-—

- e e et b e et bt s o -

PRI A B s S A - - . B b

- o m

Tr'HE WESLEYAN.

WESLEYAN' ALMANAC. | ber coming up the walk. She holds her
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Full Moon, 8day, 7h, 34m, Morning.
Last Quarter, 15 day, 6h, 48 Mo_rnmg.
New Moon, 22 day, 7h, 37m, Morning.
First Quarter, 30 day, 7h, 31, Morning.
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THE TIDES.—1ne cutuma of the Moot s Southing
gives the time of high water at Parrshoro, Corn-
waitis, Horton, Hantsport, Windsor, Newport and
Truro

High water at Pictou ana Zape Tormentine, z nrs
and Il minutes LATER than at Halifax. At Annap-
©Olis, St. John, N.B., and Portland, Maine, 3 hours
and 25 minutes LATER, and at St. John’s, Newtound-
Tand 20 minutes EARLIER than at [Halifax. At Char-
puetown, 2 hours 54 minutes LATER. At Westport,

bours 54 minutes LATER. At Yarmouth, 2 hours
20 minutes LATER.

For THE LENGTH OF THE DAY.—Add 12 hours to
the time ol the sun’s setting, and trom the sum sub-
atract the time of rising.

FOR THE LENGTH OF THE NIGHT.—Substract the
ime of the sun’s setting from 12 hours, ;-,nv{ to the
cmainder add the time of rising next morning

THE YOUNG FOLKS.
A STR. FLAKE.
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They might be crushed i
Orf God to atoms small
The six 1ayed glory can't be de stroyed
God’s hand 1s in them all
Yc's

In every flake of snow.

God sends it to us my darling child
To keep things snug und warm
And w keep beneatb its fleecy robes
Things sheltered from the storm

With its
Warme:st robe of snow.

They're guardian angels every oue,
They silently come and go
They touch as with the chill of death
But set our hearts aglow,
As we feel
God’s band in the beautiful snow,

But sleep my child the night comes on
The clock has just struck seven,
Do you think Ma dear ! I could getup there
To live with the God of heaven B
Who sends us
The beautiful snow.

You know he is so kind and good
He is so generous here,
And 1 rometimes think of heaven above
Aund what it must be to be there. .
O God

Please make me as white as snow.

"The child obeyed the mothe:'s word
And sweetly went to sleep,
But during the night a snow flake fell
And kissed ber rosy cheek,
And the flush

Of crimson turped to snow.

Twas a guardian angel sent from God
To save from sin’s decay,
And when the fond mother arose in the
dawn, |
Her snow flake had melted away,
‘ It wa8 gone
To be with the God of the snow.
W G. Laxk.
Mid. Musquodoboit, Dec. 27, 1878.
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A STRING OF PEARLS.

“She thinks herself as good as the
b2st of us,” said one of a group of girls
that were standing by an open window
of a young lady’s sewinary.

“ And why not, pray ?”

“ Kate Benson, how can you ask ?”
=aid the first speaker. “ Just look at

' the prairie.
| prairie, and Joe went into the woois to

bead as high as though she were a born
princess, and bas the «firontery to carry
berself toward us in every way precisely
as if she wus our equal, and yet she
dress#s in the plainest possible wanner,
and I have beard upon good authonty,
that her father is only a common day
laborer, and I know she never spends a

5 | cent of money if she can Lelp it.”

« Mary Langley does not bold her

5 | head high. She s modest and unassum.
| ing, as any

unyprejudiced person can
see, and 1f ber dress 1s plain it is al
wavs neat and becoming, and she is
certainly not stingy for .she excels us
in all ber charities; and vou
Belle, she is a superior scholar and a
decided favorite with the teachers as
well as with her fellow p'nléli:b.”

«“ (), ves, I kn
vood qu.ulitiu:-. but she does not know
her place. [ bedieve it }v:;u never en-
tered ber mind that she 1s not entitled
to as much consideration—not to say
respect—as the daughter of a million-
Now if I were as poor as she
-

these

w she has all

aire,
1s &
“Who isit that i3 so very poor?”
caid the voung lady in question with a
lich* laugh as she advanced to the win-
dow and threw her arms round each of
the two ¢irls who were discussing her
merits and lemerits.

3ulle Hamilton drew herself haugh-
tilv away while ber companion an-
swered, * O, Mary! vou must have
Leard enouuh to know that we were
speaking of you. I am so sorry, we did
not know that you Liad come up stairs.”

“It 1s no m 5 said with a
smile as she playvfully pinched Kate’s
cbeek, “but Belle, dear, how mistaken
you are if you think me poor. 1 have a
string of pearls no one of which I would
part with for the wealth of the Indies,”
Miry:” said

Is as they

atter, she

strinz of pearls,
sother of the girls
] 11
pressed cagerly around her.
“Yes,a string of pearls, shall T tell
1 1 ”
vou ivhout them
"l)w_r}.)‘.' (";111 SV i'."gll '-'w'
1 sdson, the vouneest
Ed , the 3 g
.
1

ed * Are they a

"

isl lezacy from

relative

thev are each and all

" said Mary,

]

arcat King,’

st on the list is Life, and
arcund it all the others elusier in Leau
tiful harmony.  This pearl is delicately
veined and exquisitely colored but very
frail, and it once broken or lost the
vealth of the world could not replace
it. Next comes Health, rose-colored,
beautiful, and of untoll value, and
Time with its chaungeful, silvery sheen,
and Talent of varicgated hae, but with-
out waiting to speak of the merits of
cach there areSight, Hearing, > trength,
Intellecet, Reason, Hope, Love, Content-
went and Home, a tather’s blessing, a
mother’s love and the sweet affection
of my scirochmates and such a long
list of blessings that I cannot think to
mention, real pearls, the possession of
which mukes me very happy.”

“There is oue pearl in your posses-
sion, Mary, that you forgot (o mention,”’
sald Alice Parsons, “and I think it is
the most lovely one of all. Itis the
ornament of a miek and quiet spirit,
and it adds the purest luster to all
your other pearls.”

“If that, indecd,belongs in my list, it
1s fromGod, and no glory belongs to the
possessor,” she answered, while abright
tear-drop trembled in ber eye,

Belle Hamiltop bad pompously left
the room, closing the door behind her

with a heavy baug,intended to enforce a-

seuse of her contempt and displeasure ;

{ while the other girls gathered around

their friend and imprinted kisses upon
bher sweet face, and one of the most
thoughtful of them said: “I have
learned a lesson. 1 too, like BC“O,

sometimes indulged in bigh notions of |

gentility and the fitness of things, but I

see now that wealth and position with |
'all the advantages they bring, which

we sometimes so pride ourselves upon,
are but as baubles beside your precious
Pearls.”
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JOE’S BEAR.

BY EMMA HARRIMAN.,

I like to tell real stories; and when

| I tell vou of Joe's bear, you may know
| it is just as near as Joe told it, as I
| can remember.

Joe lives in Minnesota, on a faim on
Bears do not live on the

hunt. His best friend Tom was with
him, aund they ‘camped out.” They had
heen out several days, and bad killed
one or two deer and some smaller game,
when one day they came upon a place
where they were sure there was a bear.

¢ Just look at the tracks, Tom !’ said
Joe; ‘I know there is a bear in ’here.’
‘ Let’s run in a pole and see,’ said Tom.
So they ywot a pole and thrust it down
the opening. A savage growl answered
them, at once.

‘Hear bim! cried Joe, in delight.
He’s down there, sure enough; but,
bow shall we get uim? Joe caught the
pole and thrust it ints the hole vigor-
ously. Out came a big black head, and

[ me try it,” said Joe.
know | -
| (‘ll H

- not sound as near as before.

' go l»:x(‘l{.

Jumped, when he felt

a pair of savage.looking jaws snapped
at them, then disappeared, suddenly.

Joe sprang back, but in an instant be |

bad planned the ca;ture. * You puuch

bim, Tom, and I’ll shoot when he comes |

out.’

So Joe took the rifle, and Tom thrust |

in the pole. For a woment there was
only an angry growl ; then, with a sud-
den snap, out cawe the‘bear’s hgad.
Tom jumped back, but Joe bad no time
to fire before the bear disappeared
again.

‘I don’t exactly like that,” said Tom ;
‘he comes out a't a fellow a httle too
warmly.” ¢ You take the rifle, and let
3 So they exchang-
but Tom was too excited to ann
well, and wissed when he fired.  They
tried 1t once or twice mor=, with no
b-tter result, the bear growing more and
wore furious ecach mowent,

¢ Give we che rifle, said Joe ; ‘T’ try
shoting in there.” So he got down on
bis knees, and when be thought he
heard the bear moving towards him, he
fired. Then thev got down and listen-
ed. Thoere was a low growl, bat it did
‘Say we
try him with tbe pole azain,” Tom said.
No bead came out this time, and
all was still. -

‘I’w going in there,” said Joe; ¢ I be.
lieve I kit him.”  *You’d Dbetter not,
said Tow ; what if be’s only wounded?’
but Joe was already on his knees, work-
ing his way into the opeming. It was
rot a large hole, and it was so filled with
b1s body that he could see nothing.

He heard a growling and snapping as |

e went on, and thought be might only
have wounded the bear, but be did not
The hole seemed to he shaped
like a fuonel, he having entered the
small end, and he found himself in a
wuch larger place than at first, but still
very dark. Ho began to move cautiously
about o Lis bands and knees, for it was
still too low for bim to stand, when he
lenly put his hand into the bear’s

Ynll

sud
be sure ilu
» sharp ceth

rowling

open mouth. may

)
tho
naine and ¢
pplog and g
I

!

and heard the sna
connuence  again ise bebitnd  hiw,
But he knew he could not*beat a hasty
retreat; that tryinz to crawl out of
that narrow opening with a mad bear
after him, comid be hLittle better than to
stay wihere be was, so hLe walted a
nioelie.

T spring upon him,
vith his foot. it did
not .\!il', Lt the ;n':"-‘-"l'lll’,," and :Itiilllp‘:il;;'
began again.  ¢She’s dead,” he called
out to Tom; “it’s &n old one with cubs.
Throw me the rope, and let’s see if we
can get herout.”  Tom threw him one
end of the rope, and he fastened it
around her body, then Tom began to
pull and to push. It was hard work,
for it d¢ \(:.,‘lul;-tl consl 10!:5})!}' irom the
entrance to where he stood, so i1t was
no wonder they let it sh:p back ; but Joe
Jjunped when it came on to bis should-
ers, for he did not kunow but one of
those cubs, or possibly an old bear, had
sprung upon him.  They finally togged
it ont—a big, old black bear, with Joe's
bullet in his head. And then Joe
scrambled around there in the dark and
caught the cubs.  Ie got a good many
bites and scratches, but be got the cubs
too ; and when he pu<hed the last one
out to Tom, and crawled out after it,
be was a prond and bappy boy, and I
dow’t wouder. I think it was just as
brave in him, as for Gen. Patnam to go
after the wolf.
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A CHILD’S CONVERSION.

1 3: 3
Liter D2AQr did n

and he touched 1t

In one of the wealthy homes of Lon-
don lived a little girl named Laura.
Sho had parents to educate her, servants
to wait upon her, and carriages to ride
in. There scemed a great deal around
her to make her happv; but Laura was
not pleased and satisfied with those
things that please and satisfy other lit-
tle ones.

She knew she often did those things
which she ought not to do, and her
heart was filled with fear and trembling.
What could save ber, she asked herself,
from God’s displeasure ?

Before she could read sbe treasured
up passages of the Bible which others

| read to her, aud went away by herself

to ponder them over. “Thou shalt

' love the Lord thy uod with all thinc

heart,” LAura often heard from the
sacred volume. “But I do not love
him,” she said to herself; “I don’t
know how to love him ; and I don’t love
my neigbor as myself.—I love papa,

‘ mamma, and my sister best of all.

Did ever anybody love God with all

| their heart, and their neighbor as them.

Did God really mean so?

selves?

| She was required to be Christ’s faith-

ful servan and soldier, and fight man-
tully under his banoer.  Tuis amazed
ber greatly. “I am sure I do not fight ;
and L do not know whattofight against,”
she thought.

Laura asked many questions upon
these perplexing subjects; but she was
bid not to trouble herself upon such
matters.
as seems to be,” she was told.
cased ber mind for a little whils; but
the Holy Spirit was stirring up Laura’s
heart. It was forgotten by Laura’s

friends, that as children sin, and do |

often bitterly feel the weight of their
ill-deserts, they must seek forgiveness
and peace through Him “who was

" good thoughts exercise their

““The Bible is not =0 strict |
This |

| bruised for our transgressions, and by
| whose strip-s we are healed.”

When Laura was seven a pious ser-
vaut-girl came into the famly yvho,
observing h.r serious turn, sometimes
spoke to her upon the subj-cts which
so perplexed ber.—As soon as this was
kuown she was sent away ; bat she left
some hittle books behind, which the
child hid away. »nd read.

“If I could ounly be a Methodist, I
should be sure of salvation,” Laura
thought ; but as she read she fouud it
' was uot joining any particular people

that could save her, but it was believ-
ing Jesus Chrnist.

Oune day as she pondered she read thke

words of the hymn—

“ Who oun Jesus relies, without mone - or price,

‘I he pear] of forgiveness and holiness buys.”
and the Holy Sp rit opened her eyes
to behold and her heart to embrace its
precious truth, "

“ Roly on Jesus; I do! 1 will rely on
vau*,"‘sln' cried aloud.—*¢ I will trust
him as my Saviour, and God will count
me 2ooa for what he has done aud suf-
fered, anl h» will forgive al. of my sins
for bis sake.” Joy and gratitude filled
ht'!‘ l)().«).l].

Before, everything seemed easier
than to believe ; now, the way of believ-
ing scemed easier than anything else,
Thus the iignt of the glorious gospel
broke upon Laura’s mind; she became
a lovely disciple of the Lord Jesus, and
grew up a devoted Christian woman.

THOUGHTS FOR THE TIMES.

Thonght moves the world. Human be.
well as

We

may

ings can and will think. Bad as
minds.
begin to think before we speak. It
be that now we often speak before we
This accounts for the many fool-
The wise think
much more than they talk. The
talk much more than they think.
tithe of the tbhoughts of the wos
lished.
if much of that bad never secu licht.
hovylite

wracter. Solomon says respect.

think.

ish words often heard.
I‘w ‘:ir;
Only a
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And it would be well for oue 1ace
ore than deeds or words de-

“ For as he thinke

The moral bians or
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The influence of wr
wheie
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maniest.

newspaper, bear 1t fr

the platform, read it in book
I
it 1n action.
Doubtless
well a5 the
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vile thoughts in
good literature f
that

heart®prefer unboly ¢
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which pleases
T

thousht of our world wil

rected by the tueatre,

Novel reading 1s doing much to

thought. Gocd ideas ave sometimes mingl-
but the

Novel reading will never

ed with the bad ones, cvil over-
comes the good.
X‘«‘t‘lli.y the erroneus L]mnght of our race
The injuricus results, of so much light
reading, especially among the young, in-
duces us to think, that there is more than
one devil connected with some priating
presses. “The press of to-day is a mighty
engine for good or evil. 1If it werc only
used, as it should be, for the proper deve-
lopment of man, there would soon be few-
er streams of iniquity. But the im‘pul'u
flood which it incessantly pours forth upon
the face of the earth, associates with it, in
our ‘minds the apocalyptic dragon out of
whose mouth a tlood issued.

The Bible is the depository of God’s
great and good thoughts. It is full of
ideas, yet, suggests more than it expresdes.
Only a few of our race, however, become
familiar with those ennobling thoughts,
for some even in Christian lands consider
it unfashionable to read this Book. “ O
ye fools, when will ye be wise.” The ablest
and most correct thinkers of this age, are
Bible readers. No man in our day is, or
can be, fully developed without the infla.
ence of Christianity.

found among the Darwins, Tyndals, Em
ersons and others of like character, but
among those who have studied and felt
the power of the “ glorious Gospel,”

No system of religion on’ earth, aims at
purifying the fountain of thought, man’s
heart, except, the Christian religion. This
where heartily and intelligently embraced
does it. 1t furnishes with proper subjects
for tbought, hence the purity of thought.
After placing before the minds 2f Chris
tians at Phillipi, some of the leading ex-

| cellencies of Christ’s religion, Paul, thus
exhorted them; “ Think o1 those things”’
It is teen, our daty and should be our aim
as preachers, educators, writers and pub-
| lishers to cherish thonsits of parity, in-
tegrity and holiness. The general thought
of the world must be corrected before its
morals are rectified. The heart—the 1n-
ner nature of man —is the sourcg whence
springs “evil thoughts.” 8o said Jesus

m the pulpit and |

ind b hold |

:m‘.l ');‘|>“~ ne

| here

(1‘.'.'.1 f :

intelleet, and to fill the world with impure
i

[ as when 1t bends to the Sun of vishteous-

| Christ, and be knew what was in man.
| Here then, must begin the work, that will
| leave 1ts boly impress upon the thought
of our world The “ new beart” in Chris-
tianity, involves new thousht, words and
actions, *“ For out of the abundance of
tbe beart the mouth speaketh.” A truly
Chnistian right
His aim s right. He mdulges

rogcnerutcd cherishes
thoughbts.
not wicked thoughts, though often sorely
tried with thrm. Hence the
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»soul of man, he biligs
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bel, and require much discipline to k ‘ep
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'1'n~-J" cannot bota reign

them rvight. Grace orsin re

1zus
buwan oeinyg,
at the same time.

There 1s doubtless much of superficial
Men

mvestigzate

‘ thought, in the present age.
not to find
{ and think profoundly.

seem
time to closely,
Muany L#ve insen-

sibly acquired the babit of reading books
| in a cursory manuer, as th. y do the news-
l papers. They

| thougbt—meditation — they

read but for want of
understand
not. The religivus press is doing wuch
to correct wrong thougnt, and to encoure
Let agencies of
this kind be multiphed and invigorated

with live thonghts; so sha.l the world feel

age that which 1s right.

| the influence for good. and obscene lLitera-

0
ture be bauisbed from the howes of the

I)L'Ullll‘.
If Chr stianity cannot re. tify and puri-
fy the thought of our woild, nothine

4 A‘Ii('

can do it. It is useless to talk of correct

thought or sublime movality, apart from
the blood of the world's Re-

c cansing

| deemer. G- Q. H.
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! GEMS WORTH SETTING.

in his heart |

REAPIN

ich the comine 1y
ur future’s atmo
sunshine with
The tissue of thalife to be
We weave with colors L1l
And in the field of desti y
We reap as we have sown.
— Whittier.
Lill it 1s

BELIEVE not 1l of 2 brother

proved I,,-'\,' md donbt.

Maxe yourself

THERE 18 but )
on carth, and tl
You cannot drean

you mnst

racter ;

Yy warselt one.—Fronde

FOLLOWING many v
the hife of many a man

Tae flower of youth never looks s

)y love ])
ness.

You can not kill goodness, and truth.
and integrity, and faith, and b INeSS ;
the way that is consistent with these must
be a vay everlasting.

How many hours of sadness and sorrow
bave been  caused by the utterance of
caveless, thoughtless words ! A word un-
spoken, like a sword in the scanbard, is
thine. If thou desire to be
80 wise as to hold thy tongne,

held wise be

I wiLL govern my life and thoughts as
if the whole world were to see the one and
to read the other, for what does it siguify
to make anything a secret to my neigh-
bor, when to God (who is the searcher of
our hearts) all our privacies are open.—
Seneca.

JoHN BUNYAN said, “ I never had, in
all my life, so great an inlet into the word
of God as now (during his twelve years
lmprisonment), insomuch that [ have
often said, were it lawful, I could pray for
even greater trouble, for the greater com-
fort’s sake.”

'T'he best specimens |
of well developed humanity, are not to be |

THE bappiness of life is made up of
| minute fractions—the little, soon forgot-
ten, charities ot a kiss, a swmile, a kind
look, a heartfelt compliment, or the dis-
| guise of a playful raillery, and the count-
less  other infinitesimals of pleasant
| thought and feeling.

A true Christian in the world is like a
ship sailing on the ocean. It s not the
ship being in the water which will sink it,
but the water getting into the ship. So
the world with its love of pleasure get-
ting into the bearts of Christians has ruin-
ed its millions.

Show me tte man you horor; 1 know
by that symptom, better thau by any oth-
er, what kird of a man yon yourself are.
For you shuw me there what your idea of

| machood is, what kind of maun you long

' inexpressibly to be.—Curlyle

THERE is a test point about you s.me-
where.  Perbaps it is pride; you cannot
bear an affront : you will not confess a
fauli.  Perbaps it is personal vanity,
ready to sacrifice everything to display.
Perbaps it is some senual appetite. Then
you are to gather up your moral forces
just here, and, till that darling sin is
brought under the practical law of Christ,
you are shut out from Christ’s kingdom.




