl-
ed by some external agent. But which
will afterwards propagate itself.—John-
son.

A beautiful smile is to the female
countenance what the sunbeam is to
the landscape ; it embellishes an inferior
face and 8 an ugly one—Lavater.

One of the illusions is that the pre-
sent hour is not the critical, decisive
hour. 3 Writ& itl.’e:n your hearts that
every day is the best day in the o—
Emerson. 4 yoar

Don’t moralize to a man who is on
his back. Help him up, set him firmly
on his feet, and give him advice and
mesns. The means by all means,

The best application for the improve.
ment of the countenance is a mixture
in equal parts of serenity and cheerful-
ness. Anoint the face morning, noon
and night. ’

Dewdrops sparkling 1n the morning
sunlight are emblematic of the bright.
ness and purity of gems of virtue when

hornets that the |

Would God that the church
might be rid of such complainers.
they could be truly ,
discrimination | be bles sed with a smooth, loving tongue
o least wonder- | bow well it would be ! There are places
where the people would be inclined to
bave a general jubjlee.
. been so stung by the
rerzoval of the plague would be most
joyous.
is to have Jesus enthroned in thy heart.

refle cting the rays ofthe “ Sun of Right- |

eousness,”’

No matter how pious men are, the
moment they place Policy before Prin-
ciple they become incapable of doing

most odious tools of despotism.

The greatest loss of time is delay and
expectation which depends upon the
fatare. We let go the present which
we bave in our power, and look forward
?dth‘:' whi_cll:1 depends upon chance,

nd relinquish a certain -
cenainty.q s A S

Peace does not dwell in onm
things, but within the soul. W:::;i
preserve it in the midst of the bitterest
pain, if our will remain firm and sub-
missive. Peace 1n this life springs from
acquiescence even in disagreeable things,
not in exemption trom suffering.

He will joyfully recognize the |

THE YOUNG FOLKS.

e

BOYS OF ENGLISH HISTORY.

The fierce storm beats down on the
gloomy Norman castle of Falaise, in a
deep dungeon of which lies imprisoned
the boy Prince Arthur, lawful heir to
the throne of England, but now, alas!

a belpless victim of the cruelty and in- |

justice of bis bad uncie, John Planta-
genet, the usurper of his throne. The
thunder peals so loudly, and the wind
rages so angrily, that Hubert de

Burgh, the warden, does not for a

long time distinguish the sound of a

' knocking and shouting at the outer

| gate of the castle.

Presently, however,

| in a lull of the wind, his ears catch the
' noidy summons, and he gives orders to

' and admit the new comers.

his men to let down the drawbridgze,
“These
were three in number ; one attired as a
king’s messenger, and mounted on a

' richly eaprisoned horse : the otber two

in the garb of common meén,and on
foot. When they had come into the

| senger siid :

«I am charged by his Majesty King
Jobn of England to deliver to you this
letter, and require your faithful dis-
charge of its commands.”

So saying he handed to Hubert de
Burgh a sealed letter, which the latter
eagerly broke open and read. As he
read, his face clounded. It was a long
letter, and coucbed in vague terms, but
its substance was this: That whereas
the peace of England aad of King
John’s possessions in France was con-
stantly being disturbed by the partisans
of the young Prince Arthur, desiring
to sec him king instead of his uncle, and
taking up arms to enforce their claim, it
was neeessary, in oraer to putan end
to this rebellion, that the young Prince
should be rendered unfit for governing;
and as mno people would be likely to
choose a blind boy for their king, Hu-
bert de Burgh was instructed to have
Arthur’s eyes put out; and the two men
who had arrived with the king's mes-
senger were come, 80 the lettersaid, to
accomplish this design.

Hubert de Burgh said nothing as he
put by the letter, and dismissed bis
three visitors from his presence. Cruel
man as he had been, his heart bad still
some pity left, and bhe shrank from

obeying his master by so brutal an act:

of cruelty upon the 1nocent boy in his
charge. 2

However, the order of the king vas
peremptory ; and 1f the deed must be
done, thought he, the soomer the bet-
ter.

So Le ordered the two villains to get
ready their instruments, and follow him
to the dungeon.

“ Stay here,” said he, as they reached
the young prince’s door, “ while I enter
alone and prepare him for his fate.”

So those two set down their fire and
the red hot irons, and waited outside
for their summons.

When Hubert entered the dungeon,
the peor boy was just waking from a
sleep. He sat up and rubbed his eyes,
being dazzled by the light which Hu-
bert carried in his band.

“ You are welcome,” said he (for Ar-
thur, with so few to love him, loved
even his surly, though no¢ unkiund jail-
or.) “I have been in mydreams away in

 merry England, where I thought I was

living in & beautiful palace, with food
and servants, and rich clothing, and
that there was & crown on my head.
And so it shall be some day, Hubert,
when I get my rights ; and then because
you have not been so unkind to me as
some in my adversity, you shall be a
reat-and rich man, But why do you
look sosolemn ? What ails you 7"

The warder stood silent for some
moments before he spoke, and then his
voice was thick and Ezsne.

“ Prince,” he said, “ take your last
look on the light, for you may never see
it again.”

The boy sprang from his bed, and
seized Hubert by the knees.

What! Are they going to kill me ?
Must they take my life away ?”

“Not so,” said Hubert; “it is not
thy life that isrequired, but thine eyes.”
And as he spoke he stamped on the
floor, as the signal to those two who
waited without to enter.

At the sight of their borrid instru-
ments, the cords which were to bind
h}m, and the cruel faces of the execu-
tioners, Arthur fell on bis knees, and
implored mercy of the stubborn Hubert.

t was a strange and puiful sight to

see that weak and helpless boy kneel- |

right, and are transformed into the | ing,and with tears entreating that stout

old warrior, whose bosom heaved and

whose fingers twitched, and whose face '

winced, as he listened ; while the two
others stood motionless, grasping their
irons and cords, ready for the word of
command to step forward and do their
cruel deed.

But the cries and entreaties of the
helpless and beautiful prinee prevailed,
Hubert waved and hesitated ; he bade
th.e men advance, and then bade them
withhold ; he looked at the prince, and
he looked at the glowing irons ; he push-
ed the suppliant from him, and then
suffered him to cling to him. The ex-
ecutioners themselves were moved to

| s ’
| pity, and laid down their ipst
' Finally, with a mighty effort, tll,:l;m:::;
| en yielded and said, “ Retire, men, o d
take with you your tools, till I re;lu?
you.” Then turning to Arthur, he .au;e
“ Prince, thou shall keep thy sight a ;
thy life while I am by to protect the n:i'
' And the rough band of the old wanie :
stroked the bair of the weeping bo "
| it might have been bis own son’s, e
. The answer that Hubert de Burgj
sent back that day by the king’s meg;
: seng:; vlv;.s zf;nhgurnest appeal for merc.é.
| on alf of his young a :
| edicharge. JRSERSS Semibelons
But King Jobn was stranger
feelings of pity, and his wngganczowﬂ
quick and dreadful. Foiled of bis ery.
' el design upon the eyesight of his ha
less nephew, he deterwined now z
have his life. So he ordered bim to be
removed from Falaise, and the custody
of the humane De Burgh, to the castle
of Rouen, under whose walls flowed the
| waters of the River Seine. Buat the
| prince dfd not remain long there. One
nlgb.t a Jajlor entered bis dungeon, and
waking bim from bhis sleep, ordered
him to follow him. The boy obeyed

to the 'foot of the tower, beside which.
the Seine flowed. A boat was Waiting
at the bottom in which were two men,
The torch of the jailor cast a sudden
glare over the dark watets, and by its.
light Arthur recognized with borror and
despair, in one of the two the cruel fea
tures of his uocle John. It was useless
for him to pray and entreat; it was use-
less for bim to struggle or cry out.
They dragged him into the boat, and
beld him fast as she drifted under the
shadow of those gloomy walls into.mid.
stream. What happened then no gne
can tell; but had any listened on that Lu
dark night, they might have heard &
boy’s wild cry across the waters, and
then a dull, heavy splash—and that
was all.

The story is that of those two, King
John with hisown hand did the foul
deed. However that may be, Arthur
of Brittany was never even heard of
more.—Boy’s Own Paper.
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TOM’S GOLD DOLLAR.

“ Tom Caldwell threw a stone at
Deacon Ulster’s horse as the old deaeon
was riding by the other day. The stone
struck the horse, the horse kicked, the
deacon’s hat and wig were knocked off
into the mud, and the deacon himself
came very near being thrown. Tom
didn’t exactly mean to do it, slthough
be did cast the stone, and did join with
the rough boys in laughing heartily at
the sad plight into which the deacon
was put by this recklessness.

“¢Good for you, Tom ! said a red-
vested and red-nosed horse jockey, who
stood by the livery stable door, and saw
the catastrophe to Deacon Ulster.
¢ Here’s a dollar, Tom. It’s worth that
to see pious pride put inte pickle.” And
the jockey reached out a gold dollarand
offered it to Tom. Tom was surprised.
He hesitated a moment, but could not
resist the prize, and so, pocketing the
dollar, joined in the jockey’s jolly good
laugh at the deacon’s expense, and then
walked on, feeling a little ashamed of
himself, and yet covering his convie-
tion with the thought of how many
nice things a gold dollar would buy.

“ Tom had gone but a few steps whes
he heard a voice on the other side of
the street calling him.  He raiseq his
eyes and saw Dr. Maybin, an old Qusak-
er, standing in his office, and lyckoning
to Tom to come over.

“ What did the fool pay thee for thy
folly, Thomas ?”’ asked the old man.

_ “Tom blushed. His fingers fumbled
in his pockets and the gold dollar seem-
ed to burn them more than the bot
blushes burned his checks and brow.
He answered nothing.

“ ¢ Didst thou sell thyself, Thomas?
asked the old ductor.

“ Btill the condemned boy was
speechless.

“ ¢« Thoughlessly thou didst dos
foolish thing. Mischievously thou didst
laugh wth fools at thine own wrong.
Cowardly thou didst shrink from con-
fessing thy wrong. Covetously thou
didst accept a bit of gold for a bsd
deed, and dost thou now rejoice in gold
ill-gotten ¢’

“ Tom’s blue eyes, brimful of tears,
zazed into the white face of the indig-
nant old man. g

“‘l am ashamed of thee I’ said the
doctor.

. “‘I am of myself, said Tom, flingiog
the gold piece to the pavement,
bursting inte a flood of tears.

_“ ‘Then pick up that gold ; go to the
giver ; place it again in his hand,
say, “ I blusL that I dared to touch it;”
go then to Deacon Ulster and confess
thy wrong.’

“ ‘I will,’ said Tom, as he picked up
the coin and hurriecly left the doctor's
presence.

¢, And Tom did as the doctor ad-
vised, and as he bad promised. Andon
- his way from Deacon Ulster’s honse to
' bis own home, Tom said-to himself,
| though not in these words, ¢ The re-
| proofs of the wise are sweeter than the
| reward Of the wicked.’

in silence, as the jailor conducted him.
down the winding staircase which led;
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