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Here, Master, let me have threepen'orth of those cherries, will you ? ?2



''410 THE BRITISH WORKMAN. July 1st, 1863.

BY JOHN WILLIAM KIRTON.

IT was about 3 o'clock on a scorching hot Saturday 
afternoon in July, when John Lewis the carpenter laid 
down his hammer, and putting his hand in his pocket 
drew out a few coppers, " Just the price of a pint," as 
he said flo himself, and resolved thereupon to step across 
to the " Golden Eagle," and have somg ale to allay his 
thirst. Just as he opened the door which led to the 
"Bar," what should he see on the polished counter, hut 
a plate of beautiful ripe cherries, the sight of which 
made John's mouth water so freely that ere he knew ex 
actly what he was doing his hand was stretched out to 
take a few, when the shrill voice of the landlady from 
behind called out,

" You touch them if you dare, sir ! " 
John was startled, but before he could reply, the 

landlady added,
" The idea of your taking such a liberty, I should 

like to know what you are thinking about ? "
" Well missus, I was only going to take one or two to 

wet my whistle."
" You had better not try it on," she said with warmth. 
"Why, you won't mind my having a few, will you ? 

I am so thirsty and they look quite tempting," said Jo in, 
thinking she was joking.

" No sir, not one, I have just bought them as a treat 
for my children ; they are a peculiar sort and very x- 
pensive."

" Well, just let me try one."
"No," she-answered, with determination in every look,

"not one, if you want any, ' buy your own cherries !' "
: " Well," replied John, " I was going to have a pint f

your best (?), but I think I'll take your advice, and go
, and buy some cherries instead," and turning round, he
; walked out of the shop.
' The landlady saw in a moment that she had committed 
1' a mistake, and called loudly for John to come back, but 
j this only made him quicken his steps and get away as 
! fast as possible.

"Well, I've clone it," she said, as taking up her plate 
of cherries she passed into the bar parlour; "what a 
stupid I was not to let him have one or two, he is too 
good a customer to lose. I must look out, however, 
when he comes to pay his score and coax him ; he must 
be won over again if possible." And with such reflec 
tions she tried to calm down her disturbed feelings.

Meantime John hastened, down the street, looking out
for the shop where fruit was displayed, and as soon as
he caught sight of the things he wanted, he called out, 

"Here master, let me have threepen'orth of those
cherries, will you ? "

"Yes sir," said the man, and quickly placed in his 
hands a small bag containing the cherries, which when 
John received he returned again to the workshop. All 
this had taken place in a few minutes, and the events 
had croAvded so quickly one upon the other, that when 
he laid the bag of cherries on the bench and put one in 
his mouth, its sweetness aroused vividly within him the 
treatment of the landlady even with additional force, and 
her words seemed so to " stick in his throat," that as he 
.swallowed the juicy fruit, each seemed to give birth to 
the landlady's words, " Buy your own cherries."

" Yes," said John, " and this is the way you serve a 
fellow is it, after spending many a pound with you ? 
and now to begrudge even a paltry cherry : " and stri'^ng 
his hammer on the nail as he muttered the words its 
echo seemed to answer him back again, "Buy your own 
cherries." i

All the rest of that afternoon the words haunted him, 
and do what he would even the saw and the plane echoed 
the same advice, and at times he appeared to grow des 
perate, and from his lips would rush the words, " Buy 
your own cherries." "Ah, yes," said he, his wounded 
conscience galling him, "I have bought them too long 
for her and her children ; I will take care of number 
one for the future, and soon can have not only cherries, 
but many other sweet things beside."

At length the bell rang for leaving work, and John 
walked to the counting-house and received his wages, 
which amounted generally to about thirty shillings; for 
although he was in the habit of paying frequent visits to 
the public-house, yet he was not by any means what the 
people would call a drunkard ; indeed, he would have 
felt insulted if anyone had dared to apply such a term to 
him, and no doubt would have been prepared in his way 
to prove that he only took what he considered did him 
good, and if he did on a Saturday night sometimes get 
over the score, while the friendly glass went round more 
freely than usual, and the cheerful song caused the time to 
fly fast so that he went home later than on other nights, it 
was simply because he was a good fellow, who must do as 
others do ; and if, at such times, the wife complained that 
the money left was barely sufficient to purchase the need 
ful things for the coming week, he was apt to tell her to 
" mind her own business," and a few sharp words between 
them would be the result. But alas ! such scenes are 
too well known to need description, and Mary, like 
many others, had grown weary with complaining, but 
nevertheless she determined to do her best to keep the 
house as comfortable as her limited means would allow, 
and by kind words and looks to make the home as at 
tractive as possible, feeling assured that by such means 
she was more likely to draw him from the public-house, 
the opposite course would most likely to drive and keep 
him there.

However, our friend John is standing at yonder gate, 
with his wages in hand, evidently hesitating what he 
shall do. Let us draw near, and by doing so we shall 
hear what he has to say.

" Well, what shall I do ? I must go and pay my score, 
I don't wish to be dishonest; if I knew how much it 
was I would send it ; but never mind, I'll go and pay her 
and have done with her," and away he went.

The moment the landlady caught sight of John, she 
put on her best smiles, and without giving him time to 
utter a word, she said, "lam so glad to see you John ; we 
have just tapped a fresh barrel of our best," so drawing 

^a glass and holding it to him she said, " I wish your 
opinion of it."

" No thank you, I don't wish any," said John ; " I 
want to pay what I owe you, how much is it ? "

" Come," said Mrs. Boniface, " it's all stuff, take a 
glass man, -what's your hurry ? "

" No, not a drop," said John, " I want to be off." 
" Well, will you have a glass of something short ? " 

.said the landlady.
" No, nor long either," said John. ' *! 
"But," said the landlady," Tom Smith is in the parlour, 

and Dick Bates will be here directly, you won't go just 
yetl"

" Will you let me know how much I owe you ?& sa; 
John, getting impatient, "or I shall go without settling. 

" Ah ! I see now," said the landlady, " that I put m 
foot in it this afternoon and offended you, but I hope yo 
won't mind a few words spoken in haste : come let u 
be friends once more."

" Not a dram will I Jake here or anywhere else if 
know it," said John, " and as to offending me, that don 
matter that I see, so long a,s you get your money."

" But," said the landlady, while she was looking ove 
the P's and Q's (pints and quarts), "I don't like t 
quarrel with anyone, especially with you ; now do 
us make it up, and as for the cherries, I have kept then 
for you ; see (fetching them out of the bar-parlour), hei 
they are."

"No thank you," said John, with .a smile,"! too 
your auyice, and went and bought some which were vei 
delicious, and now take what I owe you out of this sovi 
reign, I want to be off."

"I don't like," said the landlady, "really to chang 
this without your tasting something; what will yo 
take ? " (Throwing a sprat to catch a mackerel by-th 
by!

"Nothing, I say again," said John, speaking impa 
tiently, and taking up his change, he walked out and soo 
found his way home.

" Well, I have made a nice mess this time ! " sai 
the landlady, "and if ever I get caught again losing m 
temper, I'll be bound it shall not be over such a goo 
customer ; if it had been one of those noisy fellows 
shouldn't have cared a bit, but a nice quiet fellow lik 
John, who takes his glasses so regularly and pays u 
every week ; however, I'll look out, and the first chanc 
I get to set him going again I will. He is not going t 
slip in this way. I can assure him ; he is too good tolos 
without an effort, and when once again I have him righ 
I'll keep him, I warrant."

While she was thus scheming John's future capture 
he was hurrying home, and reached it much to the sui 
prise of his wife, long before his usual time ; she how 
ever, had only to put the kettle on, and while prepaiinj 
the tea-things, the water boiled.

John sat almost in silence and took his tea. Mary 
was on the point of asking him how it was that he wa 
home so soon, when all at once he put his hand in hi 
pocket, and taking out some money, threw it into her la 
saying, "I suppose you'll be going to market soon 
Mary ? "

" Yes," said Mary, and she would have added, an 
I shall be glad to go soon ; but she had learnt b 
past experience, that she must not say too much on Satur 
day-night; so taking up the money she went into the bed 
room to get her bonnet and shawl, and looking to see how 
much he had given her, was surprised to find some thre 
or four shillings more than she usually received.

" I wonder whether he knows how much he has given 
me," said Mary ; but fearing if she returned to ask, hi 
might want it back, she quickly passed downstairs am 
out into the street, afraid every moment he would b( 
after her for the extra shillings. She had not gone fa: 
before she heard some one running fast behind her, in a 
moment she looked round, thinking it was him, but i 
was only a little boy playing; so on she went, anc 
quickly visited the different shops, and being a thrifty 
body spent her money as wisely as possible, while the extra 
amount enabled her to add to the comforts of the family 
during the next week. When she returned laden from 
market, she found from what the children told her, thai 
father had been out almost all the time, and feared les 
after all, he had gone in search of her. However, when 
he came in soon after, nothing was said on either side, 
and thus the night was ended (It is strange how the 
d rink chills the intercourse between man and wife ; is it 
not ?).

Sunday was spent in John's usual manner; in the 
morning he went out for a walk, and after dinner stayed at 
home to read the paper ; when the shades of evenin; 
gathered around, he strolled out and did not return until 
after 10 o'clock (How many thus waste God's holy day 
through the cursed drink !). This being a regular thin 
with him, no notice was taken of it, yet Mary thought 
John quiet and dull, and once asked him kindly whether 
he was well, but he said he was all right, so she did not 
venture to question him again. All the next week passed 
off at home without any perceptible change ; for John, 
not liking to return home sooner than usual, went on the 
Monday night to a -Temperance Meeting, and was so 
much interested, that when another meeting was an 
nounced to be held not far from there next evening, he 
decided to go, and from what the speakers said of the 
good it had done them, he signed the pledge.

On the Saturday when the bell rung and John went to 
the office for his wages, he felt a thrill of joy run through 
him, and after receiving them, retired to a quiet corner of 
the workshop, and looking at the sovereign and a-half 
which lay in his hand, said, " It is many a long day since 
I could say that ye both belonged to me ; and now I 
have got ye I'll take good care I don't part with ye un 
less I get plenty out of ye ; " and clasping his hand and 
putting it and its contents into his pocket, you might 
have heard him say, '  I'll buy my own cherries, that I 
will."

Mary was much pleased to see him return even sooner 
than the week before (for reasons known to our readers), 
and soon placed the tea before him, and while bustling 
about the room, and' doing her best to keep the children 
quiet, she felt almost inclined to say how pleased she 
was, but checked herself, lest he might when giving her 
the money, stop some for the last week's mistake.

When he had nearly finished his meal, he said " Here, 
Mary, you'll be wanting to go a-marketing directly I sup 
pose, there's the money," throwing it into her lap.

Her heart was ready to sink when she felt the money 
in her hand. " Ah." she thought, " he has soon stopped 
the overplus of last week;" but, thinking by the 
light of the fire, it looked rather yellow, she went to the 
window (for it was a narrow court in which they lived, 
where the daylight never fairly entered the room except 
by accident or when a streak of sunlight shot its ray down 
among them). " Can it be possible ? " she thought, " a 
sovereign and a-half! " and an utterance of surprise es 
caped from her, as she said almost in a whisper, " Is all 
this for me, John ? "

" Yes," said John, " and I hope you'll spend it well." 
" I hope," said Mary trembling, "you haven't done 

anything wrong to get so much, John."
"No my lass," said John, while his heart trembled 

with emotion, " I have done wrong long enough, and I 
am going to do right for the future." 

" But," said Mary, 
" Never mind now," said John, " get your borujct and I 

shawl, and let us both go to market." I

Mary did not need a second order to get ready, all the 
while wondering how it was to be accounted for ; resolv 
ing however while she was tying her strings, that she 
would quietly wait until John thought proper to give he 
an explanation ; so after bidding Sally and Tomni} 
take care of the other children and the house, they wen 
on their way. John then briefly told her the decision h 
had come to, and hoped she would forgive him for the 
past, and help him to do better for the time to come ; tc 
all of which Mary listened with trembling yet joyful in 
terest. Their conversation was soon interrupted by thei 
approaching the first place they should call at, which was 
the butcher's ; who when he saw them coming together 
ceased crying " What will you buy ? " for thought he 
they won't want much, a small joint that everybody elsi 
leaves, or some pieces in yonder corner at 4d. a lb., so 
he continued looking at his stock of meat with his back 
towards John and Mary.

He was soon aroused, however, by hearing 'John's 
voice "I say, gurenor, what's this leg of mutton t 
pound ? " and looking round he saw John in the act o 
handling a piece of meat of that description.

" The idea of your asking such a question ! " thought 
the butcher ; but in a moment he said, " Eight-pence! '"

" Take it down and see what it weighs," said John.
" Yes," said the butcher, thinking to himself, " I'l 

weigh it, and that will be enough for you, I know."
"It weighs just 8 Ibs., and comes to 5 shillings and 

4d." Now you are done, he thinks.
" I'll have it," says John.
" Yes," thinks the butcher," when you've paid for it.'
" Here Mary," said John, "give him the money."
So Mary pushed her finger inside her old glove, anc 

brought out the sovereign, and laid it on the butcher's 
block so carefully, as if she was afraid of rubbing the
gold dust off. 

The butcher watched every movement, thinking
that all this care was to be regarded as a sign of decep 
tion, and that the money was bad ; so taking it up 
quickly, he bounced it hard upon the block to test its 
quality, but when its ring assured him that all was right, 
in a moment his face changed its expression and his voice 
its tone, while he said with great politeness :

" Can I send it home for you, sir ? and is there any 
other article, beef, pork, &c.," while the change rested 
between his fingers.

" No," said John, feeling rather vexed, " nothing else 
to-night."

;< Thank you sir let me see, you live at No. 20, 
Broad Street, don't you ? "

" Yes," said John, and upon- Mary taking up the 
change, they passed out from the shop.

It is not necessary for us to follow them round to the 
other places ; it is only right to say that each shopkeeper 
was surprised and pleased to receive larger orders and 
more money, and as a matter of course, showed an extra 
amount of politeness.

Meanwhile the children at home had their talk about 
the matter.

"How funny," said Tommy, "to see father and 
mother go out to market together ! "

<' Yes," said Sally, " isn't it ? "
" I wonder," said Tommy, " whether anybody that 

rather knows has died and left him some money ?" And 
with similar childlike talk they were engaged when

sharp rap came at the door and disturbed them.
Sally went to the door, and there stood a butcher boy 

with a basket and a leg of mutton in it.
" Does Mister Lewis live here ? " said the boy.
" No," said Sally, " there is no one of that name lives 

here."
"It's strange," said the boy! "I was told this was 

the house, isn't this No. 20 ? "
" Yes," said Sally, " this is No. 20, but no one of that 

name lives here."
" Well, who does live here ? " said the boy.
" My father, and mother, and us," said Sally.
" And what's your father's name ? " said the boy.
" They call him Jack Lewis," said Sally.
" Well, that's the same man, Mister and Jack's all 

lie same," said the boy, "and here's a leg of mutton 
"or him."

  Oh I'm sure you're wrong," said Sally, " we never 
lave such things as them come to our house."

" But I tell you it's all right," said the boy, " and it's 
mid for."

Well if it's paid for, I'll take it in, but I am sure 
you'll have to come and fetch it back again," said Sally.

'Oh it will be all right," said the boy, and away he 
went.

"My word," said Tommy, "isn't it a wopper ? only 
ancy if this was our'n, wouldn't we have a tuck in for 
;inner ? " And the little fellow danced about the room 
or joy and while he was cutting his capers (not for the 
nutton sauce) in this manner, another knock was heard 
t the door.

"Here he comes," said Tommy. But on opening the 
oor a baker's boy presented himself with three large 

oaves.
" Does Mr. Lewis live here ? " said the b'oy.
"Well," said Sally, thinking it strange, "my father's 

ailed Jack Lewis, if that's him."
" All right, here's these loaves for him." ^
" Are they paid for ? " said Sally. -^
"Yes," said the boy, "come, make haste." 
" Well I'll take 'em in, being as how they are paid 

or, but we never have such big loaves as them, and I 
m sure you'll have to fetch 'em back again, there's a 
nistake somewhere."

" There that's all fudge," said the boy, and off he 
'ent.
" My word," said Tommy, " aint them busters ? see 

ster, they are new, and well baked too, aint they ? only 
incy.if they was ours, wouldn't we make a hole in them 
oon ? "

And again he started off with a dance and a shout, in 
le midst of which another rap at the door was heard. 
" Here they are," he said, " I'll bring them to the 

oor."
But upon the door bejng opened there was a lad with 

arcels of tea, sugar, coffee, &c. and the same question 
as asked. But Sally by this time had decided to take 
1 in that was paid for, at the same time telling each 
le, " They mustn't be surprised if they had to fetch 
iem back again."
The greengrocer sent potatoes and cabbages ; the but- 
rmari, eggs, bacon, and butter, and other articles 
om different shops arrived, until the table began to be 
uite full.
" I do wish fether and mother would come home," 

id Sally ; " suppose a policeman was to come and find 
1 these things here, what could we do ? "

"I wonder," said Tommy, " whether father's going to 
keep a shop ? "

" Don't be silly, Tommy ; it would make you still, 
I know, if we were all to go to prison," said Sally.

In the midst of this dialogue, much to the joy of the 
children, father and mother returned, and soon told them 
that the things on the table were for the coming week, 
and that all of them would have 'a share if they were 
good ; and giving them a piece of the new loaf and 
a bit of cheese, off they were sent to bed, and told to be 
quiet; but quietness was out of the question, no sooner 
were they upstairs than they began to talk of the mor 
row's feasting, and their tongues made such a noise that 
it awoke the other children, and then Tommy had to 
tell them that downstairs there was such awopping leg of 
mutton, and such big loaves, and lots of other things; 
and they soon set up a shout which brought the mother 
to the foot of the stairs, and she said,

" If you children don't be quiet, you shan't have any 
pudding to-morrow."

" Pudden, pudden,"said the little ones," what's that ?" 
And again the voice of Tommy was heard telling the 
others that downstairs there was flour and currants, and 
that on the morrow mother had promised to make them 
a plum-pudding. Of course with this additional piece 
of news, was it any wonder that their eyes were not much 
troubled with sleepiness, and that long before the time 
for getting up had arrived, Tommy was showing them 
by the aid of the pillows how big the loaves were, and 
how mother would make the pudding, and then they 
wished for the time to arrive when they might be able to 
experience in reality that the " proof of the pudding is in 
the eating."

However the day was at length fairly ushered in, and 
to the astonished eyes of the children, the whole of the 
articles displayed. And it is more easily to be imagined 
than described how the day passed away with so much 
to talk about and so many things to enjoy. And when 
in the afternoon, while all were seated around the table, 
mother brought out a plate of rosy ripe cherries, was it 
any wonder that when the children set up a shout of joy, 
that Mary's heart was too full to contain its emotion ? 
and while the children were making earrings of the 
cherries, she drew close to John, and kissing him quietly, 
the tears trickling down her checks the meanwhile, she 
whispered in his ear, " We may be happy yet."

And so it was, for in a short time John found that he 
could buy clothes for his children, and then for himself 
and wife ; and somehow it began to be whispered that 
he was getting proud, for he moved into a better neigh 
bourhood where he only had to pay about the same rent 
nevertheless. And soon after he began to put by his 
savings in the Building Society, and this enabled him 
to build a house for himself. Meantime the master find 
ing him more than ever attentive to his work, appointed 
him as foreman, at an advanced rate of wages : and 
somehow John used to say, that " He found it vastly 
more pleasant to receive £2 10s. a-weekfor looking after 
men doing the work, than 30s. for doing it." And step 
by step he arose, until he became a master himself; and 
instead of working he had men to look after it and do it 
for him. He has built a nice row of houses, from which 
he can receive sufficient to keep him without work the 
remainder of his clays. His son Tommy is now prac 
tising as a physician with a good connection ; and the 
rest of the children have been well educated ; and, added 
to all this, he and his wife are hearty supporters of the 
"Grand Alliance,"and the " Temperance Society,"and, 
3y the blessing of God, have become consistent members 
of a Christian church.

Working-men, the moral is soon told ; It is not how 
much money a-week you earn, but what you do with it 
when you get it. How many a home comfort in the 
hape of carpets, sofas, chairs, bookSj &c., are lost, by 
;he simple fact that the money goes in the wrong way. 
'f you learn nothing else by this sketch, you may learn 
his, that if you are to have a " Home, sweet home," 
rou must " BUY YOUK OWN CHERRIES ! "
Se^ A Cheap Edition for gratuitous circulation of " Buy your 

, wn Cherries !" has been published by Messrs. Jarrold, Norwich. 
25 post-free, 2s.; or, large type, 12 copies for Is., post-free. An 
llustrated Edition, with Engravings, by John Gilbert, Harrison 
Veir,&c., mil shortly be issued by S. W. Partridge. Price 6d.

IMPROVED DWELLINGS.
WE rejoice to find that Mr. Alderman Waterlow's efforts 
or providing improved dwellings for the working-classes, 
n London, are being crowned with pleasing success. Lang- 
>ourne Buildings, in Mark Street, Finsbury, are worthy
of a visit by all landlords who desire to provide good
dwellings for working-men, and at the same time secure 
o themselves a good investment for their capital. An
Association has been formed for extending the scheme 
o wisely introduced by Mr. Alderman Wateiiow.

SHILLING ILLUSTRATED BOOKS,

For Family Heading, Village Libraries, &c.

The Giants and How to Fight them. By Dr. Newton. 
Kindness to Animals, a Mother's Lessons on. 40 illust. 
John Hobbs; a Tale of British India. By George Drago 
Cousin Bessie; or, Youthful Earnestness. 
Hints on Household Management. By Mrs. Balfour. 
Rachel; or, Little Faults. By Charlotte Elizabeth. 
The Governess; or,The MissingPencil-Case. ByJ.T. Barr. 
Mind  whom you Marry; or, the Gardener's Daughter. 
The History of a Shilling. By Mrs. Balfour. 8 Illust. 
Wanderings of a Bible. By Mrs. Balfour. 8 illustrations. 
Two Christmas Days, &c. By Mrs. Balfour. 4 illust. 
Confessions of a Decanter. By Mrs. Balfour. 8 illust. 
Our Moral Wastes, and How to Reclaim them 
Illustrated Handbills. Nos. l to 50, bound in cloth. f 
Widow Green and her Three Nieces. By Mrs. Ellis. 
Toil and Trust; or, the Workhouse Girl. By Mrs. Balfour. 
Prince Consort, His Life and Character. By J. H. Wilson. 
The Sick-Room and its Secret. By Mrs. T. Geldart. 
A Mother's Stories for her Children. 4 Illustrations. 
Voice from the Vintage. By Mrs. Ellis. 
Leaflets of the Law of Kindness. Sound,

PRICE EIGHTEEWPENCE EACH. 
Good Servants,'Good Wives, and Happy-Homes.

By Rev. T. H. Walker. Illustrated.

Willy Heath and the House Rent. An interesting 
Narrative. By W. Leask, D.D. 8 Illustrations.
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t? ' British Workman* Relief Fund.

The Treasurer acknowledges the receipt of the follow 
ing contributions from 1st to 31st May, 1863 : 
Peter Blackburn, Esq., Sefton, near Liverpool, 51.; Weekly Subscrip 
tion in the Township of East Stonehouse, Devon, collected by 
Charles Trego, Esq., 101. )2s. 2d.; Collected by Miss Klford, in the 
Parish of Tudye, near Boclmin, M. 2s.; J. T. Edmonds, Esq., Var- 
teg Hill Colliery, near Pontypool, 51.; Weekly Offerings of Em 
ployes of Messrs. Bonallack and Sons, Whitechapel, (2nd Sub 
scription) 21. 16s. 4d.; Colour & Paymaster-Sergeant H. N. Mitchell, 
Nassau, Bahamas, (5th Contribution) 11; Collected by the Work 
men of Mr. Jamss Green, King's Lynn, 11.; Proceeds of a Concert, 
held at Pontypool, remitted by Josiah Richards, Esq. 51.; Workmen, 
at Rtanton Iron Works, near Nottingham, per Jas. Barstow, Esq., 
11. 15. 9d.; Proceeds of Four Illustrated Lectures at Liverpool Head 
" Band of Hope," Islington, SI. 4s.; Workmen at Messrs. Swaine 
and Adeney, 183, Piccadilly, \V.*, 21. 5s. Messrs. J. and W. Gubbins, 
Newport, Isle of Wight, 11. Is. Sums under 11.....61. 14s. 7d.

Collecting Papers. Liverpool Road " Band of Hope," 
Islington, 21. 3s. lid.; The Caergyndd Colliers, near Swansea, 11. 4s. 
Sums under aK\.... .51. 19s. 3£d.

Amount previously announced ............£3459 8 1(H
Received from 1st to 31st May ............... £55 17 o|

  the readers of Children's Friend 
from 1st to 31st May .....................__£545

Total ...£3520 10 4

I
By this time I began to be considerably interested in 

" baby " myself. He had learned to know me, and would 
begin to crow whenever I entered the nursery ; and I 
was, therefore, almost as delighted as my friend, when, 
for the first time, he pronounced my name. " Djane," 
he said, " Djane !"

His mother almost devoured him with kisses in return 
for this wonderful triumph of the vocal organs ; and 
when she had finished, I, in turn, smothered him with 
caresses.

I never after that smiled, even to myself, at the ex 
travagance of my friend's affection for her baby; the 
little love had twined himself around my own heart 
strings. How could I ?

And now that I am a mother myself, I feel less in 
clination still to laugh, as others may do, over that 
mystery of mysteries a mother's love for her baby.

HOUSE-TO-HOUSE CAWVASSIJXTGr.
FURTHER EXTRACTS FRO1I LETTERS.

WE continue to receive very encouraging letters from 
those friends who are kindly exerting themselves to ex 
tend the circulation of the " British Workman."
A FRIEND in Manchester says, " We have formed ourselves into 
two Canvassing Committees, and, with the assistance of the bills 
you sent, we have now 675 Subscribers on our list."

A FRIEND in Gloucestershire, whose business frequently obliges 
him to attend public-houses, and who, on such occasions, is in the 
habit of giving his copy of the "British Workman " to some mem 
ber of the landlord's family, after he has read it himself, writes as 
follows: " I was at a public-house a few days ago, when one of the 
children shewed me the back numbers of the ' British Workman ' 
for the last five years, which had been taken in consequence of 
my having leit a copy so long ago. I cmild mention scores of simi 
lar cases which occurred in cbnsequencs of my adopting the simple 
and easy plan of circulating the old papers when they have been 
read, and I mention this in order that some of your readers may 
be induced to go and do likewise.

A BOY, in Burnley, aged 13 (with only one leg;, writes thus : "I 
have canvassed about 70 houses, and have obtained 58 Subscribers 
to'the 'British Workman,' six to the ' Band of Hope Review,' 
and 13 to the ' Children's Friend," and I have also received orders 
for two dozen back numbers.

THE FIRST BABY.
MY old schoolfellow, Mary Thornley, had been married 
nearly two years when I made my first call on her in 
the capacity of a mother.

" Did you ever see such a darling ? " she exclaimed, 
tossing the infant up and down in her arms. "There, 
baby, that ma's old friend, Jane. He knows you al 
ready, I declare," said the delighted parent, as it smiled 
at a bright ring which I held up to it. "You never saw 
such a quick child, He follows me with his eyes all 
about the room. Notice what pretty little feet he has, 
the darling footsy-tootsies ; " and taking both feet in one 
hand, the mother fondly kissed them.

"It certainly is very pretty," said I, .trying to be 
polite, though I could not perceive that the infant was 
more beautiful than a dozen others I had seen. " It has 
your eyes exactly, Mary."

" Yes, and da-da's mouth and chin," said my friend, 
apostrophising the child, "hasn't it, precious?" And 
she almost smothered it with kisses.

As I walked slowly homeward, I said to myself, " I 
wonder if, when I many, I shall ever be so foolish. Mary 
used to be a sensible girl." In a fortnight afterwards I 
called on my friend again.

" How baby grows," she said : " don't you see it ? I 
never knew a child grow so fast. Grandma' says it's 
the healthiest child she ever knew,"

To me it seemed that the babe had not grown an inch : 
and, to avoid the contradiction, I changed the theme. 
But, in a moment, the doting mother was back to her 
infant again.

" I do believe it's beginning to cut its teeth," she said, 
putting her finger into the little one's mouth. "Just 
feel how hard the gum is there. Surely that's a tooth 
corning through. Grandmother will be here to-day, and 
I'll ask her if it isn't so."

I laughed, as I replied, "I am entirely ignorant of 
such matters ; but your child really seems a very fine 
one."

"Oh! yes ; everybody says that. Pretty, pretty 
dear ! " And she tossed it up and down, till I thought 
the child would have been shaken to pieces ; but the 
little creature seemed to like the process very much. 
" Is it crowing at its mother ? It's laughing is it ? 
Tiny, niny, little dear. What a sweet precious it is ! " 
And she finished by almost devouring it with kisses.

When I next called, the baby was still further ad 
vanced.

" Jane, Jane, baby has three teeth ! " triumphantly 
cried the mother, as I entered. the nursery. " Three 
teeth, and he's only nine months old ! Did you ever 
hear of the like ? "

I confessed that I had not. The whole thing, in fact, 
was out of my range of knowledge. I knew all about 
Dante in the original, and a dozen other fine lady accom 
plishments ; but nothing about babies teething,,

"Just look at the little pearls ! " exclaimed niyfriend, 
as she opened the child's mouth. " Are they -not beau 
tiful ? You never saw anything so pretty confess that 
you never did. Precious darling," continued the mother, 
rapturously hugging and kissing the child, " it Js worth 
its weight in gold ! "

But the crowning miracle of all was when " baby " 
began to walk. Its learning to creep had been duly 
heralded to me. So also had its being able to stand 
alone ; though this meant, I found, standing with the 
support of a chair. But when it really walked alone, 
the important fact was announced to me in a note, for 
my good friend could not wait till I called. 

  " Stand there," she said to me in an exulting voice. 
" No, stoop, I mean ; how can you be so stupid ? " 
And, as I obeyed, she took her station about a yard off, 
holding the little one by either arm. " Now, see him," 
she cried, as he toddled towards me, and finally succeeded 
in gaining my arms, though once or twice I fancied he 
would fall, a contingency from which he was protected, 
however, by his mother holding her hands on either side

CHILDREN AND LUCIFER MATCHES.

OUR readers cannot be too often or too solemnly warned 
as to keeping lucifer matches out of the way of their 
children.

Multitudes of children have lost their lives in conse 
quence of the cruel carelessness of parents. The matches 
are dangerous to children in two ways. They are 
poisonous, and little infant children who are in the habit 
of putting everything they get hold of into their mouths, 
have died in terrible agony through sucking the ends of 
the matches. Then every one knows that these matches 
light with touch, and children will strike them for 
amusement, the flame drops off on to their garments, and 
they are in a blaze instantly, and thus often perish by 
the most dreadful deaths. If the children escape them 
selves, the instances are not few where property to a large 
amount has been destroyed through children playing with 
such dangerous and improper things.

A most shocking case of destruction, causing the rain 
of many families, and the burning down of half a village, 
arose from an apparently trifling cause. On May llth 
of this year, a mother left her home to go to a neigh 
bouring town on business. Three children remained in 
the village. It was one of the bright fine days of this 
spring, when there had not been a drop of rain for weeks, 
and everything was as dry as tinder. Suddenly the 
cottage was discovered to be on fire. The flames mounted 
as with a leap to the thatch roof. The neighbouring 
houses were all roofed with thatch, and in an incredibly 
short time twenty-seven roofs were blazing! The wind 
blowing about pieces of thatch, which, falling on some 
farm-buildings, set them an fire, with all their valuable 
contents. Stables, barns, shops, cottages, were all 
blazing, and so swift were the devouring flames, that 
when the tw* fsgines one from Lord Shaftesbury's  
arrived, the demolition was so extensive and complete, 
that nothing could be done but to protect such parts of 
the village as were most contagious to the danger.

What a wide-spread ruin! and all from the simple 
cause of three children being left alone in a cottage, and 
with access to lucifers.

A fact like this should sound like the blast of a 
trumpet through every dwelling in the land. Life and 
property are placed in jeopardy by what seems to be but

Salutations over, the captain, seizing him by the arm, 
insisted on his accompanying him to the hotel. " I will 
do so," replied the other with calmness, " providing you 
come with me first, for a single hour, into this church, 
and thank God for his mercies to you on the deep." 
The captain was ashamed to refuse, so the two friends 
entered the place of worship together. Already were 
all the seats occupied, and a dense crowd filled the aisles : 
they, however, succeeded in reaching a position right in 
front of the pulpit, at about five yards' distance. The 
preacher riveted the attention of the congregation, in 
cluding the captain himself, to whom his features and 
voice (though he could not assign any time or place 
of previous meeting) seemed not wholly unknown to 
him, particularly when he spoke with animation. At 
length, the preacher's eye fell on the spot where the two 
friends stood. He suddenly paused, still gazing upon 
the captain, as if to make himself sure that he laboured 
under no optical delusion ; and, after a silence of more 
than a minute, pronounced with a voice that seemed to 
shake the building, " Say your prayers in fair weather !" 
The audience were lost in amazement; nor was it until 
some moments had elapsed, that the preacher recovered 
sufficient self-possession to relate the incident with which 
the reader is already acquainted. With deep emotion 
he told them, that the words which his captain uttered in 
the storm had clung to him by day and by night after his 
landing, as if an angel had been charged with the duty 
of repeating them in his ears ; he had become convinced 
of the sin and folly of neglecting to seek God in the 
time of peace and safety, to throw himself at the feet of 
Jesus, and thus obtain pardon for the past, and grace for 
the future. Having felt a great desire to devote the re 
mainder of his life to the service of his Divine Redeemer, 
he had entered the ministry, and was now, through grace, 
such as they saw and heard. At the conclusion of this 
address, he called on the audience to join with him in 
earnest supplication that the same words might be blessed 
to some then present. A gracious answer was at once 
given. The captain was deeply affected, and God's 
Spirit wrought effectually upon him. After the congre 
gation had retired, he exchanged the hotel for the house 
of the preacher, with whom he spent several weeks, and 
parted from him to pursue his profession, with a heart 
devoted to God, and with holy and happy assurances 
which advancing years only strengthened and sanctified.

trivial ca-uses. Do not indulge the bad habit of calling 
things trifles. Nothing is a trifle that may lead to 
danger. And if by neglect and carelessness injury 
arises, whether to yourself or others, or both, as in this 
remarkable case, you will have bitter i-eason to reproach 
yourself to the end of your days. Let these instances, 
which are so often occurring, be a solemn warning to 
you as parents. Make a resolution to have one place for 
the lucifer-box, high up out of the children's way. Never 
suffer the little ones on any account to touch the lucifers, 
and if they ever disobey you, out of kindness to them 
be strict to punish. Your mode of punishment need 
neither be harsh nor severe, but it should be certain and 
serious. A child reasoned with, and then sent to bed, 
will not be likely to forget the offence ; for active chil 
dren often dislike being sent to bed more than any other 
punishment. At all events, 'your child for its own 
safety must be made to obey you.

And see to it that you yourself are careful of the 
matches. Do not expect your children to be careful 
while you are careless, and do not be so unjust as to 
punish them for your own fault.

of him, an inch or two off.
her hands on either side 

" There, did you ever see
anything so extraordinary ? He's not a year old, either."

"SAY YOUR PRAYERS IN FAIR 
WEATHER."

A Sea-captain of a profligate character, who commanded 
a vessel trading between Liverpool and America, just as 
he was leaving port, took on board a man as a common 
sailor, to serve during the voyage. The new comer was 
soon found to be of a most quarrelsome disposition, a 
furious blasphemer, and (when opportunity offered) a 
drunkard. Besides all these disqualifications, he was 
wholly ignorant of nautical affairs, or at least counter 
feited ignorance in order to escape duty. In short he 
was the bane and plague of the vessel, and obstinately 
refused to give any account of himself or his family. At 
length a violent storm arose ; all hands were ordered on 
deck ; but all it was feared would prove too few to save 
the ship. When the men had mustered to their quarters, 
the sturdy blasphemer was missing, and the captain went 
below to seek for him. Great was his surprise to find 
him on his knees, repeating the Lord's Prayer with 
wonderful rapidity, over and over again, as if he had 
bound himself to countless reiterations. Vexed at what 
the captain deemed hypocrisy or cowardice, he shook him 
roughly by the collar, exclaiming, " Say your prayers in 
fair weather." The man rose up, observing in a low 
voice, " God grant that I may ever live to see fair 
weather to say them."

In a few hours the storm happily abated ; a week 
more brought them to harbour, and an incident so trivial 
passed quickly away from the memory of the captain ; 
the more easily, as the man in question was paid off the 
day after landing, and had not been heard of since.

Four years more had elapsed, during which, though 
the captain had been twice shipwrecked, and was seriously 
hurt by the falling of a spar, he continued to pursue a 
life of profligacy and contempt of God. At the end of 
this period he arrived at the port of New York, after a 
very tedious and dangerous voyage from England. It 
was on a Sabbath morning, and the streets were thronged 
with persons proceeding to their several places of worship. 
But the captain was bent on far different occupation, de 
signing to drown the recollection of perils and deliver 
ances, in a celebrated tavern, which he had too often 
frequented. As he walked leisurely along, he encoun 
tered a friend, an associate of many a thoughtless hour.

" WHAT ARE YOUR PROSPECTS?
THIS is a question often proposed, sometimes probably 
as the result of curiosity ; in such case it may not 
improperly be regarded as impertinent and offensive ; 
but when it arises from a prudential and affectionate con 
cern from an anxiety to preserve from unfounded ex 
pectations, or to guard against dangerous and delusive 
errors when the object is to awaken a thoughtful con 
sideration of the future, and to stimulate to a beneficial 
line of conduct that may serve to elevate and improve 
the condition, then it oughtto be viewed as the expression 
of friendly regard, and well-deserving of a respectful and 
considerate reply. It is in this spirit that the question 
is proposed to the reader. What are your prospects ? 
It may be you are just setting out in life, the world is all 
before you, various paths open to your view, in each of 
which you see numerous competitors, each seeking to be 
foremost, and struggling hard to get ahead of his fel 
lows : a few keep the lead, some do so by unfair means ; 
they rudely push aside, or try to trip up the heels, and 
throw down, those who seem likely to excel them ; others 
faint in the struggle, and get discouraged; and not a 
few prove too lazy to maintain the strife ; they become 
careless and indifferent, and yield to a love of ease and 
dissipation. Have you entered on the battle-field of 
life, what then are your prospects ? There is a steep and 
difficult hill to be ascended ere you can achieve success ; 
this is not to be effected by a hop, skip, and jump ; the 
summit can only be reached by diligence, care, and steady 
perseverance. Many try to succeed by striking out new 
paths, adopting novel and hazardous expedients, but 
this is like putting into a lottery, in which, amongst a 
thousand tickets, there is but one prize ; some solitary 
adventurer may, perhaps, grasp that prize, but it is cer 
tain nine hundred and ninety-nine will not, and will of 
course, experience bitter disappointment and mortifica 
tion, perhaps ruin. In the neglect of plodding industry, 
and steady application, to depend on lucky hits, or ad 
venturous speculations, is the extravagance of folly and 
presumption. The case becomes still worse, when to these 
are added the arts of chicanery and fraud, which, sooner 
or later, are doomed to certain exposure, followed by dis 
grace and punishment. The men who seek success by 
scheming, plotting, and speculation, rather than by the 
old path of uniform, persevering industry, are little better 
than gamblers ; their course is usually one of reckless 
ness, improvidence, fraud, and intemperance, often issuing 
in insolvency, beggary, and wretchedness. In contrast 
with the many who have thus been involved in ruin, look 
at the innumerable instances of triumphant success which 
have arisen from the efforts of those who have bravely 
breasted the ascent, struggled with its difficulties, and 
gained the summit by indomitable perseverance. There 
are few difficulties in life but may in this way be over 
come. A determined mind more than conquers all.

What are your prospects ? It may be you are pro 
posing to marry. Well, under proper circumstances, 
this may be a wise step. Marriage is honourable ; it 
is an institute of God, it was established in Eden, and 
was graced by the presence of Christ at the marriage 
in Cana of Galilee ; but in your case do the circum 
stances alluded to really exist ? Are you assured that 
the female you have selected will make a good wife ? 
You say she is pretty. But beauty is fading and tran 
sient ; is she active and industrious ? " She dresses taste 
fully." Will she be able to dress your food well ? Is she 
domesticated ? What are her home habits ? Is she neat, 
cleanly, and orderly there ? " She is kind and good- 
tempered." Is she so to her parents, to her brothers and 
sisters ? If she is wanting in affection and duty to them 
be assured she will prove so to you also. " I believe I 
possess her affections." But is she possessed of sound 
moral principles ? If not, then in depending on her 
affections you fire leaning upon a reed, soon broken, for 
no better is mere passion when not associated with cor 
rect principle. These are necessary inquiries, because a 
large portion of the misery existing in married-life is the 
result of hasty and ill-formed connections. On the pro 
priety of the choice you are making will depend, to a 
great extent, the character of your future prospects. 
But the subject has a reverse side. You are thinking 
of marriage, but what provision have you made in anti 
cipation of such a step. If you are a working-man, have

you been economising your earnings, laying up in store ? 
.Have you saved sufficient to provide comfortable accom 
modation, such as a good wife is worthy of a tidy cot 
tage, neat furniture, and something in hand wherewith 
to start well,—free from debt and embarrassment; at the 
same time affording to your wife a fair opportunity of 
displaying to advantage her domestic qualities, and fur 
nishing her with a proper incentive to cleanliness, order, 
and good management. One of the crying evils of the 
present day is the thoughtless, reckless haste with which 
multitudes of young people enter the conjugal state. 
Almost before they have reached manhood, many begin 
to look round for a wife, without one serious effort to 
wards making the necessary provision. They have saved 
nothing, they have scarcely sufficient money to defray 
the expenses of the wedding-day, nor do they possess 
probably a single article wherewith to commence house 
keeping. They consequently begin life at the wrong 
end ; of home comforts they can know nothing, for they 
have no home,  a family comes on before they have the 
means of maintaining one, they run in debt, get in 
volved in difficulties almost beyond extrication, they be 
come a burden to their friends, their prospects are cloud 
ed for ever, and their misery, together with that of their 
wives and children, is sealed for the term of their exist 
ence on earth. What then are your prospects ? It is 
an act of arrant folly, and to the female one of great 
injustice, to attempt to marry without first making re 
quisite provision. If you have been accustomed to spend 
all your earnings upon yourself, how can you support a 
wife and family but by submitting to privations, and acts 
of self-denial, for which your habits of personal indulgence 
must have partly indisposed you, and which will probably 
render your marriage a subsequent regret. A working- 
man once whilst at dinner, with a large beef-steak pie be 
fore him, began to speculate on the consequences of 
marriage, which he was at that time contemplating. He 
thus soliloquised on the subject. " If I marry, my wages 
will be no better, and my pie no larger than now, yet 
there will be more mouths to feed. There will be my wife, 
and myself, two, probably six children, that will he 
eight. I will divide the pie, then, into eight pieces, and 
see what will be my share." He did so, but the piece 
seemed so small, that the prospect alarmed him. He 
felt he could aot be content with such a diminished por 
tion, and therefore, relinquished his previous purpose to 
marry ere it was too late. Weigh well, therefore, your 
prospects, and examine whether, for the comforts and 
enjoyments of matrimony, you are prepared to make 
the necessary efforts and sacrifices.

What are your prospects ? Perhaps you are in the 
receipt of good wages, you are accounted a clever work- 
man, and being possessed of a vigorous frame, and almost | 
sure of employment, you calculate confidently upon the > 
future, and flatter yourself that to-morrow will be as 
this day, and so dismiss all care from your mind. But 
then you are saving nothing. The wages of one week   
are spent before those of the next are due. You have 
no reserve to fall back upon in case of a reverse. Half your   
earnings are wasted in liquor, tobacco, Sunday sprees, 
and St. Monday festivals. Your family are none the : 
better for your good wages, your wife is often pining at 
home, when you are revelling abroad, or she has to 
run in debt with some neighbouring shopkeeper. But how ; 
little do we know of the future. Unexpected changes 
are continually taking place ; what, if some sad reverse [ 
should occur, if your health should fail, or trade should 
stagnate, or a panic seize the commercial world, or, as in 
the cotton market now, the usual sources of supply should 
fail, what are your prospects ? With not a penny in the ; 
Savings' Bank, no store of any kind in reserve, living 
daily from hand to mouth, should days of sickness or 
calamity arise, you have only one thing to anticipate  
wretched poverty, or the pauper's refuge. " The prudent i 
man," says, the inspired writer, " foreseeth the evil, and 
hideth himself." We naturally censure the individual , 
who possessing the means of shielding himself from the ! 
unhappy results usually arising from the assaults of mis 
fortune and calamity, neglects the necessary precaution, 
and exposes himself and others to all the vicissitudes and 
hazards of life without a refuge or a remedy. Lest this 
should be your case, weigh well the inquiry " what are

But there is another world, this is but the threshold of 
man's existence. He is placed here as a probationer for 
eternity. Amidst the multiplied cares and pursuits of 
life, there is but one thing really and absolutely needful, 
without this, life will become a lost adventure, and what 
ever else man may possess, he will be found at last poor, 
and blind, and naked, and standing in need of all things. 
What then are your prospects in the world to come ? 
What preparations are you making ? On what founda 
tion are you building ? Where are you resting your 
hope and confidence ? Remember what is said of Christ, 
"Neither is there salvation in any other : for there is 
none other name under heaven given among men, where 
by we must be saved." T. H. w.

UNCERTAINTY OF LIFE.

LIKE crowded forest trees we stand, 
And some are marked to fall:

The axe shall smite at God's command, 
And soon shall smite u» all.

Green as the bay tree, ever green,
With its new foliage on, 

The gay, the thoughtless, have I seen ;
I passed, and they were gone.

Eead, ye that ran, the awful truth, 
With which I charge my page, 

A worm is in the bud of youth, 
And at the root of age.

No present health can health ensure
For yet an hour to come ; 

No med'cine, though it oft can cure,
Can always baulk the tomb.

Then let us fly, to Jesus fly, 
Whose powerful arm can save ;

So shall our hopes ascend on high, 
And triumph o'er the grave. COWP

Now ready. The Shilling Packet of ILLUSTKATED 
HAND-BILLS (compiled by the Editor of the " British 
Workman"), Sent post-free for twelve stamps.
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THE HIGHLAND KEEPERS COTTAGE. TRO3I A PAINTING BY FREDERICK TAYLER.

HIGHLAND KEEPER'S COTTAGE.

THOSE of our readers who are striving to improve them 
selves in D RAWING, will thank us tor giving them the above 
engraving, from Mr. Tayler's much-admired painting.

THE SONG OF THE "SEVEN-DAY" 

CABMAN,

IN a pitiless, pelting storm,
On his box a cabman sat; 

The snow lay thick on his coat all worn,
And dripped from his napless hat: 

As he sat by a closed church door,
In a voice neither sweet nor strong, 

He sung, with a feeling well known to the poor,
The ' seven-day' cabman's song : 

'Drive, drive, drive,
In sunshine, frost and rain, 

Ever to labour, yet never to thrive,
The brand of' the outcast Cain ; 

Dinner, and church, and play,
Rail, and rout, and ball, 

Till life and health are worn away,
And never a rest at all.

" The charms of ' My ain fireside '
Are blessings denied to me, 

And I scarcely know if my children grow,
For their faces I seldom see. 

The tools of my trade I seem
To hold with such constant grip, 

That during my short repose I dream
I am grasping the reins and whip.

" A stomach that needs no meal,
And hands that need no fire, 

A heart that knows not how to feel,
And limbs that can never tire : 

Such are the gifts I want
For a 'seven-day' cabman's toil, 

Besides the power in chains to dance,
Or with death in my soul to smile.

" My six days' round of toil
I'd cheerfully work my best, 

Nor grumble nor groan at my troubles the while,
If I had but the Sabbath for rest. 

Dejected, and ready to sink, .
One way of escape I see ;  

The thoughts that I think, can be banished by 
drink,

And tliat is a blessing for me.

" If I charge but a trifle more,
To pay for the Sabbath I lose, 

With scorn I am ordered away from the door,
And threatened if I refuse. 

Let those who believe themselves good,
Consider before they condemn ; 

If they think so little of robbing their God,
Can they wonder if I rob them ?

" Ladies in cabs to church
Each Sabbath-day will roll, 

Nor seem'to care, if I drive them there,
What fate betides my soul. 

And all their worship, too,
In the church of their choice must be. 

While the sound of a psalm, and sight of the 
Avails,

With a tract, is enough for me.

" One day I peeped within
A holy house of prayer, 

But the beadle assured me that this was a sin,
And said I'd no business there.* 

'Tis true I was seedy and sad,
With my heart in a pitiful state, 

But I thought that God's house was a house for
As well as the noble and great. [the poor,

In Sabbaths I have no part,
My part in my soul I doubt ; 

A tempest is raging within my heart
That rivals the storm without. 

For it's drive, drive, drive,
Till labour shall stop my breath, 

Body arid mind alike diseased,
And both at the door of death.

" Oh Christians, when will your eyes
Be opened to see my need ? 

Yon revel in Gospel luxuries,
While I am a-wanting bread.

* This is a fact, and can be verified.

In the pitiless, pelting storm
Yet still that cabman sat; 

While he shook the snow from his coat all worn,
And polished his napless hat, 

His ear caught the closing psalm,
(And he thought of his rider there), 

But it brought to his soul no soothing balm, 
For his mind's.unrest no inward calm,

And he shivered in mute despair.
J. E. -GRAY.

[ Formerly a London Cabman; now Missionary to the 
Cabmen of Edinburgh,']

PS?" The above verses are published as a four-page tract, anc 
may be had through all Booksellers. Price Is. 3d. per 100.

THE POWER OF KINDNESS.

THE driver of a cart had failed, after harsh and cruel 
treatment of his horse, to mount the hill leading from 
Willis's Rooms to Piccadilly. He then got out of his 
cart, and turned the horse round, gagging him cruelly 
by the bit, kicking his legs, and beating his head. 
          i A gentleman, honourable by his 

title, as well as in character, witness 
ing the savage treatment, checked 
the driver's violence, and requested 
permission to try what he could effect 
in managing the horse. The gen 
tleman quietly took the bridle-rein, 
turned the horse, patted him, and 
treated him kindly. The horse took 
to his collar honestly and firmly, 
and without stopping, easily dragged 
the load up the hill amid, the ap 
plause of the by-standers.

Dr. J. B. Daniell witnessed the 
case, and aided the gentleman in his 
kind and humane exertions.

AX EYE-WITNESS.

Haw will you answer in that Great Da}', 
When God shall unclose the Book ?

I never, like Esau, my birthright sold, 
'Twas you that birthright took.

"Oh ye who preach to them,
Why let my case grow worse ? 

AVhy not with trumpet-tongue condemn
The sin that is my curse ? 

'Tis surely yours to heal nay wounds,
From bonds to set me free ; 

Then pity my poor neglected soul,
And open these doors to me."

IP men have been termed pilgrims, 
and life a journey, then we may add 
that the Christian pilgrimage far 
surpasses all others, in the following 
particulars : in the goodness of the 
road in the beauty of the pros 
pects in the excellence of the com 
pany and in the vast superiority of 
the accommodation provided for the 
Christian traveller when he has 
finished his course.  Colton.

MANY who find the day too long., 
think life is too short ; but short as 
life is, some find it long enough to 
outlive their characters, their consti 
tution, and their estates.  Colton.

THAT which is won ill will never 
wear well, for there is a curse at 
tends it, which will waste it, and the 
same corrupt dispositions which in 

cline men to sinful ways of getting will incline them to 
like sinful ways of spending.

THE WEEKLY REST-DAY.
THE Sundays of man's life, 
Threaded together on Time's string, 
Make bracelets to adorn the wife 
Of the eternal glorious King : 
On Sundays heaven's door stands ope, 
Blessings are plentiful and rife ; 
More plentiful than hope.

Thus sung the heavenly-minded George Herbert on his 
death-bed, on the last Lord's-day he spent in this world.

DICK AND HIS DONKEY.

SAMUEL GURNET, ESQ., M.P., deserves the warm thank? 
of the lovers of the dumb creation for the good he has 
done by offering prizes at the Surrey Agricultural Show, 
for the best donkeys. A friend writes us, " The pro 
posed prizes have made quite a stir amongst the donkey 
owners in Croydon. The poor asses arc getting such 
grand suppers of thistles as they never got beibre ! " 
We hope that Mr. Gurncy's good example will be fol 
lowed in every county in the land. Those who are in

terested in improving the condition of the poor oppressed 
ass, are recommended to lend a copy of C. E. B's. at 
tractive little narrative of " Dick and his Donkey," * to 
the owners and drivers of donkeys.
*Dick and his Donkey; or, How to 1'ay the T!ent. By C. E. B. 

2 Illustrations. S. VV". 1'artrklge. Price Sixpence. 1'ost-free.

THE WEEKLY REST-DAY.

" MORE than half of the tradesmen of London, with their 
assistants have no day of rest! " This statement, made 
by the Rev. Canon Champneys, is a sad one, but we fear 
it is no exaggeration. We rejoice, therefore, to find 
that the "Sunday Rest Association" is at work, and 
has had 6000 large placards, with the following inscrip 
tion, extensively posted on the walls of the metropolis.

JTOT TO SHOP
ON

SMD1YS.
"The Gentleman has his 

Sunday to himself, and the 
Mechanic, and WHY JSTOT 
the Middle-class-man and 
the TRADESMAN?"
[Minutes of Evidence taken by a Committee 

of the House of Commons, 1847.]

Those who desire to further the objects of this Associa 
tion, are requested to communicate with the Hon. Sec., 
The Rev. A. Jones, 8, Parliament Street, London. S.W.

ILLUSTRATED BOOKS.
"With. 800 Engravings. A complete Edition of the 
British Workman for 1855-1862, bound in cloth, price 12s., gilt 
edges, 14s. The Eight Yearly Parts may also be had, separately, 
in illustrated paper covers. Price Is. 6d. each.

" "With 800 Engravings. A Complete edition of the Hand 
of Hope Review, for tlie TEN YEASS, 1851 to I860 (Old Series), in 
cloth, 10s., gilt edges, 12s. The Ten Yearly Parts may also be had, 
.eparately, in stiff illustrated paper covers, price Is. each.

The Children's Friend. Tins Illustrated Penny Monthly 
.'eriodical is now issued in an enlarged form, with numerous II- 
ustrations. We commend the " Hieroglyphical Readings" 
o the notice of our readers. All the back is umbers of the New 

Series may be had through any Bookseller.

Domestic Addresses, and Scraps of Experience.
By George Mogridge, (now better known as " Old Humphrey.") 
With 23 Illustrations. Price Is. Gd.

Pg^The Publisher will forward packets of the " Britisli Work 
man "to any part of the United Kingdom, Chancel Islands. Shet 
land and Orkney Isles, France, or Belgium, POST FUEE, as under : 

4 copies for 4d., or for one year 4s.
8   Sd.,   8s. 

12   Is.,   12s. 
24   2s. Od.,   24s..

All orders, (accompanied with remittances), to be addressed t( 
SAMUEL W. PAUTRIDGE, No. 0, Paternoster How, London. E.G.

MLT ST BE
PAID IN

ADVANCE. :
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