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PENNIES AND POUNDS;

OR, "TAKE CARE OF THE PENCE AND THE POUNDS
WILL TAKE GARE OF THEMSELVES,"

1 ms is a wise old proverb, 'that we wish the readers of 
the British Workman to study. It does not mean that 
pounds do not require to be carefully managed, but it 
means that those who do not take care of the pence never 
will have the opportunity of taking care of the pounds. 
People are more tempted to extravagance in small than 
in great matters. " It only costs a trifle." " I never 
spend more than a few pence for my drink and my to 
bacco, and what's that to make a fuss about ? " These 
are the common words of scores and hundreds.of work 
ing men. If they took a pencil or a bit of chalk and 
cast up the pence that foolish and dangerous luxuries 
cost, they would be scared by the amount.

There is a capital story, which has long been a favourite 
with boys who like questions in arithmetic and many 
men would do well to ponder it.

There was a certain country squire very fond of horses ; 
and as he was wealthy, and his taste well known, many 
horse breeders and dealers, when they had a valuable 
animal, would take him up to show to the squire, to give 
him the first offer. One day a very noble creature was 
brought to the hall. The squire could not but admire 
its strength, form, and beauty. " Name the price," said 
he eagerly.

" Three hundred pounds," replied the owner. 
" Pooh ! three hundred pounds ? Are you mad, or 

do yon think me so ? "
" Well, Sir, that's the price no less will buy him." 
The dealer prepared to go, but lingering a moment, he 

said, " I see you like the horse, Sir ; but not the price. 
Well, suppose I shift my ground, and ask you to pay for 
the nails in the horse's shoes. There are thirty-two of 
them. You shall give me a farthing for the first nail  
a halfpenny for the second a penny for the third, 
doubling the sum for each nail."

" Agreed," said the squire, with a laugh, and bade his 
groom lead the horse into the stable, and told the dealer 
to come into the library for the money.

"Stay," said the dealer, "you are quite sure, Sir, you 
like my terms."

" Oh, of course. Let me see what it will come to." 
He seated himself at his desk. The dealer, meanwhile, 
taking out his pocket-book, wrote down some figures, and 
handed the open page to the squire.

What a look of surprise and anger was on the squire's 
face, as he read two millions two hundred and thirty-six 
thousand nine hundred and sixty-two pounds two shillings 
and eightpence !

" What absurdity is this ? " he said sternly. 
" Cast it up yourself, Sir. I fancy you'll find it right. 
Hastily the squire took a pencil ; and in a few mo 

ments laid it down. The man's calculation was correct, 
and the squire was glad to come to terms by giving the 
sum originally asked. He had bought not only the 
horse, but wisdom, in the transaction. It was a fine 
lesson for him, as it may be for us what large amounts 
little sums will grow to.

Every building society has among its members men 
who instead of spending pence in drinking and smoking  
and very costly those two habits are have added them to 
the sum they would have paid in rent, and have in ten,

habitants of that busy valley anticipated the coming 
catastrophe ; the horror and distress that was so soon to 
overtake them and their dearest ones, the quick silent 
death to many, the hard battle for life to some, the 
scene of desolation that the next returning sun was to 
behold !

Within that seven miles-length of valley stood under 
the windy midnight sky, mills and factories strong and 
tall, filled with heavy machinery and industrial furniture, 
farm-houses with their out-buildings and stacks, bridges 
of wood and massive stone, and one of iron, clasping the 
river-banks on either hand with firm grip of metal 
fingers, meant to hold and endure for long years to come; 
great trees that had grown through many seasons of rain 
and sunshine, upwards and downwards, high in stem, 
and broad in girth, and deep in root, hitherto but the 
stronger for the push and onslaught of tempests ; whole 
streets and rows of human habitations, large, well-built 
houses, and lesser cottages sprinkled about by the side of 
the stream. A few minutes afterwards came the terrible 
flood, with wild, overturning, overwhelming sweep, rush 
ing on with a sound of thunder, and wherever its waters 
passed they toppled down, and wrenched up, and sucked-in 
houses and factories and bridges, and trees, leaving behind 
them little but a level waste of slime and mud, and ruin. 
The waters of death buried in, and rolled over, the sleeping 
population, for within those houses, were hundreds of 
warm slumbering forms babies at the breast, children 
beside their mothers, husbands and wives, lying uncon 
scious, unapprehensive, not knowing or fearing what kind 
of sleep this night's repose would terminate in; all un 
aware of the destruction that was heaving and straining 
to be let loose, pent up in the great ninety-five-acre 
reservoir above, and charing in the too narrow channel of 
the swollen river, filled with the drainings of the over 
charged hills and uplands. Fathers and mothers, and 
children, brothers and sisters and friends, were overtaken 
and swallowed up with their falling houses, or drifted 
away to strange distant burial-places, where they lay for 
the morning light to reveal, each covered with a clothing 
of mud for a shroud. Tall buildings, strong bridges, 
machinery, trees, beams, houses, were damaged or swept 
away, as though brick and wood, and stone and iron, 
were but paper and cardboard and wire, and in half-an- 
hour its wild outburst of waters had done more mischief 
than many years of ordinary labour could make good.

Many who read this paper will have seen the devasta 
tions of the flood, some may have suffered by it, through 
loss of house, or wife, or child, or friend or relative, or even 
have been among the number of those who successfully 
struggled for life amid the waters. All will have heard 
of it ; and it is impossible but that serious reflections 
should have arisen in all minds, from the thought brought 
home by it so startlingly and appallingly, of the uncertainty 
of human possessions, and especially of the uncertainty of

WAY OF CATCHIHG A THIEF.

A MAN had been in the habit of stealing corn from his
neighbour, who was a member of the Society of Friends. 
Every night he would go softly to the crib, and fill his 
bag with the ears which the good old Friend's toil had 
placed there. Every morning the old gentleman observed 
a diminution of his corn pile. This was very annoying, 
and must be stopped but how ? One said, " Take a 
gun, conceal yourself, wait till he comes, and fire." 
Others said, " Catch the villain, and have him sent to 
jail."

But the Friend was not prepared to enter into such 
measures. He wanted to punish the offender, and at the

THE TWO BEARS.

twelve, or fourteen years, according as the scale of pay 
ment was arranged, become the owners of a house, and 
had the comfort of being their own landlords, with no 
rent to pay after the first few years of self-denial.

A friend of mine will this year receive from an in 
surance office a hundred and sixteen pounds. Twenty 
years ago she insured her life for a hundred pounds. If 
she had died a month after she insured, her family would 
have had a hundred pounds. But if she lived twenty 
years she was to receive a hundred pounds herself) and a 
sum that is called & bonus (or good profit) over.

Now, in. order to obtain this, she has paid £4 18s. 
a-year less than two shillings a-week. There are few 
working men, who drink beer, and smoke, that spend so 
little as two shillings a-week on their mug and their 
pipe. Would not a hundred and sixteen pounds put 
them into a comfortable little business, or enable them 
to take a house, and let nice lodgings to sober people, 
and thus help them on in life ?

Take care of the pence. Why, one of the most suc 
cessful traders of modern times began his career of pros 
perity by picking up an old horse-shoe, which he sold for

human life. It is by no means a new thought, we are 
perpetually hearing of it, and as perpetually putting it 
on one side, as distasteful and inconvenient. We are 
always being reminded of it, for God has put the 
word change upon all His creation, for all His chil 
dren to read and think about. And yet how we strive 
to forget it ! How we put it from us impatiently, and 
endeavour with all our hearts to believe in, and be satis 
fied with, the delusion that earthly things are permanent 
and lasting ! We take to our hearts a lie, and shut our 
eyes to God's word, written so plainly that all may see, 
and so perfectly that none can misunderstand. We need

same time to bring about his reformation, if possible, so 
he fixed a trap close to the hole through which the man 
would thrust his arm in getting the corn.

The neighbour proceeded on his thieving mission at 
the hour of midnight, bag in hand. Unsuspectingly he 
thrust his hand into the crib to seize some corn, when lo ! 
he found himself unable to withdraw it. In vain he 
tugged, and pulled, and sweated, and alternately cried 
and cursed. His hand was fast, and every effort to release 
it only made it more secure. After a time the tumult in 
his breast measurably subsided. He gave over his useless 
struggles, and began to look around him. All was 
silence and repose. Good men were sleeping comfortably 
in their beds, while he was compelled to keep a dreary, 
disagreeable watch through the remainder of that long 
and tedious night, his hand in constant pain from the 
pressure of the clamp which held it. His tired limbs, 
compelled to sustain his weary body, would fain have 
sunk beneath him, and his heavy eyes would have closed 
in slumber, but lo ! there was no rest, no sleep for him. 
There he must stand and watch the progress of the night, 
and at once desire and dread the return of morning. 
Morning came at last, and the Friend looked out of 
his window and found he had " caught his man."

What was to be done ! Some would say, " Go out 
and give him a good horse-whipping, just as he stands, 
and then release him ; that will cure him." But not so 
said the Friend. Such a course would have sent the 
man away embittered, and muttering curses of revenge. 
The good old man hurried on his clothes, and started to 
the relief and punishment of his prisoner.

" How does thou do ? " said he, as he came within 
speaking distance. The poor culprit made no answer, 
but burst into tears.

" O, fie ! " said the Friend, as he proceeded to release 
him, " I am sorry that thou hast got thy hand fast. Thou 
hast put it into the wrong place or it would not have 
been so."

The man looked crest-fallen, and begging forgiveness, 
hastily turned to make his retreat.

" Stay, friend, thy bag is not yet filled. Thou needs 
corn, or thou would not have taken so much pains to get

A lady of very small means wanted to have some
money for charitable objects, 
with a penny reel of cotton.

She began her poor-fund 
This she knitted into a

little neat mat that she sold for fourpence ; she spent the 
fourpence on wool, and knitted a pair of cuffs that she 
sold for a shilling ; this was again spent on materials 
that when made up, brought half-a-crown ; and when a 
few months after she began, I inquired how she was 
getting on, I found she had made her penny into thirty
pounds !

Take care of the pence. They are wonderful things.
They melt away unpcrceived if they are not taken care of ; 
and they accumulate to pounds if they are taken care of.

A ship's carpenter once said to me, "when a big hole is 
knocked in the ship's side, we know it at once, and with 
tow and tallow we bung up the place at once, and then 
set to, properly to mend the damage. But it's your little 
leakage, that is not at once known, that's dangerous. 
The water gets into the hold, and nobody knows how 
or where. Oh, I always dread a little leak, for that 
often sinks the ship."

Working men ! dread the leakage of pennies. Take 
care of the pence, lest they leak out of your pockets. B.

THOUGHTS GET THE! LATE FLOOD.

THE sad calamity that has occurred near Sheffield, by 
the bursting of a reservoir, at Bradfield, that has- de 
stroyed so many workmen's homes, and taken so many 
lives, has filled all England with dismay, and all hearts 
with pity for the sufferers., The waters which overflowed 
the valley of the Don, may well be called the waters of 
Death. Sudden ruin, and destruction of property and 
life attended their rapid march, antl they left behind them 
bare desolation broken remnants and corpses where 
but a.few minutes before had been cultivated land,

at times an almost overwhelming shock, a terrible con 
vulsion to shake our blind faith in the stability of earthly 
things, and we get it. ^We look upon houses and land as 
very firm, real things, possessions not easily removed or 
destroyed or rendered valueless ; we are constantly 
reckoning upon the continuation of this earthly life ; 
and as we will not read and remember God's great lesson 
that He writes up daily for us in the sky, that is chang 
ing evermore, with its varying clouds and revolving 
sun;^-and on the earth, among trees and fields and 
flowers, that perpetually are filled with new life, pro 
gress, decay and death, never resting or remaining the 
same for an hour ; and that is impressed on all things that 
His hands have made, on our own bodies especially, 
frail and dying as they are ; He sends us the same teach 
ing in a voice of thunder, and impresses us by terrible 
things, since quiet, ones fail, so that His lesson shall 
be learned in some way.

Then comes such a night's experience as that of Fri 
day the llth of March, at Sheffield, which is talked of 
through the whole land, and rudely shakes our confidence 
and trust in the earthly, and we find with surprise how 
little is needed to make our firm outward possessions 
vanish. So small an event as a few clays rain more 
than ordinary, sends some hundreds of souls suddenly, 
and without warning, into the other world, overthrows 
villages and alters the face of the country. We feel our 
own helplessness at such times ; then we are always 
more ready to acknowledge God. And this is the lesson 
He would have us learn.
4, The poor creatures who were carried away by the 
flood, and called out in their agony to their friends, 
" Help   save us ! " would have been rejoiced indeed 
could those friends have had arms strong enough, and 
long enough to reach them and draw them from the 
hurrying waters. But those friends were powerless to 
help. Gladly would they, if they could, have saved the 
struggling ones. They could not. Heart-stricken they 
saw them carried past to die. But the death of the 
body, terrible as it seems at such moments, is nothing so 
terrible as that slow death of the soul, that love of self, 
as opposed to the love of God, that is creeping over so 
many around us. We see it in others, sometimes we feel 
it in ourselves, but we are not affrighted as we ought to 
be, we do not ask to be saved from it, too often we en- 
conrage it. God sees it, however, and strives to draw 
us from this death of self, by His strong hand. He brings

it. Come let me fill it," said the Friend.
The poor fellow was obliged to stand and hold the bag, 

while the old man filled it, interspersing the exercise 
with the pleasantest conversation imaginable, all of which 
was like daggers in the heart of his mortified victim.

The bag was filled, the string tied, and the sufferer 
hoped to be soon out of the presence of his tormentor. 
But again his purpose was thwarted.

" Stay ! " said the Friend, as the man was about to 
hurry off, having uttered once more his apologies and his 
thanks. " Stay, Ruth has breakfast ready ere this ; 
thou must not think of going without breakfast. Come, 
Ruth is calling."

This was almost unendurable. This was " heaping 
coals," with a vengeance ! " In vain the mortified neigh 
bour begged to be excused, in vain he pleaded to be re 
leased from this so great a punishment. The Friend was 
inexorable, and he was obliged to yield.

Breakfast being over, " Now," said the old farmer, as 
he helped the victim to shoulder the bag, " if thou needs 
any more corn come in the daytime and thou shall 
have it."

With what shame and remorse did the guilty man 
turn from the dwelling of the Friend ! He never again 
troubled the Friend's corn crib. He at once repented 
and became a reformed man. He was afterwards heard 
to relate, in a meeting, the substance of this story, and 
he attributed his conversion, under God's blessing, to the 
course the Friend had so mercifully pursued to arrest 
him in his downward career.

[We know a gentleman who has tried a somewhat 
similar plan with several convicted thieves, who are now 
respectable members of Society. ED. B. W.]

CLOSING- OF PUBLIC-HOUSES ON
THE SUHDAY,

TENS of Thousands of working-men and their families 
will have to thank God, if the proposed Parliamentary 
measure for closing public-houses on the Sunday is passed. 
Even piiblicans and their families will have cause to re

IN an old country town dwelt a man and his wife, 
Who lived such a quarrelsome wrangling life, 
That the neighbours declared, to their shame and disgrace, 
There was not such another vile pair in the place.

ii.
Like a cat and a dog they would snarl all day long, 
So cross was their temper and lawless their tongue ; 
And louder and louder their voices were heard, 
As each madly struggled to have the last word.

in.
But lo, all at once they grew gentle and meek, 
Those tongues a new language have now learned to speak; 
The turbulent passions that rent them now cease, 
And their home is the picture of quiet and peace.

IV.

Of course all the neighbours were sorely perplexed 
At the strange alteration, and vrondered what next ? 
But none could account tor the change that had come  
So suddenly too on the Snarls and their home, 

v.
At last the strange fact was so bandied about, 
An old lady vowed she would ferret it out; 
And so our Miss Busy (by that name she went) 
Goes straight to the Snarls to know what it all meant

VI.

"Good morning," said she, " Mrs. Snarl ; how d'ye do ? 
What a change has come over your husband and you ! 
'Tis the talk of the street, and I really must know, 
What strange thing has happened to alter you so."

VII.

"I'm glad, Ma'am, you've come," Mrs. Snarl said, 
There has been a change, I am happy to say : [" to-day; 
A change in ourselves, in our home, our affairs, 
And all brought about pray don't laugh by two bears."

VIII.

" Two bears ? " cried Miss Busy, half fainting with fright, 
" Two bears, Mrs. Snarl ? Did I hear you aright ? " 
" Yes, bears, Ma'am sit down, you have nothing to fear  
And right glad I am that they ever came here."

I..

But what, in the world, Mrs. Snarl, can you mean ? "  
" Just two Scripture bears," she replied, quite serene. 
" What, two Scripture bears ? I'm perplexed more and

more :"  
" Though strange, it is true, as I told you before."

x.
" But, stay, Mrs. Snarl, if your Bible you read, 
You'll find no two bears there, you will not indeed ; 
Except those who ate up the children, you know, 
Who mocked at Elisha dead, long long ago."

XI.

" Yes, Ma'am, but two others are mentioned beside."  
" Where, where, pray ? " Miss Busy impatiently cried : 
" My memory in such things is not much amiss, 
And I should have found them, if there, before this."

XII.

"Well, Ma'am, then, you cannot this verse have forgot-  
'Bear each other's burdens,'(l) 'tis so, is it not ? 
' Forbearing each other in love,' (2) makes the pair, 
And the names of the couple are Bear and Forbear."

XIII.

How Miss Busy felt, we can't venture to say, 
But at least we will hope she went wiser away : 
The Snarls, it was plain, having Christians become, 
'Twas seen in their peace, and 'twas felt in their home.

XIV.

Take, friend, these two Bears : they cost nothing to keep; 
They'll never annoy you, awake or asleep : 
Wherever they're welcomed, all bickerings cease, 
For they bring to a household sweet concord and peace.

(1) Gal. vi. 2. (2) Ephes. iv. 2.

joice, for 
anyone."

Sunday-work brings no good in the end to 
We are interested by finding that so many

publicans are signing petitions in favour of the proposed 
closing on the Sunday. We believe that if the publicans 
and their families throughout the land were canvassed, 
a very large majority would be found to be in favoiir of 
the entire closing on the Lord's-Day. Forms of Petition 
may be had on application to any Clergyman, or Minis 
ter, or "by letter, addressed to the Secretary of the 
" Society for Promoting the Due Observance of the 
Lord's-Day," 20, John Street, Adelphi, London. W.C.

dreds of human dwellings. So sad and speedy a ruin 
has not often been witnessed in our comparatively quiet 
England ; and the great number of the dead, we believe, 
makes this calamity almost without a parallel. 

At sunset, on the Friday evening, how little the in-

us sometimes outward ruin, to accomplish in us an in 
ward salvation. He shakes violently the bed on which 
we lie slumbering that we may be saved from the coming 
destruction. And to those who cry "Help, save us! " 
His ear is never deaf, His arm is never too weak or too 
short to reach them, 
for ever.

He will save them at once and 
o.

C^lir Just before going to press we have received the 
sum of£l 16s. in aid of the sufferers by the flood, from 
" The men employed in the Cab Department of Messrs, 
Bromley and Co.'s Establishment, Ashton-ttnder-Lyne," 
which we shall have much pleasure in handing over to the 
Mayor of Sheffield, who is Treasurer to the Relief 
Fund. We shall gladly take charge of any further 
contributions, ED. B. W.]

A WASHING VOICE.

THE Working-men's Lord's-Day Rest Association" has 
just issued an address from which we extract the follow 
ing : " The Committee, feeling that the Lord's-Day is 
rapidly sinking to the levelof a holiday.* earnestly appeal 
to all who enjoy and value the Sabbath to aid them in 
their efforts to preserve it as a " Day of Holy Rest." The 
masses of the people are quite ignorant of the extent of 
Sunday Labour, and the great blessing which is gliding 
from their grasp. We therefore propose to circulate 
500,000 Prize Tracts, and to scatter information on this 
important subject in every possible way."

We recommend working-men and their friends to pe 
ruse and circulate the Prize Tracts issued by this Asso 
ciation. Specimen copies may be had by forwarding 
six stamps to Mr. Charles 'Hill, the Secretary of the 
Association, 13, Bedford Row, London. W.C.

* Working-men have need to be on their guard, or the time will 
come when in England (as on the continent) seven days' work will 
have to be done for six days' pay.

HEW PUBLICATIONS, ILLUSTRATED.
How Sam Adams's Pipe became a Pig. Bytf. w. 

Kirton, author of " Buy your own Cherries." Price Sixpence.

A Glass of Ale. Its History and Mystery. By the same 
Author. Trice Twopence.

Incidents in the Liie_ of a Birmingham Man; or,
the Cottage of Content. JNew Edition. Price Threepence.

Charley's Disappointment; or, making the best of it. 
By Mrs. Brock. New Edition. Price Threepence.

Haehel; or, Little Faults. A Tale for the Young, by Charlotte 
Elizabeth.. Fourth Edition. Price Is.

"Wanderings of a Bible, and my Mother's Bible. By Mrs. 
Balfour. New Edition. Price One Shilling.

Dick and His Donkey; or, How to Pay the Rent. New- 
Edition. Price Sixpence.

Illustrated Penny Headings. (Selected by the Editor of 
the British Workman.) 1. Who's your Friend? 2. The Market 
Pint, 3. Autobiography of a Reformed Thief. 4. What Hap 
pened to Joe Barker. 5. The Losings' Bank. Pledge for a 
Pledge. 6. The Plank will bear ; a Ballad lor Seamen. 7. Take 
care of your' 'Tis Buts.'

.HOUSE-TO-HOUSE CA2STVAS SIWG-.
Further Extracts from Letters.

A MirEND, in Hertfordshire, writes as follows "During the pass 
year I have circulated upwards of 1100 copies of the British 
'Workman ; 30 of the Band of Hope Review; and 200 Children^ 
Friend. Amongst my Subscribers are ministers, agricultural 
labourers, baiters, butchers, bricklayers, blacksmiths, carpenters, 
coach-builders, dressmaker?, drapers, dealers, farmers, glaziers, 
gardeners, grocers, hair-dressers, laundresses, millers, painters, 
publicans, servants, scholars, schoolmistresses, teachers, stonema 
sons, shoemakers, wheelwrights, wooden-ware manufacturers both 
masters, and men. One of the millers, above referred to, has can- 
v^ssed an adjacent village, and obtained thirty Subscribers to the 
British Workman. Such an example, in one who is frequently 
working all night, is worthy of imitation ofttiose who have nothing 
to do. When I deliver the Nos. I am greeted by the smiles of both 
parents and children, who are on the look out for them when 
a new month sets in."

[?fg»The Publisher will forward packets of the " British 
Workman" to any part of the United Kingdom, Chan 
nel Islands, Shetland and Orkney Islea, France, or 
Belgium, POST FEEE, as under:  

4 copies for 4d., or for one year 4s.'l 
8   8d.,   8s. 

12   Is.,   12s. 
24   2s. Od.,   24s. 
All orders, (accompanied with remittances'), to be 

addressed to SAMDEL W. PAETEIDGE, &To. 9, fatertws* 
ter Row, London. E.G.

MUST BE 
PAID IN 

ADVANCE.
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THE WRONGS OF CHILDREN, No. 4.
THE FUSTIAN CUTTERS ; AND LUCIFER-MATCH 

MAKERS.

SOME readers of our article on the little lacemakers, argue, 
that one reason of their sufferings is, that they are em 
ployed in a sort of private way, by people who, canyingon 
their work in their own houses, are not brought under 
the laws that regulate public factories ; and that abuses 
in such cases are frequent in proportion to their being 
unnoticed. The abuse, as we have sought to show, is in 
the putting of children of such tender years to work at 
all. The fault mainly rests with parents ; and is trace 
able to the habits in which multitudes of parents
indulge, 
necessary

The money spent in dangerous, and un- 
articles of consumption, would clothe,

feed, and educate all the children of the working-classes, 
who have a healthy father, in regular employment. 
And in the long-run if would be found that the wisdom 
and self-denial of parents in bringing up their children 
properly, brought its own reward. Instead of a sickly, 
dissolute race of young boys and girls, without one par 
ticle of love for the authors of their being, there would 
be a healthy, kindly, happy community of young people, 
loving and honouring their father and mother, and able 
and willing to repay in the old age of their parents the 
protection and tenderness that had been shown in their 
own infancy. " Jem, why don't you give your mother 
some of your wages ; the old woman is hard-up," said a 
working-man in my hearing once, as I was walking in 
the streets of Dudley. " Why should I give her my 
wage ? What for ? " said a ruffianly-looking boy of about 
fourteen, with a terrible oath, in reply, " What did she 
ever give me but a blow or a curse ? She turned me off 
when I was so" high, putting his hand about two feet 
from the pavement, and I've turned her off! " This is 
the tone of language and feeling that all this martyrdom 
of childhood leads to. The mind and soul, the heart 
and feelings, are diseased and distorted, as well as the 
body. The strongest and purest feeling that God has 
implanted in the human breast, the lore of parent and 
child, is dried up at its source, and the world to each 
becomes a black desert of iniquity.

Let not our readers suppose that it is the parish-officers, 
and those who have the care of destitute and orphan 
children who are to blame. It is by no means common 
for .parish-officers to send the children out of the work 
houses at such early ages as from seven to ten, to un 
healthy employments. The children usually found so 
employed are not orphans ; they are worse than orphans, 
they have bad parents.

One of the many objectionable trades to which young- 
children are put is, "Fustian Cutting," which means not 
merely fustian, but velvets and velveteens, any material 
with a pile on its surface, that is made even with the 
edge of a long sharp knife, introduced into the ma 
chinery. The management of this knife can be soon 
learned, even by a young child, and the ease with which 
the trade is learned is one reason why so many little 
creatures under eleven years of age are put to it.

If, like many other trades of .the children, they worked 
half-time, that is, six hours a-day, with time out of that 
given them to take a meal, and then had three hours' 
schooling, and the rest of the day for healthy home 
pursuits and recreation, there would be nothing to 
object to. The inheritance of the working-man's child is 
toil, and under proper regulations, beginning early may 
not be wrong. What we contend for is, that there 
should be time for the child to have school instruction, 
to learn and practise cleanliness, to have cheerful re 
creation and home happiness, and without these advan 
tages it cannot grow up strong and sound in body and 
mind. The fault of the " Fustian Cutting" trade is, 
that the "Undertakers," or small masters, who take 
piece-work, have no regular hours ; and that as the bu 
siness is soon learned, very young children are put to it, 
and have to work twelve, sixteen, and even eighteen 
hours at it. A witness,* himself engaged in the trade, 
says, " I have known of the children being there (at the 
work-room) till eleven at night; now this day is Friday, 
they will be working on there from six this morning till 
to-morrow morning right off! "

Now, even if this were a healthy employment, it would 
be shamefully cruel to keep children employed all these 
hours. The young frame wants plenty of sleep, as well 
as plenty of exercise, but this is an unhealthy employ 
ment in two ways. The fluff, or filmy dust, from the

where they destroy the fern ale infants, but this is a living 
death ? A poet, once drawing a comparison between the 
murder of infants in Heathen lands, and the treatment 
of many children in our own, said, 

" Such law of bloodshed to annul
Should be the Christian's toil;  

May not such law be merciful 
To that upon our soil ? "

But, bad as Fustian-cutting is, the trade of Lucifer- 
match-making is worse. It is about thirty years since 
the very great convenience of the Lucifer-match was in 
vented. It was one of the most cheap'and ready im 
provements that science introduced. The old clumsy 
tinder-box, with its singed rag, and flint-and-steel and 
its brimstone-match, was at once cast aside ; and all, from 
the lowest to the highest rejoiced in the clean, cheap, 
easily-lighted Lucifer. But with every good there is 
some evil mingled not of necessity, but by carelessness 
and selfishness. Not to speak of the multitudes of fires 
and accidents that carelessness has caused, and against 
which, in these pages, we have often lifted up a warning 
voice : the employment of children in Lucifer-match 
making is one of the deadliest wrongs that can be per 
petrated on defenceless little-ones. We desire to testify 
that there are manufacturers who carry on their trade 
free from all the evils of cruel oppression to the young, 
but these are the exception.

In this manufacture there are many employers in a 
small way, who have miserable sheds, or outhouses, as 
workshops, and with one or two men, and a few wretched 
children, pursue their trade.

Little creatures from seven years old, are thus em 
ployed. The air in which they work is strongly im 
pregnated with phosphorus, which they inhale, and be 
come diseased. There is an affection "of the bones that 
attacks the workers. It begins by giving them toothache. 
This continues until it not only decays the teeth, but the 
jawbones, and when once firmly seated in the system, there 
is no cure for it. Shocking operations, such as removing 
the jawbone, have to be performed, and many die after 
years of frightful suffering. Besides this disease, there 
are, of course, terrible accidents from the combustible 
nature of the materials used, and burns that sometimes 
kill, and often maim, are common.

A trade like this, which compels the working in poison 
ous and inflammable materials, ought only to be followed 
by those who are old enough to judge of its dangers, and 
who enter it of their own freewill. Such persons would 
be careful to use perfect ̂ cleanliness of frequent washing, 
rinsing the mouth out with some corrective of the air 
they breathe, and thus preserving themselves. Children 
cannot fully know the danger, nor provide against it. To 
them the work is slow murder. The wife of a match manu 
facturer, who never employed children, and who has 
given up the business, gave very strong testimony. Mrs. 
Maria Charlick * said, " Her husband, Alfred Charlick, 
has lately given up the match business. He never em 
ployed children, or any one not grown up. They did 
not consider it safe, partly because of the danger of fire, 
but particularly because young people do not know the 
strength- of the work, or when they are injuring them 
selves. They will not keep clean, but will eat their 
victuals amongst their work. That is the cause of half 
the jaw-diseases. It is not fit work for children at all.

NECESSITY OF RELIGION.

HEAR what the celebrated infidel Voltaire says on this 
subject, in Sullivan's Survey of Nature " Wherever 
society is established, there it is necessary to have re 
ligion : for religion, which watches over the crimes that 
are secret, is, in fact, the only law which a man carries 
about with him ; the only one which places the punish 
ment at the side of the guilt, and which operates as 
forcibly in solitude and darkness as in the broad and 
open face of day."

THE ATHEIST.

Go, watch the morning's dewy ray, 
That wakes the rosy dawn of day, 
Amid the clouds that float on high, 
In sunshine through the glowing sky.

Go, where the burning day declines, 
And the dim sun of evening shines, 
And watch the farewell beams of light, 
Dying amid the clouds of night.

Gaze on the pure and trembling star, 
That beams in brightness from afar, 
Through unseen worlds of distant bliss, 
Pouring its rosy light on this.

Then, with a still and dazzled heart, 
And lost in wonder as thou art, 
Look upward, if thou canst, and swear 
There is no God of glory there.

cutting fills the air, and being breathed during these long 
hours of work, chokes up the lungs of the poor children, 
and lays the basis of chest diseases and consumption; 
most of them have thick breathing, or a cough.

But the worst is, that the attitude in which they stand 
to the frames to use the knife, twists the young bones 
out of shape. They are subject to a growing in of the 
knee-joint, that produces lameness ; the opposite shoulder 
grows out, and bad spinal deformities, and diseases 
follow. When young children begin to work under ten 
years of age, and continue these long, dreadful hours ; if 
they do not die, which often happens, they are crippled, 
unhealthy creatures, whose life is one long disease. An 
eminent medical man, Dr. Simpson, says,f " At eight or 
nine years of age they are put (the greater number are 
girls) to cutting for the whole of the day, and grow up 
without any proper knowledge of the simplest cooking, 
or the plainest sewing.

" The children are, in most cases, put out to nurse in 
order that the mother may go on with her work.

" Dirt, discomfort, and consequent ill-temper, combine 
to drive the husband to the beer-house, where many spend 
a large portion of their earnings ; a drunken husband is 
often the cause of drinking in the wife ; then, of course, 
all sorts of evil follow ; the children are badly clothed, 
and badly fed ; pale, dirty little wretches, with the pain 
ful look of premature old age.

" It often happens that wretched living accompanies 
great extravagance, and that they are badly fed on what 
would provide good and sufficient food for a large family, 
if properly expended. I have been tojd that it is a com 
mon custom for them to have feasts on a Saturday night, 
when they have hot meat suppers, with beer, &c., and 
eat like gluttons, even if they have to pinch for it after 
wards."

Thus waste and want, feasting and fasting,. go on in 
the home, and the poor children are turned out to toil 
and grow up crippled, ignorant and vicious, a misery to 
themselves, and a curse to society.

Oh, parents, in Christian England! ought these things 
to be ? We shudder when we read of Heathen lands

She wonders how mothers can let their children go to 
such work so young ; would sooner her own should beg 
their bread than go to it."

Now, parents, think of these things. God gave you 
your children to be comforts to you. Nothing is a greater 
blessing than a loving dutiful child. But if you would 
have this blessing to comfort your old age, you must be 
willing to deny yourselves during the early years of 
your children. The very fact that you can say to them, 
" I gave up luxuries for your sakes," will touch their 
hearts, and make them feel that they are bound to love 
and cherish you when the time comes that you will be 
in your second childhood, 

"When you are feeble, old, and grey, 
My healthy arm shall be your stay, 
And I will soothe your pains away 

My Parents.",

C. L. B.

MAGNANIMITY OF AN AFRICAN.

THE following account of the conduct of an unenlightened 
African negro, is furnished in Captain Snelgrave's ac 
count of his voyage to Guinea.

A New England sloop, trading there in 1752, left a 
second mate, William Murray, sick on the shore, and 
sailed away without him. Murray was at the house of 
a black named Cudjoe, with whom he had commercial 
dealings, and formed a friendship. He recovered, and 
the sloop being gone, he continued with his friend 
till some opportunity should offer of his returning home. 
In the meantime, a Dutch ship came into the road, and 
some of the blacks, coming on board her, were treacher 
ously seized and carried off as slaves. Their relations 
and friends, transported with rage, ran to the house of 
Cudjoe, to take revenge by killing Murray. Cudjoe 
stopped them at the door, and demanded what they 
wanted. " The white men," said they, " have carried 
away our brothers and our sons, and we will kill all 
white men. Give us the white man you have in your 
house, that we may kill him." " Nay," said Cudjoe, " the 
white men that carried away your relations are bad men ; 
kill them when you can take them : but this white man 
is a good man, and you must not kill him." " But he 
is a white man," they cried, " and the white men are all 
bad men, and we will kill them all." "No," said ho, 
"you must not kill a man who does no harm, only 
because he is white. This man is my friend, my house

NOW I DIE HAPPY.
WHEN Bishop Butler lay on his dying bed, he called for 
his chaplain, and said, " Though I have endeavoured to 
avoid sin, and please God to the utmost of my power, 
yet, from the consciousness of perpetual infirmities, I am 
still afraid to die."

" My lord," said the chaplain, " you have forgotten 
that Jesus Christ is a Saviour."

" True," was the answer; "but how shall I know that 
He is a Saviour for me ?"

" My lord, it is written, him ' that cometh unto Me, I 
will in no wise cast out.'"

" True again," said the Bishop, "and I am surprised 
that, though I have read that Scripture a thousand times 
over, I never felt its proper virtue till this moment; and 
now I die happy !'

is his citadel; I am his soldier, and must fight for him ; 
you must kill me before you can kill him. What good 
man will ever come again under my roof, if I let my 
floor be stained by a good man's blood ? " The negroes, 
seeing his determination, and being convinced by his 
discourse that they were wrong, went away ashamed. 
In a few days Murray ventured abroad again, accom 
panied by his friend Cudjoe, when several of them took 
him by the hand, and told him they were glad they had 
not killed him. for he was a good man.

The above incident reminds us of the apostle's saying, 
that " for a good man some would even dare to die," and 
leads us to reflect upon the surpassing unparalleled love 
of Christ, who " died the just for the unjust, that He 
might bring sinners to God."

' * See page 163 of 
Labour,^

; Eeport of the CommisBioa on Childrea'a 

Lt See page 168$.] ,

ENJOYMENT OF LIFE.
" THERE are a thousand things in this world to afflict 
and sadden but oh ! how many that are beautiful and 
good ! The world teems with beauty with objects that 
gladden the eye and warm the heart. We might be 
happy if we would. There are ills which we cannot 
escape the approach of disease and death, misfortunes, 
the sundering of earthly ties, and the canker-worm of 
grief, but a vast majority of the evils that beset us might 
be avoided. The cause of intemperance, interwoven as 
it is with the ligaments of society, is one which never 
strikes but to destroy. There is not one bright page 
upon record of its progress nothing to shield it from 
the heartiest execrations of the human race. It should 
not exist it must not. Do away with all this ; let wars 
come to an end, and friendship, charity, love, purity, and 
kindness, mark the intercourse between man and man. 
We are too selfish, as if the world was made for us alone. 
How much happier should we be were we to labour more 
earnestly to promote each other's good. God has blessed 
us with a home which is not all dark. There is sunshine 
everywhere in the sky, upon the earth there would be 
in most hearts, if we would look around us. The storms 
die away, and the bright sun shines out. Summer drops 
her tinted curtain upon the earth, which is very beauti 
ful, even when the autumn breathes her changing breath 
upon it. God reigns in heaven. Murmur not at a 
creation so beautiful, and who can live happier than we.

HAVE FAITH IN GOD.

"Daughter, thy faith hath made thee whole." 
ST. MARK v. 34.

LORD, I would everything resign 
To have my heart as pure as Thine ; 
I am so full of self and sin, 
I scarcely dare to look within, 
For at the merest glance I start 
To see the blackness of my heart. 
Oh, to be meek as Thou wert meek, 
Guarded in every word I speak ! 
Oh to be wise, all self above, 
Strong in the majesty of Love ! 
Oh to be kind as Thou Avert kind! 
But no, I follow far behind ; 
I can but through the people press, 
And touch the border of Thy dress, 
Then tremble at the wondrous cure, 
And, scarcely daring to be sure, 
Fall, as that earnest woman fell, 
Low at Thy feet, who made her well, 
And hear Thee saying to my soul, 
" Daughter, thy faith hath made thee whole.' 1

J. s. w.

THE DRUNKARD'S BIBLE.
BY MRS. S. C. HALL.

(Concluded from the April number.)

" Bitter, but happy tears of penitence gushed from 
my eyes as the ocean of intoxicating and baneful drinks 
swelled and rolled, and seethed around me. I opened 
the drain, and they rushed forth to add to the impurity 
of the Thames. " ' Away they go !' I said ; ' their power 
is past ; they will never more turn the staggering work 
man into the streets, or nerve his arm to strike down the 
wife pr child he is bound by the law of God and man to 
protect ; never more send the self-inflicted fever of de 
lirium tremens through the swelling veins ; never drag 
the last shilling from the drunkard's hand ; never more 
quench the fire on the cottage hearth, or send the pale, 
overworked artisan's children to a supperless bed ; never 
more blister the lips of woman, or poison the blood of 
childhood ; never again inflict the Saturday's headache, 
which induced the prayerlijss Sunday. Away away ! 
would that I had the power to set adrift all the so-per 
verted produce of the malt, the barley, and the grape of the

world!' As my excitement subsided, I felt still more 
resolved ; the more I calmed down, the firmer I became. 
I was as a paralytic recovering the use of his limbs ; as 
a blind man restored to sight. The regrets and doubts 
that had so often disturbed my mind gathered themselves 
into a mighty power, not to be subdued by earthly mo 
tives or earthly reasoning. I felt the dignity of a mission ; 
I would be a Temperance Missionary to the end of my 
days ! I would seek out the worst among those who had 
frequented the ' Grapes,' and pour counsel and advice  
the earnest counsel and the earnest advice of a purely 
disinterested man into ears so long deaf to the voice of 
the charmer. I was a free man, no longer filling my 
purse with the purchase-money of sorrow, sin, and death. 
I owed the sinners, confirmed to lead the old life of sin 
in my house I owed them atonement. But what did I 
not long to do for that poor Emma ? When I thought 
of her of her once cheerfulness, her once innocence, her 
once beauty I could have cursed myself. Suddenly 
my sister shook the door. She entreated me to come 
forth, for some one had torn down our sign, and flung it 
in the kennel. When I showed her the dripping taps 
and the broken bottles, she called me, and believed me 
mad ; she never understood me, but less than ever then. 
I had, of course, more than one scene with her; and 
when I told her that, instead of ale, I should sell coffee, 
and substitute tea for brandy, she, like too many others, 
attaching an idea of feebleness and duplicity, and want 
of respectability to Temperance,- resolved to find another 
home. We passed a stormy hour together, and amongst 
many things, she claimed the ' Drunkard's Bible :' but 
that I would not part with.

"I lost no time in finding the dwelling of Peter Croft. 
Poor Emma ! If I had met her in the broad sunshine 
of a June day, I should not have known her; if I 
had heard her speak, I should have recognised her voice 
among a thousand. Misery for her had done its worst. 
She upbraided me as I deserved. ' You,' she said, ' and 
such as you, content with your own safety, never think 
of the safety of others. You take care to avoid the 
tarnish and wretchedness of drunkenness yourselves, 
while you entice others to sin. Moderation is your safe 
guard ; but when did you think it a virtue in your 
customers ?'

" I told her what I had done, that in future mine 
would be strictly a Temperance-house ; that I would by 
ever}r means in my power undo the evil I had done.

"' Will that,' she answered in deep tones of anguish  
' will that restore what I have lost! will it restore my 
husband's character? will it save him, even if con 
verted, from self-reproach ? will it open the grave, and 
give me back the child, my first-born, who, delicate from 
the cradle, could not endure the want of heat and food, 
which the others have still to bear ? will it give us back 
the means squandered in }'our house ? will it efface the 
memory of the drunkard's songs, and the impurity of 
the drunkard's acts ? . Oh, Matthew ! that you should 
thrive and live, and grow rich and respectable, by what 
debased and debauched your fellow-creatures. Look !' 
she added, and her Avords pierced my heart ' look ! had 
I my young days over again, I would rather supposing 
that love had nothing to do with my choice -I would 
rather appear with my poor degraded husband, bad as 
he-has been, and is, at the bar of God, than, kneel there 
as your wife! You, cool-headed and moderate by 
nature, knowing right from wrong, well-educated, yet 
tempting others to the destruction which gave you 
food and plenishing your fine gin-palace I your 
comfortable rooms! your intoxicating drinks! the 
pleasant company ! all, all! wiling the tradesman from 
his home, from his wife, from his children, and sending 
him back when the stars arc fading in the daylight. 
Oh ! to what a home! Oh ! in what a state !

" ' I do think, as you stand there, Matthew Hownley, 
well-dressed, and well-fed, and respectable yes, that is 
the word, ' respectable!' that you are, at this moment, 
in the eyes of the Almighty, a greater criminal than my 
poor husband, who is lying upon straw, with madness in " 
his brain, trembling in every limb, without even a Bible 
to tell him of the mercy which Christ's death procured 
for the penitent sinner at the eleventh hour!'

"'I laid her own Bible before her. I did not ask her 
to spare me : every word was true I deserved it all. I 
sent coal, and food, and clothing into that wretched room ; 
I sent a physician ; I prayed by the bedside of Peter 
Croft, as if he had been a dear brother. I found him 
truly penitent; and with all the resolves for amendment 
which so often fade in the sunshine of health and strength, 
he wailed over his lost time, his lost means, his lost 
character all lost; all God had given health, strength, 
happiness, all gone all but the love of his ill-used and 
neglected wife ; that had never died ! ' And remember,' 
she said to me, ' there are hundreds, thousands of cases 
as sad as his in England, in the Christian land we live 
in ! Strong drink fills our jails and hospital's with sin 
and crime, with disease, with death ; its mission is sin 
and sorrow to man, woman, and child ; under the cloak 
of good-fellowship it draws men together, and the ' good- 
fellowship ' poisons heart and mind ! Men become mad 
under its influence. Would any man not mad squander 
his money, his character, and bring himself and all he 
is bound to cherish to the verge of the pauper's grave  
nay, into it ? Of five families in this wretched house, 
the mothers of three, and the fathers of four, never go to 
their ragged beds sober; yet they tell me good men, 
wise men, great men, refuse to promote tenjperance. Oh, 
they have never seen how the half-pint grows to the 
pint the pint to the quart the quart to the gallon! 
They have never watched for the drunkard's return, or 
experienced his neglect or ill-usage never had the last 
penny for their children's bread turned into spirits never 
woke to the knowledge that though the snow of Decem 
ber be a foot on the ground, there is neither food nor fire 
to strengthen for the day's toil!'

" Poor Emma ! she spoke like one inspired ; and 
though her spirit was sustained neither by flesh nor blood, 
she seemed to find relief in words.

"When I spoke to her of the future with hope, she 
would not listen. ' No,' she said, ' my hope for him and 
for myself is beyond the grave. He cannot rally ; those 
fierce drinks have branded his vitals, burnt into them. 
Life is not for either of us. I wish his fate, and mine, 
could warn those around us ; but the drunkard, day after 
day, sees the drunkard laid in his grave, and before the 
last earth is thrown upon the coffin, the quick is follow 
ing the example set by the dead of another, and 
another glass!'

" She was right. Peter's clays were numbered ; and 
when she knelt beside his coffin, she thanked God for 
his penitence, and offered up a prayer that she might be 
spared a little longer for her children's sake. That
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The "Drunkard's Bible." Drawn by George Cruikshank.

prayer gave me hope : she had not spoken then of hope, 
except of that beyond the grave.

"My friends jested at my attention to the young 
widow, and perhaps I urged her too soon to become my 
wife. She turned away, with a feeling which I would 
not, if I could, express. Her heart was still with her 
husband, and she found no rest until she was placed be 
side him in the crowded churchyard. The children 
live on the son, with the unreasoning craving for 
strong drink, which is so frequently the inheritance of 
the drunkard's child; the daughters, poor, weakly 
creatures one, that little deformed girl who sits behind 
the tea-counter, and whose voice is so like her mother's ; 
the other, a suffering creature, unable to leave her bed, 
and who occupies a little room at the top of what was 
the ' Grapes.' Her window looks out upon a number of 
flower-pots, whose green leaves and struggling blossoms 
arc coated with blacks, but she thinks them the freshest 
and most beautiful in the world! "

POLITENESS.
SIR WILLIAM COLES, Governor of Virginia, was con 
versing one day with a merchant in the street, when he 
saw a negro pass by who saluted him. Sir William 
having returned the salutation, the merchant, in surprise, 
asked him, " What ! does your excellency condescend 
to bow to a slave? " "To be sure I do," answered 
the noble-hearted Governor, " I should indeed be 
ashamed to let a slave surpass me in civility."

THE STRENGTH OP A KIND WORD.
A MAN was one day driving a cart along the street. 
The horse was drawing a heavy load, and did not turn 
as the driver wanted. 
The man was in an ill- 
temper, and cruelly beat 
the horse; the horse 
reared and plunged, but 
he either did not, or would 
not, go the right way. 
Another man who was 
with the cart, went up to 
the horse, and patted him 
on the neck, and called 
him kindly by his name. 
The horse turned his 
head, and fixed his large 
eyes on the man, as 
though he would say, " I 
will do anything for you, 
because you are kind to 
me," and bending his 
broad chest against the 
load, turned the cart 
down the narrow lane, 
and trotted on briskly, as 
if the heavy load was 
only a plaything. O how 
strong is a kind word!

We are glad to learn that the "Royal Society for the 
Prevention of Cruelty to Animals " is contemplating the 
giving of Medals, or Certificates of Honour, to those 
drivers, drovers, &c., who are noted for their kindness.

THE POWER OP A KIND WORD.
I REMKMBER hearing of an incident which affords a 
striking illustration of the sentiment uttered by the 

inspired writer " Death 
and life are in the power 
of the tongue." A young 
woman, who at one time 
had been connected with 
Christian people, and had 
regularly attended the 
house of prayer, gradually 
allowed herself to be led 
away into the follies of 
sin, till she became a per 
fect outcast. She soon 
found that the way of 
transgressors is hard. 
Overtaken by poverty and 
ill-health, stung by re 
morse, destitute of friends, 
and apprehending that no 
human being would either 
aid or pity her, she de 
termined to take away her 
life. In accordance with 
this purpose, she was 
hastening to some lonely 
meadows, through which 
a river flowed, into which 

she resolved to plunge in order to terminate her misery. 
When approaching the river-side, a Christian minister 
coming in an opposite direction, aware of her sad life, at 
first thought of either stepping into a different path, or of

turning back, that he might not meet her. He howevei 
changed his intention, went forward, and as he was pass 
ing her, said, in a kindly tone, "Good morning, Sarah." 

He had walked onward but a few paces when the 
poor girl, affected by the friendly recognition, said to her 
self, " I thought no one cared at all for me, or would 
ever speak a kind word to me any more, but I find I am 
mistaken. Perhaps even yet I may recover myself, I 
may yet be happy." She forthwith abandoned her 
dreadful purpose, and, by God's help, began to live a new 
life. Let the law of kindness be ever in our tongue ! «r. s.

Working Men's Libraries.—S. W. Partridge's 
Catalogue of Illustrated Books, suited for Working Men's 
reading, may be had, on application to any Bookseller, 
or by forwarding a stamped envelope to No. 9, Pater 
noster Row, London. E.G.

THE CHILDREN'S FRIEND.
THIS Illustrated Penny Monthly Periodical is now issued 
in an enlarged form with numerous Illustrations. We 
specially commend the " Hieroglyphical Readings" 
[which are affording amusement and instruction to both 
old and young], to the notice of our readers. A speci 
men copy way be. ordered through any Bookseller,

THE YEARLY VOLUMES for 1861, 1862 and 1863, 
with 100 Illustrations in each, engraved from designs by 
Gilbert, Weir, Foster, Anelay, &c., may be had, in illus 
trated cover, Is. 6d.;plaincl., 2s.; gilt edges, 2s. 6d. each.
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