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WESLEYAN’ ALMANAC.
NOVEMBER 18 78.

First Quarter, 1 day, 5b, 36m, Afternoon.
Full Moon, 9 day, 10b, 19m, Afternoon.
Last Quarter, IT day, lb, 44m, Afternoon 
New Moon, 21 day, 4b, 56m, Morning.____
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THK TIDES.—in column of the Moon's Southing 
gWee the time of high water at Parrsboro, Corn- 
wmUis, Horton, Hantiport, Windsor, Newport and
^HUrtt water at Piéton ana Jape Tormentine, z nrs 
and 11 minutes lathi than at Halifax. At Annap- 
eUs, St. John, N.B., and Portland, Maine, 8 hours 
and 19 minutes lathi, and at St. John's, Newfound- 
land 20 minutes karlieb than at Halifax. At Char- 
Ottetowa, 2 hours 94 minutes lath. At Westport, 
hours 54 minutes lath. At Yarmouth, 2 hours 

10 minutes lathi.
For the lkroth or the day.—Add 11 hours to 

the time ot the sen’s setting, and from the sum sub- 
stract the time of rising.

Fob the lkxoth or the right.—Snbstract the 
Use of the sun's setting from 11 hours, and to the 
eusaiBder add the time of rising next morning

THE YOUNG FOLKS.

ADVICE TO BOYS.

Whatever you are, be brave, boya !
The liar’s a (toward and slave, boys : 

Though clever at ruses,
And sharp at excuses,

He's a sneaking and pitiful knave, boys !

Whatever you are, be frank, boys !
** Tis better than money and rank, boys ; 

Still cleaye to the right,
Be lovers of light.

Be open, above-board, and frank, boys !

Whatever you are, be kind, boys !
Be gentle in manner and mind, boys ;

The man gentle "in mien,
Words and temper, I ween, 

la the gentleman truly refined, uoya !

But whatever you are, be true, boys !
Be visible through and through, boys; 

Leave to others the shamming,
The “ greening” and “ cramming;” 

In fun and in earnest, be true, boys 1

tmt. Half way between his bouse and 
the school-house was the house of a 
neighbor where Sam knew he would be 
welcome to halt and warm his bare feet 
and reheat his board.

So, at a good round double-quick, lie 
was off, and when half way to this 
neighbor’s be baited, and, putting his 
board on the ground, stood on it till his 
benumbed feet were warm and limber
ed up for another run, when he took up 
his board and made the second stage to 
neighbor Jones’s. Here he warmed his 
feet and board and repeated the same 
feat to reach the school-house.

When the boys saw him come up 
with his board under his arm and under
stood its use they greeted him with a 
little good-natured chaff on his impro
ved mode of travel and the saving of 
leather ; but there was too much genu
ine admiration for his pluck to allow 
any show of undue mirth at his expense 
while the master was filled with plea
sure at his appearance and spirit with 
which he came to school.

Whether the shoemaker saw in this 
the promise of pay for his work, or was 
moved by admiration of the plan for 
doing without shoes, I can't say ; but 
Sam soon got his shoes and was able to 
bid defiance to the weather for the rest 
of the winter.

The boy was but the blossom of the 
man, and he grew up to take his place 
as one of the leading men of hie coun
try and State.—Early Dnyt.

lv, for as Aunt Martha’s gold-mounted 
eye-glasses were missing, he was search
ed after, but could not be found. They 
had bat n presented by a brother who 
lived in California, and were greatly 
prized as a keepsake.

Although Beth took all the blame on 
herself, it did not bring them back. I 
am to tell you that Beth, under the di
rection of Aunt Martha, spent her mo
ney for Grace Long’s benefit, and no 
happier girl than Grace took her seat 
in Daleville school on the following Sab
bath morning.

WILLIE’S PEACH.

PLUCK.

Sam was the eldest son of a Welsh 
family who owned and worked a small 
hill farm in Central Ohio ; then a new 
country, almost, and spoken of by East
ern people as the West, though it is 
long way from the West of to-day, 
whatever it may have been in 1836 or 
thereabout.

Sam, like many another boy in that 
country and in those days, longed for 
an education, and the progress he had 
made, surrounded as he was with diffi
culties, gave evidence of this prominent 
desire as one of the characteristics of 
his lift, which the incident I am about 
to relate fully proves.

A great drawback troubled him and 
this was the want of suitable shoes; for 
as yet be had never been the owner of 
a pair of shoes that really protected his 
feet from frost and snow, having only 
fallen heir to his father’s old ones, well 
worn at that. Now, however, as he saw 
the year go slipping by and the period 
drawing near when boyhood and youth 
would be passed and he would be ex
pected to take up the responsibilities of 
manhood, he made up his mind that 
the coming winter’s school should find 
him on hand early and late with a de
termination to make such progress as 
he had never made before ; and to this 
end he managed to ca- ry to market by 
extra work sufficient tan bark to buy for 
himself leather for a pair of shoes, and 
the neighborhood shoemaker had been 
promising their completion now for 
weeks. Either from a press of work or 
for fear Sam might not prove as prompt 
a paymaster as some others of his cus
tomers, the time for the commencement 
of the usual three months’ term came 
on and the shoemaker’s promise was yet 
unfulfilled, and Sam did not put in his 
appearance at the school-house. Two 
weeks of weary waiting had passed and 
for want of his shoes Sam had not com
menced his attendance at school. The 
morning of the third Monday Sam 
came into his breakfast with a piece of 
board about twelve by eighteen inches 
and a couple of inches thick, and put
ting it down as close to the fire as he 
could and not burn it, he answered the 
inquiring look of his mother with the 
declaration,

“ 1 am going to school.”
“ Without your shoes ?”
“ Yes, shoes or no shoes, I am going 

to school, mother-” and he explained 
the proposed use of the board. Having 
eaten his breakfast and gathered up his 
scanty supply of books, he took his hot

BETH BLANCHARD’S TEMP
TATION.

Beth Blanchard saw a pair of spark
ling eyes, clear complexion and rosy 
cheeks reflected in the mirror which 
she held in her hand. Then the blue 
velvet jacket seemed just suited to the 
short, light curls, which really made 
Beth very bewitching. “ No other girl 
in ‘ our set’ can boast such a charming 
new suit, and will be so much admired 
next Sunday.” Beth was just. saying 
to herself when a peddler appeared at 
the open window, with a half concealed 
smile on bis face ; for any one could 
read the vanity and self-gratification 
which Beth manifested in her counten
ance, “ Some fine jewelry, Mis, au’ a 
bargain it is, to be sure ; just one hand
some brooch left, the very style an’ 
quality that’s suited to your pretty 
face ; I’m sure you’ll not let it pass by.”

The peddler well knew the effect that 
flattering words would have on Beth 
Blanchard, for the mirror was soonj^aid 
down, and Beth was carefully examin
ing his stock. Aunt Martha didn’t 
trade with peddlers, or like Beth to 
wear jewelry, but what of that ? Beth 
loved glitter and display much more 
than she ought to have done, forgetting 
that we are not judged by mere outside 
appearances, and that a pure heart is 
more in the sight of the Father than all 
the gems of a kingdom. “I gave spend
ing money of my own,” reasoned Beth, 
as she held the brooch in her hand (a 
pretty affair, but altogether worthless), 
and I’ll spend it if I choose. It is a pen
ny here and a penny there that I’ve 
saved, and no one has a right to find 
fault if I use it.’’

‘, Three dollars ; worth double the 
money ; never have such a* chance 
again,” said the peddler, noticing Beth’s 
hesitation.

“ Well, I guess I’ll take it—that is, 
if I have enough money. I’ll go up 
stairs and see,” said Beth, wondering if 
she could have the heart to rob the mis
sionary-box, which sat on her own little 
dressing-table, of its last penny. For 
“ mittionary and charitable purposes,” 
said the letters on the box, written in 
Aunt Martha’s plain, round hand. “ Oh 
dear ! oh dear ! why couldn’t Aunt 
Martha have turned some other text 
card out ; and that little frame on the 
bureau never did stare at Beth s» pro- 
vokingly.

“ That’s always the way when one 
wants to do something that no one 
wants them to do ; but I might as well 
count the money, and not keep him 
waiting any longer.” So saying, Beth 
took down the box and turned its con
tents into her lap. “ One dollar, two, 
three—three dollars and five cents.” 
The five cents rattled unpleasantly as it 
want back by itself to the bottom of the 
box, and Beth’s eyes involuntarily rest
ed on the text, Aunt Margaret’s favor 
ite, and that was the reason it was turn- ! 
ed out s& often : “ He that giveth to
the poor, lendetb to the Lord.”

Beth had promised herself that half 
of that money should go toward buying i 
Grace Long a Sunday dress. Grace was 
the washer-woman’s daughter, and was 
near Beth’s age. She was coming now, I 
Beth saw her through the window, with 
a heavy basket of fresh-ironed clothes, i 
and Beth paused at sight of her pale ! 
face and clean but well worn frock. 
Grace was at the door when Beth reach
ed the sitting room. “I guess I’ll not 
take the boooch. I can do without it, j 

: and my Aunt don’t approve of much 
jewelry,” said Bctb, h -sitatingly.

“ As you like, Miss,” returned the 
I peddler ; “ 1 can sell my jewelry where 
j people know their own minds sooner, i 
I and will pay betUr thin you.” So sav- i

Now, little ones, if you were all to
gether, and I should ask how many of 

. you love stories, how many hands would 
i go up|? I think there would be just as 

many hands as there are children. Onr 
Advocate family is large, and there are 
many bright eves looking for stories 
every week. I can not tell you a long 
story this week, but perhaps I will some 
other time. 1 love good children, and 
love to please them, and would not tell 
them an untrue storv, for I think that 
is wrong. I will tell you about a little 
boy I once knew. We will call him Wil
lie. Willie’s father was dead, and his 
mother, although not wealthy, was com
fortable. Willie loved his mother dear
ly, and would make any sacrifice to 
make her happy. He was on his way 
to school one morning when a kind 
lady gave him a peach. Now, all boys 
love peaches, but Willie thought of hie 
mother, and how glad she would be if 
he should take her a large, nice peach. 
So he put it into his deepest pocket, 
and kept it hid all day ; but after 
school closed it was discovered that 
Willie Brown had a peach.

Come, now, let us have a piece,” 
said a boy much larger than Willie.

“ No, no,” said Willie, “ this is for 
mother.”

“ For mother, indeed 1” said another, 
in a taunting tone, which showed plain
ly that he had but little regard for bis 
mother, if he had one.

“ But, come boys, we will have gpme 
fun ; we will take it from him.”

But the boy8 did not care to help 
him, perhaps some of them at least 
secretly admired Willie’s manliness.

“ Well, I’ll take it,” said he, starting 
at Willie. But Willie was a bravo lit
tle fellow, and succeeded it getting 
away with his peach.

Now, children, how do you like that 
kind of boys ? Don’t you think the 
poach was sweeter wh.en he told his mo
ther how hard he had resisted, just be
cause he wanted her to have it P

8. J. K.

NANCY WHITE.

BY MBS. M. A. DSN ISON.

Nancy White was only a washer woman,

Jet she eat near the splendid coffin where 
if in sweet repose together young mother 
and new bom babe.
Most lovely was the face which death 

had altered so little. The stately parlors 
draped in black, the beawtifol things she 
bad so delighted in, gleams of marble, 
glimpses of rare color and exqniaite 
drapery, lent a strange and solemn bright
ness to the scene.

Long and earnestly Nancy White look- 
on the two pure faces. Her lips trembled,

2es glistened ; but a smile fought with 
e tears.
** After all, God knew bee* ; he hasn’t 

parted them,” she said softly.
Nancy White was known aU over town 

for an honest, blunt, and kindly creature. 
Sbe told homely truths over the wash-tab 
that many a lady would never have borne 
from an ordinary acquaintance.

Sbe, too, stood at the grave, in her scant 
brown gown, and the somber plaid ribbon 
over her bonnet. Her heart bled for the 
suffering husband, and when she saw him 
standing there, white and rigid aa the 
marble shafts on either side, she whispered 
" Poor body ! there’s a cloud between him 
and the Master.”

This thought haunted her, and the next 
day old Nancy toiled up the steep hill to
wards the rich man’s house.

” Tell him a poor, mean body has came 
to give him a comfort,” she said ; “ tell 
him I have brought a message from the 
Lord of glory.”

Presently Nancy was ushered into a 
dark room, where eat the mourner. Nancy 
had often comforted hie pretty wife before 
her trial—he knew that, and so, while all 
his intimate friends might have been re
fused audience, the poor, homely blunt 
creature was admitted.

It was the room where the beautiful 
young wife had been wont to ait, and be 
had gathered a few precious mementos of 
her busy, happy presence, and sat there 
with bowed bead and sobbing breath. 
Nancy came quietly in and sat beside him, 
her faded locks combed back from her 
hollowed cheeks, her seamed face lighted 
with unearthly radiance, as she exclaimed 
in a sweet, solemn voice, “The Lord com
fort ye !”

“ Nancy, I am in utter despair, was the 
choked response.

Nancy looked at him pitifully, her heavy 
hands working one over the other, and at 
last she said, as if soliloquizing :

*' My man was drowned in the river. He 
was good husband to me, and he went out 
full of health and strength, and was 
brought home to me that loved him so. 
dead. Within the month my two ebildr-n 
died, and I was left alone with a blind 
mother to support. I have seen poverty 
and sickness, but found God's word true 
it all. I bugged it to my heart, and it 
tirew <|eaier than husband and bairns

“ Its dark, Nancy, all dark ; I have 
buried my happiness.

“ • Blessed are they that Sourn, for they 
shall be comforted.’ ” said Nancy softly.

He looked up at her. There stood, rug- 
| ged, homely, and humble, and it seemed 
to strike him all at once that her visit was 

i entirely unselfish, so that his heart warm
ed towards her.

“ That’s a promise, sir,” she added.
! “ Yes, Nancy, that’s a promise.” he
: quietly responded.

“ From One who never broke his Jword, 
! sir. He has taken the two sweet angels 
to himself, to save your soul, sir. You 
were rich, and easy, and prosperous, and, 

i may be, forgetting him.”
“ Nancy, I would give all the world if I 

could feel a Christian’s comfort,” he said 
sadly.

“ And that’s a brave speech, sir, to give 
what is’nt your own—a pretty gift, I’m 
thinking, the Lord would think it. Would 
1 thank you if you said, * Nancy, I’ll give 
you the house over yonder,’ when I know 
it belongs to Capt. Nash P No, no ; give 
God what belongs to yon, your own poor, 
broken, sinful heart, and he’ll make it 
clean, see if he doesn’t. He’ll comfort you 
so that yon’ll say, in all her dear life you 
never had such comfort. O my dear man, 
mourn before God with this sorrow, and 
yoa’U bless the day my Master ever sent 
hie poor old servant to say a word to you 
of him.”

The truth struck home. Then was hie 
mourning mingled with contrition. The 
eweet promise was verified—at the grave 
of hie srife, or surrounded by remembran
ces of her in the room where she died— 
“ Blessed are they that mourn, for they 
shall be eemforted.”.

As for Nancy, she watched him on Sun
days from her seat in the corner, or some
times she met him in the chureh door, and 
it was all the reward she needed to hear 
him say, “ God bless yon, Nancy ; I am 
trying to get on.”

DOMESTIC.
STEWED OYSTERS.

Place fifty oysters on -ho tiro lQ tb„- 
liquor, as soon as they boil withdnw 
stew, skim it well, add to it ;l ,,;n, 
boiling milk, a pat of butter, white ponr^r 
and salt, and serve at once with crack 1 
and pickles. 8
» FRIED OYSTERS.

Wash thirty double extras i!t tho- 
liquor, wipe dry and dip in fine w, lto 
bread-crumbs, then in beaten eggs, then 
in the crumbs, again with a broad knife 
shape them oval and quite level. ïen 
minutes before dinner-time, place them 
ou the wire lining of a deep frying-pan 
and immerse them in plenty of lard made 
smoking hot for the purpoe-, a golden 
yellow ; dress them on a folded napkin in 
close circular order, fill the centre with 
fried parsley and send them to table.

CODFISH WITH OYSTER SAUCE.
Trim and boil a piece of codfish in 

plain salted water, until sufficiently cook
ed, withdraw, drain, and dress it on a hot 
diab, and send to table with a bowl of 
either white or brown oyster sauce.

PARIS LETTER

WHY HE COULDN’T

Lately we read of a boy, called John, 
who ran into the bouse one evening and 
said—” Mother, Willie played the truant 
this afternoon, and he wanted me to go 
too, but I couldn’t.”

“ Couldn’t P Why not, my son P”
“ Because,” said little John, throwing 

his arms most lovingly around his moth
er’s neck, “ I thought it would make yon 
sorry, and that is why I couldn’t.”

THE BOY’S DREAM.

One summer evening a little boy was 
sitting on the threshold of a neat little 
cottage, in a country village, and as the 
shades of night descended upon him he 
fell asleep ana dreamed. In his dream he 
waa an old man, with gray hairs on his 
head ; and upon thinking over his past 
life, he said to himself—** I have lived 
these years, and not known God, the great 
Father. I have never thought anything 
about religion. O that I baa my time to 
lire over again ! I would learn to lire for 
some good purpose. I would strive to 
make myself useful in the world, and to 
know the great Being of whom the Bible 
speaks.”

The sun had sunk to rest, and darkness 
covered the face of the earth when this 
little boy awoke and found himself once 
more a child, oa the threshold of hie fath
er’s cottage. He did not forget hie dreams; 
but earnestly cvnght him who said—“ I 
love them that love Me ; and they that 
seek Me early shall find Me.” Nor did he 
seek in vain.

THE PANSY.

There is a fable told about a king’s gar
den, in which, all at once, the trees and 
flowers began to pine and make com
plaint

The oak was sad, because it could not 
yield flowers ; ibe rosebush was cad, be
cause it could bear no fruit ; the vine was 
sad. because it had to cling to the wall, 
and ooold cast no cool shadow.

“ I am not of the leant nee in the 
world,” said the oak.

“ I might as well die, since I yield no 
fruit,” said the rosebush. ___

“ Whet can I do in the world?” said j tempe: 
the vine. j deal plank and

Then the king saw a little pansy, which 
all this time held up its glad, fresh face, 
while all the rest were sad.

And the king said, “ What makes yon 
so fresh and glad, while all the rest pine 
and are sad P”

“ I thought,” said the pensy, “ that yon 
wanted me here, because here you planted 
me ; so I made up my mind that I would 
try and be the best little pansy that could 
be.”

Reader, are you like the oak, the rose
bush and the vine—doing nothing, because 
you cannot do all that others do ? Then, 
rather be like the pansy, and do your best 
in that little spot where God’s band has 
placed yon.

GIVING OUR HEART TO GOD.

One day a lady was teaching a class of 
little girls. She was talking to them about 
giving our heart to God. “ My dear chil
dren,” she said, “ how soon may we give 
our hearts to God, and become true Chris
tians ? ’ They did not answer at first. 
Then sbe spoke to them one by one. Turn
ing to the oldest scholar in the class, she 
asked, “ What do you say, Mary ?”

“ When we are thirteen.” .
“ What do yon say, Jane ?”
“ When we are ten.”
“ What do yon say, Susan ?”
“ When we are six.”
At last she fame to little Lillie, the 

youngest scholar in the class.
*’ Well. Lillie,” she said, “ how soon do 

yon think we may give our hearts to Cod/”
“ Just as soon as we feel we are sin

ners, and know who Cod is,” said Lillie.
How beautiful an answer that was, and 

how true ! Yes, ”as soon as you feel 
you are a sinner, and know who God

THE EXCELLENCE OF THE AMERICAN EEC HA*. 
ICAL COLLECTION AT THE EXHIBITION. AME
RICAN INVENTORS. THE TYPE WRITER. THE 
ELECTRIC PEN. A MACHINE THAT WILL 
MAKE A PAIE OF SHOES FROM THF. HIDE IN 
FIFTEEN MINUTES. RECENT IMPROVEMENTS 
IN MILITANT PIRE ARMS, ETC., ETC.

(From our regular Correspondent.)
Paris, 1878.

Though the American section in Paris 1* 
not large compared with those of other man
ufacturing nations, there are present to many 
of the contrivances which illustrate the subtle 
mechanical genius so well recognized already 
that “ Yankee" Is almost a synonym of in
ventor, that the little railed-off" spaces of the 
American collection is, to amateurs in me
chanism, a most fascinating stroll. Few of 
these contributions occupy more than a few 
square feet, but many of them arc already 
widely known. The writing machine, by 
which the operator touching a series of keys, 
like those of an accordéon, prints his 
thoughts, or anything that he may desire to 
copy, more rapidly than they can be written 
legibly with a pen ; the sewing machines, 
whose name is legion, and which here are il
lustrated by new variations for special work, 
a little device attached to one, making an 
embroidering machine. The telephone and 
phonograph are here, and besides them sn 
electric pen by the same Inventor—a pen 
which, carrying a tiny electrometer at the 
top drives a needle through the paper 10.800 
times per minute, forming a stencil sheet 
through which, with an ink roller, copies 
may be produced more rapidly and economi
cally than with a lithographic press,and of an 
excellence that must be seen to be appreciat
ed.

One of the finest types of American inven
tion is the flexible shaft for transferring pow
er round corners, and to out of the way 
places. One sees the operator holding what, 
at first sight, seems to be a small hose, but 
ftirnished with an auger at its extremity, with 
which he thrust» and bores in every direction 
—over hie head, under his feet, to the right 
to the left—it upsets all one’s ideas of regu
larity in machinery. Pharoah could not have 
been more surprised at seeing Moses's rod 
turned into a serpent than some of the ope ra
ton were to see this rope-like device eating 
into the planks set on all sides for it to work 
on. It it as good as a piece of legerdemain. 
It is really a “ flexible shaft” a cable of steel 
wires wound coat over coat, each successive 
coating in the reverse direction of the preced
ing, until the strength required is attained, 
and in whichl ongitudinal flexibility is com
bined with circumferential rigidity.

Close by stands a “ wire cork screw ma
chine ” which catches a straight piece of steel 
wire and throws it out a cork screw of such 

r that it may be driven through an inch 
not yield a hair’s breadth. 

The deftest waiter will take as long to pull a 
: cork aa this machine to make a half dozen 

cork-screws of an exceptionally good quality.
: Here is a screw cutting machine. One tool 
! cuts the rod down to the dimensions of the 
j screw, another cuts it oft, having the head ths 
I full size of the rod, another takes it from the 

last and passes it on to have the thread cut, a 
cutter passes by and leaves the head slotted, 
another with four iron fingers takes and trans
fixes it to a fifth cutter, when the head is fin
ished. when still another tool comes to push 

! it into the pan placed to receive it. No inter
vention is need until anotherrod is wanted.

A set of shore making apparatus in another 
enclosure, takes the leather in the hide and 
turns it out with slight manual application, a 
pair of shoes, sewed, pegged, or screwed in 
about fifteen minutes.

A novel planing machine shows a revolving 
cutter fixed in a disk which is by means of 
an elbow, arrangeai ;nt of hand and pul
leys, moved in any direction over the board 
to be planed, giving a very remarkable finish 
to the surface. In general, however, the 
wood working apparatus is not so interesting 
and by far less extensive than at I' vlnld- 
phia.

It is a little remarkable, sine - m ev.-ity is 
the mother of invention, that we who are not 
a warlike people should excel these old belli
cose nations in the construction of fire anud 
The Remington Company exhibition new 
forms of military guns that are obvi • i-1 ;• a" 
improvement on simple breach loader-. 1,IC 
breach block in one is the same as in the 
Martini Henry rifle, but the op'.nog :■> ef
fected by the hammer, and can be work I by 
the thumb of the right hand. The m nions 
are fewer and the action simpler than in the 
Henry rifle. But a more interesting arm i* a 
breach loader on the pist m system w.ta an 
auxiliary magazine so arranged that a reserve

nipfriilirns m oar Ko hold îlfl I i ! 1V '■* l.of seven cartridges may he held an 1 the gun
used as a simple breach loader until a critics 
moment when, by pushing aside the key of 
the msnfinp. the reserve is bran -lit
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