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THE MAN THAT KILLED 
NEIGHBOURS.

HIS

REUBEN BLACK was an infestation in the neighbourhood 
where he resided. The very sight of him produced 
effects similar to a Hindoo magical tune, called Rang, 
which is said to bring on clouds, storrAs, and earthquakes. 
His wife seemed lean, sharp and uncomfortable. The 
heads of the boys had a bristling aspect, as if each stood 
on end with perpetual fear. The cows poked out their 
horns horizontally, as soon as he opened the barn-yard

The dog dropped his tail between his legs, and 
eyed him askance, to see what humour he was in. The 
cat looked wild and scraggy, and had been known to 
rush straight up the chimney when he moved toward her. 
Fanny Kemble's expressive description of the Pennsyl 
vania stage-horse was exactly suited to Reuben's poor 
old nag. "His hide resembled an old hair trunk." 
Continual whipping and kicking had made him such a 
stoic, that, no amount of blows could quicken his pace, no 
chirruping could change the dejected drooping of his head. 
All his natural language said, as plain as a horse could 
say it, that he was a most unhappy beast. Even the 
trees on Reuben's premises had a gnarled and knotted 
appearance. The bark wept little sickly tears of gum, 
and the branches grew awry, as if they felt the continued 
discord, and made sorry faces at each other behind the 
owner's back. His fields was red with sorrel, or run over 
with mullein. Everything seemed as hard and arid as 
his own visage. Every day he cursed the town and the 
neighbourhood, because they poisoned his dogs, and 
stoned his hens, and shot his cats. Continued lawsuits 
involved him in so much expense, that he had neither 
time nor money to spend on the improvement of his farm. 

Against Joe Smith, a poor labourer in the neighbour 
hood, he had brought three suits in succession. Joe 
said he had returned a spade he had borrowed, and Reu 
ben swore he had not. He sued Joe and recovered 
damages, for which he ordered the sheriff to seize his 
pig. Joe in his warmth, called him an old swindler, and 
a curse to the neighbourhood. These remarks were soon 
repeated to Reuben. He brought an action for libel, and 
recovered twenty-five cents. Provoked at the laugh this 
occasioned, he watched for Joe to pass by, and set his 
dog upon him, screaming furiously, " Call me an old 
swindler again will you ? " An evil spirit is more conta 
gious than the plague. Joe went home and scolded his 
wife, boxed little Joe's ears, and kicked the cat; and not 
one of them knew what it was all for. A fortnight after, 
Reuben's big dog was found dead by poison. Whereupon 
he brought another action against Joe Smith, and not 
being able to prove him guilty of the charge of a dog- 
murder, he took his revenge by poisoning a pet lamb, 
belonging to Mrs. Smith. Thus the bad game went on, 
with mutual worriment and loss. Joe's temper grew 
more and more vindictive, and the love of talking over 
his troubles at the grog-shop increased upon him. Poor 
Mrs. Smith cried and said it was all owing to Reuben 
Black, for a better hearted man never lived than her Joe, 
when she first married him.

Such was the state of things when Simeon Green pur 
chased the farm adjoining Reuben's. The estate had 
been much neglected, and had caught thistles and mullein 
from the neighbouring fields. But Simeon was a diligent 
man, blessed by nature with a healthy organization and 
a genial temperament, and a wise and kind education 
had aided nature in the perfection of her goodly work.

His steady perseverance and industry soon changed the 
aspect of things on the farm. River mud, autumn leaves, 
old bones, were all put in requisition to assist in the pro 
duction of use and beauty. The trees, with moss and 
insects, soon looked clean and vigorous. Fields of grain 
waved where weeds had only grown before. Michigan 
roses covered half the house with their abundant clusters. 
Even the rough rock, which formed the door-step, was 
edged with golden moss. The sleek horse, feeding in 
clover, tossed his mane and neighed when his master 
came near; as much as to say, " The world is all the 
pleasanter for having you in it, Simeon Green ! " The 
old cow, fondling her calf under the great walnut tree, 
walked up to him with a serious friendly face, asking for 
a slice of sugar-beet he was wont to give her. Chanti 
cleer strutting about, with his troop of plump hens, and 
downy little chickens, took no trouble to keep out of the 
way, but flapped his glossy wings, and crowed a welcome 
in his very face. When Simeon turned his steps home 
ward the boys threw up their caps, and ran shouting, 
" Father's coming ! " and little Mary went toddling up 
to him, with a dandelion blossom to place in his button 
hole. His wife was a woman of few words, but she

build them a snug warm house to roost in ; they should 
have plenty of gravel and oats, and room to promenade 
back and forth, and crow and cackle to their heart's con 
tent, where they could enjoy themselves, and be out of 
harm's way.

But Reuben Black had a degree of ingenuity and per 
severance which might have produced great results for 
mankind, had these qualities been devoted to some more 
noble purpose than provoking quarrels. A pear tree in 
his garden very improperly stretched over a friendly arm 
into Simeon Green's premises. Whether the sunny state 
of things there had a cheering effect on the tree, I know 
not; but it happened that the overhanging bough bore 
more abundant fruit, and glowed with a richer hue, 
than any other boughs. One day little George Green, 
as he went whistling along, picked" up a pear that had 
fallen into his father's garden. The instant he touched 
it, he felt something on the back of his neck, like the 
sting of a wasp. It was Reuben Black's whip, followed" 
by such a storm of angry words, that the poor child 
rushed into the house in an agony of terror. But this 
experiment failed also. The boy was soothed by his 
mother, and told not to go near the pear-tree again ; and 
there the matter ended.

This imperturbable good-nature vexed Reuben more 
than all the tricks and taunts he met from others. Evil 
efforts he could understand, and repay with compound 
interest, but he did not know what to make of this per 
petual forbearance. It seemed to him there must be some 
thing contemptuous in it. He disliked Simeon more 
than all the rest of the town put together, because he 
made him feel so uncomfortably in the wrong, and did 
not afford him the slightest pretext for complaint.', Jt 
was annoying to see everything in his neighbour's do 
mains looking so happy., and presenting such a bright 
contrast to the forlornness of his own. When their -wag 
gons passed each other on the road, it seemed as if 
Simeon's horse tossed his head higher, and flung out his 
mane, as if he knew he was going by Reuben ; Black's 
old nag. He often said he supposed Green covered his 
house with roses and honeysuckles on purpose to shame 
his bare walls. But he didn't care not he! He wasn't 
going to be fool enough to rot -his boards with such stuff. 
But no one resented his disparaging remarks, or sought 
to provoke him in any way. The rose smiled, the horse 
neighed, and the caff capered ; but none of them had 
the least idea that they were insulted by Reuben Black. 
Even the dog had no malice in his heart, though he did 
one night chase home his geese, and .bark at them through 
the bars. Reuben told his master the next day, and 
swore he would bring an action against him if he did 
not keep that dog at home ; and Simeon answered very 
quietly, that he would try to take better care of him. 
For several days a strict watch was kept, in hopes Tow- 
zer would worry the geese again; but they paced home 
undisturbed, and not a solitary bow-wow furnished ex 
cuse for a lawsuit.

The new neighbours not only declined quarrelling, but 
they occasionally made positive advances toward a friendly 
relation. Simeon's wife sent Mrs. Black a large basket 
full of very fine .cherries. Pleased with the unexpected 
attention, she cordially replied, " Tell your mother it was 
very kind of her, and I am very much obliged to her." 
Reuben, who sat smoking in the chimney-corner, listened 
to this message once without any impatience, except 
whiffing the smoke through his pipe a little faster and 
fiercer than usual. But when the boy was going out of 
the door, and the friendly words were repeated, he ex-

sometimes said to her neighbours with a quiet kind of 
satisfaction, " Everybody loves my husband, that knows 
him. They can't help it."

Simeon Green's acquaintance knew that he was never 
engaged in a lawsuit in his life, but they all predicted 
that he would find it impossible to avoid it now. They 
told him his next neighbour was determined to quar 
rel with people whether they would or not; that he was 
like John Lilbume, of whom Judge Jenkins said, " If 
the world was emptied of every person but himself, Lil- 
burne would still quarrel with John, and John with 
Lilburne."

" Is that his character," said Simeon, " If he exercises 
it upon me, I will soon kill him."

In every neighbourhood there are individuals who like 
to foment disputes, not from any definite intention of 
malice or mischief, but merely because it makes a ripple of 
excitement in the dull stream of life, like a contest between 
clogs and game-cocks. Such people were not slow in re 
peating Simeon Green's remarks about his wrangling 
neighbour. " Kill me! will he ? " exclaimed Reuben. 
He said no more ; but his tightly compressed mouth had 
such a significant expression, that his dog dodged him, 
as he would the track of a tiger. That very night Reu 
ben turned his horse into the highway, in hopes he would 
commit some depredation on neighbour Green's premises. 
But Joe Smith seeing the animal at large, let down the 
bars of Reuben's own corn-field, and the poor beast 
walked in, and feasted as he had not done for many a 
year. It would have been a great satisfaction to Reuben 
if he could have brought a suit against his horse ; but as 
it was, he was obliged to content himself with beating 
him. His next exploit was to shoot Mary Green's hand 
some chanticleer, because he stood on the stone wall and 
crowed, in the ignorant joy of his heart, two inches be 
yond the frontier line that bounded the contiguous farms. 
Simeon said he was sorry for the poor bird, and sorry 
because his wife and children liked the pretty creature ; 
but otherwise it was no great matter. He had been in 
tending to build a poultry-yard, with a good high fence 
that his hens might not annoy his neighbours ; and now 
he was admonished to make haste and do it. He would

exclaimed, "Don't make a fool of yourself, Peg.; They 
want to give us a hint to send a basket of our pears ; 
that's the upshot of the business. You may send 'em a 
basket, when they are ripe ; for I scorn to be under obli 
gation, especially to your smooth tongue folks." Poor 
Peggy, whose arid life had been for the moment refreshed 
with a little dew of kindness, admitted distrust into her 
bosom, and the halo that radiated round the ripe glowing 
cherries departed.

Not long after this advance toward good neighbour 
hood, some labourers employed by Simeon Green, passing 
over a bit of marshy ground, with a heavy team, stuck 
fast in a bog, occasioned by a long-continued rain. The 
poor oxen were unable to extricate themselves, and 
Simeon ventured to ask assistance from his waspish 
neighbour, who was working at a short distance. Reuben 
replied gruffly, " I've got enough to do to attend to my 
own business." The civil request that he might be al 
lowed to use his oxen and chains for a few minutes, being 
answered in the same surly tone, Simeon silently walked 
off, in search of a more obliging neighbour.

The men, who were left waiting with the patient

neighbourhood, he said he'd kill me," replied Reuben ; 
" and he has done it. The other day he asked me to help 
his team out of the bog, and I told him I had enough 
to do to attend to my own business. To-day my team 
stuck fast in the same bog, and he came with two yoke of 
oxen to draw it out. I felt sort of ashamed to have him 
lend me a hand ; so I told him I didn't want any of his 
help ; but he answered just as pleasant as if nothing con 
trary had happened, that night was coming on, and he 
was not willing to leave me in the mud." "He is a 
pleasant spoken man, and always has a pretty word to 
say to the boys. His wife seems to be a nice neighbourly 
body, too." Reuben made no answer ; but after medi 
tating awhile, he remarked," Peg, you know that big 
ripe melon at the bottom of the garden ? you may as 
well carry it over there in the morning." His wife said 
she would, without asking him to explain where ' over 
there' was.

But when the morning came, Reuben walked back and 
forth, and round and round, with that sort of aimless 
activity often manifested by hens, and fashionable idlers, 
who feel restless, and don't know what to run after. At 
length the cause of his uncertain movements was ex 
plained. " I guess I may as well carry the melon myself, 
and thank him for his oxen. In my flurry down there 
in the marsh, I didn't think to say that I was obliged 
to him."

He marched off toward the garden, and his wife stood 
at the door, with one hand on her hip, and the other 
shading the sun from her eyes, to see if he would carry 
the melon into Simeon Green's house. It was the most 
remarkable incident that had ever happened since her 
marriage. She could hardly believe her own eyes. He 
walked quick, as if afraid he should not be able to carry 
the unusual impulse into action, if he stopped to re-con 
sider the question. When he found himself in Mr. 
Green's house, he felt extremely awkward, and hastened 
to say, " Mrs. Green, here is a melon my wife sent you, 
and we reckon it's a ripe one." Without manifesting any 
surprise at such unexpected courtesy, the friendly matron 
thanked him, and invited him to sit down. But he stood 
playing with the latch of the door, and without raising 
his eyes, said, " May be Mr. Green isn't in this morning?" 

"He is at the pump, and will be in directly," she re 
plied ; .and before her words-were spoken, the honest 
man walked in, with a face as fresh and bright as a June 
morning. He stepped right up to Reuben, shook his 
hand coa-dially, and said, " I am glad to see you, neigh 
bour. , .Take a chair take a chair."

"Thank you, I can't stop," replied Reuben. He 
pushed his hat on one side, rubbed his head, looked out 
of the window, and then said suddenly, as if by a des 
perate effort- " The fact is, Mr. Green, I didn't behave 
right about the oxen."

"Never mind never mind," replied Mr. Green. Per 
haps I shall get into the bog again, some of these rainy 
days. If I do I •• shall know who to call upon."

" Why, you see," said Reuben, still very much con 
fused, and avoiding Simeon's mild clear eye " you see the 
neighbours here are very ugly. If I had always lived by 
such neighbours as you are, 1 shouldn't be just as I am." 

" Ah, well, we must try to be to others what we want 
them to be to us," rejoined Simeon. "You knowthe 
good book says so. I have learned by experience, that 
if. we speak kind words, we hear kind echoes. If we 
try to make others happy, it fills them with a wish to 
make others happy. Perhaps you and I can bring 
the neighbours round in time. Who knows? let us

suffering oxen, scolded about Reuben's ill-nature, and 
said they hoped he would get stuck in the same bog him 
self. The employer rejoined, " If he does we will do our 
duty, and help him out." " There's such a thing as 
being too good-natured," said they. " If Reuben Black 
takes the notion that the people are afraid of him, it 
makes him trample on them worse than ever."

" Oh, wait a while," replied Mr. Green, smiling, " I 
will kill him before long. Wait and see if I don't kill 
him."

It chanced soon after that Reuben's team did stick fast 
in the same bog, as the workmen had wished. Simeon 
noticed it from a neighbouring field, and gave directions 
that the oxen and chains should be immediately con 
veyed to his assistance. The men laughed, shook their 
heads, and said it was good enough for the old hornet. 
They, however, cheerfully proceeded to do as their em 
ployer requested. " You are in a bad situation, neigh 
bour," said Simeon, as he came alongside the foundered 
team. "But my men are coming with two yoke of oxen, 
and I think we shall soon manage to help you out." 
" You may take your oxen back again," replied Reuben, 
quickly. "I don't want any of your help." In a very 
friendly tone Simeon answered, " I cannot consent to do 
that ; for evening is coming on, and you have a very 
little time to lose. It is a bad job at any time, but it is 
still worse in the dark." " Light or dark, I don't ask 
your help," replied Reuben emphatically. " I wouldn't 
help you out of the bog the other day when you asked 
me." " The trouble I had in relieving my poor oxen 
teaches me to sympathize with others in the same situa 
tion. Don't let us waste words about it, neighbour. It 
is impossible for me to go home and leave you here in the 
bog, and night coming on."

The team was soon drawn out, and Simeon and his 
men went away, without waiting for thanks When Reu 
ben went home that night, he was unusually thoughtful. 
After smoking awhile in deep contemplation, he gently 
knocked the ashes from his pipe, arid said, with a sigh,

Pe»-, Simeon Green has killed me.' 'What do vou
mean ? " said his wife, dropping her knitting, with a look 
of surprise. " You know when he first came into this

try. And come and look at my orchard. I want to 
show you a tree which I have grafted with very choice 
apples. If you like, I will procure you some scions from 
the same stock."

They went into the orchard together, and friendly 
chat soon put Reuben at his ease. When he returned 
home, he made no remarks about his visit; for he could 
not, as yet, summon sufficient greatness of soul to tell 
his wife that he had confessed himself in the wrong. A 
gun stood behind the kitchen door, in readiness to shoot 
Mr. Green's dog for having barked at his horse. He 
now fired the contents into the air, and put the gun away 
into the bam. From that day henceforth, he never 
sought for any pretext to quarrel with the dog or his 
master. A short time after, Joe Smith, to his utter 
astonishment, saw him pat Towzer on the head, and 
heard him say, " Good fellow ! "

Simeon Green was too magnanimous to repeat to any 
one that his quarrelsome neighbour had confessed him 
self to blame. He merely smiled as he said to his wife, 
" I thought we should kill him after awhile."

Joe Smith did not believe in such doctrines. When 
he heard of the adventures in the marsh, he said, " Sim 
Green's a fool. When lie first came here, he talked very 
big about killing folks, if they didn't mind their P's and 
Q's. But he don't appear to have as much spirit as a 
worm ; for a worm will turn when it's trod upon."

Poor Joe had grown intemperate and more quarrel 
some, till at last nobody would employ him. About a 
year after the memorable incident of the water-melon, 
some one stole several valuable hides from Mr. Green. 
He did not mention the circumstance to any one but his 
wife ; and they both had reason for suspecting that Joe 
was the thief. The next week, the following anonymous 
advertisement appeared in the newspaper of the county:  

" Whoever stole a lot of hides on Friday night, the 
5th of the present month, is hereby informed that the 
owner has a sincere wish to be his friend. If poverty 
tempted him to this false step, the owner will keep the 
whole transaction a secret, and will gladly put him in. the 
way of obtaining money by means more likely to bring 
him peace of mind."

This singular advertisement, of course, excited a good 
deal of remark. There was much debate whether or not 
the thief would avail himself of the friendly offer. Some 
said he would be a greenhorn if he did : for it was mani 
festly a trap to catch him. But he who had committed 
the dishonest deed alone knew whence that benevolent 
offer came; and he knew that Simeon Green was not a 
man to set traps for his fellow-creatures."

A few nights afterwards, a timid knock was heard at 
Simeon's door, just as the family were retiring to rest. 
When the door was opened, Joe Smith was seen on the 
steps, with a load of hides on his shoulders. Without 
raising his eyes, he said in a low humble tone, " I have 
brought them back, Mr. Green. Where shall I put them?" 

"Wait a moment till I can light a lanthorn, and 
I will go to the barn with you," he replied. " Then 
you will come in, and tell me how it happened. We 
will see what can be done for you."

Mrs. Green knew that Joe often went hungry, and had 
become accustomed to the stimulus of rum. She there 
fore hastened to make hot coffee, and brought from the 
closet some cold meat and pie.

When they returned from the barn, she said, " I thought 
you might feel better for a little warm supper, neighbour 
Smith." Joe turned his back towards her, and did not 
speak. He leaned his head against the chimney, and 
after a moment's silence, he said in a choked voice, " It 
was the first time I ever stole anything, and I have felt 
very bad about it. I don't know how it is. I didn't 
think once I should ever come to be what I am. But I 
took to quarrelling, and then to drinking. Since I began 
to go downhill, everybody gives me a kick. You are 
the first man that has offered me a helping hand. My 
wife is feeble, and my children starving. You have sent 
them many a meal, God bless you! and yet I stole the 
hides from you, meaning to sell them, the first chance I 
could get. But I tell you, Mr Green, it is the first time 
I ever deserved the name of thief."

" Let it be the last, my friend," said Simeon, pressing 
his hand, kindly. " The secret shall remain between 
ourselves. You are young, and can make up lost time. 
Come, now, give me a promise that you will not drink 
one drop of intoxicating liquor for a year, and I will em 
ploy you to-morrow, at good wages. Mary will see to 
your family early in the morning, and perhaps we may 
find some employment for them also. The little boy can 
at least pick up stones. But eat a bit now, and drink 
some hot coffee. It will keep you from wanting to drink 
anything stronger to-night. You will find it hard to 
abstain at first, Joseph ; but keep up a brave heart, for 
the sake of your wife and children, and it will soon be 
come easy. When you feel the need of coffee, tell my 
Mary, and she will always give it you.

Joe tried to eat and drink, but the food seemed to 
choke him. He was nervous and excited. After an in 
effectual effort to compose himself, he laid his head on 
the table, and wept like a child.

After awhile, Simeon persuaded him to bathe his head 
in cold water, and he ate and drank with good appetite. 
When he went away, the kind-hearted host said, " Try 
to do well, Joseph, and you shall always find a friend in 
me."

The poor fellow pressed his hand and replied, " I un 
derstand now how it is you kill bad neighbours."

He entered into Mr. Green's service the next day, and 
remained in it many years, an honest and faithful man.

L. M. CHILD.

TEIALS.
MY trials are appointed : should I fear ? 
Though fierce the furnace, the Refiner's near : 
When His own image shall shine forth entire, 
He'll clear the dross and then put out the fire.

THE POWER OF LITTLES.
GREAT events, we often find,

On little things depend, 
And very small beginnings

Have oft a mighty end.

Letters joined make words, 
And words to books may grow,

As flake on flake descending, 
Forms an avalanche of snow.

A single utterance may good
Or evil thoughts inspire ; 

One little spark enkindled,
May set a town on fire.

Wee words are very often
Full of weal or woe, 

Joy or grief depending
On saying " Yes" or " No."

What volumes may be written
With little drops of ink! 

How small a leak, unnoticed, e®
A mighty ship will sink !

A tiny insect's labour
Makes the coral strand, 

And mighty seas are girdled
With grains of golden sand.

A daily penny saved 
A fortune may begin ; 

A daily penny squandered 
May lead to vice and sin.

Our life is made entirely
Of moments multiplied, 

As little streamlets joining
Form the ocean's tide.

Our hours and days, our months and years,
Are in small moments given ; 

They constitute our TIME below, 
ETEKNITY in HEAVEN ! J. s.

GOD hears 'the heart without words, but never hears 
words without the heart.

WAU is threatened by God in Scripture as one of the 
greatest judgments, and may justly be reckoned among 
the many dreadful miseries which sin has entailed on 
mankind. Cruden.

WAR is soon kindled, but peace very hardly procured : 
war is the curse, and peace the blessing of God upon a 
nation. A realm gains more bygone year's peace than 
by ten years' war. Lord Burleigh.

A GOOD NAME.
PRIZE more than either gold or gem, 

Aye, more than regal diadem,
Since it, in worth, surpasses them,  

Your own good name.

For, if 'twere lost, in vain you'd try, 
Ev'n with a monarch's treasury,

The fair possession back to buy,  
A spotless name.

- HE who gives much advice, and little aid, 
When on the heart woe's heavy load is laid, 
Is one who sweeps a cobweb from the wall, 
And leaves the great black spider after all.
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Iggf NOTICE. Our next number will contain notices 
of CELEBRATED SAILORS, with an Engraving, by John 
Gilbert, of John Maynard, the heroic Pilot of Lake 
Erie. Will our readers kindly take an interest in cir 
culating this number amongst our brave Jack Tars ?
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" Pardon me, madam," he 
said, " for this intrusion ; 
but I have come many miles 
to thank you for the great 
service you rendered me some 
years ago," said he, in a 
trembling voice.

The lady was puzzled, and 
asked for an explanation, 
as she did not remember ever 
having seen the gentleman 
before,

" I have changed so much," 
said the man, " that you 
have quite forgotten me; 
but though I only saw your 
face once, I am sure I should 
where. 
voice.

the multitude of Thy tender 
mercies Wot out my trans-

have recognised it any- 
And your voice, too, it is so like my mother's

HOME TRAINING.

*' Train up a child in the way he should go; and when he 
is old, he will not depart from it."—PROV. xxii. 6.

THE most common of all human complaints is parents 
groaning under the vices of their children. H. Cecil.

Good laws will not reform us, if reformation begin not 
at home. Richard Baxter.

No greater harm is done to Christendom than by the 
neglect of children : therefore, to advance the cause of 
Christ, we must begin with them. Martin Luther.

I think I may say, that of all the men we meet with, 
nine parts of ten are what they are, good or evil, useful 
or not, by their education. Loche.

The most important thing in this world, next to the 
soul's salvation, is the taking care of children ; and yet 
there is no subject on which there is so much ignorance 
as on this. H. W. Beecher.

The man who gives his children a habit of industry, 
provides for them better than by giving them a stock of 
money. Lord Kaimes.

The last thing forgotten in all the recklessness of dis 
solute profligacy, is the prayer or hymn taught by a 
mother's lips, or uttered at a father's knee : and where 
there seems to be have been any pains bestowed, even 
by one parent, to train up a child aright, there is in 
general more than ordinary ground for hope.  The ex 
perience of a Prison Chaplain,

I have long felt that until the fathers and mothers are 
better men and better women, our schools can accom 
plish comparatively little. I believe that any improve 
ment that could be brought to bear on the mothers more 
especially, would effect a greater amount of good than 
anything that has yet been done. Earl of Shaftesbury.

Those last words made the lady remember the poor 
young man she had kindly spoken to in front of the 
dram-shop so long before, and she mingled her tears 
with those which were falling slowly over the man's 
cheeks.

After the first gush of emotion had subsided, the gen 
tleman sat down, and told the lady how those few words 
had, by God's blessing, been instrumental in leading to 
his conversion, and making him what he then was.

" The earnest expression of ' No, not lost for ever,' 
followed me wherever I went," said he, " and it always 
seemed that it was the voice of my mother speaking to 
me from the tomb. I repented of my transgressions, 
and resolved to live as Jesus and my mother would be 
pleased to have me ; and by the mercy and grace of God 
I have been enabled to resist temptation and keep my 
good resolutions."

" I never dreamed that there was such power in a 
few kind words before," exclaimed the lady, " and surely 
after this I shall take more pains to speak them to all the 
sad and suffering ones I meet in the walks of life."

"SO LIKE MY MOTHER'S VOICE;" 
Or, the value of kind words.

A FRIEND told me, not long ago, a beautiful story about 
kind words. A good lady, living in one of our large 
cities, was passing a dram-shop just as the keeper was 
thrusting a young man out into the street. He was 
very young and very pale, but his haggard face and 
wild eyes told that he was very far gone in the road to 
ruin, as with oaths he brandished his clenched fists, 
threatening to be revenged upon the man who had so 
ill-used him. This poor young man was so excited and 
blinded with passion that he did not see the lady, who 
stood very near to him, until she laid her hand upon his 
arm, and spoke in her gentle, loving voice, asking him 
what was the matter.

At the first kind word, the young man started as though 
a heavy blow had struck him, and turned quickly round, 
paler than before, and trembling from head to foot. 
He surveyed the lady for a moment, and then, with a 
sigh of relief, said :

" I thought it was my mother's voice, it sounded so 
strangely like it! But her voice has been hushed in 
death for many years."

" You had a mother then," said the lady, " and she 
loved you."

With that sudden revulsion of feeling which often 
conies to people of fine nervous temperament, the young 
man burst into tears, sobbing out, " Oh, yes, I had an 
nugel mother, and she loved her boy ! But since she 
died, all the world has been against me, and I am lost! 
lost to good society, lost to honour, lost to decency, and 
lost for ever ! "

"No, not lost for ever ; for God is merciful, and His 
pitying love can reach the chief of sinners," said the 
lady, in her low, sweet voice ; and the timely words 
swept the hidden chords of feeling which had been long- 
untouched in the young man's heart, thrilling it with 
magic power, and wakening a host of tender emotions, 
which had been buried very deep beneath the rubbish of 
sin and crime.

More gentle words the lady spoke, and when she passed 
on her way the young man followed her. He marked 
the house which she entered, and wrote the name which 
was on the brass door-plate in his little memorandum 
book. Then he walked slowly away, with a deep, 
earnest look on his white face, and deeper, more earnest 
feelings in his aching heart.

Years glided by, and the gentle lady had quite for 
gotten the incident we have related, when one day a 
Stranger sent up his card, and desired to speak with her.

Wondering much who it could be, she went down to 
the parlour, where she found a noble-looking, well-dressed 
man, who rose deferentially to meet her.

WORKED TO DEATH.
ONE of the most affecting calamities of the summer 

of 1863, was the sudden death of a young dressmaker 
employed in a fashionableliouse of business at the West- 
end of London. It was proved by evidence at the inquest, 
that during the busy season it is customary for the young 
women to work over-hours, and often all night long  
and that when they do retire to rest, it is in close and 
crowded rooms where there is scarcely any ventilation, 
and that the bad air, and the long hours of work 
combined, are of necessity destructive of health, and 
often of life.

Many thoughts will arise in the minds of readers as 
they ponder the sad history of a young creature so over 
worked, that nature sunk under the strain ; particularly 
when it is remembered that in the case referred to, there 
was nothing worse than usual in the hours of toil; and 
the diet, and house accommodation were considered better 
than in most houses. From all that has transpired, it 
seems that fourteen and sixteen hours of constant work 
are the rule of the trade; that at busy times it is often 
expected that the young people should sit up two or more 
nights a-week; and that as to food, and bedrooms, the 
first is scanty in quantity and poor in quality ; and the 
last are unhealthy from overcrowding.

The writer has known many houses of business, and 
therefore felt no surprise at the statements which have 
recently attracted so much attention. Some years ago 
there was a fashionable house in St. James's, where, by 
the end of every season, they had fully half the young 
people invalided. And yet that was by no means one 
of the worst houses.

Some ladies of rank, a few years ago, undertook to 
establish a society, and engaged to give their orders so 
early, that there need be no overpressure of hurry; but 
they found that however long a time they gave for the 
completion of their orders, their dresses were not put in 
hand any the earlier. Therefore there must be blame 
resting with heads of establishments, who are in haste to 
get rich, and exact more from their assistants than can 
be rendered without danger to health and life.

The hours of labour for working men are fixed by rule 
to twelve, out of which one hour is allowed for dinner, 
and half-an-hour for tea.

There are no fixed hours of work for milliners, dress, 
and mantle makers.

The first step in the way of amendment of the present 
system, would be having a fixed rule as to the hours of 
work.

Another cause of evil in this business is, that there are 
so many hands engaged in it, that if an employer intends 
to be oppressive he or she can say, " I can get plenty of 
workers, and those who do not like my rules can go."

It is a well-known fact that young women often leave 
good domestic service, and seek to be employed as day- 
workers at the dressmaking. They are led to do this by 
a belief that dressmaking is more genteel than servitude ; 
and also that they can wear some articles of dress, which in 
a well-regulated family would be objected to, and instead 
of being called by their Christian name, they are addressed 
as " Miss;" for these very foolish and vain distinctions, 
many girls every season give up the comforts of a good 
table, an airy bedroom, a secure home, and regular 
hours.

If this class of helpers were not so numerous ; the 
young people, many of them from good families, and 
well educated, who have been regularly apprenticed to 
the millinery and dressmaking, would be able to make 
reasonable terms with their employers. Their services 
would be more prized ; and their numbers being fewer, 
their pay, their hours, and their comforts, would be 
more carefully attended to.

But there are some consequences of this overcrowding 
of the ranks of needlewo- ;                
men, more terrible than 
sickness or death. "Vast num 
bers of day-workers, and 
occasional hands, are dis 
missed after every season. 
They have not earned during 
the busy time, enough to lay 
by anything; and when the 
work is over, what are they to 
do ? Some have homes to re 
turn to ; some tired of their

nexion, and manage to eke 
out a living, until the 
busy time comes round again; 
but some a large number, 
with neither home, or work, 
or friends, are driven by 
idleness, vanity, and hunger 
combined, into the cruel 
streets; and swell the ranks 
of the poor wretched out 
casts, whose misery defies 
all description. They sink 
even in this world, into the 
blackness of darkness, and 
the pit of destruction. 

Ponder well, dear reader, 
When you hear it said 

are overstocked, remember 
not as yet too large a

these few earnest words- 
that all female pursuits 
that domestic servants are
class; and that really good domestic servants are by 
no means numerous. Many families would gladly 
keep more servants than they do, if there were 
not so much restlessness and discontent manifested by 
those they employ. But as one of the readiest means of 
preventing such terrible results, as that of young girls 
being worked to death, let me earnestly advise young 
women against entering ' into an already overcrowded 
ill-paid business, where there are no fixed rules as to 
hours of work, < and but few arrangements made for 
health and comfort.

Parents who value the health of their children, should 
see to it, that if they place them in a dressmaker's 
establishment, that they make a regulation as to the 
hours of toil; and indeed no time should be lost by the 
working-classes and their friends, in bringing public 
opinion to bear upon this question; so that a young girl 
shall not have to work nearly twice as long as a strong 
man.

Christian friends who are zealous for the honour and 
sanctity of our Sabbaths, hardly need to be remincfod, 
that Sabbath-breaking is the rule, and Sabbath-keeping 
the exception, with the overworked dressmakers and 
milliners of our great cities. Often they are so tired by 
sitting up, that they employ the Sabbath as a day to 
sleep and recruit their exhausted frames. Often they 
are required to work a part of the day, and thus the 
blessed influences of the Sabbath are unknown to this 
large and important section of society. How can it be 
expected that there should be anything but misery to 
body, soul, and estate, as the result of this defiance of 
Divine laws, and human justice? B.

DISCONTENTED BETTY.
ONE morning, as Betty sat milking her cow,
And thinking as much as her time would allow,
A neighbour came by who had known her for years,
To whom Betty confided her cares and her fears.
" Well, Betty, and how do you like your new place ? "
Said he, " You are looking in veiy good case."
" Indeed," replied Betty, " I never was worse,
For I find I'm expected to slave like a horse ;
By four in the morning I'm up at my work ;  
(Then there's nothing to live on, but cabbage and pork !)
I've to wash, and to scrub, and to dairy and bake,
And eight or nine beds every morning to make,
Besides keeping clean every place you can look in ;
But the greatest annoyance by far is the cooking ! "
Her friend, who had patiently heard what she said,
Observed, with a sigh and a shake of her head,
" Indeed, now dear Betty, Contentment is Wealth;
Though you've plenty to do, you have excellent health :
I assure you (believe it or not as you please),
I'd rather be you, making butter and cheese,
Than the idle fine lady who lives at her ease ! "

DIOGENES hawng been asked, " What is that beast, the 
bite of which is most dangerous ? " replied ; " Of wild 
beasts, the bite of a slanderer, and of tame beasts, that 
of the flatterer."

THE PRODIGAL.

'Neither do I condemn thee."—JOHN viii. 11.

WHEN sore reproach, or cruel scorn 
Would wound with unforgiving force

A wanderer's heart, already torn 
With silent pangs of keen remorse, 

From man, relentless and unkind, 
Whither shall slighted Grief repair ?

Where may Repentance hope to find 
A pitying eye, or pardoning ear ?

Though every voice should wound thy fame, 
And dip their arrows deep in gall ;

Though every tongue in scorn should aim 
Their sore reproaches at thy fall;

There still is One, whose pity weeps 
In fond compassion o'er thy lot:

The Wanderer's Friend invites thy steps, 
And whispers, " /condemn thee not." «;

LAWFUL DAYS.
IN all places where public placards are exhibited in 
Scotland, the stranger sees such announcements as 
this: 

" Steamers ply from this pier on all Lawful days, at 
such an hour," &c.

OR,
" Omnibuses start from hence to    on all Lawful 

days, at    o'clock."
People from South Britain reading these announce 

ments, often pause and say, " What do they mean by 
' Lawful days ? '" and then comes the explanation that 
the steamers, or the omnibus ply on the six working- 
days of the week, but not on the Sabbath, for that is not 
lawful. GOD'S LAW FORBIDS.

All the works of God are ruled by law. The starry 
heavens, the " Green flowery rock-built earth," floods 
and tempests, and stormy wind, obey the voice of His 
word. All living things exist by fixed laws of being ; 
and their instincts fulfil that law. Man, formed in the 
image of his Maker, was endowed with higher privileges 
and loftier responsibilities. A reasoning mind was given, 
to him, to understand God's will, and he was so far left 
free that he could prove his love to God by a willing 
obedience.

When, therefore, in God's Holy Book the Bible  
which is His revealed will, man reads the words, " Re 
member that thou keep holy the Sabbath-day," he 
knows the law that is laid down, and that while it is 
quite right and lawful to work at his worldly business, 
or take his innocent pleasure, on six days of the week, 
it is not lawful on the Sabbath.

Shall man, the only mortal being in all the creation, 
that can understand God's law, be constantly striving to 
break it ?

Shall man, who is so constituted, that a rest one day 
in seven, from his usual toil, is needful for his health of 
body and mind, wilfully neglect so great a boon ? Rather 
let the prayer rise to his lips, " Write Thy law upon my 
heart, O God, my Saviour."

trial of gentility, very wisely 
retrace their steps, and re 
turn again to service ; some 
have a little private con-

MIRACULOUS ESCAPE.
BUDLEIGH SALTERTONwas, some years ago, the scene of 
a most thrilling incident. Six infant children, one Wed 
nesday morning, got into a boat on the beach, and a 
mischievous boy shoved it off". The boat drifted away 
to sea before the children were missed. Terrible was the 
agony of the mothers when they knew it. The preven 
tive men went off in all directions ; every boat was on 
the look out till far into the night. Daylight returned, 
and still there were no tidings of the helpless children ; 
the day wore away, and still nothing was heard about 
them they were lost either in the expanse of the wide 
ocean, or buried within its insatiable depths. A Ply 
mouth trawler, fishing the following morning early, saw 
something floating at a distance; he bore down to it, 
and discovered it to be a boat and in the bottom the 
six children cuddled in like a nest of birds, fast asleep, 
God having mercifully given them that blessed solace 
after a day of terror and despair. The trawler took them 
aboard, feasted them with bread and cheese, and glad 
dened their despairing little hearts with a promise to 
take them home. Between three and four in the after 
noon, the trawler was seen in the offing with the boat 
astern. All eyes were turned towards him, the best spy 
glass in the town was rubbed again and again, and at 
last they fairly made out that it was the identical boat. 
The news flew through the town the mothers came 
frantic to the beach, for there were no children discerned 
in the boat none to be seen in the sloop. Intense was 
the agony of suspense, and all alike shared it with the 
parents. At last the trawler came in, and the word went 
round " they're all safe," and many stout-hearted men 

burst into tears, women 
shrieked with joy, and he- 
came almost frantic with 
their insupportable happi 
ness. It was indeed a me 
morable day and a prayer 
eloquent for its reugh sin 
cerity, Avas offered up to 
Almighty God, who, in His 
infinite mercy, had spared 
these innocent children from 
the perils and terrors of the 
sea during that fearful night. 
Five of these children were 
under five years of age, the 
sixth but nine years old.

NOTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS.
PBIZE ESSAY ON WIFE AT HOME. We hope to publish the award 
in our next number.
BELFAST. We are glad to learn that there are now twenty-one 
drinking fountains in Belfast and its suburbs. Our Irish friends 
have set a good example. The Town Council has readily granted 
sites. The Water Commissioners have supplied water gratuitously, 
and the Gas Company has in the most handsome manner under 
taken to light four of the large fountains free of expense. We 
are glad to find that the dumb are not forgotten in Belfast. We 
understand that at the Calder trough 283 horses, and at the Cur- 
lisle Circus trough 422 horses drank in one day hi July last.
THE ' BRITISH WORKMAN ' AS A LOAN TRACT. A Tract Secretary, 
in Manchester, writes as follows, "We have circulated the 'British 
Workman,' as a Loan Tract, between two and three years, and we 
find it answers exceedingly well. It is not only well received, but 
often inquired after. We generally put 2 or 3 copies in circulation 
in each district along with the other tracts." Supplies of the 
' British Workman,' done up in Tract Covers, may be had (direct 
from the Publisher only.) Illustrated Covers '(for circulating the 
' British Workman' as a loan tract only) may be had at cost price, 
viz. 2s. per hundred, if ordered direct. This charge does not in 
clude carriage. A specimen copy of the ' British Workman,' done 
up in a Tract Cover, will be forwarded to any address, on receipt of 
two postage stamps.

ILLUSTRATED BOOKS.
"Widow Green and her Three Nieces. By Mrs. Ellis, Js. 
Giants and How to Fight them. By Dr. Newton, is. 
Kindness to Animals, a Mother's Lessons on. 40 illust, Is. 
John Hobbs; a Tale of British India. By George Drago, Is. 
Cousin Bessie; or, Youthful Earnestness, Is. 
Hints on Household Management. By Mrs. Balfour, is. 
Bachel; or, Little Faults. By Charlotte Elizabeth, Is. 
TheG-overness; or, The Missing Pencil-Case. ByJ. T.Barr, Is. 
Mind -whom you Marry; or, the Gardener's Daughter, is. 
"Wanderings of a Bible. By Mrs. Balfour. 8 illust., Is. 
The History of a Shilling. By Mrs. Balfour. 8 Illust., is. 
Two Christmas Days, &c. By Mrs. Balfour. 4 illust., is. 
Confessions of a Decanter. By Mrs. Balfour. 8 illust., Is. 
Our Moral "Wastes, and How to Reclaim them, is. 
Illustrated Handbills. Nos. 1 to 50, bound in cloth. 
A Mother's Stories for her Children. 4 Illustrat., Is. 
Voice from the Vintage. By Mrs. Ellis, Is. 
Toil and Trust; or, the Workhouse Girl. By Mrs. Balfour, Is. 
Prince Consort, His Life and Character. By J. H. Wilson, Is. 
The Sick-Boom and its Secret, By Mrs. T. Geldart, is. 
Good Servants, Good "Wives, and Happy Homes.

By Rev. T. H. Walker. Illustrated, Is. 6d. ; 
"Willy Heath and the House Bent. An interesting

Karrative. By W. Leask, D.D. 8 Illustrations, 1 s. 6d. 
Domestic Addresses, and Scraps of Experience.

By George Mogridge (now better known as " Old Humphrey.")
With 23 Illustrations. Price Is. 6d.

gfgrThe Publisher will forward packets of the "British 
Workman" to any part of the United Kingdom, Chan 
nel Islands, Shetland and Orkney Isles, France, or 
ISelgium, POST FREE, as under :   

4 copies for 4d., or for one year 4s.' 1)
D OH O 0 I
° J) Sa '> » °s - 1

12 „ Is., ::, „ , ;: 12s. f
24 „ 2s. Od.,   24s. J 
All orders, (accompanied with remittances), to be 

addressed to SAMUEL W. PARTRIDGE, No. 9, Paternos 
ter Row, London. E.G.
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Don't get in debt.
Dr. Johnson held that 
early debt is ruin. His 
words on the subject 
are weighty, and 
worthy of being held 
in remembrance. " Do 
not," said he, " accus 
tom yourself to consi 
der debt only as an 
inconvenience; you 
will find it a calamity. 
Poverty takes away 
so many means of 
doing good, and pro 
duces so much inabili 
ty to resist evil, both 
natural and moral,that 
it is by all virtuous 
means to be avoided. 

 Let it be your first 
care, then, not to be in 
any man's debt. Re- 
solve not to be poor ; 
whatever you have, I 
spend less. Poverty is 
a great enemy to hu 
man happiness; itcer- 
;ainly destroys liberty, 

and it makes some vir- 
;ues impracticable and 

others extremely diffi 
cult. Frugality is not 

>nly the basis of quiet, 
jut of beneficence. No 

man can help others 
hat wants help him- 
df."—Self-Help. I

Wish of a Good Man. "I
would rather," said Dr. Sharpe 
" When I am laid in the grave, tha 
some one in his manhood should 
stand over me, and say : ' There 
lies one who was a real friend to me, 
and privately warned me of the 
danger of the young. No one knew 
it, but he aided me in the time of 
need ; I owe what I am to him.' Or 
would rather have some widow, with 
choking utterance, telling her chil 
dren,' There is your friend and mine; 
he visited me in my affliction, and 
found you, my son, an employer, 
and you, my daughter, a happy home 
in a virtuous family.' I would 
rather that such persons should stand 
at my grave, than to have erected 
over it the most beautiful sculptured 
monument of Parian or Italian 
marble. The heart's broken utter 
ance of reflections of past kindness, 
and the tears of grateful memory 
shed upon the grave, are more valu 
able, in my estimation, than the 
most costly cenotaph ever reared."

War. "Give peace in our time, 
O Lord." This prayer goes up from 
thousands and thousands of voices every Sabbath-day 
Do we mean what we say ? Or do we mock God with 
solemn words on a thoughtless tongue ? If we mean 
the words really pray them and not merely say them, 
we shall each strive to have a peaceful spirit, and feel nc 
bitter thoughts ; seek to have a peaceful home, and 
utter no angry words; try to keep a peaceful tongue, 
and avoid quarrels. For BLESSED is the PEACEMAKER.

Cottage on Box Hill, near Bath, built by ' 'Tis buts.'

THE LOSINGS' BANK.
As Mr. Reed, the builder, came into his yard on Mon 
day morning, he met George Joyce, one of his men. A 
fine intelligent man he was, and a very skilful workman.

" Good morning, Sir," said Joyce.
" Good morning," replied Mr. Reed ; " I wanted to 

see you this morning particularly, Joyce, to speak to you 
about a mistake you made on Saturday."

" I am sorry to hear it, Sir I was not aware I hope 
no harm's done, Sir."

" I wish I could say none, Joyce, but I fear there is 
serious harm to me and, what I care more for, to your 
wife, your children, and yourself, and, I might add, to 
your country."

" I don't take your meaning, Sir," said Joyce, looking 
puzzled.

" Well, then, I'll speak my meaning plainly. You 
know, Joyce, that I desire to be the friend of my 
men, as well as their master. As a friend, listen to 
me. As I was returning home on Saturday evening, on 
passing the Post-office, a large number of working- 
men and their wives, were going into the Savings' 
Bank, there to deposit a part of their week's earn 
ings ; and it made my heart glad to see amongst 
them many of my own men. But I passed on, and as j 
I came by Cattle's Corner, I saw you, and several 
others, turn into the Losings' Bank, there to deposit 
your wages. It's always a pleasure to me to pay my 
men the money they have so well earned ; but I own, 
Joyce, I grudged you yours."

"Losings' Bank, Sir ? I suppose it's the 'Red Lion' 
you 're talking of. I did turn in for an hour with a mate."

" Joyce, you are a thinking man. I know that by the 
way you do my work. Have you ever thought about 
this matter ? "

" Well, not very particularly, that I know of. To my 
mind there is n't much to think, save that after a long 
week's work, it's hard if a man must n't take a bit of I 
rest, without being taken to for it a'most as bad as if I 
he'd been stealing, or murdering."

" Well, there are thefts and murders take place in the 
public-houses more than ever came before a Judge and 
Jury ; but they are not the less noted by Him who has 
said",' Whoso hateth his brother is a murderer ;' and 
whose eye sees the wife and children, whose money is 
wrongfully taken from them. But to return to what I was 
saying, have you ever reckoned up what you deposit each 
time you turn in ? "

" Well a shilling it may be, or two," said Joyce.
Mr. Reed taking a pencil and piece of paper from his 

pocket-book, handed them to Joyce and said, " let us 
look at it fully, and make a fair calculation. You deposit 
Your money and lose it. 
Your time and lose it. 
Your character and lose it. 
Your health of body and and lose it. 
Your strength of mind and lose it. 
Your manly independence and lose it. 
Your self-respect and lose it. 
Your sense of right and wrong and lose it. 
Your self-control and lose it. 
Your home-comfort and lose it. 
Your wife's happiness and lose it. 
Your children's rights and lose them. 
Your country's honour and lose it. 
Your own soul and lose it.

' It looks a black list rather," said Joyce. " I did not 
think there was so much in it; and that last deposit is 
the worst of all." Abridged from No, III. of the 

Church of England Temperance Tracts;' and from 
Illlustrated Penny Readings.'

Heaven and earth may pass away, but My word shall not pass away.

WHEN you make an appointment, you contract an obli- 
jation a debt ; therefore, be not a minute late. Why 
should you wantonly squander the time of another by 
keeping him waiting ? Would you like to be so treated'?

"MEN are all brothers, and yet they 
tear each other in pieces. Savage 
brutes are less cruel than they: 
lions make not war upon lions, nor 
tigers upon tigers. Man only, not 
withstanding his reason, does what 
those creatures which are deemed 
void of reason never did." Arch 
bishop Fenelon.

" THE true interest of Europe is not 
that one country should exercise a 
peculiar influence, but the true in 
terest of Europe is to come to some 
common accord, so as to enable every 
country to reduce those armaments 
which belong to a state of war rather 
than peace."  The late Sir R. Peel.

Six-day Drivers. The six-Hay 
drivers are in most cases better off 
than the seven-day men. They surely 
prosper better, and in hundreds of 
cases are better clothed. They and 
their wives may often be seen going 
on the Sabbath to a place of worship. 
This was never the case formerly, 
for all were seven-Aay numbers." 
Wm. Shinn, Missionary to Cabmen.

BUY YOUR OWN HOUSE!
" THERE'S some pleasure," said a friend, " in seeing such 
industrious chaps as William Maslen get on in the world. 
Some years ago he was a quarryman, and a hard drinker. 
He was induced by a friend to join the Temperance 
Society ; this led to his joining a Christian church, and 
he speedily began to " Buy his own cherries! " He put 
his ' 'Tis buts' into the Savings'-Bank, and he has gone 
on so steadily, that he is now foreman at one of our large 
stone works. Not only is his house his own, but he has 
saved money enough to buy a few acres of land, including 
two capital orchards, so that he now can grow his own 
cherries! "

[The above interesting testimony, illustrative of what 
some working-men can do, has been communicated 
to us by an eminent Land-surveyor. If any of our 
readers ever go over Box-Hill, in Wiltshire, they can 
see for themselves the house, gardens, and orchards, 
referred to]

TRUTH FRAE 'MANQ THE HEATHER.
AT the present time, when some of our great scholars 
are seeking to shake our faith in the' good old Bible,' it 
is refreshing to find that there are those amongst the 
common-sense and hard-handed Sons of Toil, who can 
defend the truth with an ability which would not do dis 
credit to many of our divines. A Scotch shepherd 
has issued a valuable little work, bearing the above 
title,* illustrative of the truths of Christianity, which we 
commend to the perusal of all working-men. Being 
from the pen of one of their own class, it will, we hope, 
have a place in every working-man's library. We trust 
that this production of a worthy shepherd will be made 
a blessing to many.
* " Truth frae 'mang the Heather." By W. Me Caw. Price Is. 

S. W. Partridge, 9, Paternoster Row. 3rd Edition.

THE faithful servants of God may be assured that He 
will not cast them off in old age, nor forsake them when

their strength 
fails them. He 
is a Master that 
doth not cast off 
old servants.

THE ticking of 
a clock may be 
considered, as 
old Time, with 
his chisel, chip 
ping off a por 
tion of our ex 
istence.

RIGHT is might.

hereby under the provisions of the 
thirty-third clause of the ' Pablic- 
house Ordinance, 1862,' give no 
tice that we prohibit all persons 
from supplying the said Mary Ann 
Robertson with any spirituous or 
fermented liquor whatever for the 
space of two years from the date 
hereof." This warning is en 
forced by the threat of a fine of £20, 
or three months' imprisonment.
Rights of Slaveholders.
" Tell me not of rights talk not 
of the property of the planter in 
his slaves. I deny the right  
I acknowledge not the property. 
The principles, the feelings of our 
common nature, rise in rebellion 
against it. Be the appeal made 
to the understanding or the heart, 
the sentence is the same that re 
jects it. In vain you tell me of 
human laws that sanction such a 
claim. There is a law above all 
the enactments of human codes, 
the same throughout the world, 
the same in all time, such as it 
was before, the daring' genius of 
Columbus pierced the night of ages 
and opened to one world the source 
of power, wealth, and knowledge ; 
to another all unutterable woes ; 
such as it is this day. It is the law 
written by the finger of God on the 
heart of man." Lord Brougham.

How they deal with Drunk 
ards in New Zealand. In
the Lyttleton Times, published in the 
province of Canterbury, in the above 
colony, we find the following adver 
tisement " Notice to the Public.  
Whereas it has this day been proved 
to the satisfaction of us, the under 
signed, being three of her Majesty's 
justices of the peace, that one Mary 
Ann Robertson, of Christchurch, 
who is described at the foot of this 
notice, has be 
come an habi 
tual drunkard, 
and is injur 
ing her health 
by excessive 
drinking, we

NEW PUBLICATIONS.
Now READY. The British Workman Almanac for 18G4. With
arge engraving of the Box of ' 'Tis Buts.' Price One Penny   

The Brewer's Family, by Mrs. Ellis, with 8 illustrations by L. Huard, 
2s. 6d. Nancy Wimble, the Village Gossip, and How she was Cured. 
With 8 engravings, Is. 6d. The Haunted House, by Mrs. Oldham. 
With 4 engravings, Is. What put my Pipe out! With 5 engrav-
ngs by George Cruikshank, Is. 6d. ' Truth frae'mang the Heather,' 

by W. McCaw, a Scotch Shepherd, Is. Friends of the Friendless,
an excellent book for reading at Mothers' Meetings) 6d. "Buy
rour own Cherries," illustrated edition, 6d. 

Beady on the 25th November The Yearly Part of the " British
Workman," for 1863. The cover printed in colours, price Eighteen - 

pence, gilt edges, 2s. 6d. "Band of Hope Review," for 1863.
The cover printed in colours, Is.; gilt, 2s. " Children's Friend," 

for 1863. The coverprinted in colours, cloth, ls. /6d.,2s. and 2s. 6d. 
The Complete Edition of the "British Workman," for 9 years, 
will also be ready; in plain cloth, 13s. 6d.; gilt, 15s. 6d.

JUT The New Catalogue O/TLLUSTKATED BOOKS, suitable 
for Christmas Presents, Birthday Gifts, School Prizes, 
&fc., may be had by forwarding a postage-stamp to 
S. W. Partridge, 9, Paternoster Row, London, E. C.

"BUY YOUR OWN CHERRIES!"
The Illustrated Edition of this popular and useful narra 
tive is now issued. It is an attractive book (Price Six 
pence) with woodcuts by John Gilbert, Harrison Weir, 
Henry Anelay, and L. Huard, and maybe ordered through 
any Bookseller. We recommend schoolmasters and 
teachers to make this a 'Prize-book' for those boys, who 
can read the story aloud in the best style. The narrative 
is admirably adapted for a reading lesson. Sunday- 
school teachers should also have the book in their libraries, 
for lending amongst the parents of their scholars.

(ONE OF THE

" BUY YOUR OWN CHERRIES ! " 

ENGRAVINGS FKOM THE II 1U 9 T E A TED EDITION.)
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