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THE LADY AND THE PIE; 
OS, KNOW THYSELF.

A WORTHY Squire, of sober life,
Had a. conceited boasting wife ;
Of. him she daily made complaint ;
Herse'fshe thought a very saint.
She lov'd to load mankind with olame,
And on their errors build her fame.
Her favourite subject of dispute
Was Eve and the forbidden fruit.
" Had I been Eve," she often cried,
" Man had not fall'n, nor woman died.
I still had kept the orders given,
Nor for an apple lost my heaven ;
To gratify my curious mind
I ne'er had ruin'd alt mankind ;
Nor from a v»in desire to know,
Entail'd on all my race such woe."
The Squire replied, " I fear 'tis true,
The same ill spirit lives in you ;
Tempted alike, I dare believe,
You would have disobey'd, like Eve."
The lady storm'd and still denied
Both curiosity and pride.

The Squire some future day at dinner,
Resolved to try this boastful sinner ;
He'-griev'd such vanity possess'd her,
And thus in serious terms address'd her,
'"•Madam, the usual splendid feast
With which our wedding-day is grac'd,
With you I must not share to-day,.
For business summons me away.
Of all the dainties I've prepared,
I beg not any may be spar'd :
Indulge in every costly dish ; 

. Enjoy, 'tis what 1 really wish :
Only observe one prohibition, 
Nor think it a severe condition.;
On one small dish, which cover'd stands, 
You must not dare to lay your hands ;
Go—disobey not on your life,
Or henceforth you're no more my wife."

The treat was serv'd, the Squire was gone, 
The rnurm'ring lady din'd alone ; 
She saw whate'er could grace a feast, 
Or charm the eye, or please the taste; 
But while she rang'd from this to that, 
From ven'son haunch to turtle fat: 
On one small dish she chanc'd to light, 
By a. deep cover hid from sight';. 
"0 ! here it is—yet not forme! 
I must not taste, nay, dare not see : 
Why place it there ? or why forbid 
That I so much as lift the lid ? 
Prohibited of this to eat, 
I care not for the sumptuous treat; 
I wonder if 'tis fowl or fish, 

• To know what's there I merely wish. 
I'll louk—O no, I lose for ever, 
If I'm betray'd, my husband's favour. 
I own I think it vastly hard, 
Nay, tyranny to be debarr'cL 
John, you may go—the wine's decanted, 
I'll ring or call you when you're wanted." 
Now left alone, she waits no longer, 
Temptation presses more and stronger, 
"I'll peep—the harm can ne'er be much, 
Por'tho' I peep, I will not touch ; 
Why I'm forbid to lift this cover 
One glance will tell, and then 'tis over. 
My husband's absent, so is John, 
My peeping never can be known." 
Trembling, she yielded to her wish, 
And rais'd the cover from the dish : 
She starts—for lo ! an open pie, 
Erom which six living sparrows fly. 
She calls, she screams with wild surprise, 
"Haste, John, and catch these birds," she cries ; 
John hears not, but to crown her shame, 
In at her call her husband came. 
SJernly he frown'd as thus he spoke, 
"Thus is your vow'd allegiance broke? 
Seif-ign 'ranee led you to believe 
You did not share the sin of Eve. 
Like her's, how blest was your condition. ! 
How small my gentle prohibition ! 
yjet you, tho' fed with every dainty, 
Sat pining in the midst of plenty ; 
This dish, thus singled from the rest, 
Of your obedience was the test ; 
Your mind, unbroke by self-denial, 
Could not sustain this slender trial. 
Humility from hence be taught, 
Learn candour to another's fault ; 
Go, know, like Eve, from this sad dinner, 
You're both a vain and curious sinner."

HANNAH MORE.

; S CUKES 1ST A LIFE.
IT was a lovely afternoon, in the month of June. A 
soft breeze rendered the hot weather just bearable.

Mrs. Perry—a young widow—was in the garden of 
her pretty country-home, looking up the shadeless road 
that led to the neighbouring town. It seemed to glare in 
the almost, meridian rays of the sun, and the white dust 
which lay; thick upon it was ever and anon caught up by 
the playful Xvind, and whirled along in blinding clouds.

Mrs. Ferry wanted to pay a visit to a friend of hers 
that afternoon, but she hesitated as she contemplated 
the hot, diisty road she would have to traverse.

A little boy came bounding up the garden after her. 
Sweet-tempered and affectionate, full of health and 
spirit, and the living portrait of his departed father, it 
can scarcely be wondered at that the child was the joy 
and pride'of his widowed mother's heart.

" Shan't you go, mother ? " he cried.
"I don't know, dear: I'm afraid it is too warm for 

you."
" 0 no,-Jnother : I do love to go to Mrs. Jackson's. I 

can have such a game with Fanny. Do let us go."
"Very well, little pleader, get ready quickly, so that 

we may have time to walk slowly."
They were soon ready, and on their way. Mrs. Jack 

son—whom they were going to visit—and Mrs. Perrv had 
been friends from girlhood, and now that the former was 
settled in the town of D——, where her husband was in

business, the widow often walked over to see her, and to 
while away a lonely hour or two in converse about the 
past, the present, or the future.

On that June afternoon, they so engaged themselves 
after greeting each other affectionately. Meanwhile, 
Charlie was sent into another room to play with Fanny 
Jackson and her brother.

After their chat had extended over an hour-and-a-half, 
Mrs. Perry began to say " that she must see about going," 
and requested her friend to call Charlie.

" That's a fine boy of yours," said Mrs. Jackson, " but 
I'm sadly afraid you are spoiling him."

The widow laughed lightly. " I don't think I am," 
she said, " but you know I must make the most of him ; 
he's my only one."

" Yes, but be careful, my dear," returned Mrs. Jack 
son, with a smile and a shake of the head, " you cannot 
possibly be too careful."

She rose from her seat, and called the children. Then 
turning to Mrs. Perry, she said, " I .wish I could prevail 
on you to stay to tea. But, at any rate, you must not go 
without taking something. I will draw you a glass of 
ale. It will help you home."

As Mrs. Jackson left the room, Charlie re-entered it 
by another door, with his playmates. His face was 
flushed with romping, and his eyes danced and sparkled 
with merriment."

" Oh, mother, we've had such fun ! " he shouted, "I 
was blind-man's-buff, and I caught Fanny every time. 
She's so little, you know, mother, she can't get out of the 
way in time."

" Well now, come and sit down and get cool, Charlie. 
We are going home directly."

" Is that water, mother ? " he asked, as Mrs. Jackson 
appeared with a jug and glass. " I'm so thirsty."

" No, dear, it's ale—you shall have some. I cannot 
allow you to drink water while you are in such a heat." 

" I won't have ale, I don't like it," said Charlie. 
"Mustn't say 'won't,' Charlie, dear," said Mrs. Jack 

son, reprovingly. " A little of the ale will do you good. 
It will help you home."

Strange that Mrs. Jackson should give utterance to 
such foolish and dangerous words, when nok ten minu-tes 
before she had begged the widow to be careful with re 
gard to her son, and had reiterated " you cannot be too 
careful!" - . 

Mrs. Perry took up the glass which her friend had 
fillled, and drank about half its contents.

" Now, Charlie," she said, " come and drink this up." 
The child slowly got up from his low stool and ap 

proached his mother. " I'd rather have water, mother," 
he whimpered.

" Mother knows what is best for you," was the reply, 
as she held the glass to his lips.

He merely tasted it, and turned away. 
" Now drink it up to please mother," said Mrs. Perry, 

" Come, be a man! "
Making, what appeared to be a tremendous effort, the 

little fellow took the glass in his hands, and swallowed 
all it contained. •,-.,.':••.

" That's the way ! " said Mrs. Perry, " Charlie must
obey mother ; she knows what is best for him." 

Then turning to her friend, she added, " He is anything 
but strong, and I wish to accustom him to take a little 
ale. It is strange what a dislike he has to it."

" Children are generally some time before they acquire 
a taste; for it," said Mrs. Jackson, complacently.

As they started on their way home, Charlie was in 
boisterous and unnatural spirits. But a reaction speedily 
took place. He lagged behind his mother, grew peevish, 
began to whine, and at last seated himself wearily on a 
heap of stones by the road-side.

Mrs. Perry again used her favourite phrase, " Come
a man, Charlie ! We shall soon be home. Jump up 

and step along ! "
"I can't, mother," cried Charlie, and he added,-pas 

sionately, " I hate Mrs. Jackson ! "
"Charlie, for shame ! Hate Fanny's mother ? "
" Yes I do ; she tells wicked stories. She said that 

ale would help me home, and it's a story. It makes 
my legs ache till I'm so tired. I can't walk home, 
mother; you must carry me."

" Carry a great boy like you ? fie, Charlie ! Come, 
Mrs. Jackson thought it would do you good, and help 
you home, she is very kind."

" She isn't kind, mother. She knew better ! I'll have 
water next time I go to her house. I will have water,— 
it's the best."

Well would it have been for Charles Perry if he had 
carried out that determination through life, and had 
retained the opinion of his childhood.

* * * # * *
Eighteen years had passed away. They had wrought 

great changes, in many respects, in Mrs. Perry and her 
son. The pretty little cottage, where we first saw them, 
was no longer their abode. They were the tenants of a 
house in a busy city, where Charles was beginning to 
make his way in the world. Though he had caused her 
many a heart-ache, he had remained pretty faithful to 
his mother. She looked over his glaring faults many a 
time by mentally arguing, " Well, he is a great deal 
better than some, after all." A heavy sigh generally 
accompanied the words.

One bright May morning found Charles Perry and 
his mother in the town of D——, and, moreover, at Mrs. 
Jackson's house. One might have guessed that some 
thing important was going on there, for such a mysteri 
ous air of pleasant bustle pervaded the place, and every 
thing was beautifully bright and smart. Besides, Mrs. 
Jackson and Mrs. Perry were shining in caps trimmed with 
white, and their faces were wreathed with benign, satis 
fied smiles. More than that, Ann, the maid-of-all-work, 
had on a cap, actually trimmed with white satin rosettes. 
As for Mrs. Jackson's only daughter—little Fanny of 
yore—her graceful figure was draped in a dress of pure 
white, and the rose in her girdle was scarcely more 
beautiful in colour than the bloom on her cheek. The 
fact of the matter was this :—Charles Perry was in D-

canter, his mother, half-playfully, half-anxiously laid he 
fingers upon his, and said, " No more, Charlie, dear !" 

For a moment his eyes flashed defiantly, then makin 
an effort to return her playful smile, he said, " That i 
unlike your-elf, mother. Why don't you pass it ove
and say,' Come, be a man ? '""**#***

The years sped on. Troubles were thickening aroun 
a home which had enjoyed but a transient season of happ. 
ness—alas for it's once hopeful and happy, butnowwor 
and anxious, mistress, Fanny Perry.

" Oh, Mrs. Perry, God bless you for coming ! I'm 
so glad," were her wearily-uttered ejaculations, as sh 
kissed the faded, wrinkled cheek' of her mother-in-law 
who had arrived by special and urgent invitation, a 
Charles's home.

"Carry your grandmother's parcel upstairs for her 
Howard," continued Mrs. Charles Perry as she turned to 
wards her eldest son, a fine- lad of fourteen. " And com 
and sit down, mother. You look tired to deatl."

" My dear child, I'm fairly upset. My head is dis 
tracted. How is dear little Lettie,—and how does my 
Charlie bear up under it all ? Oh dear! "

Her words, which at first were low and tremulous 
grew altogether inarticulate, and finished with a quiet 
stifled sob. Time, or sorrow, or both had dealt hardlj 
with her since the day, when a smiling, blooming matron 
she had wished her son and his young bride all joy an" 
happiness in their new course of life. Her hair, then 
glossy black, now lay upon her wrinkled brow in band 
of grey. Her once merry brown eyes were now lustre 
less ; in short, she looked quite a worn-down old woman 
though her years had not nearly reached three-score 
and ten.

" It's no use crying, mother," said Fanny, trying like 
a brave little woman as she was, to speak cheerily, " I'v 
cried till I'm heart-sick. But now I'm resolved to try 
and endure the worst as calmly as possible."

" Ah, child, you don't feel responsible for anything 
that's come upon you, because it's no fault of yours. Bu 
since I've been so much alone, I've reflected, and I fee 
that Charles might have been so different if—if I hac 
only done some things that I did not do, and leftundon 
much that I did do. Oh, Fanny, may you never suffer 
what I have suffered the past few years ! Remorse 
remorse !—it's fearful to experience, my child."

" Don't talk so," pleaded Mrs. Charles, while tears 
stood in her eyes. " All may turn out well yet. I 
Charles would only keep steady, I believe we should 
weather the storm. Others have passed through it be 
fore us. But come upstairs, and see dear Lettie, wil 
you ? I think the poor darling is better to-day. It wil 
be such a comfort to have you here awhile, Mrs. Perry 
I'm so glad you're come."

Still weeping, the old woman gathered up her shaw, 
and followed her daughter-in-law up stairs to see the 
sick child, who was suffering from scarlatina.

"I keep her quite away from the other children,'1 
said Fanny. " I'm so fearful of its going through the 
house. God knows I could ill bear any more trouble 
than I have." 
.;.." Surely He does," muttered Mrs. Perry.

While sitting beside the little one's bed, they were 
startled by an unusually loud, business-like knock at the 
front door. Fanny grew pale, and began trembling. 
" Mother," she said, in an apologetic tone, " I ^on't 
think I'm well; I really cannot help it, but the leasl 
noise upsets me like this. Excuse me, please ; I will 
run down and see if it be Charles."

In a few minutes she returned, and beckoned Mrs. 
Perry from the room. "Mother," she said, as she sank 
down on the staircase, " the worst is come ! They are 
come. The Lord help us ! We are rained! "

Charles Perry did not return home till nightfall. His 
wife met him in the passage, and led him into a room to 
see his mother. He was far from being sober. They 
exchanged a few desultory sentences, and then a strange, 
painful silence reigned. Only the baby on Fanny's 
knee sometimes claimed attention, by uttering a low, 
soft coo.

" How was it you were not home to dinner, Charles 
dear ? " enquired Fanny, at length.

" Dinner J" he echoed sarcastically, " Could a man 
eat while hanging over Vesuvius ? Pshaw! I've 
eaten nothing to-day, and don't know when I shall 
again."

" Mother," said a little boy who at that moment entered 
the apartment, " our new servant says that those men 
that are come to our house are bailiffs. They are not, 
are they, mother ?"
Mr. Perry started to his feet. His face grew pale. 
" Farmy," he demanded hoarsely, " what does that child 
mean ? "

Fanny rose and laid her babe on the sofa, then ap 
proaching her husband, she passed her hands caressingly, 
soothingly over his face, and clasped them round his 
neck. " Husband, dear, it's all true; but it may be for 
the best, who knows ? Oh be strong, be brave, becalm ! 
Charles, I emplore you be calm and patient."

He tossed her hands from his neck, and pushed her

that morning purposely to claim from Fanny the fulfil 
ment of a promise that she had given him a-few months 
previously.

There was abundance of gossip and merriment at the 
" marriage feast," albeit it was said to be " a very quiet 
affair." Only the relatives of the bride, and the bride 
groom's mother were present. As is the foolish and 
pernicious custom on such occasions, wine flowed freely, ji 
There were so many healths to drink, even absent ones 
were not forgotten. Under its influence, Charles's fine ' 
black eyes grew unnaturally bright. His conversational j 
powers were great, and that morning he was uncommonly j 
voluble. As he was about to lay his hand again on the de-

away. " Be calm! Oh, Fanny, this is greater than I can 
bear. It is crushing. I cannot—cannot survive it! "

He wiped great drops of perspiration from his cold 
face, and sank down upon a chair. His face was hidden ; 
his mother thought he was weeping. She rose from her 
seat, and tottered, rather than walked, to him. Laying 
her trembling hand upon his shoulder, she said, beseech 
ingly, " Charlie, my own boy, you mustn't give up so, 
Come be a man ! "

Oh what recollections those few words awakened in 
his soul! He raised his head, and fixed his eyes, with 
a wild, despairing expression upon his mother's face. 
" Be a man! " he cried bitterly, " mother, mother ! 
would to God you had never spoken those words to me ! " 
He turned and left the room ; Mrs. Perry and Fanny 
remained in the quiet, unlighted room, each trying to 
conceal from the other how passionately she was weeping.

When her burst of grief had spent itself, Fanny said 
in low tones, "I wish poor dear Charles could weep, 
mother ; it would relieve him so. I will go upstairs and 
talk quietly to him a bit. It may be he is calmer now."

Yes, poor wife, calm as death can make him. -t
" Grandmother ! Oh come ! come ! " was the piercing 

cry that startled the echoes of the quiet house five 
minutes afterwards. It was Howard's voice.

The old lady's trembling limbs almost refused to obey 
the summons. At last, however, the chamber of death 
and despair was reached. What a sight met her gaze !— 
the lifeless form of her son, and the inanimate form of 
his nearly heart-broken wife.

For several seconds she stood motionless in the

doorway. Then addressing Howard, who was bending 
over his mother,—trying to raise her head from the floor, 
and pushing back the hair from her colourless face,— 
she said savagely, " You're a fool Howard ! Making 
such a disturbance for nothing. Leave your mother 
alone when she is asleep ! Poor darling, she looks as 
tired as a dog." The old woman's reason was evidently 
giving way.

"Don't talk so, grandma,' implored Howard, "call 
Sarah ! look at father ! Don't you see the blood ! Oh, 
grandmother, his throat is cut!—he is dead !" The boy 
groaned and sobbed in his anguish.

M-rs. Perry deliberately walked to the bedside and 
shook the dead body. " To think he persists in lying 
here like a child ! Charlie, Charlie, get up. Come, be a 
man, be a man ! I say."

******
" You need not be afraid of her, ma'am, said the poor 

widow, Mrs. Charles Perry, to a kind lady who had 
called to comfort and help her in her distress and poverty. 
" She is very quiet, and harmless."

" Do you not feel her to be a burden ? " enquired the 
lady, as she gazed compassionately at the poor old 
woman in the chimney-corner, who was the subject of 
their conversation.

•' Of course she is a little extra trouble to me ; but she 
is the mother of my dear husband, and I cannot bear the 
idea of entrusting her to strangers," replied the widow, 
with tremulous voice, and tearful eyes.

" Hush ! " said the lady, " what is that she repeats so 
monotonously ? "

" It is a sentence that she was in the habit of using 
to her son, ma'am," was the reply. " It is simply this, 
' Come be a man I'" NELSIE BROOK.

SAUNDERS MACIVOR, THE SAILOR.
SAUNDERS MACIVOR was mate of the schooner " Eliza 
beth." His home was in one of the little sea-port towns 
on the east coast of Scotland. He was a grave and some 
what hard-favoured man, powerful in bone and muscle, 
even after he had turned his sixtieth year; but was 
much respected for his inflexible integrity and the depth 
of his religious feelings. Both he and his devout wife 
were especial favourites of a Mr. Porteous, of Kilmuir, 
an excellent Scottish minister.

On one occasion, when the sacrament was dispensed 
in his parish, and Saunders was absent on one of his con 
tinental voyages, Mrs. Macivor was an inmate of the 
parsonage house. A tremendous storm burst out in the 
night-time, and the poor woman lay awake, listening in 
utter terror to the fearful moanings of the wind as it 
tiowled in the chimneys, and shook the casements and 
the doors. At length, when she could lie still no longer, 
she arose, crept slong the passage, and to the door of 
the minister's ehii.aber. " Oh, Mr. Porteous," she said, 
Mr. Porteous, do ye not hear that ? And poor Saunders 
on his way back from Holland 1 Oh rise, rise, and ask 
;he strong help of your Master." The minister accord 
ingly arose, and entered his closet.

The " Elizabeth " at this critical moment was driving 
onwards, through spray and darkness, along the northern 
shores of the Moray Frith. The fearful skerries of 
Shandwick, where so many gallant vessels have perished, 
were close at hand; and the increasing roll of the sea 
ihowo.d the gradual shallowing of the water. Macivor 

and his own townsman, Robert Hassock, stood together 
at the binnacle. An immense wave came rolling ba- 

ind, and they had barely time to clutch to the nearest 
lold, when it broke over them half-mast high, sweeping 

spars, bulwarks, cordage, and all before it in its course. 
;t passed, but the vessel rose not. Her deck remained 
Juried in a sheet of foam, and she seemed settling down 
>y the head. There was a frightful pause. First, how- 
sver, the bowsprit and the butts of the windlass began 
;o emerge—next the forecastle—the vessel seemed as if 
ihaking herself from her load ; and then the whole deck 
ippeared, as she went tilting over the vast waves.

" There are still more mercies in store for os," said 
ilacivor, addressing his companion ; " she floats still!"

" O, Saunders, Saunders ! " exclaimed Robert, " there 
vas surely some man of God at work for us, or she 
would never have stood that."

" The effectual fervent prayer of a righteous man 
.vaileth much."

Slander. — The worthiest people are frequently
attacked by slander ; as we generally find that to be
he best fruit, which the birds have been pecking at. |

ETERNITY.
Eternity ! 

How long art thou, Eternity ? 
As long as God shall God remain, 
So long shall last hell's torturing pain, 
So long the joys of heaven shall be ; 
O long delight ! long misery 1 
Mark well, 0 man, Eternity I

Eternity ! Eternity !
How long art thou, Eternity !
O man, let oft thy musings dwell
Upon the dreadful woes of hell,
Oft on the saints' all-glorious lot,
For both shall last when Tfnie is not.
Mark well, 0 man, ETERNITY !

THE SWEARER AND HIS BOY.
\. MAN, in an agricultural district, who was extremely 
ddicted to profane swearing, was one day at work with 
yoke of oxen near his house. The oxen, not working 

) suit him, he began to whip them severely, at the same 
me uttering a volley of most horrid blasphemous oaths, 
he oxen breaking loose from their burden, ran to the 
mse, while the owner in a passion pursued them, and 
iming fup with them at the house, began to Whip them 

gain, and to swear as dreadfully as before. His little 
ay, at this time just old enough to begin to talk, began 
o prattle his profane oaths after him. No sooner did 
ie father hear this, than his feelings were wrought 
3 to a lively seno!Mlity. He paused for a moment, 
topped his whip, and sat do,,_ and wept bitterly. A 
ood of keen reflections at once rusheo. u^ his con.- 
icted conscience, which produced such an effect, tiiau 
e found no rest to his mind, day nor night, until his sins 
ere forgiven, which took place a few weeks afterwards.



June 1st, 1864. THE BRITISH WORKMAN'. 455

THE PLUCKED FLOWER.
THERE lived a Christian gentleman

Who, being fond of flowers, 
Employed a gardener to tend

And cultivate his bowers.

This gardener had a darling child,
On whom his heart was set, 

A merry, charming little girl,
A veiy household pet.

But God, all-wise, saw fit to take
His idol from his sight ; 

She was the sunshine of his days,
She died, and all was night.

He murmured at the God of Love, 
And thought his lot was hard,

But still, to cultivate his flowers, 
He paid a strict regard.

In one delightful, fragrant bed,
There grew a fav'rite rose, 

This lovely bud he watched with care,
As well we may suppose ;

Intending, when it reached its prime,
To pluck it from the tree, 

And place it in his master's hand,
Its loveliness to see.

One summer's morning, when the sun
In glorious brilliance shone, 

He turned to mark his fav'rite flower,
Alas ! the rose was gone.

Some fellow-servant, as he thought,
Had idly plucked the flower, 

And thus the care and hope of days
Was shattered in an hour.

He sought the mansion, and he found,
To his intense surprise, 

The beauty of his fav'rite rose
Had caught his master's eyes ;

Who plucked, and bore it to the Hall,
In gentle keeping, where 

It rested in its pride of bloom,
And shed its fragrance there.

The gardener's flush of anger changed
Into a pleasant look ; 

The flower was for his master reared,
That flower his master took.

"Ah, Eichard," said the gentleman,
" You gladly yield the rose 

Because I chose to take it,—this
A lesson may disclose.

" I thought it worthy of a place
Within this house of mine ; 

Your Heavenly Father plucked your rose,
And will you still repine ?

" Rather rejoice that HE should you
A fitting gardener deem, 

To tend awhile a lovely flower,
Then yield it up to HIM." j. B

YOU WANT A CHANGE.
A WIDOW woman, residing in a country district, took 
lodgers. Her inmates were chiefly working men, en 
gaged in some new buildings that were being erected in 
the neighbourhood. Some of these left her on a Satur 
day evening, and came again on- the Monday, but no-w 
and then some stayed the entire time, and as she was a 
religious woman, she set them a good example by going 
to the house of God on the Sabbath-day, and inviting 
them also to do so.

An intelligent young workman came to lodge with 
her. He was skilful at his trade,-and had been well 
instructed. He was not a drunkard, nomlid he use bad 
language at any time ; but he was, evidently, entirely 
without religion. He read of an evening ; and on the 
Sundays, when it was fine, he strolled out into the "fields 
with a book, or a newspaper, and lay down by the side of 
a hedge, smoking his pipe, and reading listlessly ; and 
when it was a wet Sunday he yawned, and stretched, 
and shifted his seat from one chair to another, and 
smoked a little, and then rend a little, and seemed as 
weary and dull as it was possible for a human being to 
be. When he was asked what made him so troubled 
and restless, he generally replied, " That he believed he 
was not in good health," and acting under this suspicion, 
one Monday while the doleful fit of weariness was upon 
him, he went and consulted a doctor, who, after hearing 
his symptoms, said—

" Oh, you want a change."
The young man left him ; and at dinner, that day, 

when his landlady asked him the doctor's opinion, he 
said, peevishly,—

" Oh, he says the same as all the doctors I have con 
sulted ; he says I 'want a change.' I should like to 
know how that can be, when in the last year my werk has

been in five different counties—change indeed 1—the 
doctor knows nothing about it."

In the evening, the widow brought the subject u] 
again. She had been thinking over the melancholy o" 
her lodger, and of the doctor's prescription, and as th< 
young man was lighting his pipe after tea, and, with i 
sigh, was languidly scanning the newspaper, she said— 

" Do you think when the doctor mentioned change 
that he meant change of place ?"

" Of course he did, Mrs. Boyce ; why what else shoulc 
he mean ? "

" Oh, I was thinking there's many other kinds of 
changes."

" How ?—I don't understand." 
" Why, there's change of habits,—and change of oc 

cupation."
"Habits !—what's the matter with my habits ? " 
" Well, I am old enough, Mr. Kichards, to be your 

mother, and I may speak plainly to you. In the way 
of your business you've had change enough of place, 
and that you say has not done you any good. But have 
you ever tried a change in your way of life ? As it is, 
you go to your work, and when that is over you have no 
pursuit in the evening ; and when the week is over, you 
have no pursuit on the Sabbath-day. That day is the 
same as any other, only you have not got your work to 
help you to get through with it, and you are so dull and 
weary with having the whole day on your hands, that 
instead of being refreshed by the rest, you are more 
tired at the beginning of the week than you are at its 
close."

" Ah, Mrs. Boyce, but I was as bad, or worse, when I 
was in London, and used to take an excursion train, and 
have a trip into the country. Why, what with the 
crowding, the heat, the hurry, and the company, I was 
tired in the body, as well as in mind. Quite done up and 
fit for nothing on Monday."

" Yes, I can well believe you were ; but suppose now 
you have tried all these changes, you tried doing good 
on the Sabbath-day."

" Now, Mrs. Boyce, excuse me, I don't want to be 
preached to. You good people are so fond of preaching." 

" Well, Mr. Richards, I know several of our Sunday- 
school teachers who are busy all the week, but they en 
joy the Sabbath-day ; it is an entire change to them, and 
it refreshes them, and gives them such spirits for all the 
week. They teach the children in the school, and in 
their turn they are taught in the time of public-worship; 
and they meet with young friends like-minded with them 
selves, and, as it says in a verse of the Bible, ' They 
take sweet counsel together, and walk to the house of 
God in company.' I never hear one of them talk of 
being dull and weary on the Sabbath—that of all the 
days in the week is to them the pleasantest."

Young Richards made no reply, but he thought over 
the words the widow had uttered. It was very true that 
though he had tried many changes, he had never tried 
the change she spoke of. It would, therefore, be a real, 
entire change to him. During the week he was much 
less languid than usual in the evenings, for he had some 
thing to think of. There was a Sunday-school Anniver 
sary, at a neighbouring village, on the following Sunday, 
and he attended among the congregation. A young 
man spoke to him, and gave him the printed paper o 
the hymns the children were to sing.

There was joy on every face, all were active and happy 
Richards attended all the services ; and on his return 

to his lodging, he was cheerful with the conviction tha 
he had passed a happy day. The week thus well begur 
went on well. Richards was earnestly looking forwarc 
to the next Sabbath. He was up early, and off to at 
tend the Sunday-school, to which he had been invited 
This, in a short time, led to his becoming a teacher, anc 
then his evenings were occupied in reading something 
that he might make use of for his class, or in pleasan 
conversation with his young friends. His pipe was 
thrown aside. His weariness passed away like a sum 
mer cloud. But we should deceive our readers if we 
said he was happy.

" What lack I yet? " was the question that sounded 
in the depths of his soul. There came a time when al 
the wasted hours, the grumblings, the misspent Sabbaths, 
rose to his recollection with agonizing power. The very 
words, " His mercy endureth for ever," wounded him, 
for how terrible was the thought that he had sinned
against such mercy. But in his altered circumstances, 
he was not without friends who could counsel and com 
fort him, who could point him to Jesus, the " Lamb of God, 
which taketh away the sins of the world." After a time ol 
conflict, the peace of God that passeth all understanding 
was shed abroad in his heart, and he was changed, 
through grace, and all things were made new. A new 
heart—new associations—new prospects. He made 
efforts to settle down amid the place and people that 
had been blessed to him ; and often when recurring to 
the opinion that the doctor had once given to him, he 
would say, " Ah, it was very true, I wanted a change— 
that change" which every unconverted man wants—the 
change from darkness to light, from the power of Satan 
unto God.'"

PRAYEB.
WHEN a pump is frequently used, but little pains are 
necessary to have water : the pump pours out at the 
first stroke because the water is high. But if the pump 
ha,s not been used for a long time, the water gets low ; 
and when you want it, you must pump it a long while, and 
the water only comes after great efforts. It is so with 
prayer ; if we are instant in prayer, every little circum 
stance awakens the disposition to pray, and desires and 
words are always ready. But if we neglect prayer, it is 
difficult for us to pray: for the water in the well gets 
low.—Felix Neff.

TO AVOID CALUMNY.
" If any one speaks ill of thee," said Epictetus, " con 
sider whether he has truth on his side ; and if so, reform 
thyself, that his censures may not affect thee." When 
Anaximander was told that the very boys laughed at 
his singing ; "Ay," said he, "then I must learn to sing 
better." Plato being told that he had many enemies 
who spoke ill of him ; " It is no matter," said he ; "I 
will live so that none shall believe them." Hearing at 
another time that an intimate friend of his had spoken 
detractingly of him ; "I am sure he would not do it," 
said he, "if he had not some reason for it." This is 
the surest as well as the noblest way of drawing the 
sting out of a reproach, and the true method of pre 
paring a man for that great and only relief against the 
pains of calumny—a good conscience.

PERMISSIVE LIQUOR BILL.
[ We copy the following from a hand-bill that is now Iteing exten 

sively circulated throughout the country. The subject is well 
worthy the thoughtful consideration of all classes especially 
of working men and their wives. ED. B. W.]

THE sale of intoxicating liquors has for several centuries 
been a source of difficulty to the legislature of our country. 
Hundreds of acts of Parliament have been passed for the 
purpose of restricting and regulating the sale, so as to 
produce the smallest amount of injury to the community. 
At present, it is one of privilege and monopoly. Publi 
cans have to obtain a certificate from the magistrates at 
the licensing sessions before they can obtain a licence. This 
privilege has to be granted and annually renewed by a 
majority of the justices present. In the United King 
dom there are nearly 100,000 of these liquor sellers who 
have such certificates from the magistrates. In addition, 
there are about 50,000 keepers of beershops and others, 
whose licences are, on various conditions, obtained direct 
from the Excise. All these Licences or Privileges to 
sell intoxicating drinks, are granted ostensibly for the 
convenience of the public. The traffic has, however, 
been invariably accompanied by the most disastrous re 
sults. Drunkenness, and the consequent immoralityj 
crime and pauperism, constitute the nation's foulest blot. 
The taxation and multiplied injuries which the drinking 
system imposes upon the whole community, force upon 
all classes the consideration of the subject. The depre 
ciation of property caused by the establishment of public- 
houses in any neighbourhood, has induced many land 
owners to take steps for the removal of them from their 
estates. These measures of protection, have been fol 
lowed by such beneficial results, that there are now scores 
of townships and parishes in which no licences for the 
sale of intoxicating liquors are held. Money that would 
have gone to the beershop and public-house, is spent at 
the grocers, bakers, butchers, shoemakers, tailors, cabinet 
makers, &c., who deal in useful articles. Poor's rates 
are less, and the general social comfort is greatly in- 
:reased. Parliamentary Committees have reported on 
the very unsatisfactory state of the licence laws, and all 
inquiries have afforded proof that the intemperance of a 
district is in proportion to the facilities for the sale of and 
consumption of intoxicating liquors. Under all these 
circumstances an opinion has been rapidly increasing, 
that the inhabitants of boroughs and parishes should be 
jnabled to show how they regard this dangerous traffic 
.n their midst: and that where a large majority of the 
•atepayers are opposed to having their rates increased 
>y the public-house and beershop, they should have the 
3ower to say that their " convenience " would be best 
:onsulted by these " privileges " being withdrawn. In 
dew of this conviction, which was expressed in upwards 

of a thousand petitions presented in 1862 to the House 
if Commons, containing 272,399 signatures, and of the 
act that all parties in the Legislature are agreed that 
something should be done, Mr. Lawson, M.P. for Carlisle, 
,nd Mr. Bazley, M.P., for Manchester, have brought in a 
iill, embodying the principle referred to for the adoption 
f Parliament. This measure is permissive, like the Local 
Srovernment Act, the Public Libraries' Act, and other 
lermissive laws. It could not operate in any parish un- 
ess the ratepayers desired, and not even then, unless, on 
taking the votes, the majority in its favour were two to 
one. If there were 900 votes polled it would require 600 
to be in favour of the adoption of the act in that parish 
before it could be enforced. Hence the bill is called a 
Permissive Prohibitory Bill. It does not give the power 
to license houses, but simply to prevent licences from 
being in operation in the borough or parish which votes 
for the adoption of the act. Such a measure would 
evidently increase the liberty and social power of the 
people ; for at present all the inconvenience and taxation 
caused by the liquor traffic, are inflicted without any 
effective popular check. The act would enable the oc 
cupiers of humble cottages to free themselves from 
temptation and injury, as the owners of the lordly man 
sion are now able to keep the nuisance from their re 
sidences. By this means, the working man and shop-

THE CLEAN FACE.
TOM ROGERS was a dirty lad,
But then, his training was so bad ;
His father and his mother, too,
Were not so clean as I or you.
Now Tom went to the Eagged School,
Where cleanliness is made a rule ;
They washed his face and made it bright,
He scarcely knew, before, 'twas white.
The evening came, and Tom went home,
The neighbours stared to see him come;
" Can that be Tom ? It cannot be ;
And yet I do declare it's he!
I surely never yet have seen
Tom Rogers with his face so clean : "
Tom Rogers was his mother's joy,
And yet she scarcely knew her boy.
Now Tom was tickled with the fun,
And ran as hard as he could run ;
A looking-glass was on the shelf,
Tom looked, but scarcely knew himself.
His mother, wondering, tried the plan,
She said Tom looked so spick and span,
As on his face she gazed her rill,
It make her own feel dirtier still.
She washed it well—her husband came,
Sis dirty face seemed quite a shame,
So he resolved, once in his life,
To be no dirtier than his wife.
Now, clean as any could desire,
The three sat down before the fire,
But soon they found this would not do,
The room looked very dirty too.
So Mrs. Rogers, on her knees,
Made that as tidy as you please :
Their female lodger thought it strange,
But was so taken with the change,
She felt it was a sad disgrace,
Her dirty room and dirty face ;
So setting to, she washed them white,
And all was clean and sweet that night.
Where dirt and dust were found before,
There dirt and dust were found no more.
Children ! I'm sure you'll not be seen,
Unless with hands and faces clean,
But think, if tempted to disgrace,
Of how Tom Rogers washed his face.

J. E.

NOTICES TO CORBESPOHDElSrTS.
Civis:—Send twelve stamps to Messrs. Silver & Co., Bishopsgate 
Street Within, E.G., and ask for the " Emigrant's Guide."

keeper, would be placed on a level with the wealthy 
aristocracy of the land. Such a law would benefit and 
protect all, whilst it would injure and oppress none. It 
would not close houses of entertainment for travellers, 
but simply remove the element of danger—strong drink. 
To the working-classes the boon would be incalculable,

HOUSE-TO-HOUSE CANVASSING.
Further Extracts from Letters.

A FRIEND, near Sheffield, writes:—"The result of our canvass is 
seventy-two copies of the " British Workman," which we get from 
Mr. Booth, Bookseller, Sheffield. We had. scarcely any refusals, 
and could do much more if we had time."
FROM A FRIEND IN SUSSEX.—"I am glad to say I have obtained 
Subscribers for thirty copies of the " British Workman." I find 
the best plan is to shew a copy, you then readily obtain a Sub 
scriber—of course some refuse."
FROM A FRIEND IN NEWCASTLE-ON-TYNE.—By the assistance of a 
few friends, I have obtained upwards of 900 Subscribers to the 
' British Workman.'' We intend to get our number to 1000, which 
are as many as we can conveniently deliver, as we are not at 
liberty till after six o'clock in the evening."

NEW PUBLICATIONS, ILLUSTRATED.
The History and Mystery of a Glass of Ale. By

J. W. Kirton, Author of " Buy your own Cherries." [One of the 
Illustrated Readings.] Price Twopence.

How Sam Adams's Pipe became a Pig. By J. W.
Kirton, author of " Buy your own Cherries." Illustrated by 
Cruikshank, and printed on toned paper. Price Sixpence.

A Message from "Whitechapel; or, Incidents in a London 
Hospital. By Augusta Johnstone. Price Threepence.

as the improved demand for useful articles would create 
an extended home-trade, which would increase the wages 
of the operatives, and at the same time remove those 
temptations which not only degrade them, but indirectly 
deprive them of many rights to which they are entitled.

THE MOBNIHG VISITOR.
Where have you been all night ? 
How repose till daylight,

Pretty little sparrow ? 
Both warm and cozy in my nest, 
Close to the bird that I like best, 
There we in safety went to rest,

And the little sparrows. 
Do not start—no cause to fear— 
Tell me what has brought you here,

Pretty little sparrow ? 
To breakfast—seeing we are chums— 
For both must take whatever comes : 
God gives you bread, to give me crumbs,

To feed the little sparrows. 
Poor chum, I own your claim, 
True we are much the same,

Pretty little sparrow. 
I feel the weight of all you say, 
So come to breakfast eveiy day, 
And take some crumbs, and fly away,

And feed the little sparrows. 
Islington. s. s.

Incidents ill the Life of a Birmingham. Man; or,
the Cottage of Content. By Rev. J. T. Barr. New Edition. 
Many Engravings. Price Threepence.

'Tis Buts, and how to take care of them. By J. W. Kirton, 
author of " Buy your own Cherries." [One of the" Penny

Readings."] _ ___ _
Dick and His Donkey; or, How to Pay the Bent. New 

Edition. Price Sixpence.

Scrub ; or, The Workhouse Boy's First Start in Life. By Mrs. 
Baliour. New Edition. Price Sixpence.

The Victim ; or, an Evening's Entertainment at the " Vulture." 
By Mrs. Balfour. New Edition. Price Sixpence.

Story of Two Apprentices; or, the Broad and Narrow 
Way. By Rev. J. T. Barr. Price Sixpence.

II/LUSTBATED PUBLICATIONS.
ffiS'" "With about 900 Engravings. A complete Edition of 

the British Workman for 1855—1863, bound in cloth, 13s. 6d. 
gilt edges, 15s. 6d. The Nine Yearly Parts may also be had, se 
parately, in illustrated paper covers. Price Is. 6d. each.

ggf With 800 Engravings. The Volume containing 
a Complete Edition of the Band of Hope Review (Old Series), 
for the TEN YEARS, 1851 to I860, in cloth, 10s., gilt edges, 12s.

Dedicated, by permission, to the Earl of Shaftesbury.

Just published, in Crown 8vo., with Illustrations, 
Price One Shilling, cloth.

Window Gardens for the People,
and Clean and Tidy Booms. 

Br REV. S. HADDEN PARKES, M.A.,
CURATE OF ST. GEORGE, BLOOMSBUKY.

Author of " Flower Shows of Window Plants for the Working 
Classes of London."

" Mr. Parkes has made an experiment, and it has been attended 
vith success. He has done right in making it known."— Wea&ly

ecord.
" It is with great pleasure that we commend the little volume to 

he perusal of those who take an interest in the domestic improve-
ient and condition of our poor."—The Sanitary Reporter. 

LONDON : 8. W. PABTKIDQB, 9, PATEBNOSXEB Row.

8^- "With 70 Engravings.—The Yearly Part of the 
Sand of Hope Review for 1863, with coloured wrapper, containing 
the amusing Engraving of " Ho! " by Fitzgerald. Price One Shill 
ing. Cloth gilt, Two Shillings.

8®*° "With 70 Engravings.—The Yearly Part of the 
British Workman for 1863. With the Wrapper in Colours, Is. 6d. 
Parlour Edition, cloth, gilt edges, 2s. 6d.

200 Engravings.—The Volume of the Chil 
dren's Friend, for 1863. In Coloured Wrapper, Is. 6d. Plain 
Cloth, 2s. Gilt edges, 2s. 6d. The Vols. for 1861 and 1862 may 
also be had at similar prices.

83- A Catalogue of ILLUSTRATED BOOKS, for School 
Libraries, Sfc., maybe had by forwarding a postage-stamp 
to S. W. Partridge, 9, Paternoster How, London, E. C.

gg°The Publisher will forward packets of the " British 
Workman" to any part of the United Kingdom, Chan 
nel Islands, Shetland and Orkney Isles, France, or 
Belgium, POST FKEE, as under : — 

4 copies for id., or for one year
0 J

" ° '' " 
12 „ Is., „ 12s. 

^ 24 „ 2s. Od., „ 24s.
All orders, (accompanied with remittances), to be 

addressed to SAMITEI, W. PABTEIDQB, ffo. S, faternos- 
ttr Row, London. E.G,
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" She told them that they might come whenever they would to hear it sing.'

THE
Mathematician 

Confounded.
A YOUNG man, who 
had graduated at one 
of the first colleges, 
and was celebrated 
for his literary attain 
ments, particularly his 
knowledge of mathe 
matics, settled in a 
village where a faith 
ful minister of the 
gospel was stationed. 
It was not long before 
the clergyman met 
with him in one of 
his evening walks, and 

j after some conversa 
tion, as they were 
about to part, ad 
dressed him as fol 
lows ; "I have heard 
you are celebrated for 
your mathematical 
skill; I have a pro 
blem which I wish 
you to solve." "What 
is it ?" eagerly in 
quired the young man. 
The clergyman an 
swered, with a solemn 
tone of voice, " What 
.shall it profit a man, 
if he shall gain the 
whole world, and lose 
his own soul ? " The 
youth returned home, 
and endeavoured to 
shake off the im 
pression fastened on 
him by the problem 
proposed to him, but 
in vain. In the giddy 
round of pleasure, in 
his business, and in 
his studies, the ques 
tion still forcibly re 
turned to him," What 
shall it profit a man,

THE MAN WHO THOUGHT HE 
NEVER PRAYED,

THE Rev. Mr. Kilpin passed a very profane man, and, 
having omitted to rebuke him, lie awaited him in the 
morning at the same,place. When he approached, Mr. 
Kilpin said, " Good morning, my friend ; you are the 
person I have been waiting for." " Oh ! sir," said the 
man, "you are mistaken, I think." "I do not know 
you ; but I saw you last night when you were going- 
home from work, and I have been waiting some time to 
see you." " Oh ! sir, you are mistaken ; it could not 
have been me ; I never saw you in my life before that I 
know of." "Well, my friend," said Mr. Kilpin, "I 
heard you pray last night." " Sir, now I know that 
you are mistaken ; I never prayed in all my life." 
"Oh !" said Mr. Kilpin, "if God had answered your 
prayer last night, you had not been seen here this morn 
ing. I heard you pray that God would destroy your 
eyes, and ruin your soul." The man turned pale, and 
trembling, said, " Oh, sir, do you call that prayer ? I 
did, I did." " Well, then, my errand this morning is to 
request you from this day, to pray as fervently for your 
salvation as you have done for damnation ; and may 
God in mercy hear your prayer." The man from that 
time became an attendant on Mr. Kilpin's ministry, and 
it ended in his early conversion to God.

SCEPTICAL SAILOR CONVINCED.
A CARELESS sailor, on going to sea, replied to his re 
ligious brother in words like these . " Tom, you talk a 
great deal about religion and Providence ; and if I should 

wrecked, and a ship were to heave in sight, and take

THE FIRST ENGLISH LARK IN 
AUSTRALIA, AND ITS SONG.

SOME years ago, when the Australian gold fever was hot 
in the veins of thousands, and fleets of ships were con 
veying them to that far-off land, a poor old woman 
landed with the great multitude of rough and reckless 
men, fired almost to frenzy by dreams of ponderous 
nuggets and golden fortunes. For these they left behind 
them all enjoyments, endearments, and softening sancti 
ties of home and social life in England ;—mothers, Avives, 
sisters, and daughters. There they were, thinly tented 
in the rain, and the dew and the mist,—a busy, boister 
ous, womanless camp of diggers and grubbers, roughing 
and tumbling it in the scramble for gold-mites ; with no 
quiet Sabbath breaks, nor Sabbath songs, nor Sabbath 
bells to measure off and sweeten a season of rest. The 
poor widow, who had her cabin within a few miles of 
" the diggings," brought with her but few comforts from 
the homeland—a few simple articles of furniture, the 
Bible and Psalm-book of her youth, and an English lark, 
to sing to her solitude the songs that had cheered her 
on the other side of the globe. And the little thing did 
it with all the fervour of its first notes in the English sky. 
In her cottage window it sang, hour by hour to her, at 
her labour, with a voice never heard before on that wide, 
wild continent. The strange birds of the land came 
circling around in their gorgeous plumage, to hear it. 
Even four-footed animals, of grim countenance, paused 
to hear it. Then, one by one, came other listeners. 
They came reverently, and their voices softened in silence 
as they listened. Hard-visaged men, bare-breasted and 
unshaven, came and stood as gently as girls ; and tears 
came out upon many a tanned and sun-blistered cheek, 
as the little bird warbled forth the silvery treble of its 
song about the green hedges, the meadow-streams, the 
cottage-homes, and all the sunny memories of the father 
land. And they came near unto the lone widow with 
pebbles of gold in their hands, and asked her to sell them 
the bird, that it might sing to them while they were 
bending to the pick and spade at the diggings. She was 
poor, and the gold was heavy ; yet she could not 
sell the warbling joy of her life. But she told them 
that they might come whenever they would to hear it 
sing. So, on Sabbath days, having no other preacher 
nor teacher, nor sanctuary privilege, they came down in 
large companies from the gold-pits, and listened to the 
hymns of the lark, and became better and happier men for 
its music.—From ELIHTT BUREITT'S" Notes by the Way."

whole world, and lose his own soul ? " It resulted in 
his conversion, and his becoming an able advocate and 
preacher of that gospel which he once rejected.

------ j---— -- —--> i ue wrecKea, ana a snip were 10 neave in sigm, aim iaK.e
, oe» T gai,? -• ! me off, I suppose you would call it a merciful Providence.
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THE DUMB SERMON.
THE Rev. William Tennant once took much pains to 
prepare a sermon, to convince a celebrated infidel of the 
truth of Christianity ; but in attempting to deliver this 
laboured discourse, he was so confused, as to be com 
pelled to stop, and close the service by prayer. This 
unexpected failure, in one who had so often astonished 
the unbeliever by the force of his eloquence, led the in 
fidel to reflect that Mr. T. had been, at other times, 
aided by a Divine power. This reflection proved 
the means of his conversion. Thus God accom 
plished by silence, what his servant wished to effect 
by persuasive preaching. Mr. Tennant used after 
wards to say, his dumb sermon was one of the 
most profitable sermons that he had ever delivered.

It's all very well; but I believe no such thing. These 
things happen like other things, by mere chance, and 
you call it Providence—that's all." He went upon his 
voyage, and the case he put hypothetically was soon 
literally true; he was wrecked, and remained upon the 
wreck three days, when a ship appeared, and, seeing the 
signal of his distress, came to his relief. He returned, 
and, in relating the case, said to his brother, " Oh ! Tom, 
when that ship hove in sight, my words to you came in 
a moment into my mind like a bolt of thunder, of which 
I have never got rid ; and now I think it no more than 
an act of common gratitude to give myself up to Him 
who pitied and saved me."

NO REST-DAY FOR THE POSTMEN.
" / HAVE been obliged to carry the people their letters all 
the morning, instead of being able to go to church."

These words were uttered with deep feeling, not long 
ago, by a rural postman, just an the congregation was 
leaving the village church. For four a ours the man had 
been on hr, "round." Over twelve miles cf ground 
he had tramped with his letter-oag that Sabbnth morn 
ing. On entering into conversation with him, I found 
that from the 1st week of January to last of December, 
he had " NO Sabbath rest."

What public servants are entitled to our sympathy 
and help more than postmen ? With wh.it interest we 
listen for their well-known knock at the door! London, 
with all its Sabbath-breaking, gives its postmen the rest 
of the Sabbath ; but in the Provinces, they have: to toil 
Sunday and week alike. We are glad to learn that in 
some parishes the clergy are taking up this matter, and 
getting up petitions in favour cf the non-delivery of 
letters by the postmen on thi ounday. The public have 
the power of securing at on :<- f-nrj boon for the postmen, 
as a request, in writing, to the postmaster from any 
householder, will prevent the Sunday delivery of letters 
at his house. G. B.

The True Christian.—*' Real Religion is a living 
principle. Any one may make a shew, and be called a 
Christian, and unite himself to a sect, and be admired ; 
but, for a man to enter into the sanctuary to hold secret 
communication with God ; to retire iuto his closet, and 
transact all his affairs with an unseen Saviour ; to walk 
with God, like Enoch, yet to smite upon his breast in 
the language of the publican, having no confidence in the 
flesh, and triumphing only in Christ Jesus ; these are 
the life and acts of a new creature."— Cecil.

SOWING AND REAPING.
WHEN the farmer sows wheat, he reaps wheat. When 
a man sows sin he reaps sorrrow. Visit yonder hospital. 
Ask the poor creatures who are suffering the most ex 
cruciating pains ; whose bodies are loathsome with foul 
disease. Many of them will tell you, " We are reap 
ing the fruit of our youthful sins."

BS^ "With 200 Engravings.—The Volume of the Band 
of Hope Review (New Series) 1861—1863, plain cloth, 4s., gilt, 5s. 
The Yearly Tarts, in coloured wrappers. One Shilling each.

PUNCTUALITY.
METHOD is the very hinge of business, and there 
is no method without punctuality. The want of 
it not only infringes on necessary duty, but 
sometimes excludes this duty. Punctuality is 
important as it gains time. It is like packing 
things in abox ; a good packer will get in twice as 
much as a bad one. The calmness of mind which 
it produces is another advantage of punctuality. 
A disorderly man is always in a hurry—he has no 
time to speak with you, because he is going else 
where ; and when he gets there he is too late for 
his business, or he must hurry away to another 
before he can finish it. It was a wise maxim of 
the Duke of Newcastle, " I do one thing at a time."

BOOR AND BUSHMAN.
THERE is a Boor in this neighbourhood, between 
whom and his Bushman servant a mutual attachment 
subsists, which has been elicited and strengthened 
by peculiar circumstances. The Bushman was in 
the service of another Boor, and having received 
some provocation from his master, in a fit of de 
speration shot one of his horses and decamped. 
Being pursued by the Boor, he threw himself on 
the protection of his present employer, who hid 
him on his premises, and when the exasperated 
Boor insisted on the Bushman being brought out 
that he might be shot, he refused to give him up. 
Thus the Bushman escaped ; and he eventually 
became a shepherd in the employ of his deliverer, j 
Not long afterwards, his new master was out in the 
field, and was attacked by a lion, which had got 
him down, when his perilous situation was observed 
by the Bushman, who, having no arms at hand, 
took off his kaross in an instant, and boldly going 
up to the lion, flapped it in his face, and so in 
timidated the creature by this unexpected salute, 
that it retreated, and the master's life was saved. 
Subsequently the Bushman was himself nearly being 
destroyed by a lion, when the sudden appearance 
of his master with a gun, who shot the lion, proved 
the means of rescuing the faithful servant in turn 
from the jaws of the devourer. The Bushman has 
been now nearly thirty years in the farmer's employ, 
and has been allowed to rear a flock of sheep, on his 
own account, which have so increased, that thev 
are supposed to be worth £1000.—Extract from 
the "Life and Labours of G. W. Walker.''' 
Dated Colesberg, South Africa, 14th June, 1839.

Igff Just issued. How TO STOP DRUNKENNESS. 
By C. Buxton, Esq., M.P Published by S. W. 
Partridge. Price Is. This book, written by one of the 
great Brewers in London, is worthy of being read 
aloud in every workshop in the land. We commend 
it to the notice of all friends of the working classes.
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