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THE CONFESSION.
BY MRS. C. L. BALFOUK.

"Vice is a monster of such hideous mien, 
As to be hated, needs but to be seen; 
But seen too oft, familiar with her face, 
We first endure, then pity, then embrace. 1 '

Iw one of the loneliest and loveliest spots of that region 
of the picturesque the Isle of Wight, stood a humble

yet comfortable cottage not a dwelling so called from 
a love of the romantic or from

" The pride that apes humility ; "

but an actual lowly habitation, situated on what, in the 
language of the district, is termed a landslip a sort of 
terrace or belt of verdure running around the bosom of 
one of the high white cliffs from which the island re 
ceives its name, where the cottage, with its little-patch 
of garden ground, rich in flowers that the soft and

genial climate gave unusual luxuriance to, stood 
secure and sheltered by the soaring peak that high 
above had "reared its awful form," and looking out 
upon the dazzling and ever agitated waves that broke 
upon its base, like sparkling human hopes, bursting, 
as empty bubbles, against the flinty realities of the 
world.

The inhabitants of this cottage were three in number 
 a widow and her son, who following the dangerous 
calling which had proved fatal to his father, was a

fisherman ; and a lodger a man apparently in the 
decline of life. The cottage, though as we have stated 
a humble dwelling, was the very first of its class in 
neatness and comfort; and both the widow and her 
son were people respectable, and respected in their 
station. It had been for many years the custom of 
Dame Etheridge, during the summer months, to let her 
pretty parlour, with its magnificent prospect, and the 
equally pleasant best bedroom over it, to any of that 
numerous class of tourists whose means were too limited

" HE COMMANDED THEM, ON THE PERIL OF THEIR LIVES, NOT TO COME NEAR HIM."
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to seeit tor more expensive, though perhaps 
less comfortable accommodation in the 
more frequented parts of the island. The 
lodger who now occupied her apartments 
Was not a mere bird of passage he had 
-resid&d two' years in her pleasant abode, 
aird was a source of considerable profij, 
though of great trouble and anxiety, to 
Dame Etheridge, who often bewailed his 
coming; and though conscientious in the 
discharge of her duty, frequently wished 
for the period when" the agreement for her 
services and apartments would cease.

Her complaints were not unfounded, 
Her lodger had been placed with her by a 
relation who stated that the unfortunate 
man had been for some years an inmate of 
a private madhouse, but being restored, at 
least in a great measure, to reason, his re 
lations, from motives of tenderness, and also
in compliance with his wishes, decided on 
placing him in a private habitation, where 
quiet, domestic attention, seclusion from 
society, and a view of nature in one of her 
loveliest haunts, would restore his mind to 
its original tone. Mr. Heath, the gentleman 
in question, was described as having been 
perfectly mild and harmless, even when mad, 
and therefore the widow willingly under 
took to receive him as an inmate, and to 
watch over him with careful solicitude. 
She, however, had soon ample room to re 
gret her precipitancy, for the melancholy 
of her lodger was so profound, his sullenness 
or reserve so great, that the simple-hearted 
inhabitants of the cottage felt as if a dark 
shadow had spread over their tranquil 
home; and the gloomy, stern despondency 
so constantly witnessed, seemed ^to reflect 
itself on both mother and son, and*to banish 
smiles, cheerfulness, and serenity from their 
dwelling. When time had in some mea 
sure reconciled them to the stranger's de 
meanour, a new feeling arose in the mind 
of the hostess a' sensation of dread which 
almost absorbed compassion; and, as she 
sat during the long winter evenings waiting 
her son's return from his perilous occu 
pation, she would listen to her lodger's 
monotonous tread, as he paced, with untiring 
regularity, up and down his room, heaving, 
at intervals, sighs that, in the stillness of 
the house, echoed with startling vehemence 
through the lonely dwelling.

" Lord grant," the poor woman would 
exclaim in her terror, "that I have not 
brought a curse upon my house by letting 
this terrible man come here. He must 
have done something very bad, I'm sure he 
must, or he'd never take on so." Then, as 
if the charity of her nature reproved her 
suspicions, she would say: "To be sure, 
there's terrible troubles that may happen 
to people. Ah! who should know that 
better than me! that lost my husband in 
a moment, had him snatched away from 
me without a parting word or look; I 
ought to feel for another. Perhaps I should 
have gone melancholy, if it had not been 
for William." The mention of her son's 
name, usually directed her anxieties into a 
different channel, for, looking abroad upon 
the night, prayers for his safe return ban   
ished all minor cares.

Spite of all her endeavours to the con 
trary, the suspicions of Dame Efcheridge, 
regarding her lodger, gained strength with 
time; for rest, or release from sorrow, the 
wretched man never knew; his language 
seemed to be sighs, and his " drink tears." 
The pillow on which he rested his aching 
head told, by its wetness, of floods of grief, 
poured forth in the silent watches of the 
night. While the countenance of the man, 
actually white with extreme paleness, his 
thin and bloodless lips, his large mournful 
eyes, bright with the scarcely extinguished 
light of insanity, his hair, white as silver 
before its time, and the excessive thinness 
of an attenuated and slightly stooping form, 
bowed with grief more than years, presented 
a picture of mental suffering no one could 
behold without emotion. He seldom spoke 
 never unless appealed to, and then in as 
few words as possible. He had no books 
but one, all others he constantly refused; 
and that one was all sufficient for his sor 
row, if he could have read it patiently. It 
was a small pocket Bible he never for a 
moment parted from it wearing it usually 
in his bosom; once, however, his landlady 
had an opportunity of looking at it, and she 
saw written on the fly leaf, " Maria Heath, 
the gift of her anxious and affectionate 
father." The unfortunate man's melancholy 
and reserve were not his only peculiarities; 
he was so sparing and obstinate about his 
diet, that great difficulty was experienced 
in getting Mm tp take sufficient to sustain 
life; he seemed to make a point of de 
priving himself of everything but the merest 
necessaries, these he chose coarse in quality 
and scarce in quantity. There was no 
doubt but his health was failing under such 
mental sufferings, and so severe a self- 
inflicted regimen; but no complaint ever 
escaped him, and his decline was so gradual 
as to be almost imperceptible. His conduct 
during thunder storms, was the most un 
accountable; he invariably went out of 
the house to some distance and seated him 
self on the cliff till the tempest passed. 
When Dame Etheridge entreated him not to 
act so incautiously, he once made her a 
reply she never forgot.

" I leave your house," he said, " to save 
you from injury on my account."

Once the widow and her son followed 
him to bring him iu, when, in a voice that

was heard even above the tumult of the ele 
ments, he commanded them, on " the peril 
of their lives, not to come near him," a 
command which, in their terror, they 
obeyed, and never after, at such periods, 
did they interfere with him.

To add to the vexation of Dame Ethe 
ridge, her son's distaste to her lodger was so 
great, that he preferred going down to the 
village, as the few fishermen's huts were 
called, and spending his evenings there at 
a singing club, held at the little ale-house, 
which, like an unsightly tumour on the 
human form, absorbed all the real nourish 
ment and comfort of the humble neighbour 
hood, and gave them nothing but weakness, 
poverty, and discontent in return. This 
habit of her son's was a sore blow to Dame 
Etheridge. The house she knew was the 
resort of smugglers, and she feared also that 
habits of intemperance might seize on her 
son, change his affectionate nature, and 
wither his good name. It was in vain she 
expostulated ; William always asserted, 
"he did not drink; he cared nothing at all 
for drink; he liked singing, and it was hard 
to be cooped up in a lonely house with an 
old man who was always sighing and groan 
ing enough to make any one miserable." 
With these, and similar excuses, the poor 
mother's sorrows were silenced, but not 
soothed; once her melancholy lodger sur 
prised her in tears; an expression of sympa 
thy crossed his stern features, taking the 
hand of Dame Etheridge, he kindly asked 
the cause of her grief: it was the first 
question he had ever asked, and the poor 
woman, in broken accents, told her anxiety; 
relieved at having some one to speak to, 
though conscious that he was powerless to 
assist her.

Her simple statement of her*son's newly- i 
formed amusements was listened to with 
more patience and attention than she ex 
pected ; when she concluded, he sighed 
deeply, exclaiming: 

" Ah; poor youth, he has opened the prin 
cipal gate of the road to ruin!" An 
without further comment he left her.

The widow observed that her lodge 
watched for her son's return for severa 
evenings, and on some errand or other gene 
rally entered the kitchen after William cam 
in, looking fixedly at him, without however 
making any observation. At length, a 
Dame Etheridge's fears were sadly realised 
when, after waiting uncertain whether he 
son was necessarily absent in his occupation 
or whether he was wasting his time at tfo 
ale-house, the sound of many feet werehean 
coming up the steep and circuitous pat] 
that led to her dwelling. The heart of th 
widowed mother died within her, for memory 
was busy with the sound of those feet tha 
had borne home the lifeless body of he: 
husband. The voice of laughter and rud< 
revelry told, however, that it was not death 
that was about to enter her dwelling, bu 
sin and shame in the form of her son, help 
less through intemperance, and affording 
in his degradation, amusement for his reck 
less companions.

Who can tell how painful it is to look 
for the first time, on the countenance of those 
we love, distorted and brutalized with the 
national vice?  the mother turned away 
her eyes, crying, in her agony: " Oh! that 
I should be afraid to look upon the face of 
my boy my own dear boy."

After assisting him into the house, the 
noisy revellers left the widow's home, and 
departed for scenes more congenial to their 
habits.

They had scarcely departed, when Mr. 
Heath, with a countenance more ghastly 
than usual, from excessive excitement, 
entered the kitchen; and gazing, in mourn 
ful silence, on mother and son, stood appa 
rently absorbed in the train of thought to 
which the spectacle before him seemingly 
gave rise,

"My good woman," he said slowly, as 
hs turned to depart, " this is but the begin 
ning of evil; it must be checked in time, 
ere worse come. It will be a dreadful task 
to me, but if I can serve you in this matter 
I will. Keep your son with you to-morrow, 
and, at this hour at night, I will come and

carried up his evening meal to his bed side; 
and feeling the necessity of giving some ad 
monition, she opened the book that supplied 
her both with consolation and reproof, and 
commenced reading: " Woe unto the drunk 
ards of Ephraim," when both herself, and 
her, perhaps, somewhat unwilling auditor, 
were startled by the abrupt opening of the 
door, and the appearance of their lodger, 
who entered, and drawing a chair, seated 
himself at the foot of the bed exactly oppo 
site both mother and son. There was a 
concentrated expression of determination 
in his countenance, different from the me   
lancholy wildness usually apparent in his 
looks and demeanour.

Before either the startled mother or son 
had sufficiently recovered their surprise to 
utter a word, the unceremonious visitor 
commenced speaking, in a firm, though 
somewhat hollow tone, and if .we except 
a certain tremulousness about his withered 
hands, which clasped the pocket bible before 
alluded to, his whole manner was earnest 
and collected.

(To 1>e concluded in next Number,)

talk to him and you." The door closed 
after him as he ceased speaking, and Dame 
Etheridge heard him enter his bedroom: 
and long after the thoughtless young man 
had sunk into the troubled sleep of intoxi 
cation, the watchful mother heard her 
lodger's measured and melancholy tread, as 
he paced his room the whole night through, 
occasionally falling; on his knees, and utter 
ing, mournful exclamations of remorse or 
sorrow.

On the following day William was suffer 
ing the just and salutary punishment of his 
fault, from nature, (who always warns her 
children) in a violent head-ache, and all 
its train of ills. He was both unable, and 
unwilling, to quit the house; though his 
mother attached so little importance to the 
incoherent remarks of her eccentric lodger, 
that in the keenness of her sorrow, she 
omitted to mention his observations to her 
son. She observed that Mr. Heath had sent 
back his food untasted during the day, and 
occasionally a thought glanced across her 
mind that there might be a hidden meaning 
in the words he had uttered. When, how 
ever, the evening wore away, and he did 
not leave his sitting room, the good Dame 
busied herself with preparing some gruel 
for her son's supper, and advising him to go 
to bed, she, with true maternal indulgence,

OUR SOLDIERS IN INDIA.
DCRING the last year, 40,000 men sailed 
from' our shores for India. Thousands 
more will follow them during this and 
succeeding years to fill up the ranks of 
those cut down by war and the climate.

Sir Charles Napier and Sir Henry Have- 
lock have both borne testimony to the fearful 
fact, that more soldiers are sent to a pre 
mature grave in India through the ravages 
of intemperance, than from either the sword 
or the climate.

We feel anxious to do what little we 
can to promote habits of temperance 
amongst soldiers, and shall be glad if 
those of our readers who have relatives in 
the army, will send copies of our paper to 
them monthly.

For the sum of two shillings, the pub 
lishers will forward (post prepaid} a single

assigned to us, such as conveying orders 'O 
the batteries, and supplying the men with 
provisions, especially cups of coffee, which 
we prepared day and night.

" I had gone out to try and make myself 
useful, in company with Jessie Brown, the 
wife of a corporal in ray husband's regiment. 
Poor Jessie had been in a state of restless 
excitement all through the siege, and had 
fallen away visibly within the last few days. 
A constant fever consumed her, and her 
mind wandered occasionally, especially that 
day, when the recollections of home seemed 
powerfully present to her. At last, overcome 
with fatigue, she lay down on the ground, 
wrapped up in her plaid. I sat beside her, 
promising to awaken her when, as she said, 
' her father should return from the plough 
ing.' She fell, at length, into a profound 
slumber, motionless, and apparently 
breathless, her head resting in my lap. I 
myself could no longer resist the inclination 
to sleep, in spite of the continual roar of the 
cannon.

" Suddenly I was aroused by a wild, un 
earthly scream close to my ear- my com 
panion stood upright beside me, her arms 
raised, and her head bent forward in the 
attitude of listening. A look of intense 
delight broke over her countenance, she 
grasped my hand, drew me towards her, 
and exclaimed 

"' Dinna ye hear it? dinna ye hear it? 
Ay, I'm no dreaming', it's the slogan of the 
Highlanders! We're saved, we're saved!'

" Then flinging herself on her knees, she 
thanked God with passionate fervour. I 
felt utterly bewildered: my English ears 
heard only the roar of artillery, and I 
thought my poor Jessie was still raving; 
but she darted to the batteries, and I heard 
her cry incessantly to the men,

" ' Courage! courage; hark to the slogan 
 to the Macgregor, the grandest of them 
a'. Here's help at last!'

"To describe the effect of these words 
upon the soldiers would be impossible. For 
a moment they ceased firing; and every soul 
listened in intense anxiety. Gradually, 
however, there arose a murmur of bitter dis 
appointment, and the wailing of the women 
who had flocked to the spot burst out anew 
as the colonel shook his head. Our dull low 
land ears, heard nothing but the rattle of 
musketry. A few moments more of this 
death-like suspense, of this agonizing hope, 
and Jessie, who had again sunk on the 
ground, sprang to her feet, and cried, in a 
voice so clear and piercing that it was

copy of the British Workman to any ad 
dress in India, or any other British Colony, 
for twelve months! We trust that thousands 
will avail themselves of this cheap medium 
of communicating with their distant friends, 
and we hope good will result therefrom.

The following extract from a letter written 
by a staff serjeant, will be read with interest. 
It is an acknowledgment of £5 worth of the 
British Workman which a lady in Norfolk 
sindly enabled us to send to the soldiers.
SIR,

Thanks are but sorry acknowledgments for such 
3httanthropy as that made known to me in yours of 
;he 12th, but I trust that you will convey to the lady 
he gratitude felt by myself and comrades.

One thing is certain, their perusal will be attended 
with much good. Soldiers are principally drawn from 
the working classes, and the home truths, sound rea- 
loning, and convincing arguments contained in the 

British Workman leave an impression not easily to be 
erased, (especially when that home is far, far, away) 
which operates far differently upon the mind than 
the base, filthy literature with which our cheap publi 
cations unfortunately abound.

To the dear fellows going out determined to wage 
war against our soul-destroying drinking customs, 
hey will afford the greatest aid; eyen this alone 
enders them invaluable.
Accept, sir, my sincsrest thanks for the interest 

vinced by you in our social and spiritual welfare, 
and believe me

Your faithful and obedient servant, 
JOHN BEViiiij,

THE SLOGAN 
OF THE HIGHLANDERS.

A Sound of Joy at Lucknow.

WE have seldom read a more affecting
narrative than the following: 

The following is an extract from a letter
written by M. de Bannerol, a French phy- 
ician in the service of Mussur Rajah, and 
lublished in Le Pays (Paris paper) under 
lie date of Calcutta, Oct. 8: I give you 
lie following account of the relief of Luck  

now, as described by a lady, one of the 
escued party: " On every side death 
tared us in the face; no human skill could 
vert it any longer. We saw the moment 
pproach when we must bid farewell to

^arth, yet without feeling that unutterable 
lorror which must have been experienced 
y the unhappy victims at Cawnpore. We
 ere resolved to die rather than to yield, 
nd were fully persuaded that in 24 hours 
11 would be over. The engineers had 
aid so, and all knew the worst. We
 omen strove to encourage each other, and to 
erform the light duties which had been

heard along the whole line 
"' Will ye no believe it noo? The slogan 

has ceased indeed, but the ' Campbells are 
comin' D'ye hear, d'ye hear!'?

" At that moment we seemed indeed to 
hear the voice of God in the distance, when 
the pibroch of the Highlanders brought us 
tidings of deliverance, for now there was no 
longer any doubt of the fact. That shrill, 
penetrating, ceaseless sound, which rose 
above all other sounds, could come neither 
from the'advance of the enemy, nor from 
the work of the Sappers. No, it was indeed 
the blast of the Scottish bagpipes, now 
shrill and harsh, as threatening vengeance 
on the foe, then in softer tones seeming 
to promise succour to their friends in need. 

" Never surely was there ever such a 
scene as that which followed. Not a heart 
in the Residency of Lucknow but bowed 
itself before God. All, by one simultaneous 
impulse, fell upon their knees, and nothing 
was heard but bursting sobs and the mur 
mured voice of prayer.

" Then all arose, and there rang out from 
a thousand lips a great shout of joy, which 
resounded far and wide, and lent new vigour 
to that blessed pibroch. To our cheer of 
' God save the Queen,' they replied by the 
well known strain that moves every Scot to 
tears,' Should auld acquaintance be forgot," 
&c. After that, nothing else made any im 
pression on me. I scarcely remember what 
followed. Jessie was presented to the 
General on his entrance into the fort, and 
at the officers' banquet her health was 
drunk by all present, while the pipers 
marched round the table playing once more 
the familiar air of' Auld lang syne.'"

THE KING OF PRUSSIA.
NEAR Potsdam, in the reign of Frederick 
the Great, was a mill which interfered with 
a view from the windows of Sans. Souci. 
Annoyed by this eye-sore to his favourite 
residence, the king sent to inquire the price 
for which the mill would be sold ,by the 
owner.

"For no price," was the reply of the 
sturdy Prussian; and in a moment of 
anger, Frederick gave orders that the mill 
should be pulled down.

" The king may do this," said the miller, 
quietly folding his arms, "but there are 
laws in Prussia;" and forthwith he com 
menced proceedings against the monarch, 
the result of which was, that the court 
sentenced Frederick to rebuild the mill, and 
to pay besides a large sum of money as 
compensation for the injury which he had 
done. The king was mortified, but had 
the magnanimity to say, addressing himself 
to his courtiers, "I am glad to find that 
just laws and upright judges exist in my 
kingdom."

About twenty years ago, the present 
head of the honest miller's family, who had 
in due course of time succeeded to the 
hereditary possession of his little estate, 
finding himself, after a long struggle with 
losses, occasioned by that war which brought 
ruin into many a house besides his own, 
involved in pecuniary difficulties that had 
become insurmountable, wrote to the pre 
sent King of Prussia, reminding him of the 
refusal experienced by Frederick the Great 
at the hands of his ancestor, and stating 
that, if His Majesty now entertained a 
similar desire to obtain possession of the 
property, it would be very agreeable to 
him in his present embarrassed circum- 
stances to sell the mill.

The king immediately wrote, with his 
own hand, the following reply. 

"My DEAR NEIGHBOUR, I cannot allow 
you to sell the mill; it must remain in your 
possession as long as one member of your 
family exists, for it belongs to the history 
of Prussia. I lament, however, to hear that 
you are in circumstances of embarrassment 
and I therefore send you 6000 dollars 
(above =61000 sterling) to arrange your 
affairs, in the hope that this sum will be 
sufficient for the purpose.

Consider 
neighbour,

me always your affectionate 

FREDERICK WILLIAM."

[As we go to press in the first week of January, 
we can only speak of the Royal marriage in antici 
pation ; but before these pages reach our readers, the 
Princess Royal of England will, [D.V.) be the wife of 
Prince Frederick William, nephew of the above-named 
worthy monarch.]

THE FRUITLESS WARNING. 
GENESIS xix. 14.

" HE seemed as one that mocked!" Alas!
Too soon they felt his words were true; 

When, scorched and withered like the grass,
In flames their latest breath they drew.

One instant saw the storm of fire
O'er their devoted city lower; 

The next, king, subject, child, and sire,
Were buried in the blasting shower.

All perished, all! They would not hear, 
And soon their hour of grace was past;

May we be wiser, pause and fear, 
Lest we should share their fate at last !

Once were they called. The gospel sound 
To us is published day by day;

If, therefore, we are faithless found, 
We shall be guiltier far than they.

Yes, and when yonder brilliant skies 
Are wrapt in judgment's fearful gloom,

Even Sodom shall against us rise, 
And witness our severer doom!

DR. HTJIB.

LIT US GIVE THANKS.

LET us give thanks with grateful soul,
To Him who sendeth all; 

To Him who bids the planets roll,
And sees a " sparrow fall." 

Though grief and tears may dim our joys,
And Care and Strife arrest, 

'Tis Man, too often, that alloys
The lot his Maker blest; 

While sunshine lights the boundless sky,
And dew- drops feed the sod  

While stars and rainbows live on high 
Let us give thanks to God.

We till the Earth in Labour's health,
We plant the acorn cup; 

The fields are crowned with golden wealth,
The green tree springeth up; 

The sweet, eternal waters gush
From mountain and from vale; 

The vineyards blush with purple flush,
The yellow hop leaves trail; 

And while the Harvest flings its gold,
And cowslips deck the sod  

While limpid streams are clear and cold,
Let us give thanks to God.

The flower yields its odour breath,
As gentle winds go past; 

The grasshopper that lurks beneath
Chirps merrily and fast; 

The ring-dove coos upon the spray,
The larks full anthems pour; . 

The bees start with a jocund lay,
The waves sing on the shore; 

Hosannahs fill the wood and wild,
Where human steps ne'er trod; 

And Nature, like an unwean'd child,
Smiles on its parent, God.

Say, Brothers, shall the bird and bloom
Thus teach, and teach in vain? 

Shall all the Love- rays that illume,
Be lost in clouds of pain? 

Shall hearts be dead and vision blind
To all that Mercy deals? 

Shall soul and reason fail to find
The shrine where Instinct kneels? 

Ah, no! while Glory lights the sky,
And Beauty paints the sod  

While stars and rainbows live on high,
Let us give thanks to God.

ELIZA COOK.

IT is better to see our own faults, than 
other people's.

IF all be well within, nothing can hurt «? 
without.

REVENGB dwells in little minds.
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GREEN'S' COTTAGE.

THE WIDOW GEEEN AND 
HER THREE NIECES.

(Continued from page 147.)
CHAPTEB II.

THE widow Green, as well as many of her 
neighbours, had now to prepare for stirring 
times. It was all true about the new line 
of railway being likely to pass close to the 
village; and it was true also that the widow's 
house had been chosen as the situation 
most suitable for the railway station.

Jenny Green, as the reader may suppose, 
was a woman of pretty strong will. She 
would probably never have got through 
her difficulties without help, but for this 
power of resolving to do what she had to 
do by herself, and to do it thoroughly. 
Now then, she thought, the time was come 
to stand by her own, and to keep what she 
had a right to keep, before all the world.

The first evening after being really con 
vinced that the talk about the railway was 
no joke, she sat down by her fire, after 
little Mary was; in. bed, to consider what it 
would be best to do. Had any one peeped 
in at the window and watched her that 
night, they would have wondered why her 
eyes looked so blight, and her cheeks so hot 
and flushed. The fact was, Mrs. Green was 
working herself up to make a stand against 
this railway. She was talking to herself in 
the spirit of one who is determined not to 
submit; and in this spirit she went to bed, 
not however without prayingj and that very 
earnestly, to be enabled to submit in all 
things to the will of God; but at the same 
time keeping her secret resolution to resist 
the will of man in the matter concerning 
he?1 house and garden.

The next morning the widow was more 
calm, and more open to reason- She began 
to feel the want of a .good adviser. So she 
went early to her minister, a sensible man, 
who had often assisted her before with a 
word of counsel in the season of need. In 
this interview, the widow's views became 
entirely changed, She was not an obstinate, 
though a strong willed woman; and the gen 
tleman whose advice she had gone to ask, 
soon convinced her that all resistance on 
her part against so mighty a power as that 
of a railway company, would be worse than 
fruitless. He showed her too, the folly of 
people placing their own little personal 
matters in the way' of any great public 
good; and beyond this, he pointed out to 
her the great profit and advantage she 
would derive from the sale of her house and 
land, at such a price as the railway company 
would be likely to give for it. There was 
no doubt but she might resist, if she liked. 
She might go to law about the matter, and 
thus waste all her little property; but on 
the other hand, she might accept the terms 
proposed, and thus become a much richer 
woman than it was likely she could be by 
any other means.

So on the second night, when the widow 
Green sat down to think, there was a still 
greater change in the expression of her face, 
as well as in the state of her mind. This 
time she was very quiet, but very busy with 
deep earnest thoughts. Yet sometimes her 
lips were almost smiling, and her head was 
now and then thrown back, as if she felt 
herself in some way or other a grander 
woman than formerly. Could it be that a 
worldly spirit was creeping into the heart 
of the widow? We will endeavour to ex 
plain what it was.

For a long time the affection of this 
lonely woman had been clinging to her 
little niece Mary with a tenderness almost 
more than that of a mother. It is im 
possible to say what she would not have 
been willing to do, or to suffer for this child. 
Good sense, and good principle, had thus 
far kept her affection within bounds. Be 
sides which, her means though comfortable, 
were not enough for anything very great, 
so she had never thought of doing more for 
Mary than fitting her for honest service; 
and perhaps for being afterwards some good 
mans wife. Now the case seemed likely

to be greatly changed; and what she had 
never dreamed of before, might now become 
not only possible, but right. So it was then, 
that as the widow sat gazing into the dying 
'light of the fire, she was very bnsy in her 
mind with plans for making little Mary 
independent of all work; for giving her a 
good education, dressing her   Oh, so 
beautifully! and in short, for bringing her 
up quite like a lady. This was the reason 
why the widow Green tossed her head a 
little back, and smoothed her apron, and 
folded her arms with an air of great satis 
faction, looking altogether rather like a 
proud woman, that night before she went to 
bed.

A searching time however had to be gone 
through, before the widow's eyes were 
closed in sleep. Those who pray sincerely 
and earnestly, seldom do so, without these 
words either felt or uttered, " Cleanse thou 
me from secret faults." The widow could 
not sleep, and as she had long sought the 
Lord in sincerity of heart, that she might 
be brought as a little child to obey His will, 
He was pleased to look upon he'r like a kind 
tatfter, and so would not let her go on in 
anything wrong, without showing her 
plainly the path of duty, and helping her 
to walk therein. Thus, through the long 
hours of the night, this lonely woman had a 
strong conflict to maintain with her own 
heart, which cost her many struggles, and 
some tears. That which she would like to 
do with her money looked so very pleasant, 
it was hard to give it up. That which sk@ 
now began to think it would be right to 
do, looked so very unpleasant, that she 
turned, and turned, as if to get rid of the 
idea altogether, Nor was she able to rest 
until at last, after fully resigning herself into 
the hands of Him who alone can make the 
crocked path straight, and the dark prospect 
fair, she said in the true spirit of obedience, 
" Thy will be done," and then fell into a 
sound and refreshing sleep.

The very next morning a letter was put 
into the widow's hand, which convinced her 
that the duty which had appeared so plainly 
set before her in the night was one from 
which she could not hold herself excused. 
The fact was, Jenny Green, like many 
warm-hearted women, had always clung to 
her own relations as if they were nicer than 
her husband's. She thought that if she 
provided entirely for little Mary, it was 
really as much as she could do; and there 
fore whatever might happen to her husband's 
relations, she was not called upon to do 
more than send them a little help in their 
times of trouble. Now, however, the case 
was widely altered. She would soon be in 
a condition to help others besides her own 
niece, especially if she did not expend her 
means upon making little Mary into a lady. 
The letter which came by the post, was to

tell her 01 a death by whic! 
two young nieces of her hus 
band's were left orphans, an 
entirely destitute. One 
them was a year older tha: 
Mary, the other a littl 
younger. They had thus far 
been badly brought up, fo: 
their mother had died when 
they were very young, an 
they had never known an; 
kind of treatment likely to di 
them good. They were no 
what Jenny Green considere 
nice children at all. She her 
self had strong feelings both 
for and against people, and 
somehow or other, these chil 
dren always vexed her, and 
made her glad to get them ou 
of her way. Now was i 
really come to this that she 
must take them to live with 
her as her own? Must she 
really bring them up in all 
things like her little Mary 
and do as much for them as 
for that beloved child?

Jenny Green complained 
often of her eyes that day, so 
that Mary thought she had 
caught cold in them; and had 

the child followed her about, she might have 
seen that her aunt many times shut the door 
of her chamber close after her, and sunk 
down upon her knees to pray, with the 
tears streaming down her cheeks, for it was 
a very hard conflict, that through which she 
had to pass. Happily peace came at last; and 
it was indeed peace, because she had said 
so entirely, and from her heart " Thy will 
be done." So when the evening came 
again, and a nice bright fire was burning, 
the widow sat and gazed into the light 
without that proud toss of her head, but yet 
with a smile upon her lips, a smile of that 
sweet contentment, which nothing but entire 
submission to the will of God can give. 
Mary was beside her this time, sitting on a 
low stool at her feet, and listening, with all 
the interest of an inquiring child, to the story 
of two little girls aboiit her own age who 
had lost both father and mother, who had 
no one to take care of them, or even to find 
them bread, and who would perhaps soon 
come and sleep in a little bed beside Mary's, 
to learn the same lessons, eat at the same 
table, and be in all respects the same as she 
was to her aunt.

For some time the child listened with 
tears of real pity shining in her eyes, and 
most readily she promised to share both bed 
and board with her cousins; but when it 
came to this, that they must be as much be 
loved as she was, her lip dropped, and she 
said no more, but springing upon her aunt's 
knee, clasped both arms around her neck, 
and hiding her little face upon her shoulder, 
she sobbed aloud.

Such were the trials of Jenny Green, as 
the prospect of increased riches dawned 
upon her; and if we would but look at 
money in the right way, we should see that 
just in proportion as our means increase, 
the duty laid upon us to assist our fellow 
creatures increases also. So that after all 
it is not quite such an easy and pleasant 
thing to be rich as some people seem to 
think.

Jenny Green had not lived for herself 
alone, and she was not going to do so now. 
Besides which, she had a good share of 
common sense, and that told her that to 
pretend now to be anything more than a 
plain, honest woman, would be very foolish 
in her and even wrong. She now saw 
clearly too, that to try to make her little 
Mary a lady, would be very unwise and 
even unkind; for who would the child have 
to go about with her but poor relations, 
whose ignorance would make her a laughing 
stock wherever she went. So the widow, 
putting these things together, concluded it 
would be best every way to go on exactly 
in that station of life to which she had been 
born, doing what good she could therein. 
With this view, she accepted very thankfully 
the price which the railway company offered

for her house and land, and instead of laying 
out the money in fine clothes or furniture, 
she took the advice of a wise and prudent 
friend, and put it out to interest in the 
safest manner she could hear of, being 
better pleased to make sure of a reasonable 
sum, than to risk all her property in the 
hope of making a great deal of it.

The widow now considered that a com 
fortable house in the outskirts of a town 
would suit her purpose better than one 
quite in the country, far from any place of 
worship, and from any good school. She 
had her nieces now to consider more than 
herself; for if she undertook a duty, it was
her way to do 
thoroughly. So

that duty heartily 
dismissed from her

thoughts many things that would have been 
pleasant to herself, for the sake of those who 
were about to become dependent upon her 
management and care. Thus the house 
she chose for her future home, had but a 
small piece of ground belonging to it; just 
a little garden in front, and a plain, straight 
piece behind, sufficient only for the drying 
of linen and other useful purposes. The 
widow saw no reason, however, why it 
should not be made a little ornamental 
as well as useful. She therefore carefully 
removed the roots of many of her favourite 
flowers and plants from her old garden,, 
placing them along the edges of her new 
plot of ground, and particularly about the 
entrance to her door; for, as she often said, 
" the front of a house is like a person's face. 
You may make it look pleasant or otherwise, 
according to what you set it off with."

It was perhaps well for Mrs. Green that 
ihe time for leaving the sweet home in 

which she had spent so many years of her 
"ife, was in the early winter, after all the 
'.eaves had fallen from the trees. She often 
laid she did not wish to hear the birds sing 
n those trees again; and it was easier to 
.eave them now than it would be when their 
iuds and blossoms should again begin to 
.ppear. Still it was a painful business, 

although the winter had set in, and the 
country all around looked bare and dreary. 
3ut the widow had much to do so much, 
;hat she found no time for moping about, 
,nd crying over old things and places. 

When all was packed up too, the cottage 
"ooked so very comfortless so little like 

self, that by degrees her heart seemed 
 eaned from it; and when at last, on a cold, 
ark, foggy morning in December, she took 
ttle Mary out of her bed, and wrapping 
er in many shawls and cloaks, lifted her 

into the covered van which stood before the 
garden gate, she had not the pain of seein 
how the old place looked for the last time 
for the morning light, had not begun to dawn 
and there was nothing to be seen but fli 
lantern of the man who closed the garde: 
gate, before taking charge of the horse 
which, stood waiting to convey them all 
away.

(To be continued.)

as he passed a garden and saw the owner 
busily at work in it.

" Conscience ! " replied the man, " Oh, 
I'm too poor to keep a conscience." A
gentleman who was passing at the time, 
heard the words, and looking hard at the 
man, said, "That's a very foolish answer," 
but the man became abusive, and the two 
who had remonstrated with him, walked 
away to the house of God.

A great many trials brought poverty to 
the Sabbath-breaker, and he had to give 
up his house and garden, and seek em 
ployment. He heard of a gentleman who 
wanted a jobbing gardener, and he applied 
for the place.

" I think," said the master, " y"ou used to 
work in your garden on the Lord's day, and 
you said you were too poor to keep a 
conscience."

" Why yes, sir, I left all that about 
conscience and such like, to my betters."

" If you are too poor to keep a conscience, 
I am too poor to keep you," the gentleman 
replied. " A servant who breaks God's 
law, will break man's law."

The man told this grurnblingly to the 
neighbour who-had first admonished him, 
and added, " I don't know how it is you 
are better off than me, and you have 
only worked six days, and I've worked 
seven."

" Ah, friend," replied the other, " I have 
kept a 'conscience, and my conscience by 
God's grace has kept me."

Reader ! if you want to be kept from 
care, and pain, and waste, and want, and

TOO POOR TO KEEP 
CONSCIENCE."

A

" I WONDBH neighbour, your conscience lets 
you work on the Sabbath day," said a de 
cent man going to his place of worship

66 A good name is rather to be chosen 

than great riches, and loving favour 

rather than silver and gold/'

PROVERBS xxii L

sin, and ruin, keep a conscience."

TRY, JOHN.
Try, John; try, John: from temptation fly

John;
Drunken Joe and idle Ned pass such 

comrades by, John. 
Shun the tempting tavern door,

Set not foot within, John; 
Each old chum avoid, though dear,

That would lure to sin, John. 
Every thing and every place

That tends to lead astray, John. 
Give them up, renounce them all, 

From this very day, John.

Try, John; try, John- I will tell you why,
John, 

He who fights 'gainst what is bad, will 
conquer by-and-bye, John. 

If with all your powers you 'Strive 
With your habits wrong, John, 

While they daily weaker grow
You will grow more strong, John. 

What if shopmates jest and scoff 
Because you hate the sin, John, 

Surely if they laugh that lose 
They may smile that win, John.

Try, John; try, John: wherefore do you 
sigh, John?

I'm afraid I shan't succeed " is this what 
you reply, John?

Nonsense, man such coward fear
Never won a fight, John; 

Let's have faith and courage too,
In what is true and right, John. 

Like the little barking curs
That love to snarl and scold, John, 

Evil habits soon will fly 
When we're stern and bold, John.

Try, John; try, John: think, in days gone
by, John,

Habits have been conquered vile as those 
o'er which you sigh, John. 

How th'is idle loon became 
An energetic man, John; 

How that hoary, hopeless sot
Loathed the pipe and pot, John  

Mark their upward histories well, 
Histories stern and true, John, 

Teaching you what you may be, 
How you may dare and do, John.

Try, John; try, John: look with faith on
high, John:

fou've a Father and a Friend, might? 
loving, nigh, John.

Go and tell him you repent 
Of your evil ways, John; 

Pray for help and strength to live
Happier, holier days, John. 

Prayer and effort this, combined
All success ensures, John; 

And, with joy and peace of mind, 
Victory shall be yours, John,

Pi-om Illustrated Hand-bait, No. 51.
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" The merry girl then jumped and laiighed,   Clapping her hands for Joy; — The stratagem the quite approved, — But oh I not so the boy.

THE SPECKLED SHELLS.

flow beantlfUl la truth! and troth Is given
To guide all hearts, because It comes from Heaven ;
The simplest lesson of thy earliest youth,
Is to love God, and know that God is truth.
And He requires it in our Inward part,
Not on the lips alone, but in the heart;
Oh I let the word of truth pervade your soul,
And every thought and action still control.

Frail feathery frostwork trembling hung
On winter's leafless trees; 

But the sun shone forth most pleasantly,
And health was in the breeze.

Two children by their mother's side,
(A little girl and boy;) 

Tripped merrily along the path,
For they were full of joy.

A brightly shining speckled shell,
Borne from a foreign coast, 

That morning had been given to each,
Now their delight and boast.

And often as they danced along,
They paused awhile to look 

If these " dear treasures" were quite safe,
Within some pocket's nook.

Then away, away they bounded on,
Who can describe their glee; 

Like wild-young horses broken loose,
"Till they stood by the shining sea.

They watch'd the "small ships," on the main.
Far as the eye could reach, 

And then they turned their eager gaze
Along the pebbly beach.

A burst of joy the keen air bore;
For wandering by the tide, 

An aunt beloved the children saw,
They'd soon have reached her side.

" But stop," said the mother merrily, 
" Ere you run your aunt to meet,

Throw down your shells upon the sand 
There, just beside my feet."

" Then take them both, and tell your aunt,
You picked them up to-day." 

And we'll take care to explain the joke,
Before we go away."

" I know she'll be surprised to think 
That you have found them here,

But hasten with this little trick, 
For see, she's coming near."

The merry girl then jumped and laughed,
Clapping her hands for joy, 

The stratagem she quite approved,
But oh! not so the boy.

For very grave indeed he seemed,
While musing on the joke; 

And looking in his mother's face.
Thus timidly he spoke.

" I know the words that we should say
Would every one be true, 

And yet it is a thing, mamma,
I should not like to do."

" We should not for a moment's space,
Make any one believe 

That true, which is not, oh mamma,
We never should deceive."

" And then if we forgot to tell
'Twas only done for play, 

Uneasy feelings in our minds,
Would spoil this happy day."

" How sweetly pass the evening hours
Before we go to bed, 

When nothing wrong all day we've done
And nothing wrong have said."

So spake the tender little one,
Still waiting on the spot, 

And ended what he had to say,
With " Oh! we'd better not.'

" Thou'rt right, dear child," the mother cried, 
But her tongue was nearly dumb,

For she thought of " woe be unto those 
Through whom offences come."

She'd tempted her two little ones,
She! their mother, guide, and friend,

In a moment of unwatchfulness, 
To sin aTid to offend.

But she said " As time rolls on my boy, 
When thou hast passed thy youth,

May'st thou retain, as pure as now, 
That strict regard to truth."

" And keep thy pretty shell, my boy, 
Thine, ere thy years are seven;

'Twill always seem to whisper thee, 
Of truth, and peace, and heaven."

" WE should labour to excite in children a 
detestation of all that is mean, cunning, or 
false; to inspire them with a spirit of open 
ness, honour, and perfect honesty; making 
them feel how noble it is, not merely to 
speak the truth, but to speak the simple 
unaltered truth, whether it tell for or against 
themselves; but this we cannot effect, unless 
our example uniformly concur with our in 
struction." From " Hints for the Improve 
ment of Early Education.'"

HAMPSHIRE PRIZES.
We are pleased to observe that at the last 
meeting of the "Romsey Labourers' En 
couragement Society," prizes, varying from 
10s. to 30s. were awarded to the following 
parties, for " the neatest and cleanest cottage"

Henry Cardy and wife, of Whitenapp,
Chas. Pearce and wife, of Braishfield.
Bichd. Betteridge and wife, of East Dean.
George Cash, and wife, of Wellan.

Prizes were also awarded to Thomas

Rose, of Toothill, and Thomas Tubb, of Romsey, for the best 
cultivated cottage gardens. All honour to these sons of toil.

[Da. BEDDOMB, Mayor of Romsey for the sixth time,}

J. W. Henderson, Esq., of Roke Manor, and the Rev. C. A. 
Moore, Vicar of Romsey, made some excellent remarks on the im 
portance of the MOTHERS amongst the working classes training 
up their daughters so as to make good servants.

We are glad to 
find that the Bri 
tish Workman was 
deemed worthy of 
notice at this 
meeting, as being 
a helper in the 
good work of im 
proving the homes 
of the working 
classes.

A correspondent 
informs us that 
Dr. Beddome, the 
much esteemed 
mayor of Romsey,

d: 
' Much as I feel 

the honor of being 
elected for the 
sixth time mayor 
of this ancient bo 
rough, I would 
rather have in 
scribed on my 
memorial stone, 
Here lies the 

friendof the work 
ing classes, and 
a promoter of 
peace.'   Gentle 
men, we live in a 
new era, when 
unusual efforts are

being made to benefi 
the working classes 
What good is doing 
now by the 'specia 
services' for working 
men in this town an< 
elsewhere! May we 
have our reward in 
the general improve 
ment of the masses 
As conducive to thi 
object, and to coun 
teract the influence o 
infidel and iinmora 
publications, allow 
me strongly to recom 
mend a cheap an 
excellent illustrate 
serial which I hold in 
my hand, the Sri 
Workman. Thougl 
it is largely circulated 
I hear it does not ye 
pay its own expenses 
but it soon will, if tin 
clergy and laity hen 
distribute it freely 
Four good men have 
at a cost of severa 
hundred pounds, cir 
culated 200,000 copies 
amongst as many fa 
milies in London, 
am anxious on this 
subject; it is a cheap 
way of doing good, and 
has been greatly pros 
pered by God. 
hope I shall not be 
disappointed in my 
wishes about this ex 
cellent work   the 
promoter of tempe 
ranee with social and 
religious order 
mongst our British 
workmen."

We beg to thank 
the Mayor of Romsey 
for his good wishes. 
A few such valuable 
helpers in every coun 
ty would soon double 
our present circula 
tion.

PRISONS
AMD

PRISONERS.
ONE of the most af 
fecting sights I have 
ever witnessed, is an 
assemblage of my 
fellow creatures, who, 
>y transgression of 
our country's laws, 
lave forfeited their 
iberty, and in many 

cases must be con- 
ined for life within 

the walls of a prison.
It is indeed a me- 

ancholy reflection 
hat there are 
eldom fewer than 
wenty thousand con 

victed prisoners in 
he prisons of our 
ountry, costing the 
atepayers about five 

hundred thousand 
ounds sterling every 
ear.
The bulk of our 

>risoners are from 
he labouring classes, 
,nd nine out of every 
en are led into crime 
hrough drink.

Working Men ! 
each your children 
o avoid that which 
las been your con- 
tant curse. S.

V The Editor begs to call the at 
tention of his readers to the follow 
ing Illustrated Paper for the Young.

Price One Halfpenny Monthly.

CHILDREN'S FRIEND.

This little Illustrated Paper for the Young 
is designed, under God's blessing, to form a 
breakwater against the fearful influence of the 
pernicious prints which are everywhere flooding 
our country to train up the young inhabits of 
sobriety obedience to parents the observance 
of the Sabbath the practice of kindness to ani 
mals and above all, a love of the SACKED 
SCRIPTURES.

A complete Edition of the Sand of Hope Review from 
the commencement in 1851, may now be had, bound in 
cloth, price Is. In crimson cloth and gilt edges, 8*. 6d

HOW TO SECURE MONTHLY PACKETS OF THF

" British Workman "
DELIVERED AT YOUR OWN DOOR,

Packets of the British Workman may be had froi> 
London, post free, as under 
*4 copies for 4d., or for one year, 4s. \ 
8   8d.,   fig. 

12   Is.,   13s. I Paid in 
16   la. 4d.,   16s. f Advance 
20   Is. 8d.,   20s. I 
34   2a. Od.,   248. I
* Fewer than four copies cannot be sent at this rate

Example:—Four 
ons in any village unit- 
ng their subscriptions, 
nd remitting four shil- 
ngs in advance to the 
ublishers, Messrs. Par- 
ridge & Co., 34, Pater- 
oster Row, London, will 
ave a packet contain- 

n% four copies of the 
British Workman' 
ent (to the address of 
ny one of the parlies) 
ost free for 12 months.

All ORDERS to be addressed to the Pub- 
slier, S. W. Partridge, and Co., 9, Patcr- 
oster Row, London. E. C.

LITERARY CONTRIBUTIONS to be addressed 
the Editor, care of Publisher*

THE PORTLAND PRISON OHAPBL.


