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MY AdOOtT2IT WITH HER MAJESTY,
I NEVER laid by a penny till the Post-office Savings' 
Banks came up. Not that I mightn't have done so, for 
I earned good wages ; and "after paying all the expenses 
at home, I had always plgnty of loose cash to spend. I 
was never without money in my pocket; but always at 
the year's end I had spent all I had received. I knew 
very well that I might have saved a good bit without 
cutting down the weekly allowance to the missus for the 
house, or stinting myself of any reasonable enjoyment; 
but I had never begun the thing, and when I thought 
about doing it, I was at a loss how to go about it. What 
I used to do, when I had a litttle lump of money over 
and above the expenses, was to put it away in the drawer, 
and lock it up ; and I used to say to myself, " I won't 
touch that money, but I'll put more to it from time to time, 
and when it amounts to a hundred, I'll do something with 
it—put it in the bank, or invest it in a building society, 
or something of that sort." But, somehow, the money 
didn't grow as I expected. You see I always had the 
key of that drawer in my pocket; and at any time, if I 
ran a little short, through being rather free with my 
mates or going upon the spree, I had nothing to do but 
to go to the drawer and help myself. I hesitated over it 
sometimes, but never for long ; the drawer was so handy, 
and I used to say to myself, " If I take a sovereign it 
won't reduce the money much, and I can put it back 
again next week." But it generally happened when 
next week came that it wasn't convenient to put the 
money back. And so I went on going to the drawer 
for sovereigns and half-sovereigns, until the bit of money 
dwindled down so low that it wasn't worth keeping. It's 
the same with drink. If you make up your mind that 
you won't taste a drop for a week, and stick to it, you 
are all right; but only be persuaded to make a begin 
ning—to take one glass, just one, and you take another 
and another, and then it's all wrong. It's the same, 
too, I dare say, with swindling and robbing your master; 
once make a beginning, and on yon go, like rolling down 
One-Tree-Hill on Whit-Monday, the further you go, 
the faster you go.

Susan used to say to me, " Geovte. how's the money 
getting on ? " And she used to say it in a sly sarcastic 
sort of way, meaning that I was spending it, and that it 
was going very fast. I know it was, but I didn't like to 
acknowledge it, and always said : " Oh ! it's all right 
in the drawer, there, what's of it." " Well, George," 
she would say, " you put away ten pounds about a month 
ago ; and as Christmas is coming on, it will enable us to 
buy all we require, and give a little party to our friends." 
"Yes," I would say, " but you know, my dear, that I 
have paid So-and-so, and So-and-so ; " and then I'd 
name certain bills, and the subscription to my lodge— 
for I am an Odd Fellow—and add it up and subtract it

, it in my hand. There was such a lot of people in the 
bank that there was no getting near the counter for full 
a quarter of an hour : and when at last I did get to it, 
the clerks didn't seem inclined to take any notice of me. 
Two or three times I said to one of them that I wanted 
to put in three pound ten, but he paid no attention, and 
always turned to somebody else. An old woman with 
half-a-crown cut me out first, and then I was elbowed 
aside by a charity boy with a shilling all in coppers. 
They were regular customers, and used to the banking bu 
siness, I suppose, and I wasn't. However, I got it in at 
last and received my book, and I do assure you I felt a 
load taken off my mind. When I showed the book to 
Susan, she said, " That's right, George, and I hope you'll 
go on with it." I fully intended to do so then ; but it's 
easy to intend and not so easy to carry your intendings 
out. It's like sitting over a fire on a winter's night, 
and saying, " I'll get up early to-morrow morning and 
do overtime ; " but when the morning comes, and you 
peep out between the clothes and see the frost upon the 
windows, it's very easy to find an excuse for lying a 
little longer.

The evening song and the morning song don't often 
agree. So it was with my saving. I had always a 
pretty lively recollection of the trouble it was to walk 
all the way to Welbeck-street after my day's work,

"I want to put some money in the new bank," I says, j Bardsley himself, with a clerk to help him, at it all day 
The clerk never said a word, but placed a printed piiper \ long, with piles of bank-notes and bowls full of sovereigns

from the ten, and Susan, not being good at figures, would 
be quite puzzled, and give the sum up in despair.

But she found me out more than once. One day, when 
I came home to dinner, she says to me, " George," she 
says, " you left the key of the drawer on the mantelshelf 
this morning." She didn't look at me, but went on 
carving the boiled rabbit. My wife is odd that way, and 
not like the generality of women. Nagging is not one 
of her laults. She doesn't say much, but she thinks the 
more. So when she told me about the key in that quiet 
way, I knew she had been to the drawer and counted the 
monev. That's where I don't hold with Bluebeard. He

of old women, and wait my turn at the counter. It's 
not worth doing for a few shillings, I used to say to myself; 
I'll wait until there's more of it, then put it in a lump. 
So I put the shillings away in the drawer until such time 
as they should grow to be pounds ; but owing to the key 
being always handy they didn't; and what with club-nights 
and sprees now and then, it never came to be enough to 
be worth taking down to Welbeck-street. When Christ 
mas time came, all I had in the bank was the three 
pounds ten I first put in. However, that was something, 
and as I was rather short just then, it would come in 
handy to get the Christmas extras. Three days before 
Christmas I went down to the bank to draw the money 
out, promising Susan to come straight home with it. You 
may judge how mad I was, when the clerk told me that 
I couldn't draw the money out without giving a week's 
notice. Here was a pretty go ; Susan at home waiting 
for the money to get in the tea and sugar, the plums and 
currants, and v, hat not, and the cash not to be got until 
after Christmas. " This sort of saving won't suit me," 
says I to myself; " there's too much ceremony about it." 
I had to borrow the money from one of my mates to get 
the Christmas dinner, and at the end of the week I drew 
my money out of Welbeck-street, and paid him back; and 
that was the end of my account at that savings' hank. 

Next year, Susan belonged to a pudding-club at the 
grocer's, and I belonged to a goose-club at the " York 
shire Grey." We began to pay in sixpence a week very 
shortly after Midsummer ; and, a few days before Christ-

before me to sign. I read it over and signed it, thereby 
declaring that I was not directly or indirectly entitled to 
any deposit in that, or any other savings' bank, and that 
I submitted myself to the rules of the Post-office Savings' 
Bank. The clerk then handed me a small paper book, 
about the size of a penny memorandum-book, only it 
had a white cover with the royal arrris at the top, and 
was printed all over with rules anTl regulations.

" Sign your name on that line, across the inside cover," 
the clerk says. I signed it. " That's your signature," 
he says, " for drawing out, and you should be particular 
always to use the same one."

I then handed the clerk five shillings as my first deposit 
He took the money, wrote in the book, •" Number 857, 
1862, Jan. 1, —— 5," put the post-office letter stamp for 
the day against the entry, and the thing was done. I 
don't think I was more than five minutes in the shop 
altogether. The very next evening, when Susan and I 
were sitting at supper, the postman came to the door. 
Susan answered him, and came back with a letter in her 
hand. " George," she says, " it's a letter, ' On Her 
Majesty's Service;' whatever can it be about? I shouldn't 
wonder if it was the water-rates, for you know the man 
has called three times, and——"

" There, let's open it," I says, " that's the best way to

beside them—just like Twining's, or the Bank of England 
itself. Bardsley's proud of it, too ; I know he is. He's 
never behind the counter now, serving tea and sugar ; 
he leaves that to his young men; he's a banker, bless you. 

I don't believe I should ever have saved anything if 
these Post-office Savings' Banks hadn't come up ; and 
I'm sure if it was generally known how handy and con 
venient they are, thousands like myself would take ad 
vantage of them, and soon learn to be careful and pro 
vident. If there's a philanthropist that's hard up for an 
object, I don't know what he could do better than go 
about distributing tracts setting forth the rules and regu 
lations and advantages of the Post-office Savings' Banks. 
—From "All the Year Round," by permission of 
Charles Dickens, Esq,

gg?" " My Account with her Majesty " is also published as one of 
the " ILLUSTRATED PENNY. HEADINGS." S. W. Partridge.

find out what it's about, 
"it's a letter from the

It's all right, Susan," I says, 
Postmaster-General." : And

might have tried his wife with anything but a secret; it 
is downright unreasonable to expect a woman not to be 
curious. I merely said " Oh ! " in an indifferent kind of 
a way ; but I am sure my looks convicted me. However, 
Susan did not make any remark about the money being 
nearly all gone ; but, by-and-by, when she was helping me 
to a suety dumpling, she says in her usual demure way, 
" Don't you think, George, it would be a good thing to 
put a little money away in the savings' bank ? " " Well," 
I says, " it wouldn't be a bad thing, Susan." " No," she 
says, " I'm sure " it wouldn't, and if I was you, I would 
make a beginning." " Well," I says," I would, if I knew 
how to go about it." " There's no difficulty about that," 
Susan says ; " you've only to go to Weibeck-street, and 
put a little in, and they'll give you a book, and there you 
are." Very well, Susan," I says, " I'll take your advice, 
and go to Welbeck-street to-morrow."

I was as good as my word ; and next day, at the din 
ner-hour, I walked up to Welbeck-street to put in three 
pounds ten, which was all that was left of the fifteen. 
But, lo and behold ! when I got to the bank it was shut ; 
and for the moment I thought it had broke, or the manager 
bolted with the funds, or something, but on looking about 
I noticed a brass plate on the wall with information 
about the bank hours, and from that I learned that the 
bank was only open three days a week, from ten to 
two in the morning, and from six to eight in the evening. 
I had come on the wrong day. I was a good bit vexed 
to have all my trouble for my pains, but Susan, when I 
told her, took it quite quiet, and says, " Never mind, 
George, you can go again on Saturday when the Bank is 
open." Well, I fully resolved to go, and on Saturday 
morning, I took the money with me, intending to walk 
over to the bank after my work. However, just as I was 
leaving the shop at six o'clock, who should I meet but 
an old mate of mine, that I hadn't seen for years. No 
thing would do for Dave but I must go and have a glass 
with him. Well, you know, you can't refuse to drink 
with a mate, especially when he's been away in Birming 
ham for ever so long, and got a holiday on purpose to 
come up and see his friends. So in we goes to the 
Yorkshire Grey, and has a glass of rum-and-water 
each, and you know how the time slips away when old 
friends meet as have been long parted. Dave had so 
much to tell me about Birmingham gun-barrels, and I 
had iso much to tell Dave ahout Clerkenwell watch- 
springs, and one thin5 followed another, including glasses 
of rum-and-water, that it was a quarter to eight in no 
time. It was no use ; I couldn't get to Welbeck-street 
in a quarter of an hour unless I took a cab, and it didn't 
seem natural like to take a cab to go to a savings' bank 
with three pound| ten ; so I stopped with Dave, and had 
another glass.

When I went home and told Sttsan, she didn't say an 
angry word, but just remarked that I was very unlucky 
You don't know how aggravating Susan is in that way. 
I'd rather have tongue-pie a good deal, than that sit-and- 
say-nothing, but think-the-more way of hers. It's more 
aggravating than saying the thing right out; for you 
can't tell what an awful character a quiet woman thinks 
you are. For my part, I'd rather have teacups. How 
ever, I was resolved to show Susan that I was in earnest, 
and on the following Tuesday I got to the bank in good 
time. I didn't find it such an easy matter though, to 
put my money away, even now when I was there with

mas, Susan brought home a parcel of groceries, and I 
got a goose, and a bottle of gin, and a bottle of rum. 
We didn't miss the money paid every week in sixpences, 
and when the things came home they seemed like a gift. 
I said to Susan that I thought this was better than put 
ting money in the savings' bank, where there was so 
much ceremony, and Susan thought so too. But when 
Susan's brother John, who is a cashier at a large linen- 
draper's, came to dinner on Christmas day, and we told 
him how we had been saving, he burst out a-laughing. 
" What are you laughing at ? " I says. " What am. I 
laughing at ? " he says, almost choking himself with a 
mouthful of goose—" why at you." " What for ? " I 
says. "For being so jolly green," he says. "Jolly 
green ! " I says ; " is it jolly green to lay by money for a 
rainy day ?—leastways, for Christmas day, when a family 
requires extras ? " "Fiddlesticks ! " John says. "Let 
me ask you a question, George." "Twenty " I says ; 
" go ahead, John." " Well," he says, " when did you 
begin to pay into the goose-club at the 'Yorkshire 
Grey ? ' " " At Midsummer," I says. " And you paid 
in sixpence every week for twenty-six weeks ?" " Yes," 
I says, "I did." "Which made thirteen shillings, 
George ?" "Exactly," I says. " Well," he says," is the 
goose and the liquor worth it ? " " Judge for yourself, 
John," I says. " Could I have bought such a goose as 
that you are now partaking of for less than eight-and-six 
in the shops ? " " No," he says, " I don't think you 
could." " Very well," I says, " where's your fiddle-sticks, 
and how do you make me out jolly green ? " " Why, 
this way, George," he says : " in the first place, you've 
been losing the interest upon your money for six months." 
" That's not much," I says. " No," he says, "perhaps 
not ; but that is not all. I'll be bound to say, George, 
if you'll only be candid enough to confess it, that every 
time you went to the ' Yorkshire Grey ' to pay in six 
pence to the goose-club, you had a glass of something ?" 
"Idon't deny it," I says; "you can't well go to a 
public-house without having a glass." " Sometimes two," 
he says. "Well," I says, "sometimes two; perhaps 
three, when I happened to meet a friend." " Then, let 
us say, George, that every time you went to pay in six 
pence to the club, you spent, on an average, another 
sixpence on drink." "It might be about that," I says. 
" Very well then, George, upon your own showing, your 
goose, and bottle of gin, and bottle of rum, have cost 
you six-and-twenty shillings, to say nothing of your loss 
of time, and the injury to your constitution through 
drinking more than was good for you." " I never 
thought of it in that way, John," I says. " No, of course 
not, George," he says ; "for if you had thought of it 
in that way, you wouldn't have been such a fool as to do 
it." " But you'll admit," 1 says, " that Susan has had 
her money's worth at the grocer's, and not paid more 
than she ought ? " "I'm not going to dispute that," he 
says; " but you must remember that the grocer has 
had the use of her money, and - supposing he had 
failed about the beginning of December, what would

whatever does he want ? " Susan says. " Oh, nothing," 
I says ; " he only writes to say that five shillings have 
been placed to my credit in the books of his department." 
" Well, it's very condescending of him," Susan says, " for 
so little." " Well," I says, " it's a guarantee that it's 
all right, and there's his. signature, ' Geo. Chetwynd.' " 
" Cheatwind ? " Susan says ; "are you sure it's all safe, 
George ? " " Safe as the bank," I says, and safer ; for 
the Queen, the two Houses of Parliament, and all the 
taxes, are security."

I quite took a fancy to the Post-office Savings' Bank 
when I found how simple the machinery was. It was 
almost as handy as the drawer, to have a bank round the 
corner where you could buy your tea and sugar, and put 
your money away all at once, and without ceremony. I 
was as pleased with it as a child with a pretty toy, and I 
liked the importance of receiving letters every now and 
then " On Her Majesty's Service." Susan used to put 
the letters on the chimney-piece for people to see. It 
was soon the talk of the neighbourhood that I was hold 
ing a correspondence with the government, and it was 
reported that I was going to be appointed watchmaker 
to the Queen and the royal family. I passed the post- 
office twice every day on coming home to dinner and 
going back again to work, and to walk in with my book arid 
put away a few shillings, was just like dropping hi to the 
public-house to have a glass of ale. And always the 
next day, whether it was pounds or shillings, I had a 
letter "On Her Majesty's Service;" and Susan would 
meet me at the door and say, "George, here's another 
letter from the Queen," and then we'd sit down after 
supper and count it up, and see how much I had at my 
banker's. I found putting money away in the Post-office

have become of Susan, and all the other Christmas-club 
geese. I'm surprised at a sensible man like you, George, 
doing such things, when there's a Post-office Savings' 
Bank close to your door." " But," I says, " there's so 
much ceremony about savings' banks; they're only 
open certain days a week, and the hours are inconve 
nient for a working man, and, and- : You don't
know anything about them, George," he says, taking me 
up short; " for the Post-office Savings' Banks that have 
just come up are open every day from ten to four, and 
you may put money in, and draw it out, whenever you 
like." " Well, John," I says,." I'll see about it."

I did see about it, and found that one of the Post- 
office Banks had been opened at Bardsley's the tea-
grocer's, in the next street. 
and money-order office as

Bardsley's is our post-office 
well ; and walking up the

shop through an avenue of sugar-loaves, I found a clerk 
reading the newspaper.

Savings' Bank so easy and so pleasant like, that I rather 
overdid the thing, and put more money away than I 
could spare. So one day I ran short, and had to draw 
out. It was almost as easy and expeditious as draw 
ing a cheque upon one of the big banks. At the post- 
office they gave me a slip of paper with a form of with 
drawal upon it, and addressed in print to the Postmaster- 
General on the back. I had nothing to do but to fill in 
the number of my book, the amount I wanted to draw 
out, sign my name, double the bit of paper up, and shove 
it in the post. It only took me about a minute, for the 
paper was ready gummed for sealing, and no stamp was 
required, it being marked on the back, " On Her Majesty's 
Service." It was two o'clock on Tuesdaj' when I posted 
the letter. At four o'clock next day I had an answer in 
the shape of a printed form, very similar to the notice 
paper. I had nothing to do but sign it and present it at 
the post-office, and the money was handed to- me, the 
clerk marking off the withdrawal in my book.

It's my belief that .saving is a habit, like smoking, or 
taking snuff, or like extravagance. If you begin it and 
go on with it for aJittle time, you come to have a sort of 
passion for it. Whenever I had any spare cash, I was 
off to Bardsley's with it, and often when I thought of 
withdrawing some I didn't do it, saying to myself, "Oh, 
I can give notice to-morrow, or the next day, or any time 
I like ;" and so perhaps I waited and tided over the 
temporary difficulty, and didn't withdraw at all.

About the beginning of December, in 'Sixty-three, 
when I went to put in three pounds, the clerk wouldn't 
take it. "What's up," I says; "going to stop?" 
" No, he says ; " but if you look at the rules and regula 
tions in your book, you'll find that you ain't allowed to 
put in more than thirty pounds a year." That, I believe, 
is to protect the regular bankers, and it may be quite 
right, but I don't exactly see it. I know this, that be 
fore the new year, when I might begin to pin in again, I 
had blewed that three pound 'which the cljerk wouldn't 
take. If it did any" good to the regular bankers, it cer 
tainly didn't do any good to me. However, at the end 
of 'S'ixty-three, I had fifty pounds at the Post-office 
Savings' Bank, and I might have had sixty, only I took 
a holiday in August, and went down with Susan for a 
week to Margate, where we were rather free. And here 
r found out another advantage of this wonderful Post- 
office Bank. Susan and I went beating, and raffling, 
and driving in chaises, and ran short, and were likely to 
be in a fix, until I looked over the rules and regulations 
in my bank-book, when I learned that I might withdraw 
my money at any Post-office Savings' Bank in the king 
dom, by giving notice to that effect. So I sent up the 
usual notice of withdrawal to London—I keep a dozen 
of them stitched together in a cover, and call it my
:cheque-book—stating that I wanted to withdraw the 
money at the post-office at Margate ; and, almost by re 
turn, back came the withdrawal paper, and I had nothing 
to do but go to the post-office and get it cashed. And 
the forms don't cost you a farthing--there's no postage 
to pay; and when the time comes for you to send up 
your book to the .chief office in London for the interest 
at two and a half per cent, to be calculated and added 
to your account—which is the anniversary of'the day on 
which the first deposit was made—the Postmaster- 
General sends you a big envelope for the purpose.

Altogether, it's the best regulated thing I ever came 
across, and if it doesn't make people save,' nothing will. 
But it does, I'm sure. Look at Bardsley's shop now, to 
what it was. Why, that little box with the pigeon-hole, 
where-they used to do the post-office order business, has 
swollen into a great banking department, and there's

A NOBLE WORKING MAN OF 
OLDEN TIMES.

ONE May morning, in the year 1539, the inhabitants of 
the little French town of Saintes were both astonished 
and angry to see that a poor family had come to reside 
among them. They would have rejoiced to see a well- 
to-do household come, but.they had no welcome to give 
to these poor people.

On enquiry, the neighbours learned that the head of the 
family was a painter on glass, called familiarly Bernard. 
As he was a very quiet, industrious man, the fears that 
his family would be a charge on the town gradually 
subsided.

But there was something that they did not understand. 
The man was always kneading clay and baking it, and 
making various experiments in trying to glaze it. Why 
should he neglect his regular trade, and injure his wife 
and family by all this fruitless trouble which never seemed 
to end in his making anything worth looking at ? But 
the silent Bernard was riot a man that could be much 
interfered with. He was very sober, a keeper at home 
when others were at the wine-house of an evening. So 
the neighbours were content to call him an unsocial 
fellow, and began to eye him with distrust, if not dislike. 

How soon prejudice springs up in the mind, and how 
bad are its^effects. If these suspicious neighbours had been 
less hasty in judging Bernard, they would have found 
that he was a man to whom a great idea had come ; and 
that he could not rest until he had worked it out. This 
Bernard was very religious, and his religion showed 
itself in his being in earnest in all that he did. He be 
lieved that God was. honoured by every faculty being 
dedicated to Him ; and full of the belief that it was God's 
appointment that he should labour at his experiments, 
he continued to work on, unmoved by the jeers of some 
of his neighbours, and the censures of others.

There were, however, some who pleaded with him that 
it was difficult to resist. These were his wife and 
children, who after they saw that the husband and father 
had failed in many of his attempts, implored him to give 
up his plans whatever they were, and return to the pur 
suits that would provide for the wants of the household. 
In vain Bernard told them that if he succeeded in making 
what he was attempting that he should confer a great 
boon on the world, and, by God's blessing, would enrich 
them ; they mourned over his fruitless toils as the delu 
sions of a madman.

At length, when in order to heat his furnace, Bernard 
actually tore down the fence of his garden, and also 
ripped up the flooring for fuel, there was an outcry 
that the experimentalist was insane.

Just as their patience was quite exhausted, and they 
were ready to rush out and bring in those who would 
carry the head of the house to some place of restraint, 
Bernard uttered a cry of joy, for he brought out of his 
furnace an enamelled cup of a kind of pottery, until 
then unknown. This was the work he had been toiling 
to achieve, and now success crowned his efforts.

Directly the rumour of this discovery was made known 
the neighbours saw at once its importance, and spread 
the tidings far and near. The king (Henry III. of 
France) sent for the ingenious workman, and having 
assured himself of the great value of the discovery, gave 
him a patent, and put him at the head of an establish 
ment, called The Koyal Kustic Pottery—and the inventor 
became known as Bernard Palissy, of the Tuileries.*

The prejudices of his neighbours, and the poverty of 
his family, now all passed away. By his useful inven 
tion of enamelled pottery, he was the means of giving 
employment to hundreds, and increasing the conveniences 
of domestic life. For of all the articles in use in the 
home, none are more conducive to cleanliness and 
comfort than good useful pottery. In the possession of 
this we English people surpass the world, thanks to oiir 
Wedgwoods, Spodes and Copelands, Mintons, and others^ 
But in the times we speak of, Bernard Palissy was the 
inventor and benefactor who first gave to modeii 
Europe specimens of improved pottery.

But it was not permitted to this earnest man to enjoy 
in quietude the results oi his long career of toil. When 
he Was old and lonely he had to bear his testimony to 
the faith that he professed. It was a time of terrible 
religious persecution, and the aged potter was shut up in 
the Bastille. The king, who professed both to admire 
and like the ingenious workman, visited him in prison ; 
and, finding that he could not alter Bernard Palissy's 
opinion, he said as he was about to take leave of him— 

" That he was afraid he should be obliged to leave 
Palissy in the hands of his enemies." 

The old man replied to the monarch— 
" You have said repeatedly, Sire, that you j/ity me. 

But I sincerely pity you. Be obliged that is no royal 
expression ; I will teach you a kingly language. Nor 
you, nor all your people shall oblige me to deny my 
faith :—No, / will die first."

Surely among the honourable class of workers this man 
deserves to be had in grateful remembrance.

* The well known name of the Chief Royal Palace in Paris, is
taken from Tile-works.

CHILDREN'S- FAULTS.
ONE great source of evil to children is the difference 
between their fathers and mothers concerning their faults, 
and the quarrels of which they are sometimes witnesses. 
Children cannot honour their parents when they see them 
quarrel; arid if when the father corrects, the mother 
will fondle the child, or the reverse, the child will have 
its way, and will be sure to repeat the fault.
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THE TWO NESTS.
ROBBY ROVER rushed into his mother's presence one 
afternoon, his bright eyes sparkling with delight, and 
shouted,—as only little boys can,—" Look here, mother, 
see what I've found ; a bird's nest,—a real, live bird's 
nest!" (Hobby had found discarded nests before, 
in the currant bushes, so he called this a live one, in 
contradistinction to them.)

" Well, child, you need not scream loud enough to 
make one deaf about it ; and see, there," she said, in av 
tone of vexation, " you have tracked clear across the floor 
with your dirty wet feet. You just be off with yourself, 
and see that you don't break those nasty eggs on your 
clothes ; if you do, you will be sorry for it."

Hobby, somewhat abashed, retreated out of doors with 
his prize, which he carefully placed in an old box his 
father had given him to keep his playthings in. There 
was a curious medley of things in it—balls, tops, mar 
bles, sticks, twine, a button " buzz," and countless other 
things very precious to the eyes of little boys. But 
Hobby thought there was nothing there so beautiful 
as that little, round nest, with those four pale blue eggs 
in it, so he viewed it o'er and o'er, with a confused 
notion in his head that little boys should never " bawl;" 
never have wet feet, and never soil their clothes with 
broken bird's eggs, but without one thought of the cruel 
wrong he had thoughtlessly done, in taking that pretty 
nest from the bush where the cunning architects had 
with such delicate skill woven it. Ah ! who can tell 
what far-extending waves of desolation may circle from 
that one childish act of wrong, which that mother " care 
ful in many things," had suffered to pass unrebuked.

Eobby grew up a careless, cruel man, giving the 
deepest sorrow to his parents.

Turn we now to another home. Across that floor, 
there were marks of little feet leading to an outer door, 
where stood a little boy, holding a nest in his hand—his 
rosy face all glowing with excitement. " See here, mo 
ther," he cried, " what I found in the hazel bushes ; one, 
two, three little birdies."

The mother turned with a smile at the call of her 
darling, but the moment she saw what he held, her coun 
tenance fell. "Why, Willie, how could you take that away 
from the old birds ; how sad they will feel when they come 
home by-and-by, and find their nest and little birdies all 
gone."

" It was so pretty," said the child in a subdued voice, 
" but I am sorry I took it, if it was naughty."

" It was very wrong, although perhaps you did not 
think how sad the old birds would feel. See," she con 
tinued, " there is the mother-bird now ; she has missed 
her darlings, and how distressed she is."

Willie's lips quivered, and the tears sprang to his eyes, 
and handing the nest to his mother, he cried, " put it 
back, mother. I don't want it any more."

" Can you show me where you found it ? "
" Yes, I know the very bush."
" Then come, and we will try and restore it." Taking 

the nest in one hand, and her little one's chubby fingers

in the other, she walked slowly away, talking in a low, 
sweet tone to him, striving to plant the priceless germ 
of kindness to all—and especially to all weak and un 
protected things—in his little heart; and the nest was 
soon resting in the same bush whence those eager little 
fingers had torn it.

The lesson that noble mother thus instilled, was never 
forgotten. The terror of the bereaved robin, the gentle 
reproof from his mother's lips, and the triumphant song 
which the parent-bird poured forth that evening, as he 
Ibund his treasures all restored, combined to make an 
unfading inpression on his tender mind. Impulses were 
checked thus early, which might otherwise have led to 
much evil in after years ; .and kindly feelings were

aroused and stimulated which have never ceased to grow 
and strengthen in his heart, and which to-day form the 
crowning grace of his noble, manly character.

One whose name is a household word, has thus truth 
fully and beautifully written in regard to the training of 
the " man-child :"—" To-day he is at your feet; to-day 
you can make him laugh ; you can make him cry ; you 
can persuade, coax, and turn him at your pleasure ; you 
can make his eyes fill and his bosom swell, with recitals 
of good and noble deeds ; in short, you can mould him 
if you will take the trouble. But look ahead some years, 
when that little voice shall ring in deep bass tones, when 
that small form shall have a man's weight and tramp ; 
when a rough beard shall cover that little round chin, 
and the wiliul strength of manhood fill out that little 
form-. Then you would give worlds for the key to his 
heart, but if you lose it now he is little, you may search 
for it carefully some day, with tears, and never find it."

M. MULLER.

LIFE'S LESSONS.
CROSS words are meant to make us gentle, and delays
teach patience, and care teaches faith, and press of busi
ness makes us look out for moments to give to God, and
disappointment is a special messenger to summon our

going on, for she had a new source of interest. She hail 
become a mother, and her love for her baby was so strong, 
that it never entered into her mind to doubt that the

thoughts to heaven. If, when they all come, we would
not seek to run away from them, but to learn God's

POSTMEN AND THE SABBATH.
WE have much pleasure in extracting the fol 
lowing from the Hampshire Independent of 
the 1 st of June last:—

"OBSERVANCE OP THE SABBATH.—The 
following letter to the Postmaster at South 
ampton, has received 220 signatures, includ 
ing some of the principal tradesmen of the 
town, also dissenting and Church of England 
ministers. The advantages sought after are 
not restricted to the postmen alone, but will exercise a 
beneficial influence over the community at large :—

"' To Robert Lankester, Esq., Postmaster at South 
ampton.

Sir,—Our attention having been directed to a para 
graph in the British Workman, stating that the postmen 
in the provinces seldom obtain even one rest day in the 
whole year, we, whose names are hereto subscribed, re 
spectfully request that letters addressed to us may be 
detained in the Post-office on Sunday, and delivered to 
us on the Monday, in order that the Sabbath-day labours 
of the letter-earners may be abridged, if not prevented, 
in accordance with an intimation from the Postmaster- 
General in the British Postal Guide.'"

lesson in them, we should soon leave off calling them
trying._

Did we but view our daily path aright, 
Work would seem pleasure, and our duties light; 
Our daily burdens we would meekly take, 
With this sweet motive—-for our Saviour's sake. 
For Thy sake, dearest Lord, the constant round 
Of common duties, oft so irksome found, 
Would glow with love, and faith, and joy divine ; 
While the sweet consciousness that we are Thine, 
Would make us active workers, striving ever, 
By word and deed, Thy name to glorify ; 
Seeking Thine aid in every weak endeavour, 
Knowing that Thou canst all our need supply, 
And resting on Thy faithfulness and love, 
Until we we gain a perfect rest above.

THE POSTMAN.
WHO is it that we daily meet
In square and alley, lane and street,
Hast'ning along with busy feet ?

The Postman!

In summer bright, and winter drear, 
From morn till evening, on our ear 
His rat-tat-tat sounds loud and clear. 

The Postman !
Who brings glad news from long lost friends, 
And the sweet words affection sends 
Even from earth's remotest ends ?

The Postman!
Who, from our schoolmates far away, 
Carries the welcome news that they 
Kemember us and childhood's day ?

The Postman I
Who brings the mother words of joy 
That comfort her mid life's annoy ? 
Good tidings from her absent boy ?

The Postman!

Who, from the father to the lad 
Far from his kindred, lone and sad, 
Bears words that make him strong and glad ? 

The Postman!
Who helps the ties of love to bind ? 
And aids the sympathies that wind 
Around the hearts of human kind ?

The Postman ?

Who carries news of hopes and fears ? 
Of joy that helps, sustains and cheers ? 
Of grief that wakes our sighs and tears ? 

The Postman 1

To him a debt we truly owe,
Who in the sunshine, rain and snow,
For us his daily rounds doth go.

The Postman!

Is it not shame that anywhere 
Within our land he should not share 
The Sabbath's rest from toil and care, 

The Postman I
We'll labour till there be not found 
Village or town on British ground 
Where he must go his Sabbath round, 

The Postman 1

FOR HIS MOTHER'S SAKE.
A YOUNG MAN, who had left his home, ruddy and 
vigorous, was seized with the yellow fever in New 
Orleans; and, though nursed with devoted care by 
friendly strangers, he died. When the coffin was being 
closed, " Stop," said an aged woman who was present; 
" Let me kiss him for his mother ! "

"LET me kiss him for his mother 1
Ere ye lay him with the dead, 

Far away from home, another
Sure may kiss him in her stead. 

How that mother's lips would kiss him
Till her heart should nearly break! 

How in days to come she'll miss him !
Let me kiss him for her sake.

THE SONG OF WATER.
SPARKLING and bright, and gushing and clear, 
My rippling melody falls on the ear

Like a song for ever new ; 
The victim of wine I restore to health, 
And safely return him his wisdom and wealth,

And this is what / can do.

Fresh and free from my Maker's hand 
I flowed through Eden's flowery land,—

A boon by nature given ; 
And the world's great father ere he fell, 
Oft quenched his thirst at the crystal well,

And joyed in the gift of heaven.

I bathed the brow of the fainting child,
Till he looked from his wilderness couch and smiled,

A beautiful princely boy ; 
And the man whose arm made Philistia bow, 
Was enjoined by an angel the Nazarite vow,

Lest wine should his strength destroy.

Now, in order to conquer the scourge of our land, 
Let us train up a young and victorious band,

To keep far aloof from the snare ; 
Their beginning was small, hut they speedily grow, 
They are pledged to the cause and their hearts are

And their spoils are rich and rare. [true,

" Let me kiss him for his mother !
Let me kiss the wandering boy ; 

It may be there is no other
Left behind to give her joy. 

When the news of woe, the morrow,
Burns the bosom like a coal, 

She may feel this kiss of sorrow
Fall as balm upon her soul.

" Let me kiss him for his mother !
Heroes, ye, who by his side, 

Waited on him as a brother
Till the Northern stranger died,- 

Heeding not the foul infection,
Breathing in the fever-breath,— 

Let me, of my own election,
Give the mother's kiss in death.

" Let me kiss him for his mother !"
Loving thought and loving deed I 

Seek nor fear, nor sigh to smother,
Gentle matrons, while ye read. 

Thank the God who made you human,
Gave ye pitying tears to shed ; 

Honour ye the Christian woman
Bending o'er another's dead.

BABY'S HOOD.
IN a pleasant little town, the centre of a sweet ruraldistrict, 
there lived a fine tall young man, a clever mechanic, 
whose real name I am not allowed to tell you, so I shall 
call him William Thomas. The facts of his history are 
interesting to all working men and women, and his name 
is of no consequence. Well, this man began life prosper 
ously. He had been brought up respectably, was skilful 
at his trade, and earned good wages. He married a 
young woman, whom he loved sincerely, and who was 
worthy of his love, and they had a happy home.

But, just as in a bright summer's day the tempest 
sometimes comes suddenly, and spreads darkness over 
the scene, so, when Mrs. Thomas least expected it, there 
came desolation into her home. The foreman at the 
building where William worked, took a public-house, 
(it is very much to be deplored that foremen of works 
often are landlords of beershops and low taverns) and he 
invited the men to a supper at the opening of the house. 
At this supper there were plans proposed "for the 
good of the house," which the men agreed to. It was 
a pity they did not think of the good of their own houses, 
rather than of the publican's ; but it is a common failing 
of British Workmen, to pluck down their own houses, in 
order to build up the publican's. William was too sen 
sible a man to propose any of these plans, but when he 
saw that his companions were intent on having jovial 
meetings at their foreman's, who called his house the 
" The Labourer's Rest,"he did not like to hold out, lest 
he should be thought mean, and besides, one of his 
neighbours whispered to him, " Make a friend of the 
foreman." Now, in a little time, it was evident that 
if by drinking at his house, William was to become the 
publican's friend, he would very soon become the 
enemy of his wife, and the ruin of his home. Mrs. 
Thomas did not at first see the change that was

father of that household treasure, would cherish her all 
the more, because of God's living gift of love that had 
been bestowed upon them.

_ The nurse, indeed, had her suspicions that all was not 
right. But nothing was said. The first intimation 
Mrs. Thomas had of the change in her husband's habits, 
was on her recovery, when she discovered that bills were 
owing for provisions, which she had thought had been 
paid for, when her husband brought them home. Where 
was the money ? Spent at the publican's. Then came 
the late hours at night. Where was the time passed ? 
It was spent at the publican's. Then, as matters soon 
grew worse, when William did get home, he was either 
cross or foolish. Not himself. His reason, like his 
money and his time, had been spent at the publican's.

My readers know what the end of this would be. In 
vain the wife wept, and put her baby in her husband's 
arms, to plead with its innocent looks. The promises of 
amendment made in the morning, were broken at night. 
The rent was in arrear, the respectable tradespeople were 
unpaid, and the honest wife shrank from asking credit, 
for she knew her husband's good name was gone ; he was 
already spoken of as having "taken to drinking." 
Ruin and want came on the family with giant strides.

What a bitter winter followed ! William was out of 
work, through the bad weather. The goods were seized 
for rent, and though some friends secured a few neces 
saries of furniture, and gave them to the wretched wife, 
yet it was a miserable room that she had to take as her 
abode; and far keener than poverty was the cutting 
thought, " William's drinking has ruined us."

A relation of Mrs. Thomas's, who lived at a distance, 
sent her a present of a pretty hood for her baby ; and 
the poor mother resolved to deny herself almost neces 
saries so as to get a cloak for the child that should 
match this hood, that she might keep her baoy as 
William ought to wish to see it. " Perhaps," she would 
say, " he will leave off this cruel drink, when he sees how 
I strive, and how nice I keep his boy."

One day, when William came home to dinner, he 
was very surly, and asked his wife for two shillings. 
She could not spare this money to be wasted, and there 
was a bitter scene, in which he spoke hard words, that 
fell on her heart and wounded her to the quick. She 
fled out of the room to avoid him,, taking the child in 
her arms. William's eyes fell on a box at the top of a 
cupboard, and on opening it, there lay the baby's hood, 
He took a handkerchief that laid beside it, and wrapping 
it over the hood, slunk out of the back door, and round 
by a bye-way to the public-house. Arrived there, he 
uncovered what he had brought, and displayed it to the 
foreman's wife, who managed the business. But, some 
how, though he was not sober, yet he could not look at 
the hood. He turned his head away, as he offered it. 
No doubt in the faint glimpse he had of it, he had seen, 
as in a vision, his own dear infant's dimpled face in the 
snowy hood ; and reckless as he was, he could not bear to 
look again. The landlady of " The Labourer's Rest" 
instantly caught at the hood, saying, " Well, it's certainly 
very pretty. It'll just do for my Alexander George. 
He's got suitable things as is proper to wear with it. 
That hood on a child as was shabby like, 'ud be redick- 
1ns. Lauk, it 'ud make the poor brat look like a carrot 
half scraped." She laughed as she spoke, and taking 
down a slate, with a score on it, she began haggling 
about the price, and what was to be stopped of the back- 
score—pouring out a glass of ale, while she talked, and 
handing it to the man. He drank it feverishly, and 
another and another. The hood, of course, was sold, and 
the price drank.

That night, for the first time in his life, William began 
his career as a disturber of the peace. He quarrelled 
and fought, and got lodged in the station-house. His 
poor wife had to go out in the pouring wet to supply the 
money for his fine of five shillings which took away the 
trifle she had hoarded for baby's cloak. Poor little 
thing! it would not want either cloak or hood. On that 
bitter night it took cold, in spite of all the mother's 
care. An attack of croup came on the next day, and in 
twenty-four hours, the pretty babe had left its dreary 
home on earth, for a home in heaven.

When persons once get on a downward path, every 
step they take makes the next more swift and certain. 
William was mad with rage and shame, when he left the 
Magistrate's room, and the first sight he saw iu the street 
was a baby in a Hurse-girl's arms, wearing- the hood 
which he had sold. The rosy smiles of the well-dressed 
child pierced him like stabs. He rushed out of the town 
without going home, and tramped off in search of work, 
at a distance. He did not know that his baby had been 
seized with illness. He shrunk from meeting his wife, 
and pursued by his own conscience, he went away.

Some neighbours who guessed he was off in search of 
work, or to hide himself, pacified the wife in her first 
anxiety ; and when the stroke fell that made her child 
less, she was so overwhelmed with trouble, that, at first, 
she took no notice of anything they said.

Some blows stun the sufferer ; and so it was in this

However, the baby was buried, arid the mother was 
roused to attend it to the grave. The relative who had 
sent the hood, came over, and paid for the funeral. As 
Mrs. Thomas was returning from the churchyard, she 
met the only sight which just then could attract her at 
tention, a child the same age as her own. She stopped and 
gazed at'the soft round face, and burst into the first flood 
of tears, that had relieved her sad heart for days. As 
her fingers wandered lovingly over the little thing's fea 
tures, she was suddenly struck with its dress. " Ah," 
she murmured,- " I have a hood like that, in remembrance 
of my child." The nurse-girl was about to speak, but 
stopped suddenly, with a startled look. Mrs. Thomas 
hastened home with her friend, and on. entering her 
desolate room, went to her box. My reader knows the 
hood was not there. In an instant the truth flashed into 
her mind. " And he could do this ! Rob his own baby 
to clothe another. Rob his dying child." This was the 
final shock. She could forgive all that was done to her 
self, but this seemed so heartless, that when her relative 
urged her to leave the wretched place and return to her 
native home, she consented, for she was worn out with 
grief, and sought a place, as she thought, to die in peace.

Reader, eight years passed, aud the wife and husband 
were as strangers.

When she heard of William, it was that he continued 
a drunkard. Still clever as a workman, his earnings, 
when he worked, were large enough to buy him the 
means of making himself a terror and a bye-word. It
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WILLIAM THOMAS PARTING WITH HIS BABY S HOOD.

THE BABY'S HOOD. (Continued from previous page.)
was noticed, that whenever William met an infant child better dressed than usual, he 
would rush instantly to the public-house, and act like a madman. Ah, often in his 
dreams he saw one of the most pretty and innocent of all sights—a baby in a little 
white hood, that dream was to him the bitterest torment.

But, in the mercy of God, a change was to come. Many had blamed, lectured, 
and advised William. " Drink with judgement—drink in moderation," but no one had 
said, " Do without strong drink altogether. Away with it entirely." Such words were 
at last uttered. He listened, and Hope sprung up in his heart. " I'll try," said 
he, " Drink has been my tyrant many a year. It 
found me happy, and it has made me miserable. It 
found me a man, and has made me a demon. I'll try 
sobriety"—He paused. He would have said, "God 
helping me," for he told me afterwards, he thought those 
words, but he trembled to utter them. He had used 
his Maker's name so profanely, that he dared not take it 
upon his lips. But He who made the heart knows its 
thoughts.

From that time William Thomas became a new crea 
ture. He lost his self-confidence, and instead of saying 
as he had once, " I know / can drink and not be a 
drunkard," he now said, " Lord help me to avoid the 
very appearance of evil."

A year passed, and Oh, the wondrous change! William 
had gone courting once again. He had sought his wife, 
and they were re-united. Once more he had a home— 
a happy home : and not only was there the blessing of 
his own fireside, but he had found another home—in 
the House of God. He can say, as on the Sabbath he 
takes his seat there, with his dear true wife by his side—

" Here would I find a settled rest,
While others go and come; 

Ho more a stranger, or a guest,
But like a child at home."

William Thomas is now in the third year of his new 
life. He is a prosperous man—respected by his neigh 
bours, and earnest to win others to the plan, which, 
by the blessing of God, has so benefited him.

A DUEL PREVENTED.

OUR TREAT AT STOCK TAKING.
I WAS once staying in a populous town, ia Kent, when 
the conversation with my host and hostess was about 
treats to workpeople. " As th* matter is generally 
managed," said my friend, (an extensive draper) 
"the young people employed are not benefited. I 
know places where the custom is to give a supper 
and wines of different sorts, and the results that fol 
low are intemperance, and quarrels, leading to loss of 
situation, partings in anger, and many painful things 
that make the annual treat anything but a benefit, 
either to employers or employed ; for I hold it as 
a sound maxim that whatever injures the true pro 
sperity of the employed, also injures the employer. 
Their interests are identical. "

" Then you do not give a supper, and a merry 
making when your stock-taking is over ? " said I.

" No,"replied Mr. W., "we give a treat of another 
kind. To every one of our assistants, including the 
apprentices, we give a book. A large list of good 
works is made out and given to them, for them to 
select from, and on the evening that the books are 
presented, we have a comfortable social gathering, 
and a friendly talk over the year that has closed, and 
the prospects of that which has opened ; and though 
there is no wine on our table, and no expensive 
luxuries, we are all very merry, and the bonds of 
friendly intercourse are drawn closer ; while the 
books given are not only valuable and interesting in 
themselves, but they are keepsakes, that in future 
years will remind our young friends of us."

I thought the plan a good one, and when I shortly 
after saw a youth who had served his apprenticeship, 
and lived some years after, in the employ of my 
friend, leave to take a share in the business of a 
relation, he took with him ten handsome volumes as 
the permanent records of the stock-taking treat, 
and the friendship of his employers. I thought how 
forcibly in after life, they would remind him of the 
superiority of mental over mere fleeting table plea 
sures, pleasures that not merely perish in the using, 
(happy if they did) but often leave a rankling thorn 
behind, that produces irritation and annoyances of 
every kind.

May many a young apprentice who reads this, put 
a high value on the present of a book ; and preserve 
such gift as the commencement of that which every 
young man should desire to possess—a library.

" For books are men of higher stature,
And the only men that speak aloud
For future times to hear." c. L. B.

Wherewithal shall a young man 
cleanse his way? by taking heed 
thereto according to THY WORD.

MR. JOHNSON, ADDRESSING A CROWD IN THE "NEW CUT."

WHAT A COMMERCIAL MAN DOES.
HAVE you ever seen Lambeth New Cut on a Sunday morning ? It is a sad sight! 
Thousands and tens of thousands crowd that and the adjoining streets. It is a regular 
fair. Shops are open just as on Saturday, the only difference is that there is five-fold 
more buying and selling going on than on the morning of that 
day! Several self-denying men go forth every Lord's-day 
morning, and endeavour to do good amongst the crowds who 
"know no Sabbath." Perhaps no one has been more zealous in 
this service than Mr. Johnson, a Commercial Traveller.

Hundreds gather round him,
and attentively listen to his
addresses. As a pleasing
proof that his visits are ap.
predated, his auditory, in-
eluding many ' navvies,' have
subscribed for, and presented
him with a handsome mahog 
any stand, from which he
now addresses the crowd.
The stand is portable, so that
Mr. Johnson can fold it up
in a few seconds, and carrying it under his arm, quickly
pass from one part of the ' Cut' to another.

PSALM cxix. 9.

LOUIS BONAPARTE ON WAR.
" I HAVE been as enthusiastic and joyful as any one after 
victory; yet I confess that even then the sight of a 
field of battle not only struck me with horror, but even 
turned me sick. And now that I am advanced in life, I 
cannot understand any more than I could at fifteen years of 
age, how beings who call themselves reasonable, and who 
have so much foresight, can employ this short existence, 
not in loving and aiding each other, and passing through 
it as quietly as possible, but in striving, on the contrary, 
to destroy each other, as though time itself did not do 
this with sufficient rapidity. What I thought at fifteen 
years of age, I still think, that war, and the pain of death 
which society draws upon itself, are but organised bar 
barisms, an inheritance of the savage state."

A PIOUS young soldier, not finding a convenient place in 
the barracks in which he was quartered, went one night, 
when dark, into an adjoining field, for the purpose of 
secret devotion. Two men belonging to the same regi 
ment, in whose breasts enmity had long subsisted against 
each other, were resolved to end it, as they said, by a 
battle that night, being prevented from going, during 
the day, by the fear of punishment. They were led by 
Providence to the same part of the field where the young 
man was engaged in his secret exercises. They were 
surprised at hearing, as they thought, a voice in the 
field at that time of night; and much more so, when 
they drew nearer and heard a man at prayer. They 
stopped, and gave attention ; and, through the Divine 
blessing, the prayer had such an effect on both, as to 
turn their enmity into love. They instantly took each 
other by the hand, and cordially confessed that there 
existed no longer, in their hearts, hatred to each other.

"I'M NOT DRY."
ROBERT SMART, ESQ., of the Royal Hospital for Con 
sumption, City Road, writes us as follows :—

Some evenings ago, as I was proceeding along the 
Liverpool Road, I overtook a working man with his 
basket of tools, apparently returning home from his daily 
toil. At the same moment he was recognised by a fellow- 
worker on the opposite side of the road, when a dialogue 
ensued to the following effect:—

" Tom, my boy, how are you ? Why I havn't seen 
you this age."

Tom.—" Thank'ee, Jack, I'm quite hearty, and hope 
you are the same. How's missus and the young ones ? " 

Jack.— (Crossing over) " All right and tight. And 
now, what will you have ? "

Tom.—"Have ? I don't want anything." 
Jack.—"Nonsense! Come along, and have a drop 

of something to drink."
" Tom.—" Drink! I don't want to drink ; I'm not 

dry."
Jack.—" Not dry! stuff and nonsense I you're only 

poking your fun at me."
Tom.—"No, indeed, Jack, I'm quite serious ; and see 

no fun in drinking when a chap's not dry, and, therefore, 
wish you good night."

I wish that many thousands of our working men 
would have the nerve to follow Tom's example.

Trust in God.—The faithful servants of God 
may be assured that he will not cast them off in old 
age, nor forsake them when their strength fails them. 
He is a Master that doth not cast off old servants.

PITY THE POOR DOGS.
DURING the hot months, much suffering amongst the 
poor dogs might be prevented, if persons would do what

the benevolent Mr. 
Button, of Fleet 
Street did ; that is, 
keeping a supply of 
water in a small 
trough or bucket, 
from which the 
canine travellers can 
' lap' as they pass by.

WORKING MEN'S EXHIBITION.
THE gratifying success of the Surrey Working Men's 
Industrial Exhibition (got up by Mr. Murphy) has in 
duced the working men of other districts to inquire, 
"Cannot we have an Exhibition?" Already "North 
London " is moving, and it is contemplated having a 
grand display in the Agricultural Hall in October. 
Lord Shaftesbury,and other warm friends of the working 
classes are lending their help to this good movement. 
Intending Exhibitors should 
communicate with the Hon. 
Sec. Mr. W. J. Watts, 
7, Birchmore Terrace, Car- 
dington Street, Hampstead 
Road. As an illustration 
of the good arising from 
these Industrial Exhibi 
tions, we may mention that 
the model of a pair of semi 
detached " Working Men's 
Cottages," exhibited by 
W. Roberts (a working 
man), and which attracted 
considerable attention, at 
the Lambeth Baths Exhi 
bition, has been approved 
by one of the London Rail 
way Companies, and cotta 
ges are about to be erected 
on Mr. Roberts's plan. Any 
person desiring informa 
tion as to the cost of erec 
tion, &c. should enclose a 
a stamped and directed en 
velope to " Mr. W. Roberts, 
20, Griffin Street, York 
Road, Lambeth, London." 

Working men! spend 
your spare hours in useful 
occupation. Become exhibi 
tors of your own handicraft.

THE CHILDREN'S FRIEND,
THIS Penny Monthly Periodical is now issued in an en 
larged form, with rnmerous and costly Illustrations. The 
YEARLY VOLl MES, 1861, 1862, and 1863, with 
100 Illustrations in each, by Gilbert, Weir, Foster, Ane- 
lay, &c. may be had. In stiff covers, Is. 6d.; cloth, 2s.; 
Gilt edges, 2s. 6d. each.

NOTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS.
PENDLETON WORKING PEOPLE'S ASSOCIATION.—We are glad to find 
that this Society is doing much good amongst the classes for 
whose benefit it has been instituted. Although in its infancy, 
the number of Members already amount to 766; each of whom 
receives a copy of the British Workman monthly. Any person de 
sirous of raising and benefiting the working classes around them, 
by forming a similar Institution, may obtain particulars from Mr. 
Sugden, the Hon. Sec., Seedley, Pendleton, Manchester, on sending 
him a stamped and addressed envelope.

ACROSTIC AND SONG on the British Workman, B. Williams, 11, 
Paternoster Row. 2s. May be had through any Miisic-seller.

Mr. S. Moore of Birmingham, the composer, has sent us a copy 
of this piece of music. Although we feel that we do not deserve 
all the kind and complimentary words of the poem, we are glad to 
state that the music has been pronounced "very good."

SEgrThe 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 4d., or for one year 4s. l urncT TIP
8 Q-, ~ I lU^^A -01^ 

" °a> > » ' k PAID TN 
12 „ Is., „ 12s. f ADVANCE 

-=, 24 „ 2s. Od., „ 24s. I AD VAJSCL. 
All orders, (accompanied with remittances), to lie 

addressed to SAMCEL W. PABTRIDGE. No. 9, Paternos 
ter Row, London, E.G.

W. ROBERTS AND HIS MODEL OF WORKING MENS' COTTAGES.
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