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THE POOR MAN'SJSOUSE REPAIRED.

BY A WORKING MAN'S WIFE.

FOR fifteen years of my married life I was as miser 
able as any woman could be. Our house was the 
picture of wretchedness externally, and it looked still 
more wretched within. The windows were patched, 
the walls shattered, the furniture defaced and broken, 
and everything was going to ruin.

It had not always been so; for, once my home was 
happy, and I used to take much pleasure and some | 
pride in hearing the neighbours say, " How neat and | 
trim neighbour N  's house always looks ! " But I 
they could not say so long. One thing after another 
changed. Our table was no longer spread with com 
fortable food, or surrounded with cheerful faces 5 but 
there were scanty meals, sour looks, and loud and 
angry words; while, do the best I could, I was not 
able to conceal the tatters of my own and my children's

clothing. My husband is a mechanic; his employment 
is good, and he might have made his family as happy 
as possible, had he not begun the habit of drinking. 
He thought it did him good; I knew it did not, for 
I found him every day more and more unkind. Our 
comforts, one by one, were stripped away, till at last I 
saw myself the wife of a confirmed drunkard.

I well remember, one evening I was sitting by the 
fire, mending my poor boy's tattered jacket. My 
heart was very sad. I had been thinking of the happy

evenings I had spent with my husband before our 
marriages of the few pleasant years that succeeded; 
of the misery that then came; of the misery yet to 
come; and for me there seemed no ray of hope or 
comfort. My husband was a terror to his family, and 
a nuisance to the neighbourhood; my children were 
idle, ragged, and disobedient; myself a heart-broken 
wife and wretched mother. While I thought of all 
this I could no longer retain my composure, but, drop 
ping my work, I leaned my head upon my hand and

Who can describe the joy with which I have welcomed Rolert home and read to him whilst he enjoyed his eoeniwj meal? "
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wept bitterly. My husband had been 
absent all day, and I was now expecting 
him home every minute. It was growing 
late, so I wiped away my tears as well as I 
could, and put the embers together, to make 
my fireside look as inviting as possible. 
fcut I dreaded my husband's return his 
sharp voice and bitter words pained me to 
the heart, and rougher treatment than all this 
I often experienced from him who had once 
been to me all that I could wish.

At length the door opened, and Eobert 
entered. I saw by his flushed countenance 
and angry expression that I had better 
remain silent; so with a sinking heart, I 
placed a chair for him by the fire, and con 
tinued my work without speaking.

Robert broke silence, and in a sharp tone 
said, " What on earth do you sit there for, 
at work on that dirty rag? Why don't you 
give me something to eat? " and snatching 
the work roughly from my hands, he threw 
it into the fire. I sprang forward to rescue 
my poor child's garment, and so quick were 
my movements, that I saved it from much 
injury. But while I was shaking the ashes 
from it, my husband again snatched it from 
my hands, and with a terrible oath, defying 
me to touch it, once more threw it into the 
fire. I was afraid to attempt to save it; so 
I turned away, with bitter feelings to see 
my labour all lost, and my destitute child 
made still more des 
titute by its father's 
hand. But, as pa 
tiently and kindly as 
I could, I set before 
Robert the supper I 
had prepared for him. 
It did .not look very 
inviting, to be sure; 
but I could offer no 
thing more. He swore 
he would not taste a 
particle. I now re 
proached him for not 
having provided any 
thing better for my 
self and children. But 
this was no time for 
reproach. Robert's 
an/;(}r rose to the 
higiiest pitch. He 
dashed the cup and 
plate I had placed 
for him to the floor, 
and seizing me 
roughly by the arm, 
he opened the door,

work. I could not earn much, for my 
health was feeble, but by depriving myself 
of several meals, I saved enough to mend 
my poor neighbour's window.

But Robert longed to regain his liberty. 
He resolved that he would do better, and 
upon promising orderly conduct, was per 
mitted to return to his family. Badly as he 
had treated me, I was glad to see him back 
again. He looked humble, and spoke to me 
kindly. He kissed the younger children, 
too, and for a while every thing went on 
smoothly. To me it seemed like the dawning 
of better days, and when Robert one evening 
brought home some new shoes for our eldest 
boy, and a new gown for my little Jane, I 
actually wept for joy, and Jane said, her 
" wicked father had come back very good,

But these bright days were not to last. 
Darker ones came, darker than I had ever 
known before, or perhaps they seemed 
darker, from the transient sunshine that had 
gleamed upon us. I again heard my chil 
dren crying for food, when I had no food to 
give them. I was again often turned from 
my dwelling, or, if I offered any resistance, 
was forced to receive harsh words and cruel 
blows. But it is in vain to tell all I 
suffered. Many have gone through the 
same fiery trial, and will feel that a recital 
of my woes is but a recital of their own. 

There was one privilege, the want

"Hav'nt you a cloak of your own? " said
he.

"No," I replied, "I have been without one 
a long time."

Robert said no more, but when I came 
back with the cloak, and said to him," Will 
you go with me? " he said, in a tone which 
seemed as if he were trying to suppress 
kinder feelings, " Go along, Mary, and don't 
be always fretting about me." I was grieved, 
but said nothing, and proceeded to the 
meeting alone, praying that Robert might

and forcing me from the dwelling, bid m 
enter again, if I dared. The night wa 
cold and windy. I was thinly dressed, an 
even ill. But I forbore to take refuge unde 
a neighbour's roof. My heart was too sa 
and desolate to admit of human consolation 
At this sorrowful moment I remembere 
that

" Earth hath no sorrow that heaven cannot heal;

so, falling almost unconsciously upon m 
knees, I prayed that God would comfort m; 
stricken heart; that my sins might b 
pardoned; that I might be enabled to repos 
all my griefs in the bosom of that graciou 
One who has kindly promised to give the 
heavy-laden rest. I then prayed for m; 
miserable husband, that God would havi 
mercy upon him, and deliver him from hii 
dreadful delusion before it was too late 
I prayed, too, for my poor children, with 
all the fervour of a mother's soul. This 
was the first prayer I had offered for years 
for I had been an impenitent woman. Hac 
I prayed sooner, I might have saved mysel 
much sorrow and distress. But as it was 
I arose from my knees with feelings far less 
hopeless and bitter. I then crept back to 
the house, and on looking in at the window, 
I found that Robert had fallen asleep; so 
opened the door quietly, without disturbing 
his heavy slumbers, and laid myself down 
to rest.

The events of this evening were no un 
common events to me. Each succeeding 
day brought the same rough treatment, the 
same wretchedness and want. Robert grew 
worse and worse. He not only destroyed 
all our peace, but brought noise and discord 
into the whole neighbourhood, till at last, 
for the sake of quiet, he was taken to the 
House of Correction. I never can forget 
that dreadful night when he was carried 
away. He came home shockingly intoxi 
cated. The little children crept into the 
farthest corner of the house to shield them 
selves from his fury. He threatened every 
thing with destruction. I was in danger of 
my life, and ran for safety into the nearest 
house, where a poor widow lived. Robert 
followed we fastened the door he swore 
he would set fire to the building, and burn 
it over our heads. But some one passing 
by heard the uproar,*and went for the po 
licemen. Several of them came, just as my 
infatuated husband was pelting the window 
with stones. They took him away by force, 
while he was uttering the most shocking 
oaths. I sat down and wept with shame 
and vexation. My little Jane put her arm 
round my neck, and said, "Don't cry, 
mother, he has gone father has gone, and I 
hope he will neyer come back he is so 
cross, and beats us so." I hardly knew 
what to say in answer to my little girl, but 
I felt that it was a dreadful thing to have 
my children speak so of him whom I would 
gladly have taught them to love and honour. 

I determined, now my husband was 
away, to support my family by my own

which I at this time felt deeply. The villag 
church was within sight of our door. I use 
to hear the bell ring, and see the children o 
the neighbourhood go by, neatly dressed, t 
the Sabbath-school; but I had no gown, no 
bonnet, nor shawl fit to wear, and my chil 
dren were still more destitute than mysel] 
So we were obliged to spend the Sabbath in 
sadness at home, while Robert, if the daj 
was fine, would profane it by going on th< 
water to fish, or would linger with his coin 
panions round the door of the gin-shop.

Our clergyman was one -of those who 
thought it his duty to " reason on temper 
ance," as well as "righteousness," anc 
" judgment to come;" and through his 
example, and the exertions of other gooc 
men, a reform had commenced, which gave 
great encouragement to the friends of human 
happiness and virtue. Temperance meetings 
were held once a month, and in spite of 
much opposition, and many prophecies to 
the contrary, the cause went on.

I heard much said about these meetings, 
and resolved to attend the next; so, when 
the evening came, I borrowed a cloak and 
bonnet of one of the neighbours, and hastened 
to the schoolroom. The prayers I heard 
did my wounded spirit good, and the plain, 
impressive language of the clergyman spoke 
to my very heart. - I resolved to persuade 
my husband, if possible, to go with me when 
there should be another meeting.

Rp%ert still drank hard, when one day 
the clergyman called, as he was visiting 
he people of his parish. I was very glad 
;o see him, and told him all my griefs freely. 
He gave me what consolation he could, and 
informed me that there was another tem- 
aerance meeting that evening, which he 
loped I would attend; "and," added he, 
1 bring your husband along with you, if you 
:an persuade him to come."

When Robert came home to supper, I was 
surprised and delighted to find him sober; 
so I told him of the clergyman's visit, and 
he meeting in the evening. He seemed 

pleased that the clergyman had called, and 
jven asked me how things looked about the 
 oom, " for," said he, " we don't look quite 
:o stylish here as we once did, Mary."

" No, Robert," said I, with a sigh, as 1 
urveyed the wretched apartment; "but i; 
rou would attend the temperance-meeting, 
ind hear what the speakers say about 
aving money, I think it would soon look 

much better here, and the boys might have 
letter jackets, and I might have a better 
;own. Oh, Robert"  

I would have said more, but my eyes 
lied with tears, and I could not. Robert 
.ung down his head, and looked ashamed. 
Ie knew he had spent, for drink, money 
nough to feed and clothe his family well, 
thought he had half a mind to tell me he 
ould go with me. When I had cleared 

way the supper, and sent the children to 
ed, I put on my bonnet, and said, " I will 
ust step into neighbour Warren's and borrow 
fancy's cloak."

think better of it, and come. The services 
were even more interesting than they had 
been at the preceding meeting. The clergy 
man said everything to convince, and I 
felt a distressing anxiety, that I could not 
control, to have my husband hear all that 
was said. Judge, then, of my surprise and 
pleasure, when, a short time after I had re 
turned home, Robert entered, and said, 
" Guess where I have been, Mary." 

" Not to the meeting, Robert." 
" Yes, Mary, to the meeting. I took up my 

hat after you had gone, thinking that I 
would go down to the shop; for I felt uneasy, 
and wanted something to suppress my dis 
agreeable thoughts. But as I passed by 
the schoolroom it was so well lighted up, 
and the bell was ringing, and the people 
going'in, I thought perhaps I had better go in 
too; and I am glad I did. Wife, I do believe 
the speakers were right. I know that hard 
drinking has been the ruin of myself and 
family, and while the clergyman was speak 
ing, I thought I would try to break away 
from my bad habits."

" O, Robert, will you try ? " I exclaimed, 
while my heart beat with pleasure to hear 
him thus speak.

" 'Tis hard work, Mary, harder than you 
think of."

" I know it is hard, my dear husband; 
but only think of the happiness it would 
bring to us all of the ruin from which it 
will save our dear children the agony from 
which it will save your poor wife. O, 
Robert, if you have one spark of love re 
maining in your bosom for us " 

I could not go on; but leaning upon my 
husband's shoulder, I sobbed aloud.

Robert seemed affected, and said, in a 
doubtful tone, " Perhaps I might leave it 
off by degrees"

"O no, Robert, no," I answered, "that 
will never do. Don't you remember what 
the clergyman said, ' Leave it off AT ONCE ? ' 
You will never do it by degrees."

Robert looked steadily into the fire, and 
did not say one word more. When not 
under the influence of strong drink, he was 
a man of good sense, and I thought it 
better to leave him to his own reflections. 
I know not what passed through his mind. 
The kinder and better feelings of other days 
seemed to be awakened from their slumber, 
or rather, He from whom " all just thoughts 
and holy desires proceed," was influencing 
tiis determination. As for myself, I longed 
in secret to pour out my soul to God. So 
I went into the bedroom, where my poor 
children were fast asleep; and after seeing 
that they were well covered up, I kissed 
ach one of them, and knelt down by their 

side to offer up my prayer. I prayed as I 
lad never done before." I seemed, through 
my Redeemer, to gain a nearer and bolder 
access to the throne of grace. My heart 
was filled with deep graiitude, penitence, 
ramility and joy; and from that hour I 
lave dared to hope myself a child of God. 

that blessed, blessed night. It caused 
oy among the angels in heaven, over the 
econciliation of one soul to God over the 
lesire of another soul to return to the path 
f duty. It caused joy on earth, in our 
>oor, humble dwelling joy in the bosom 
f a long-afflicted wife joy that her own 
oul was trusting in Christ joy that her 
lusband was turning from his wretched 
ay into a happier and better path. 
The next day, before Robert went out, I en- 

ouraged him all I could to persevere. I 
rought to his remembrance as much of the 
cture as I could, so that it might be fresh in 
is mind. He left me in good spirits, and 
romised to see me again at night a sober 
nan. But O, what an anxious day it was 
or me! I dreaded, and yet longed for 
vening to come, and my heart beat as I 
card his footstep at the door. But he had 
ept his word he had not tasted a drop of 
rink during the day. He had seen, too, the 
.ergyman and several members of the Tern- 
erance Society. In consequence of the 
.eeting on the last evening, many new 
ames were added to the temperance list, 
nd they had promised, in case of entire 
sstinence till the next meeting, to receive 
is. I could scarcely believe my senses
 hen I heard my husband speak thus, and 
ic prospect of his becoming a sober man 
eemed too delightful to be ever realized, 
or a time, I rejoiced with trembling; but 
hen, day after day, I saw him return
 derly and quiet, my courage revived, and
felt that he would persevere.
At length the evening came round for

le next meeting, and my husband and
nyself went, O, so happy! and put our
ames to the pledge. What a different
rospect did our home now present. I could
ot keep my countenance for joy, when the
eighbours came in to congratulate me on
he change. I could now dress my children
eat and comfortable, and send them to the
abbath school. I went myself with my
usband constantly to church, and on
aking known my wish to our clergyman,

publicly professed my faith in the Saviour 
of sinners. Thus happily did the winter 
and summer pass away. One day in autumn, 
my husband was in front of the house, when 
the clergyman passing by, called out plea 
santly, " I am glad, Robert, to see your 
house repaired and looking so well."

" Thank you sir; why, it does look some 
what better." As the clergyman was about 
to pass on, Robert added, " Mr. G., I have 
not had a drop of drink for one year, come
next Monday, So you see the effect upon 
my house. I used to work hard before, 
but spent all I earned in drink. Many a 
time I have been at my work on a Sunday, 
and earned four shillings or more in the 
course of the day, and taken the money, and 
then laid out the whole in drink. Now I 
can clothe my family well, and have some 
thing to lay out upon my house. Last 
summer, my boy and I saved twelve pounds 
besides supporting the family."

TWELVE POUNDS saved! But who can 
tell the value ot the happy days and nights 
of this year; who can describe the joy with 
which I have welcomed Robert home, and 
read to him whilst he enjoyed his evening 
meal? Who can tell the worth of a kind, 
sober, industrious husband and father, com 
pared with a cross, cruel, and drunken one? 
Ask the children ; what would be their 
answer? Ask their grandmother, who is 
now a happy inmate of our home what 
would she say?

I have been induced to give this history 
of my husband's reform, in order, if possible 
to persuade others, by God's blessing an 
help, to follow his example; to show them 
how quiet and plenty were mercifully re 
stored to a wretched dwelling, virtue am 
respectability to a ruined family, and th 
poor man's house repaired.

A clergyman, well acquainted with th 
writer of the above, and the circiimstance 
detailed, testifies that the case is " literally 
and faithfully described." We may add 
that not a few cases of a similar character 
have come under our own immediate notice 
We could give the names and addresses o: 
Working Men both in town and country 
who were once in as hopeless a state af 
poor Robert; but who are now respectable 
members of society, and freeholders, pos 
sessing votes for both boroughs and coun 
ties. One pleasing instance we could narrate 
of a reclaimed one, who for years occupied 
a miserable garret in one of the poorest dis 
tricts of London, who, through God's bless 
ing upon his temperance and piety, has 
recently been enabled to settle £100 a year 
for life, upon his once injured but now 
happy wife !

Let our Temperance friends follow the 
example of the indefatigable clergyman, 
referred to in the above narrative let them 
seek out the poor drunkards in the spirit of 
our Divine Master, who "went about doing 

" ;" and thousands more of poor men's 
houses will soon be repaired.

fact. A polite reply immediately came to 
hand, from which the following is an ex 
tract : 

"I do not know who W   is, but I 
expect he is a railway mechanic, of whom 
there are about eight hundred employed in 
this parish. His note is substantially cor 
rect, except that instead of saying, ' it would 
be the best penny ever they spent,' I said, 
' the British Workman was only a penny a 
month, and that if they would become sub 
scribers, I believed that at the end of twelve 
months, in many a home it would prove, 
through God's blessing, a shilling well laid 
out.'

" I can have no objection to your publish 
ing his letter. I little thought when I was 
preaching that the report would reach 
you!"

SPEAK KINDLY.
SPEAK kindly to thy fellow man,

Who droops from weight of woe! 
He sinks beneath deep sorrow's ban

With cares thou canst not know: 
Oh! kindly speak, for deadly grief

Is gnawing at his heart; 
It may be thine to give relief

And act a brother's part!

Perchance, from thee, a single word,
Spoken in accents kind, 

May a sweet transient joy afford
To his o'ercharged mind; . 

And though his careworn heart is fill'd
With heaviness and gloom, 

It may cause peace and hope to gild
His passage to the tomb!

Turn not the wanderer away,
E'en though the weight of sin 

Hath quench'd his spirit's heavenly ray,
And darken'dall within! 

Oh! chide him not nor coldly spurn
His now repentant tears; 

For from that one good spark may burn
A flame in after years!

Yes! kindly speak and bid his soul
From its dejection rise, 

Push back the waves which round him rol'.
And point him to the skies. 

Stay not to ask his grade, nor how
He into evil ran,  

It is enough for thee to know 
, He is thy fellow man.

TWENTY-EIGHT SUGGESTIONS.
WE feel ourselves under deep obligation 
to the numerous friends who are rendering 
us most important help, by enclosing .in 
their letters, copies of the " TWENTY-EIGHT 
Suggestions for increasing the Circulation of 
the British Wor&man." We feel assured 
that if more of our readers would lend a 
helping hand, our circulation might soon be 
materially increased. A supply of the 
" Suggestions" may be had, post free, on 
application to the Editor, 3, Cambridge 
Terrace, Barnsbury Park, London. (N.)

A HINT TO MY BROTHER 
SHOEMAKERS,

THE UPRIGHT BENCH.

HAVING seen an account of the Shoemakers' 
Upright Bench in No. 16 of the British 
Workman, and having been often obliged 
to desist from work on account of a pain in 
my chest, which I believed was produced 
ay our usual sitting posture, I resolved to 
construct an upright bench (as described 
n Mr. Sparkes Hall's pamphlet, which I 

afterwards procured) to prove whether or 
not it would prevent a recurrence of the 
malady with which I was so often afflicted.

I have now used it steadily for about 
iwelve months without a single return of 
)ain in my chest, and with my general 
lealth improved.

The construction is simple and inex 
pensive, and a fuw days will render the work- 
nan as expert with it as with the old seat.

have used it for closing and for every 
find of shoemakai s work, and find that I 
an do more with less fatigue, and consi- 
lerably more cleanliness both to myself and 
uy work.

I would recommend in addition, the use 
during the lighter kinds of work, of a high 
tool, as it still maintains the body in an

HELP FROM THS PULPIT.
A FEW months ago we received a letter 
from a working man at Ashford in Kent, in 
which he wrote: 
" SIR, The Rev. J. P. Alcock, on Sunday 
evening, the 20th of September, in the parish 
church at Ashford, with a congregation of 
1500 persons, strongly recommended every 
one present to take and read the British 
Workman, and said if they did he would 
promise that they could not read it without 
profit, and that it would be the best penny 
ever they spent."

the Rev. J. P. Alcock, M.A., Rural Dean 
and Vicar of Ashford, asking if the above 
statement was correct, and if so, whether 
he had any objection to our publishing the

upright posture at the same time that it re 
lieve! the weariness arising from continued 
standing; also the workshop should have 
the light introduced, through the roof, as 
the light is thrown upon the work, and a 
better ventilation secured.

I am of opinion that every workman who 
gives the upright bench an unprejudiced 
trial, will speak as highly of it as I do.

There are now in this country a good 
number of these benches in operation since 
I introduced it, but most of the workshops 
are constructed more for economy than for 
comfort to the workman. A little trouble 
and expense would, I have no doubt, give 
this inimitable invention the credit it so
richly deserves. FRANCIS SMTTH,

Thomroan, Aberdeenshire. ShoemaJcef.
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A PAGE FOR THE DAUGHTERS OF WORKING MEN.

THE WIDOW GREEN AND HER 
THREE NIECES.

CHAPTER IV. 

WHO DOES THE THINKING?

" I HAVE been thinking," said the Widow 
Green, the next time Harriet came home to 
spend the evening with her, " that as little 
Janey is now going out, we had better have 
a quiet talk together; for though I hope 
and trust I have got a good situation for 
Jane, yet the place is not everything, nor 
the people either. There are two parties 
to every bargain; and what you are your 
selves, what you do, and what you think, 
will always be of more consequence to you 
than the place you live in.

"I have been thinking, too, of a dear 
good mistress I once had myself. She was 
a sharp tempered woman, and kept us all 
up to our duties; but then, she would talk 
to us sometimes so kindly, and so much as 
if we were friends and companions, that her 
words had double weight and value. In 
deed, she put me up to many things that 
would most likely never have entered my 
head without her help. One of these was 
the use of thinking, upon which she was 
very strong. Now, I hope you won't go 
out into the world with the notion I had 
when a girl, that thinking belongs to the 
gentlefolks, and that all the servants have 
to do is to work. There are many things 
the gentlefolks have, that we cannot get if 
we would, and perhaps they would neither 
become us, nor be good for us if we had 
them. But we can think; and I can tell you 
from experience, that thinking is one of the 
greatest pleasures in the world, when we

are able to look up to God and ask Him t( 
bless our thoughts. I don't mean alway 
thinking about religion it is very neces 
sary, and a great privilege to do that, how 
ever, and wherever we can; but I mean 
chiefly thinking about what we are doing 
what we have done, and what we shall do 
and yet thinking of all these things in sue! 
a way as that we need not be afraid of Goc 
knowing our thoughts.

" This good mistress of mine, Mrs. Bus- 
sell, used to say, 'it is just the thinking that 
makes all the difference between us and the 
brutes; and why should a servant be more 
like a brute than her master or mistress? 
Learning, perhaps, she cannot have, like 
them; but she can think and if she goes 
about all day putting her thoughts into 
whatever she may be doing, why, she is 
making as good a use of her mind, accord 
ing to her calling, as the great folks gene 
rally make of theirs.'

"I must say, however, that amongst 
the fellow servants I have lived with, 
I have found a sad want of this use 
ful habit of thinking. I suppose they 
did think about something; but as for their 
daily work, most of them went about it as 
the horses do tramp, tramp up stairs and 
down; the same one day as another; 
never noticing when the sun shone, that 
blinds wanted letting down; nor when the 
rain came in, that the windows must be shut 
 and so they got many a scolding, which a 
little thinking would have spared them. 
Yes, I have known cooks who have never 
thought when meat would be spoiling in the 
safe, or gravy turning bad; dairy-maids 
that never thought the milk would not keep 
when the weather turned hot and close; 
and housemaids, who, when the mistress 
walked out, never thought of looking after 
the parlour fire. So the meat came to table 
in a state not fit to eat, and there was no 
gravy for the hash; the milk was sour in 
the tea; and when the mistress came home 
from her walk, bringing a friend in with her, 
the parlour fire was out, and had to be 
lighted again.

" But while I talk about thinking, I hope 
you do not suppose I mean hard thinking. 
I dare say there is such a thing as thinking 
that hurts people's heads such, perhaps, 
as thinking how to make a railway, or how 
to get theengines to go right. The kind of 
thinking I mean is as easy as it is for the 
sun to shine. It would come quite natur

ally and pleasantly if we would give it a 
little encouragement; and it would increase 
every day, and improve upon our hands; so 
that one thought would bring another, and 
help another^ until our minds would be as 
full of thoughts as a well planted garden 
of fruits and flowers.

"There is, besides this, another good 
thing belonging to thinking it takes no 
time. While the hands are busy, the 
thoughts can be busy too. It takes no 
room either, or none to speak of ; for 
thoughts come and go like lightning, so 
that we can think of a multitude of things, 
if not quite at once, yet so quickly, that one 
thought does not disturb another."

"I don't think, aunt," said Harriet, "that 
I shall ever get that clever way of thinking 
and working. If I work, I work; and if I 
think, I stop working."

"You have learned to read;" replied 
her aunt, " and that will shew you what I 
mean. You have learned to read so fast 
now, that if you have but a nice book, you 
:an think almost entirely about what the 

book tells you."
" To be sure I can do that!" said Harriet, 

.ooking as if she thought it the easiest thing 
in the world.
 " Well," said her aunt, " It is not so many 

years ago that you had every little word to 
spell, nay, every letter to learn. At that 
time you thought little about what was in 
the book, you were so closely occupied with 
the letters, and the spelling of the words. 
Now you have got over those entirely; and 
yet your eye takes in every word and letter 
just the same. It is so with much of your 
daily work. The mere doing of it I mean 
the handling of a broom, or the scouring of 
a floor, does not require that your thoughts 
should go with the broom, as it moves; 
nor with your hand, backwards and 
forwards, as you scrub the floor; so you 
can then be thinking what you will do next, 
whether the fire will want mending, the 
water-can filling, and a thousand things 
belonging to your work, but not actually 
in the very work you are just then doing. 

" My mistress used to say,' that our minds 
were like the pantry with its shelves, one 
above another. We could keep the most 
important thoughts upon the broadest and 
best shelf; the thoughts we wanted most 
often upon the handiest shelf; and the 
thoughts of least consequence upon the top 
shelf or the bottom. Heaping them alto 
gether,' she said,' was like taking everything 
off the pantry shelves, and setting them in 
any way upon a table.'

"It strikes me that the greatest fault 
most servants have in this way is, that they 
busy themselves about one thing, working, 
perhaps, very hard at that, and so do not 
think of any other. I knew a cook who 
never could think about the kitchen fire, 
except when the meat was ready to be put 
down to roast. And yet what a number 
of things a really good cook must think 
about, almost at once all the different 
kinds of meat and vegetables to be served 
up at the same time; all the sauces; all the 
flavourings; and then all the plates and 
dishes to be kept hot. I am sure I have 
been astonished at some cooks I have seen; 
and the more so, because I knew it was all 
done by thinking. Besides which, they 
were not a bit the less happy for it. In 
deed they seemed to me really to enjoy 
getting all these things up in the best style, 
after they had employed themselves in 
thinking. But in some cases I have seen 
where there was cooking without thinking, 
nothing could be more miserable. All 
were cross together. All was shouting, 
confusion, spilling, messing, and dirt; and 
out of all this, was sure to come quarrelling. 

"With regard to thinking, then, never 
mind if your fellow servants don't think. 
One good head in a kitchen may do won 
ders. Your thinking will always help 
them; and as I said before, it is no trouble

to think, but rather a great pleasure. M 
mistress used to say, 'It was just as pleasan 
for the thoughts to be at work, as for th 
feet to run. Sit still on one chair all day 
she said, 'and then another day, and anothe 
after that, and your limbs will ache to b 
moving. But sit still in the same way fo 
a whole year, and they will have lost th 
power to move.' It is so with the mind 
thoughts are like young animals that wan 
to be off, running and flying hither anc 
thither; but keep them always shut up in a 
close, dark cage, and they won't be able t 
run or fly either.

" Again, there is another great reason 
why we should employ ourselves in think 
ing. It is, that thinking belongs to the 
soul, not to the body. If we shut ou 
thought, we do something very much like 
closing the windows of the soul. It cannot 
see the light. It cannot get nourishmen 
nor health. The body may grow stout anc 
strong, but the soul pines and withers. Anc 
then, as Mrs. Eussell used to say ' what an 
offering is that to^ make to God, of a poor 
half-starved, dwarfish soul.' Think of that 
sometimes. I am sure my mistress made 
me think of it, until I grew quite fright 
ened lest I should die all body, and so have 
nothing left within me to be taken up to 
heaven."

When the widow had come to this part 
of her discourse, she began to think she had 
said enough for once; and especially as her 
nieces seemed to want to know more ex 
actly what she meant by thinking. Harriet, 
indeed, declared that she did think all day; 
but said it did not seem to help her work 
much.

"Perhaps," said her aunt, "yours is a 
kind of thinking that has nothing at all to 
do with your work. For instance, you may 
be thinking on Monday what kind of bon 
nets you saw at church on Sunday,"

"Tell us," said Jane, "just what you 
really do mean, for as my turn is coming 
next, I should like to begin right at once, 
that I may not get snapped up, nor scolded. 
Oh dear!" and poor Jane heaved a deep 
sigh; for she was one who had a most ter 
rible dread of being scolded or found fault 
with; and, as such people mostly have, a 
constant desire to be praised, coaxed, 
petted, or made much of in any way that 
was likely to increase her comfort.

Her aunt had great fears about her on 
this account, thinking she would be the 
more easily led astray, if she fell into the 
company of those who were kind and flat 
tering to her, and who were not right them 
selves ; so she had gladly accepted the offer 
of a situation for her under a very expe 
rienced and good woman, a friend of her 
own, who lived with an invalid lady. This 
lady now required so much attention, that 
Norton, as the good servant was called, 
wanted some help; and it was agreed that 
she should have a young girl under her, 
to do whatever service might be required. 
As Norton had long known the widow 
Green, and had carefully observed her 
nieces, she fixed upon Jane as being 
amiable and quiet; and, as she thought, 
easily managed. She would have preferred 
Mary, as most people would; but already 
there was a situation in prospect for Mary, 
and a much better one, or rather, one that 
required a better servant than Jane was 
likely to be for some time to come.

So poor little Janey, all fears about her 
new way of life, asked again, what her aunt 
meant by thinking.

"That kind of thinking which I want so 
much to recommend to you," said her aunt, 
" is thinking particularly about your duties 
 about all that you have to do to- day, and 
all that you will be likely to have to do to 
morrow not to do only, but to do with. 
Look at the animals. They have no to 
morrow. Hefre lies a great difference be 
tween them and us. We have not only a 
to-morrow, but an everlasting life to come.

If; as we know, we have to prepare for that, 
we must begin by preparing for to-morrow 
 always to-morrow, as well as to-day. 
There is no life worth anything that ends in 
a day. If ever you come to marry, and 
have children, oh, what a meaning that 
word to-morrow will have! I cannot ex 
pect you to feel its full meaning now; but I 
do earnestly entreat you not to get into the 
habit of doing your work as the poor horses 
and beasts of burden do theirs. That is 
the only really hard work which is done 
without thinking.

" Now, to me it seems that in the work 
of a tolerable sized house, there is endless 
amusement, as well as profit, in thinking. 
First, in the morning, after your prayers, 
then begin to think what you have to do, 
and how you will do it. Think how much 
you can get done before breakfast, and, if 
possible, get more done to-day than you 
did yesterday, so as to be nicely beforehand 
with your work. Go into the rooms you 
have the care of, and look well around you; 
for you must observe as well as think; and 
if you are up in good time, this will be the 
best part of the day for observing as well as 
thinking, because there will be no one of 
the family about to call you off, or to in 
terrupt you. Think, then, whether the 
windows want cleaning, whether a bit of 
carpet wants a stitch, whether a corner 
wants dusting out, whether a chair that is 
jeginning to look worn cannot be ex 
changed with one that is better, whether 
;he blinds work well, or want tightening, or 
whether the curtain fringes would be the 
>etter for being dusted. I do not say at-

A STITCH IN TIME.
A stitch in time, they say, saves nine, 

It does, and something more;
For I have found with grief profound., 

'Twould oft have saved a score.
That little rent perhaps you meant

To mend another day; 
But see, a nail or broken rail,

Has torn the piece away.
And now, no more, neat as before,

That pretty frock will be; 
For though you've tried the place to hid

The patch we all can see.
That stocking too, which now you view 

"With such a lengthened face,
Last week I saw without a flaw, 

Except one small thin place.
A stitch in time, indeed, saves nine.

As you will always find; 
And if you care your work to spare,

You'll bear this truth in mind.
Servants' Magazine.

.empt to do all these things before breakfast, 
rat in this way lay out your work by think- 
ng. As I do not see the rooms, I cannot 
ust now tell you a hundredth part of the 
noughts you might spend upon them, even 
aefore breakfast."

" But," interrupted Harriet, " I am sure 
have no time for thinking before break- 

ast. We never get up till the last minute, 
nd then we all fight for it to get the 
reakfast in as fast as we can, for master 
'oes oiF by train, and a terrible scramble 
re have."
"Ah! that," said the widow Green, "is 

ust how it is. If you would get up an hour 
arlier you might have all your thoughts 
rranged before the bustle begins."
"But I can't get up," said Harriet, " I 

ry, and try, and sometimes the cook has to 
lake me, before she can get me to wake." 
" That also is for want of thinking," said 

er aunt, " I never in my life knew early 
.sing that was all dc ae in the morning." 
" When is it done, then? " said Harriet, 

>oking very much at onished. 
"Why, by thinking the night before, or 

the day before," said her aunt, "by think 
ing, and resolving. Did you ever hear of 
any young girl oversleeping herself when 
she had to be off early in the morning to 
join a wedding party, or a party of plea 
sure?"

"I should think not;" said Harriet, 
with a knowing shake of her head.

" Don't you see, then," observed her aunt, 
" that just because she had thought about 
it the da before, and was in earnest aboutay 

, thit then, the girl could wake in the morning 
without any difficulty whatever. Yes, and 
get up too. And sure I am, that if we 
would think as much about our duties, as we 
do about our pleasures, they would be much 
better done than they are, and would be 
come more pleasant to us besides.

" And more than all, what a nice, quiet, 
still time there is for thinking about God in 
the early morning, and for trying to get the 
heart right with Him if it has been wrong, 
I know nothing like this calm, still time for 
producing peace throughout the day. But 
we will leave this subject now; for we shall 
soon see whether you do think or not, and 
to what purpose."

(To 'be continued.)

THE INQUIRY.
Tell me, ye winged Winds,

That round my pathway roar, 
Do ye not know some spot

Where mortals weep no more? 
Some lone and pleasant dell,

Some valley in the west; 
Where, free from toil and pain,

The weary soul may rest? 
The loud wind dwindled to a whisper low, 
And sighed for pity, as it answered, " No."

Tell me, thou mighty Deep,
Whose billows round me play, 

Know'st thou some favour'd spot,
Some island far away, 

. Where weary man may find
The bliss for which he sighs, 

Where sorrow never lies,
And friendship never dies ? 

The loud waves, roaring in perpetual flow, 
Stopped for a while, and sighed to answer, 

" No."

And thou, serenest Moon,
That with such holy face 

Doth look upon the earth
Asleep to night's embrace; 

Tell me, in all thy round,
Hast thou not seen some spot 

Where miserable man
May find a happier lot? 

Behind a cloud the Moon withdrew in woe; 
And a voice, sweet,but sad, responded, "No."

Tell me, my sacred soul,
Oh, tell me, Hope and Faith, 

Is there no resting-place
From sorrow, sin, and death? 

Is there no happy spot
Where mortals may be blessed, 

Where grigf may find a balm,
And weariness a rest? 

Faith, Hope, and Love, best boons to mortals
given, 

Wav'd their bright wings, and whispered,
" VAC in TToo-ir^-n ! "

MRS. HEMANS.

'" BLESSED is the man that walketh 

not in the counsel of the ungodly, nor 

standeth in the way of sinners, nor 

sitteth in the seat of the scornful."
PSALM i. 1.

NOTICES TO COBBESPONDENTS.
HINTS to parties ordering publications, and to corres 

pondents: 
If our friends, when sending orders to the Pub 

lishers, would attend to the following very simple 
rules, it would save time and trouble, and in some 
cases, no little annoyance, viz. 

1. With the date of your letter give also the 
name in full of your place of residence, the post 
town; and should there happen to be more than 
one town of the same name, then add the county.

2. Let your order be given as explicitly as pos 
sible at the beginning or the end of your letter.

3. Write your signature so that it can be easily 
read by a stranger, and if you expect a reply, give 
your proper personal address, Rev., Mr., Mrs., or 
Miss.

To shew the necesssity of the foregoing, we may 
state that various orders have come to hand_some 
without any name! others without any address! 
The following is a true copy of one just received.

" Please will you send me 8 copies of the British 
Workman monthly, begin now, February, till De 
cember. Please to send them for February as soon 
as you conveniently can, I enclose the stamps, 
7s. 4d."    

Neither name nor address is givenl Our puzzled 
publishers, cannot of course divine who the sender 
is, and whether resident at Land's End or in the 
Shetland Isles they know not 11

Some time ago a lady sent an order, enclosing 
. postage stamps, but she gave no address! A few 
days after a second letter came, with a loud com 
plaint of the inattention on the part of our publishers 
 still no address 1 A third letter indignantly de 
manded the return of the stamps. Strange, but 
true, no address still!! 1

We have several very laughable, yet vexatious 
cases (vexatious, because causing loss of valuable 
time) where parties have written to us, with 
complaints of the inattention of our publishers 
which on being searched into, have proved to be' 
blunders like the foregoing. We are, of course, at 
all times ready to examine into cases of complaints 
where the orders of our friends do not receive due 
attention, but in justice to our publishers we feel 
bound to state that hitherto, nine out of every ten 
of such cases, have been found to be the fault of our 
~-'««»spondent8.
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WHAT BECAME OF NOAH'S CARPENTERS ?

II
It

=9 B

storin? Who can buffet those waves? Who wil 
survive that deluge?

" / keep under my body, and bring it into subjection
lest that by any means, when I have preached to others
I myself should be A CASTAWAY."— 1 Cor. ix. 27

EEV. E. S. COOK, New York

IT was a late hour at night.. The city of New York 
with its many turrets and spires, was sleeping under 
the shadow of those rocky sentinels which have 
guarded the plain since the flood. The waves of the 
ocean fell gently and soothingly on the beach. The 
moon waded through the fleecy autumn clouds, now 
playing with the waters and lighting up the scene 
and then concealing her glory, as if to make its re 
velations more prized. It was a night for pious thoughts 
and conversation.

Two persons were leaving the city and passing 
along the water side to a beautiful valley, where one 
was a resident, and the other a guest. The taller, 
the elder of the two, was actively engaged in a work 
of benevolence, in the blessings of which, the people 
of New York, and the students of   college, mutu 
ally shared. The work was too heavy for him, and 
he had invited his young friend, an impenitent lad, 
of whom we will speak as Henry, to aid him. Together 
they had spent many a weary day in supplying the 
Christian labourers who co-operated with them with 
the choicest means of usefulness, as they crowded the 
depository of truth. Exhausted by their toils, they 
were now returning for a night's repose. Hitherto, 
not a word had been addressed to the obliging lad 
about his soul. The fitting occasion seemed to have 
arrived. A quaint, but fitting manner was chosen.

" Henry," asked the elder of the younger, " do you 
know what became of Noah's carpenters?"

"Noah's carpenters!" exclaimed Henry; "I didn't 
know that Noah had any carpenters."

" Certainly he must have had help in building one of 
the largest and best-proportioned ships ever put upon 
the stocks. There must have been many ship-carpen 
ters at work for a long time, to have constructed such 
a vessel in such an age. What became of them, think 
you, when all the fountains of the great deep were 
broken up, and the windows of heaven were opened?" 

"What do you mean by such a queer question?" 
Henry replied.

"No matter what, just now. Please answer the 
inquiry. And you may also tell me, if you will, what 
you would have done in that dreadful hour, when the 
storm came in its fury, and all but the family of the 
preacher of righteousness were ready to be engulfed in 
those black waters ? "

"I don't know," said Henry, in a half-thoughtful, 
half-trifling manner; "perhaps I should have got on 
the rudder?"

" This is human nature exactly, Henry. It would 
'climb up some other way,' rather than enter 
the fold by the only door. It would ' get on 
the rudder,' in its pride and short-sighted 
ness, rather than go into the ark of safety. It 
would ' save itself,' by hanging on at the 
hazard of being swept into the gulf of de 
spair, instead of being saved by the provision 
of infinite love.

"But I'll tell you plainly what I mean, 
Henry, by Noah's carpenters. You have 
kindly and generously given me your aid, 
day after day, in building an ark in New 
York, by which many, I trust, will be saved. 
I feel grateful for your help. But I greatly 
fear that while others will be rejoicing in the 
fruit of our labours, you will be swept away 
in the storm of wrath which will by and by 
beat on the heads of those who enter not the 
ark of Jesus Christ. No human device will 
avail for you. ' Getting on the rudder,' will 
not answer; you must be in Christ, or you 
are lost. Remember Noah's carpenters, and 
flee to the ark without delay."

We reached the house and parted. The 
winter came. The lad was placed at a 
boarding school in   . He visited home 
dating the winter vacation, and presented 
himself to the church for admission to its 
communion. He then stated that the conver 
sation detailed above, had never passed from 
his memory. It led him to serious reflections, 
and ultimately, we trust, to the ark of safety. 
He is now entering a career of wide-spread 
public usefulness. He will never forget 
Noah's carpenters.

Though Noah's carpenters were all drowned, 
there are a great many of the same stock now 
alive; of those who contribute to promote the 
spiritual good of others, and aid in the up 
building of the Eedp,emer's kingdom, but per 
sonally neglect the great salvation.

Sabbath-schooJ children, who gather in the 
poor, or contribute their money to send tracts 
and books to fhe destitute, or to aid the work 
of missions, and yet remain unconverted, are 
like Noah's carpenters.

Teachers in Bible-classes and Sabbath- 
who point their pupils to the Lamb

of God, but do not lead the way, are like guide- 
posts that tell the road, but are not travellers on it 
or like Noah's carpenters, who built an ark, and were 
overwhelmed in the waters that bore it aloft in safetv 

Careless parents, who instruct their children an< 
servants, as every parent should, in the great doctrines 
of the gospel, yet fail to illustrate these doctrines ?n 
their lives, and seek not a personal interest in the 
blood of Christ, are like Noah's carpenters, and must 
expect their doom.

Printers, sewers, folders, and binders, engaged in 
making Bibles and religious books; booksellers and 
publishers of religious newspapers, who are doing 
much to increase the knowledge of the gospel and to 
save souls, but so many of whom who are careless 
about their own salvation, will have the mortification 
of knowing that, while their toils have been instru 
mental of spiritual good to thousands, they were only 
like the pack-mules that carried a load to market 
without tasting it, or like Noah's carpenters, who built 
a ship in which they never sailed.

Wealthy and liberal, but unconverted" men, who 
help to build churches, and sustain the institutions of 
the gospel, but who " will not come unto Christ that 
they may have life," are hewing the timbers and 
driving the nails of the ark which they are too proud 
or too careless to enter. Perhaps they think they will 
be safe on the " rudder;" but they may find, too late, 
that when they wo*ild ride they must swim that when 
they would float they must sink, with all their good 
deeds, unmixed with faith, as a millstone about their 
necks.

Moralists who attend church and support the min 
istry, but who do not receive into their hearts the 
gospel they thus sustain, are like Noah's carpenters.

Perhaps'< he Christian reader will be encouraged by 
this narrat re to speak a word in season to some of 
these ark- builders. Their kindness should be ac 
knowledged. " These things ought they to have done." 
The danger is, that the great thing will be left undone. 
Eun, speak to that young man. Tell him that the 
storm of wrath will come. Tell him that *' getting on 
the rudder" of the ark, and all other human devices 
for salvation, are vain refuges of lies. Tell him that 
the ark is open, that it is safe, that it waits for him. 
The dove and the olive-branch are in the ark. The 
bow of mercy spans the heavens above it. Peace, and 
iope, and salvation are there. But, if scorned or neg 
lected, when once the door is shut, they only that are 
n the ark will " remain alive." Who can abide that

THE GOSPEL ». GUNPOWDER.
THERE is perhaps, no part of the world which at the 
present moment presents such a pleasing spectacle oJ 
the power of the gospel as New Zealand. The Mis 
sionaries of the cross, have, by God's blessing on their 
self-denying labours, been the means of transforming 
the moral aspect of that stronghold of cannibalism.

Sometime ago, the Eev. T. S. Grace, one of the 
valued labourers of the Church Missionary Society, 
when about to land at pgkawa, Taupo, was honoured 
with as hearty a welcome as ever Queen Victoria received 
from her loyal subjects. Mr. Grace writes : " They 
struck up a song which, unknown to us, they had 
prepared for the occasion. While this was singing, 
the canoes moved on in a stately manner to the land, 
until the notes of their song were lost in the shouts of 
welcome which reached from the shore. We landed; 
and after our little European company had bent their 
knees at the water's brink to return thanks to God, we 
all assembled for native morning service and special
prayer."

Mr. Grace gives a remarkable testimony to the
honesty of the New Zealanders, he says . " Before I
bid farewell to our journey, I must pay a tribute to the
honesty of the natives. During all the time they were
with us, though temptations were strong, though many
packages had to be opened on the way, though not
more than a
couple of cases
had locks on,
though our
baggage was
scattered on
the different
parts of the
road for
twenty or
more miles at
a time, ye*
we never
missed a single
article. One
or two matters
were lost in
the river, but
that was acci 
dental. And
at this mo 
ment, my two
stores on and
near the coast,
are in the
hands of
strange na 
tives, and 
could both,one 
especially, be 
entered by any 
one. In mak-
ng provision
'or a station, I
onfesstohave 

made one mis-
ake, and that
s in procuringocks." 

From New
lealandletthe 

mind turn to
jndia. There, 
juns and gun-
owder have
een given to

the natives rather tnan the gospel. The fearful resuh 
has been told in deeds of infamy and bloodshed. Oh, 
that whilst England mourns over the past, she may 
now be faithful to her solemn trust, and give to the 
teeming millions of India that GOSPEL which pro 
claims " Glory to GOD in the highest, and on earth 
peace, good-will towards men."

HINTS FROM HELPERS. No. A.
A CORRESPONDENT writes from Liverpool:  

" I have obtained eight new subscribers amongst th»
men and ap 
prentices in 
the manufac 
tory wherein I 
am employed. 
I have also 
put in opera 
tion a sug 
gestion which, 
if adopted by 
the readers 
generally of 
the ' British 
Workman,' 
will increase 
the circulation 
to a great ex 
tent, viz., to 
present copies 
to LODGING- 
HOUSE KEEP   
ERS for the 
use of their 
lodgers."

A CRY FROM THE CABMEN.
ONE of the London cab proprietors has pasted the following printed notico 
in all his cabs: 

The Cabmen of London appeal to the Christian and benevolent 
British public, to emancipate them from SABBATH SLAVERY, by 
not requiring their services on the Sunday.

It is a melancholy fact that there are about twelve thousand poor cabmen 
and omnibus men in London, who have " no Sabbath! " Cannot something 
be done for these Sabbath-less ones? Eeader! do your part, by never em 
ploying them on the Sabbath, except in cases of real necessity.

It deserves to be made more generally known that cabs numbered 
10,000 and upwards are Sabbath-keeping cabs, they having only soe-day 
licenses. Cabs numbered under 10,000 have seven-day licenses.

- With 400 
engravings. A 
complete Edi 
tion of the 
British. Work 
man may now 
be had, bound 
in plain cloth, 
price 4s. Qd. 
Crimson cloth 
and gilt edges, 
price 6s. The 
three Yearly 
Parts may also 
be had sepa-

covers, price 
Eighteenpence

THE LANDING OF THE BET. T. S. GRACE AT PUKAWA, TAUPO, NEW ZEALAND.


