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MIKE DONOVAN was what I have sometimes heard my 
Irish friends call " A broth of a boy ;" which I sap- 
pose means a kind-hearted, good-tempered, healthy,
strong, HONEST lad. At all events, that was Mike 
Donovan's character. When Mike began the world he 
had, as most people would say, every thing against 
him,- for he was a little orphan lad, indebted for the bite 
and the sup to the village people, who had known his 
father and mother, and who, though poor themselves, 
were always ready to bring a blessing on their frugal 

.meal, by sharing it with the hungry and the helpless.
But little merry bare-footed Mike was soon able to 

work a bit for himself. He. was so active that he would 
be sure to be doing mischief rather than nothing at all. So 
it was a capital thing for him that Larry Owen's cows 
had a habit of straying1, and needed some one to watch 
them, and may be tramp after them. Singing a fa 
vourite song which he had learned from a Glonmel 
pedlar, that began with—

"Oh weary's on money .—and vraary's on wealth, 
And sure we don't want, them whils we have our health."

little Mike trudged merrily over the broad heath and up 
'the mountain side after his cattle, caring no more for his 
scant}' garments and his naked feet then a bird does when 
he sits on a wet branch and sings.

Everybody's heart warmed to the boy. That is you know 
everybody that had a heart worth speaking about. In 
particular that same old pedhir.who taught Mike the song. 
Some of this man's sayings took firm hold of the boy's 
mind. Once Mike was taking a drink of butter milk at 
a cottage door, when the pedlar was selling to the mis 
tress a little slip of a looking glass to show her how her 
Sunday cap set, and he said as he put the price of it in 
his pocket, " Now, ma'am, let me tell you that it's in 
the power of you and your good man, both of ye, 
to see the finest sight in the world every day of your 
life." " How so ?" says she. "Why, ma'am, if you 
can both say when you look in that glass I see an honest 
face I Sure didn't a famous poet say—

" An honest man's the noblest w«rk of God."
Mike drank up more than the butter milk just then, for 
his mind drank in that saying.

Now there was a sweet cool spot that on blazing 
summer days Mike dearly loved. Rising among flags in 
a nook on the mountain side, was a clear bright spring 
of the purest water. Often and often the boy went there 
and dipping in his face, took a drink, and a cooler at the 
same time, and he would shake off the sparkling drops from 
his shining cheeks, and clustering hair, as the sky lark 
scatters the dew from its fluttering wings. Looking into 
this clear deep well Mike could see his face, and the 
pedlar's words came to his mind about an HONEST face ; 
and the wish grew strong in his heart, (as many a rear 
after he would tell those he loved) that whatever his lot 
in life might be, he might be honest and true, and never 
ashamed to see his own face in that pool—God's hill 
side mirror.

It was a good wish, and it came to pass. Not by 
merely wishing though, as I have known some foolish 
maidens think when they have gone to what they call 
wishing wells, '* and come back no wiser than they went.

Mike strove to be honest; to do his duty by Larry 
Owen's cattle, and to be steady as well as ready.

His friend, the old pedlar, died. Mike never saw him 
after that time when he gave the elegant speech on the 
looking-glass, which, of course, made Mike remember the 
saying all the more, for a grateful heart never forgets the 
last words of a friend.

Bye and bye, when Mike was about fifteen, and had

Mike opened hia pack, and at once restored the moi;v .
Was that all Mike's history ? No—the owner of the 

shop was so pleased, that he offered, if Mike knew any 
town in his walk where a shop in his trade was wanted, to 
put Mike into it, and stock it, on credit, for him. There 
was a place Mike knew of where there was a good opening. 
With all speed & house was taken, a shop opened, and 
Mike was established. The 
blessing was on him, and he 
prospered. He paid for his 
stock, his trade increased, 
he made money—and what 
was the best of all, made it 
honestly. There came a time 
when Mike could buy a farm, 
not in America, but in his 
native land. In the Encum 
bered Estates Court there was 
the very land to be sold on 
which he had worked as a 
herd-boy, and where the clear 
bright well was that had in 
former days served Mike for a looking-glass, and give 
him, as we have seen, more than one good reflection 
Was it not a joy that when he called it his own, an 
looked into its clear depths once more, instead of bein 
ashamed to see his face, he could remember, without 
blush, his friend the pedlar's words,—

" AN HONEST MAN'S THE NOBLEST WORK OP GOD."

Better is-the poor that walketh 
in his integrity, than lie that 
is perverse, in his lips, and is 
a fool.—Proverbs xix. 1. •

THY purse had better be empty than filled with othe 
folks' money.—KNAVERY may serve a turn, but honest) 
is the best in the end.

saved up four shillings, he began to think of bettering 
himself. So he left Larry Owen's service, giving and 
taking a blessing, and a good character. Mike bought 
a little stock of haberdashery, and set out to sell it in re 
mote villages, and j$ lonely farm-houses. He took up, 
in a small way, the trade of his old friend, the pedlar. 
It was hard work to make a crust. But Mike did not 
mind hard work. One thing, he resolved if he lived on 
sea-weed, he would pay his way. By degrees he in 
creased his stock, and was so punctual and civil, that the 
warehouse he dealt with let him have a better stock on 
credit. He now worked harder than ever, and soon he 
managed to have a full pack, and to drive a smart trade. 

One morning, he came to pay £'2, and to have a fresh 
stock. A young man in the wholesale shop had just
been to the bank to fetch £300. 
to be served, the shopman. laid '

Seeing Mike in haste 
money on the. ^

counter, and forgot it.' WljertiMi'ft'e's parcel was packed, 
the notes somehow got rolled- iif^vfth-Jiis goods. Away 
went Mike at his smartest pace with his pack on his back, 
and never stopped till he had gone twenty miles. Then 
being at a populous village, he began to open and look 
over his stock. Lo and behold there was the three 
hundred pounds ! Mike had never seen more, than two 
or three one pound notes in his life time. He rubbed his 
eyes ; and wondered mightily how in the world the money 
got there. " I'm in luck ! " said he, " I needn't suffer 
the hunger, or the toil any more ; carrying this weary 
pack for miles and miles, in all weathers, and sure there's 
a power of bad weather. It's mostly hot or cold, or wet, 
that I am — year in and year out, I can go now to 
America there's a ship sails to-morrow morning from 
"YYaterford, I'll go in her and buy me a farm out yonder, 
and make myself comfortable." With these "words, 
which I call the devil's whisper in his ear, poor Mike 
went to bed. He could not sleep— there he lay hot and 
tossing. Ah, how different from the sound sweet sleep 
of honesty. It was a strong temptation ; but Mike's 
love for honesty, like a good angel, did battle with the 
evil one. "The money is not mine," sounded in the 
depth 3 of his soul. "To take it is to rob. Some one 
n, ay be, k, sven now, in bitter trouble about it. 
And yet I didn't steal it, I don't know how it came 
into my pack. Why should I throw up such luck ? " 
Somehow he thought of the little mountain spring, and 

_" Shall I be ashamed to look myself in the face ?" said 
be, — "never. God helping me, never ! "'

Up he got and away — twenty miles honest tramp. 
Foot sore, yet light of heart, he entered the store. 
" Why, Mike, what brings you here again so soon ? I 
thought you had made all your market yesterday," said 
the owner, as he looked at him. " True, sir, but I'm 
come to ask, did you lose some money yesterday? "

Yes, the poor young man was suffering bitterly for his 
carelessness. He was that day to have been examined 
about the matter. If he had not been proved guiltv, he 
would certainly have lost his place ana1 his character.

HOLIDAY PLEASURES.
BY MRS. C. L. BALFOUR.

OP all the pleasant holidays that working-people enjoy 
none are more delightful and instructive than those passec 
in visiting museums and picture galleries. In Lon 
don the working-classes are fortunate in having severa 
such places of intellectual amusement and instruction 
Three are pre-eminently valuable. The British Museum 
in Great Eussell Street ; the National Gallery, at Char 
ing Cross ; and the comprehensive museum of all tha 
pertains to the useful, as well as the beautiful, at South 
Kensington. These capital institutions are open free foi 
several days of every week ; and to meet the conveni 
ence of the working-classes, the South Kensington 
Museum is open free on three evenings of the week 
Now valuable as these great institutions are, particularly 
the last named, there is a way of^ seeing them that does 
not really benefit, but only giVe'sfa passing amusement.

It is quite natural that when people go for the first time 
they should look only or chiefly at things that are beau 
tiful, rare, and costly. In the National Gallery they go 
to see pictures and sculpture; an.d.they are repaid by 
beholding lovely combinations of-colour and form, won 
derful scenes and groups. They are often lifted out ol 
common life, and its cares, by seeing the breathing 
beauty that glows upon the canvas, or the stately forms 
chiselled from the quarry, and made almost to live before 
the beholder. The readers of the "British Workman' 
ought to love pictures, and to know something of the 
law of proportion, and the harmony of grouping, for 
their taste has been cultivated in these matters.

The writer has often been far more gratified by seeing 
a sturdy working man standing with one or two of his 
children at his side, looking at a fine picture with intel 
ligent appreciation, than by any other sight in that grand 
collection in the National Gallery.

In the South Kensington Museum there is a very fine 
collection of choice pictures, and some exquisite sculpture 
that amply repays the most careful inspection, and would 
invite many visits. But working-people have not so 
many holidays nor does it lie in the way of alt, or suit 
their time or taste to look only at pictures. While they 
are receiving pleasure they may also be receiving valu 
able instruction if they inspect the various useful things 
belonging to the house, to the food, and clothing depart 
ments. How interesting it is to behold grouped together, 
all that is needed in a building from a brick and a lath, 
to a nail and a window-pane—to notice among the food 
all the animal and vegetable productions that are used 
to sustain life. Then to observe how for our clothing.we 
are indebted to the cotton tree, the hemp and flax, the 
silk-worm, the wool of the sheep, the skins of beasts, the 
bone of the whale, the shell of the tortoise, and the tnsk
of the elephant, 
dry and tedious.

To read about all this would be very 
Many books would not so fully explain

the way in which man, the lord of the creation, is clothed 
and fed by his Great Creator's care, as looking at a case 
in the museum, and patiently studying its contents. 
Yet this, the most important department, where men, 
women, and children might learn so much, is often de 
serted. People crowd into the rooms where there are 
paintings, or wait for their turn anxiously to see the 
tawdry trappings that have been sent from Siam : dazzled 
by the gleam of gold and gems, and they, neglect the 
useful. .

One of the most pleasant visits the writer ever paid to 
a museum was on the 25th of June in this year. At 
Twickenham a benevolent gentleman, T. Twining, Esq., 
has devoted himself to the science of life, and the philo 
sophy of common things. He has collected into a build 
ing on his grounds, all that has to do with the housing, 
feeding, clothing, and instructing people, in what be 
longs to tlieir daily wants and domestic comfort and 
order. Here may be seen what houses of different sizes 
would cost to build, with specimens of all the materials 
What, when built, would be 
the best and cheapest way of

^o know "now to spend money, is as important as 
know how to earn it. The wife should be as skilful i 
laying out her husband's wages wisely, as he is laboriot 
in earning them. The education of girls in this matti 
is much neglected. Few know how to go to market, whs 
to buy, or what an article should cost. In such a pla< 
as the Economic Museum at Perryn House, Twickenhan 

this is all to be learned. 
HEALTH AND HOME are th 

two words on which huma 
comfort depends. If peop 
have such a state of bod 
that they possess health, an 
such an orderly dwellin 
that it is worth the name o 
home, then they have th 
fairest prospect of happines 
here, and, through grac 
and faith, the best hope 
happiness hereafter. Ther 
is an intimate connexio 
between dirt and sin, and a

equally close union between cleanliness and godliness 
Not only in the church, but in the home, the divine com 
raand is, " Let all things be done decently and in order.'

.SOIfG- OF THE TBTTE WOBKMAW.
WHAT song "sings lhe smith while the sledge hamme

swings,
And the stout sturdy'anvil with loud music rings, 
When the sparks from the glowing bar glitter and fly 
Like the splendours that dart through the clear frosty sky

" 0 ! I'm king of a line of long renown,
And the sweat of my brow is my diamond crown ;
I toil unrepining from morning till night,.
For I bear in my bosom a heart brave and light,
And my labour, no matter how hard it may be,
Brings ever a joy and a blessing to me ! "

What song sings the woodman, while, stroke after stroke 
His keen axe sinks deep in the thews of the oak, 
Till his arm lithe and stalwart hath dealt the last blow 
And the monarch that ruled o'er the forest lies low ?

"0! I'm king. &c.

What song sings the joiner, with saw and with plane. 
As he shapes into use the rough timber again, 
Till as rafter and roof-tree once more it shall form 
A shade and a shelter in sunshine and storm ?

'•' 0 ! I'm king, &c.

What song sings the mason'with chisel and mall, 
While the white chips like snowflakes fly round him and

fall,
And the rude block before him grows, hour after hour, 
To a cornice of beauty or keystone of power ?

" 0 ! I'm king, &c.

What song sings the miner, whose flickering lamp 
Glimmers faint in the dangerous darkness and damp, 
As down where the sun and the stars never shine 
He quarries the deep-hidden wealth of the mine ? 

" 0 ! I'm king, &c. .".^

What song sings the weaver, while driving his loom, 
The swift flying shuttle bids flowers to bloom 
3n the web, coarse or'fine, that one day shall be seen 
fn the home of a workman, the hall of a queen.

"0 ! I'm king, &c.

W~hki song sings the ploughman as deep drives the share, 
Upturning the soil to the'sunlight and air ? 
What song sings the sower who scatters the grain 
When spring-time returns with its promise again ?

'0! I'm king, &c.

What song sings the reaper, when sickle in hand 
Te gathers the ripe yellow gold of the land, 

When on forest and fell lies the autumn's rich glow, 
And the sheaf-laden waggons more stately and slow ?

" 0 ! I'm king, &c.

What song -sings the sailor unfurling the sail
To catch the first breath of the fair blowing gale,

While the ship, to the steersman's hand steady and true, 
Dashes proudly away o'er the billowy blue ? 

" O ! I'm king, &"c.

JVhat sings each true workman where'er he may toil 
As bravely he joins in life's busy turmoil, 
iVith each sinew braced stoutly by duty and love, 
And the gaze of his soul fixed on heaven above ? 

"0 ! I'm king of a line of long renown, 
And .the sweat of my brow is my diamond crown ; 
I toil unrep'inJng from morning till night, 
For I bear in my bosom a heart brave and light, 
And my labour, no matter how hard it may be, 
Brings ever ajoy and a blessing to me ! "

iri all its varieties—what is 
the most nourishing and 
wholesome; its cost and mode 
of cookery. Every neat ap 
pliance for cleanliness and 
comfort at the most moder 
ate rate, teaching the house- 
wife and mother how to promote the welfare of her 
family and the order of her home.

Some thoughtless reader may say this could not be a 
beautiful sight. To the writer's eyes it was full of 
beauty. It told of sweet airy dwellings, clean floors, 
spotless house-linen, happy children, iada^rious, loving 
husbands, managing, tender wives.

A GOOD CREATUSS OF GOD.
'HE KEY. DR. GTTTHRTE says,—I have heard a man with 
bottle of whiskey before him have the impudence and 

ssurance to say—" Every creature of God is good, and 
othing to be refused, if it be received with thanksgiving;" 
nd he would persuade me that what was made in the 
ill-pot was a creature of Gocl. In one sense it is'so, 
ut in the same sense so is arsenic, so is oil of vitriol, so is 

prussic acid. Think of a fel 
low tossing off a glass of 
vitriol, and excuang himself 
by saying that it is a crea 
ture of God. He would not 
use many such creatures, 
that's all I'll say. Whiskey 
is good in its own place. 
There is nothing like whiskey 
in this world for preserving 
a man when he is dead. But it 
is one of the worst things in 
the world for preserving a 
man when he is living. If 

you want to keep a dead man put him in whiskey, if you 
want to kill a living man put the whiskey into him. It 
was a capital thing for preserving the dead admiral, when 
they put him in a rum puncheon, but it was a bad thing 
for the sailors when they tapped the cask and drank the 
liquor till they left the admiral as he never left his 
ship—high and dry.

WE were unwittingly led into an error in our notice of 
the founder of the Royal Exchange in our July number. 
We hasten to correct our mistake by presenting the fol 
lowing interesting facts of one of England's noblest mer 
chant princes.

Sir Thomas Gresham was descended from an ancient 
Norfolk family, who residing at Holt, near the sea coast, 
had long engaged in commerce, and became enriched 
by trade. According to his biographers Sir Thomas was 
born in the year 1519. There is some dispute as to 
whether he was bom in London or Norfolk. Fuller in 
his " Worthies " says distinctly that he was a native of 
Norfolk. His father was Sir Richard Gresham, and 
his mother's maiden name was Audrey Lynne. She 
was of a respectable Northampton family. Henry the 
Eighth bad been on the throne ten years when our mer 
chant's life began. The Greshams were able to raise 
money as loans to the king, and that gave them great in 
fluence, and added to their prosperity. Both the father, 
Sir Richard, and an uncle, Sir John Gresham, were in 
their turns chief magistrates of the City of London, in 
troublous times, when religious persecutions raged. 
We cannot say that they were zealous for the truth. 
They seemed to alter their opinions to suit their worldly 
interests, and contrived to keep in favour both with Henry 
and with his pious successor, the young King Edward. Sir 
Thomas was eight years an apprentice to learn the prac 
tice of trade ; but he was also liberally educated, and a 
student of Cambridge University.

In the reign of Elizabeth, Sir Thomas, following the 
custom of his family, assisted the Government with large 
loans, and became equally prosperous in England and at 
Antwerp, then the most flourishing mercantile city in 
Europe. There .was a BOURSE, or Exchange, at An 
twerp. Richard Clough, a servant of Sir Thomas, says, 
in a letter written by him, "Considering what a city 
London is, and that in so many years they have not 
found the means to make a Bourse ! but must walk in 
the rain whe.i It raineth, more liker pedlars than mer 
chants," show • th-> hctmble condition, or the selfishness 
of the trader^, who,.the same letter says, "do study 
nothing but their OAvn profit."

This put Sir Thomas upon carrying out a plan long 
jefore suggested fey his'father, Sir Richard, and getting 
;he citizens to contribute to buy the land, he erected the 
first Royal Exchange, which was completed in 1567, 
when Sir Thomas was thirty-eight years old, and he 
:aused his family crest, the grasshopper, to be on all the 
bur corners of the building.

In something less than a hundred years this first Royal 
Exchange was destroyed by fire, and curious to relate, 

while the statues of kings and queens were thrown down 
and completely destroyed, the founder' s statue was dis- 
overed entire among the ruins, and was set up in the 

second Royal Exchange, which building was commenced 
iy the then Duke of York (after James II.) who laid the 
bundation stone in 1667. This building was also de- 
troyeu by fire in Jan., 1838 ; and the present splendid 
tructure was erected, and opened by Her Majesty Queen 
Victoria in October, 1844.

Another Institution of the princely merchant's of the 
ixteenth century, which reflects great honour on him, 
vas the founding and endowing of a College for the 
iducation of the citizens of London. In a time when 
wpular plans of education were not thought of, Sir 
?homas Gresham endowed Lectureships on Divinity, 

Astronomy, Music, Geometry, Law, Medicine, and 
Historic. Diligent as he had been in business, his 
naxim was " That the merchandise of wisdom is better 
lian the merchandise of silver, and the gain thereof than 
me gold."

It does not seem that Sir Thomas Gresham was "a 
appy man in his domestic relations. He married a widow 

vhose temper was shrewish. One son, who was named 
lichard after his grandfather, was the only offspring 
f this.union, and this son died before his father. Sir 
"homas made a will, leaving large bequests to his college, 
nd to the poor, and soon after coming from the Ex- 
hange to his house in Bishopsgate Street, suddenly fell 
own in his kitchen, and was taken up dead. 
Lady Gresham was the richest widow in England ; 

ut she had a poor mean spirit, and spent her time 
lostly, in conjunction with her son by her first marri- 
ge—William Read—in subverting her husband's inten- 
ons, and contesting his will. She put no inscription 
ver her husband's remains. He is buried in the north- 
astern corner of St. Helen's Church, Bishopsgate Street, 
ar a richly painted window, and his tomb was without 

ate or name until 1736, when by order of the Church- 
ardens they cut on a black marble slab the brief words— 

" SIR THOMAS GRESHAM, KNIGIIT, 
Buryd - December 15th. 1579.

WHAT PROFIT IS THERE IN IT ?
IMONG the many peculiar customs of the Chinese, there 

one peculiarly peculiar. Among the many false gods 
hich they worship, if, perchance, there be one to whom 
r years they have offered the most costly sacrifices, and 
oured out the richest oblations, to whom they have 
nelt and prayed, and for all these have received nothing 
i returu, they charge it with being a false god. " For 

1 our offerings we have received nothing; this is no 
ue god. There is no profit in his worship," they 
y. The accusation is entered, and they have a trial, 
he mandarins sit in judgment. Proclamation is 
ade that any shall show cause, if he can, why the 
od shall be dethroned. The evidence is received, and 
icn, if the god be condemned, sentence is passed, its 
tars are cast down, and its worship made infamous. My 
iends, isn't there a false god in this country too ? 
"aven't we been worshipping a false god, presenting 
istjy incense,_ and offering tip our most precious pos- 
ssions ? And haven't we been doing this for years ? 

What profit has, there been in his worship ? Let our 
drinking customs be tried by a like tribunal, and con 
demnation awaits them.—liev. W. Reid.

Just Issued.—Hliistrated Penny Readings. Com 
piled by the Editor of the " British Workman." Nos. 1 to 12 may
be had through any Bookseller.—1. Who's your Friend? 
E. Gray. Id.—2. Autobiography of a Keformed Thief.

By John 
By Rev.C. G. Kowe. Id.—3. What Happened to Joe Barker. By T. S. 

Arthur. Id.—1. The Losings' Bank. Pledge for a Pledge. By 
Miss Ashley. Id.—5. The Plank will bear. A Ballad for Seamen. 
By Rev. C. Overton. Id.—6. Tis Buts; and How to take Care of 
them. By J. W. Kirton. Id.—7. The Market Pint, A Story for 
Working Men's Wives. By J. E. Gray. Id.—8. History and 
Mystery of a Glass of Ale. ByJ. W. Kirton. 2d.—9. The Wonder 
working Bedstead. By J. W. Kirton. Id.—10. My Account with 
Her Majesty. By Andrew Halliday. Id.—11. The Wounded Stag; 
or, the Three Warnings. By Rev. C. Overton.—12. The Tem 
perance Life-Boat Crew, By J. W. Kirton. Id.
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" WHATEVER shall I do Liza ? I have torn Baby's 
robe. I did it quite by accident. See, I stepped upon 
it—it's such a jagged tear."

"Do!—why crying won't incnd it—it's the robe 
master's sister worked before she went to India. I 
wouldn't be you for a trifle." 

" Oh dear me. I can never darn it." 
"No. I'll tell you what you can do—say Tiny 

jumped up to you, as you were carrying it in your arm, 
and tore.it; he's a nasty snapping thing, always bark 
ing about, and I hate him. It's only a bit 'of a fib. 
He does plenty of mischief, and might have done that, 
you know."

"Law, Liza, I should never have thought of that— 
but—but isn't it a story."
"Why, Fanny, as to that, I'm no story-teller," said 
Liza, with an indignant toss of the head, "but a little 
bit of a fib now and then is nothing. And I told you as 
a friend—for you'll be in fine trouble if you own to it." 

Fanny was a timid girl, and had not long been in 
her place, as nursemaid ; and Liza, the housemaid, 
being older, and longer in the place, was listened to as 
she gave this wicked advice. To encourage Fanny in tell 
ing the lie, Liza staid in the nursery when Mrs. M——- 
came in, and pretended to be chasing Tiny, a little dog 
that was a favourite in the family, and often went into 
the nursery to amuse the two children with his frolics.

" Ha, if he snaps at things Tiny must be put away," 
said the lady, adding, " He is getting old and not quite 
so good-tempered as he was."

"Oh please'm he's shocking bad-tempered, and snaps 
dreadful when you are not near," said the glib-tongued 
Liza.

So poor Tiny, as they loved him too much to let him 
go to any other family, was very gently put to death by 
the veterinary surgeon; Mrs. M—— thinking that 
Fanny was a very kind girl, because she cried violently 
at the fate of the little dog. She had reason to cry. 
From the time she told that lie she er had a moment's 
peace. Her punishment began at u. :e.

Liza had her own reasons for wc.:.uing to get Fanny 
, into her power. She was an unprincipled girl, and, un 

known to the family, was in the habit of seeing one 
whom she called her cousin. It was difficult for her to 
do this often unless she had an accomplice among the 
servants. 'So in two days after the lie we have recorded, 
she. asked Fanny to carry a note for her to a house in 
the neighbourhood, Fanny having to walk out with the 
children. The girl at fiist refused, saying, " my mistress 
forbid me going into any of those little streets." Then 
Liza began, " I've helped you, and you must help me, 
and shew yourself friendly—or—" Fanny was in con 
sternation at the thought of her lying being betrayed. So 
she consented ; from this time it was the same in all 
things. Fanny was the slave of Liza. Deeper and 
deeper, day by day, the wretched girl sunk in sin and 
misery—until it was one habit of gross deception. ;

At length, an Inspector of police, who lived in the 
street where Fanny called to leave Liza's notes, observed 
her. He noticed her, as it was his business to do. 
During the winter, there was a great-coat, and some other 
things stolen from Mr. M's Hall. The police, on being 
summoned, thought that the thief had an accomplice 
in the house, who had purposely left the street-door un 
secured. The servants indignantly denied it; when 
Fanny was charged with going to a house in—— known 
as the resort of bad characters.

In vain she pleaded when taxed, that it was for Liza 
she had gone. Her artfulness in going, in defiance of 
orders, and keeping the matter so concealed from her 
mistress, spoke volumes against her. There was a search 
of the boxes of the servants, but nothing was found. 
Fanny of course was dismissed, and it was impossible for 
her mistress to give her a character.

This is the great punishment and agony of all liars; 
when they do speak truth they are not believed. Fanny's 
assertions, as to Liza, were thought to be spite and ma 
lignity. However, the master resolved to turn them 
both away. And Fanny's sin still pursued her—for she 
was ashamed to write to her aunt in the country that she 
had been turned away in disgrace ; and, therefore, when 
Liza, with her accustomed artfulness, pretended to make 
it up, and actually professed to forgive Fanny for having 
injured her, she proposed that they should take 
lodgings together while they were out of place—and to 
this the miserable girl consented.

Ah ! why pursue the history further. Two young 
women, Avithout character, living together alone. One 
of them old in sin, the other a weak dupe, both treading 
with swift steps the downward road.

Five years pass. Liza is the inmate of a prison. 
Fanny lies upon her death-bed in the sick ward of a 
workhouse. She was not cut off suddenly. She had 
time for reflection. There was a light that shone along 
the dreaiy track of her past life. What had been lightly 
called " a fib" but was, as all deviations from truth are, 
a lie, had been her ruin. It led her to deceive her mis 
tress, to become the slave of a wretched designing wo 
man, to lose her character, to shrink in the same false 
way from telling her aunt all—and then to the desola 
tion, sharne and ruin that cast her on her bed of death. 
Reader, mark how different all might have been. At 
the veiy worst, she could only have been dismissed as 
awkward, if she had owned the accident to the robe ; 
and as she was young, that fault would not have pre 
vented her getting another place. But it is not likely 
that any mistress would have turned her away for 
frankly owning her fault. Mistresses know the tempta 
tions that servants have to overcome in such a case, and

THE SHEPHEED'S BOG.
A GENTLEMAN sold, a considerable flock of sheep to a
dealer, which the latter had not hands to drive. The
seller, however, told him he had a very intelligent dog,
which he would send to assist him to a place about thirty
miles off, and that when he reached the end of his journey,
he had only to feed the dog
and desire him to go home.
The dog accordingly received
his orders, and set off with
the flock and the drover ; but
he was absent so many days
that his master began to have
serious alarms about him,
when, one morning, to his
great surprise, he found his
dog returned with a very large
flock of sheep, including the
whole that he had lately sold.
The fact turned out to be,
that the drover was so pleased
with the colley that he resolved to steal him, and lockei
him up till the time when he was to leave the country
The dog grew sulky, and made various attempts t
escape, and one evening he succeeded. Whether the doL
had discovered the drover's intention, and supposed tha
the sheep were also stolen, it is difficult to say ; but bj
his conduct it looked so, for he immediately went to th
field, collected the sheep, and drove them all back to hi
master.— Glasgow Post.

Every •wise woman buildeth 
her house: but the foolish 
plucketh it down with her 
hands.—Proverbs slv. 1.

COUNTING.
A 1-IATHIMONIAL DIALOGUE ON GRUMBLING.

" WET, wet, again ! 'Tis quite in vain
To reckon on the weather ; 

I think, dear John, 'tis sure to rain
When we go out together :—

" The day, you know, was very wet, 
When last we dined with mother,

And now,—it puts one in a pet, 
For here's just such another.

" I've counted up at least a score ~
Of days, that we had leisure, 

When it's been raining—less or more,
And so, has spoiled our pleasure*"

"You've counted up wet days, my dear "
John cheerfully replied— 

" Then try again, and let me hear
You count the brighter side."

"Now, John," she said, "you really are
In some things so provoking, 

That not one bit you seem to care :
I might be only joking !

" How in the world can I recal
Days that were bright and sunny, 

You know I could not count them all 
For either love or money."

"Ah that's the truth, my own dear wife,
I wanted to impress ; 

The happy moments of our life
Thank God ! are numberless.

"We reckon up, and sometimes blot 
With marks that make them double,

All, that we think in our past lot 
Has caused us loss or trouble.

" Oh I could we only count a part
Of daily mercies given, 

The sum would surely melt the heart
With gratitude to heaven." c. L. ]

" How did she live ?"—The late Rev. Dr. Newton 
was once speaking of a lady who had recently died. A 
young lady immediately asked," O, sir, how did she die?" 
The venerable man replied, " There is a more important 
question than that, my dear, which you should have 
asked first." " Sir," said she, " what question can be 
more important than ' How did she die ?'" " How did 
she live ? " he replied.

THE LADIES' SANITARY ASSO 
CIATION.

Os the 21st of June, this year, two noblemen—friends 
of the people—Lord Shaftesbury and Lord Ebury, spoke 
at a ci-owded meeting held by the Ladies' Sanitary As 
sociation, and commended the plans which, by tracts and 
lectures, the Association had adopted of teaching the 
laws of health, and the knowledge of common house 
hold things, to the wives and mothers of the industrial

they would respect them for struggling in the midst of 
fear to be truthful. None of the other incidents we have 
recorded could have happened but for the slavery 
of sin.

How miserable the poor perverted girl was through- 
all. How she learned that " He that pursueth evil, pur- 
sueth it to his own death."

She did not die impenitent; a letter was'sent from her 
to her aunt, owning all, and asking her forgiveness ; 
and it contained evidence that the poor broken heart 
had laid itself open to the Saviour of sinners, and re 
ceived His forgiveness. For His blood " cleanseth from 
all sin ;" and makes the vilest meet for that abode where 
none can enter who " loveth or maketh a lie.'' The 
aunt gave this history to the writer, asking only that if 
it w$s published the real names might not appear.

A MAN should never be ashamed to own that he has been 
in the wrong, which is but saying in other words th** -he 
is wiser to-da7, than he was yesterday.—Pope.

Our readers may ask, what is the meaning of this 
Sanitary Association ? It is simply this—to give to 
wives and mothers such a knowledge of the laws of 
health as may teach them to take care of their chil 
dren, to regulate their homes, to promote the comfort 
of their husbands.
The poor people who in some crowded districts of Lon 
don have gained prizes for clean rooms, others who have 
cultivated window flowers, are acting on the plans that 
the Ladies' Sanitary Society recommend. To the men 
this Association says, "Keep from the public-house, and 
take your wages to yon-r own

I HEARD a clergyman make a speech the other evening, 
at a mother's tea-meeting, which I "thought deserved 
wider notice, for the evil of which he spoke is a wide 
spread one. He said, his subject would interest all mo 
thers ; it was, Missing Children. All present began to 

stare. You suppose, perhaps, 
I refer to the three boys that 
got into a boat and were drift 
ed out to sea and have not yet 
been heard of; or, perhaps, 
that little child that was found 
asleep in a booth at the fair, 
and could not tell its name or 
its whereabouts. No. The 
missing children were all girls, 
and strange to say, were to be 
seen any day and every day. 
Now then mothers, tender mo 
thers, listen. I came into a 
room, and while I was talking

to the mother and asking for the sick baby, a girl of twelve 
years old or so, opened the door, came in, and was look 
ing about for something. "Miss" said her mother, 
" what are you doing here ? I thought I sent you for the 
carrots." "I can't find a basket, mother." "You be 
off, miss, directly." " I can't find a basket, I say, 
mother." On which the mother starts up, takes hold of
the girl by the shoulder, and exclaiming, " How dare you, 
miss, be bothering me so now 1"—pushes her out of the 
room. The girl on her part saucily cries back, " Get the 
carrots yourself." Quitting this room with a sad feeling 
at the wretched management, I looked in at another 
room, and there, while talking to the mother, a little 
creature came near and began touching my stick. " How 
dare you, miss !" exclaimed the woman in a firm tone, 
which, however, frightened me more than the child. " How 
dare you, miss, touch the gentleman's stick ! You shall 
have it, depend on it, miss, presently." And so this kind 
of thing goes on everywhere. Now these are the missing 
children. Why miss them ? why not speak gently but 
finnly, and by their name—it is one way for girls not 
to miss you, that is, not to feel you missing when you 
are gone. It is quite contrary to Scripture, and to the 
spirit of that Saviour who was meek and gentle. Your 
elder girl will likely enough speak in the same way to her 
younger sisters, and so the bad, harsh practice goes on 
from one generation to another. Children, like flowers, 
require a calm and sunshiny atmosphere to open in ; not 
one deformed by storms and foul weather. Now you 
know who are the missing parents and the missed 
children. THE.

WORKING MEN'S CLUB AND IN 
STITUTE UNION.

THIS excellent Union (of which Lord Brougham is the 
President) is doing good service to the working-classes. 
During the last year, this Union organized fifty-four 
Clubs and Institutes in various parts of the country, with 
upwards of 10,000 members. Any person requiring in 
formation as to the steps to be taken for establishing a 
Working Man's Club, should write (enclosing a stamped 
and addressed envelope) to the Rev. Henry Solly, 
the Secretary, 150, Strand, London.

house. Provide the means 
to make your wife and chil 
dren comfortable." To the 

.women their advice is, "Be 
keepers at home. Strive to 
have a clean, well aired, neat 
ly arranged dwelling. Use 
as much pure water, and as 
much fresh air, as you can 
get, for they are only other 
names for health and life. 
Be saving with your money, 
clean and careful of the 
children, neat and comfortable in your dress. Have a 
smile for your husband and little ones, and try whether 
by cleanliness and good cookery you cannot make the 
dear, snug, quiet private-house, triumph over the noisy, 
costly, tawdry public-house. Women can do a great 
deal if they resolve to use to its fullest extent and 
meaning the one little word—TRY."

Go not hastily to strive, lest 
thou know not what to do in the 
end thereof, when thy neigh 
bour hath put thee to shame. 

PROVERBS xxv. 8.

HUMANITY.
Saturday the 18th of June, when on my way to 

Waterloo Bridge Pier, my attention was attracted by a 
large crowd that thronged the eastern parapet of the 
jridge, and gazed excitedly on the river beneath. On 
descending the stairs, I found another excited crowd on 
;he landing-stage and its approaches. So completely 
was the attention of every person present absorbed that 
some little time elapsed before I could obtain an answer 
to my question, " What is the matter ? " I was at last 
"nformed that a dog had fallen from the landing-stage 
nto the river. Getting into a position that commanded 

an uninterrupted view, I saw the poor little animal at a 
distance of about thirty yards from the shore, endeavour- 
ng to reach one of the shelving bulwarks of the bridge, 
ut the in-coming tide was rushing so impetuously be- 
ween the arches, that the dog, at every attempt to get 
ipon the bulwark, was drawn down and swept away by 
he current. The starting of an upward-bound steam- 
oat from the Waterloo pier, was delayed, lest the 
og should be swept under the paddle-wheels, but when 
he skipper saw the unsuccessful efforts of the dog and 
hat its strength was failing fast, he gave orders to steam 
lowly up the river. By this time the dog was drifting 
apidly under the arch towards Hungerford, from 
rhence another crowded steam-boat was rapidly ap- 
roaching. The instant the dog was seen by those on 
oard the latter vessel, the engines were stopped. Doubled 
opes were thrown at the dog from both vessels in the 
ope that it might get caught in the loops, but the 
ttempts failed. A second upward-bound steam-boat 
rrived at the Waterloo pier, yet, although it had deli- 
ered and received its passengers, it did not proceed on- 
•ards, as the dog lav right in its course. Every moment 
le crowds on the bridge, the landing-stage, and the shore 
ere growing more numerous and excited. Many shouted 
Boat!" "13oat!" A few punts and skiffs shot out 
bove and below the bridge, but before they could reach 

the poor animal, that was now rapidly pawing the water 
in its death-struggle, an empty barge was dexterously 
swung towards it, and the barge-man, clinging with one 
hand to his vessel, succeeded, at much risk to himself, in 
rescuing the completely exhausted dog. When the vast 

crowds, that all this while 
had looked on with " bated 
breath," saw the animal was 
safe, they raised a cheer that 
did honour to their hearts. 
When the skippers, whose 
conduct is worthy of all 
praise, gave the signal to 
" Go ahead ! " the sun seemed 
to shine brighter and the 
waves to dance more merrily. 
Prom the falling in, to the 
rescue of the dog, only about 
three minutes elapsed. I

TWO STEAHGEES IN CHUBC37
" WHO are those two young ladies dressed in mourning 
who sat in the corner near you ? " inquired Mrs. Ashby, 
of an acquaintance who passed her pew just as the Sab 
bath morning service was closed. " They seem to be 
strangers," she continued, " and I haven't seen any one 
speak to them."

" They are not exactly strangers," said Mrs. Ashby's 
friend, " though I dare say they were never in church 
here before. Don't you remember a small, thin- 
faced woman who sat in the same corner for a few Sab 
baths some three months ago, and always looked so for 
lorn and.timid ? She was their mother, and the name 
of the family is II——— She's dead now, I hear, and 
better off, I've no donbt. These girls and their father 
teased her to death, it is said, about her religion and 
church-going-, for she would always come to church as 
long as she was able. But she's gone at last, and I 
wonder what sent them here."

"Perhaps the Lord has sent them," thought Mrs. 
Ashby, as her informant hastened down the aisle and 
left her still standing at the door of her pew. She re 
called the pale free of the mother, to whom she had once 
or twice spoken a kind word, and'whose absence from 
chnrch after a few Sabbaths' attendance, had been ac 
counted for by her reported removal from the town.

Mrs. Ashby looked again at the strangers ; they werb 
lingering, while all around them were fast leaving the 
house. No one seemed to care for them, and they looked 
as if almost doubting their right to be there. She felt 
as if some one ought to welcome them to the sanctuary ; 
and so with a heart full of love, she went and took them 
by the hand. Calling them byname, she told them 
that she remembered their mother, and was grieved to 
hear that they had lost so good a parent. She added that 
she was glad to see them at church, and hoped they 
would continue to fill their mother's place. Then she 
inquired their residence, and giving her own name, said 
that with their permission she would call upon them in 
a day or two. They were too much affected to reply, 
except by the brief assurance that they should be glad 
to see her.

Sickness in Mrs. Ashby's family prevented her from 
calling on Sarah and Ellen H—— that week as she in 
tended. But when the following Sabbath came, she 
was glad to see them again in their mother's seat. She 
gave them a pleased look of recognition before the ser 
vices commenced, and as soon as they were ended she 
went directly to them. Greeting them cordially, she 
explained the cause of her failure to call upon them, and 
told them that she particularly regretted it, because she 
was anxious to secure them as members of a young 
ladies' class, which met weekly, at her own house, for the 
study of the Scriptures. She asked them to think of 
the proposal for a day or two, and she would see them 
about it during the week if Providence permitted.

To Sarah and Ellen, Mrs. Ashby was the good Sa 
maritan, They had been trained by their father in his 
own hard and bitter unbelief. The sorrowful and feeble 
mother whom they had just buried was scarcely a parent 
to them, she having married their father after they were 
nearly grown to maturity. - She was a Christian, but 
too timid by nature, and soon too ill, to make her influence 
for good decided and efficient. The father and daughters 
laughed at her Bible-reading and psalm-singing, and 
utterly refused to join her in attendance at church. 
Finding herself sorely disappointed in the character and 
temper of the family with which she had too hastily 
connected herself, she soon sank into the grave.

Not till then did those thoughtless girls realize what 
they had done. The fear and hesitation of the hitherto 
timid woman, in her dying hour gave place to Christian 
fortitude and even triumph. Her eyes saw truth with 
gospel clearness ; her lips were fearless in declaring and 
enforcing it. The hitherto deluded daughters were 
touched at once with conviction and remorse. Under 
the influence of these feelings, they readily promised 
their dying mother to attend on public worship, and to 
seek their own salvation and that of their father.

So it was that they came to the house of God ; it was 
indeed "the Lord " who had ''sent them." But the 
preaching they heard that first Sabbath was little calcu 
lated to stimulate or encourage them. The cold, lifeless 
sermon fell like lead on their awakened consciences. And 
when they met from those around them in church only 
an indifferent glance or a curious stare, they were ready 
to say, "No man careth for my soul." They 
would have gone home repelled and discouraged, but for 
the Christian faithfulness and sympathy of Mrs. Ashby. 
The tender love which glistened in her eye and made 
itself felt in the pressure of her hand, her unaffected 
interest in their welfare, and the almost motherly kind 
ness of her manner, went directly to their hearts.

She visited them as she had promised, and soon won 
their confidence. They joined her Bible class, and dili- 
gently.studied the word of God. It was not long ere 
they gave satisfactory evidence of genuine conversion ; 
and now, under the wise training of Mrs. Ashby, who 
has become their trusted household counsellor, they are 
seeking, by the beauty and order of a Christian home, as 
well as by direct prayer and effort, to win their father to 
the Saviour.

God bless the disciples who "care for souls," and 
multiply their number a hundred-fold. E. N. H.

NOTICES TO
ON- and after the 1st January next, the sale of the " Bdtish "Work 
man ("1S55-1860J in Numbers, will be discontinued. Those who 
desire to complete their sets should do so forthwith. 
ANONYMOUS CORRESPONDENCE cannot hare attention. Authors 
are requested to retain copies of their manuscripts. We cannot 
possibly undertake either to return or acknowledge them.

deem myself fortunate in being present on the occasion 
to witness such a cheering manifestation of humane 
feeling.

There are no animals more affectionate to man than 
dogs ; and when we do a kindness to them, we are only 
paying a small instalment of the large debt of gratitude 
we owe them. s.

BEADY.
Hannah Twist; a tale about temper. Illustrated. 6d. 

WE strongly recommend this little book to the notice of our 
female readers.

Philip Markham's Two Lessons. By the author "of 
" Dick and his Donkey." Illustrated. Price Sixpence.

The Shabby Surtout; or, the Surprise/ By Richard 
Huie, M.D. Illustrated. Priee One Penny. [One of <ie Illus 
trated Fenny Readings.]

Joseph Selden; or, the Angel of our Home;,' By Selina 
Jones. Illustrated. Price Sixpence.

I j

The "Wounded Stag; or, the Three "Warnings. By 
Rev. C. Ovorton. Illustrated. Price One Penny. [One of the 
Illustrated Penny Readings.]
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THE SONG OF THE FLOWERS.
Suggested by LORD SHAFTESBURT giving the Prizes for 

Window Flowers. July 8th, 1864.

WE were not reared in garden beds,
Amid our kindred fair, 

With dew-drops sparkling on our heads,
Cooling the fragrant air.

We had no play-time with the breeze,
No wooing from the bee, 

No sunlight softened by the trees,
No wild bird's song of glee.

Yet though we love all these delights,
We pine not for them here ; 

Amid the city's sounds and sights
Our heads we gaily rear.

We envy not the choicest flowers,
That grow in gardens rare, 

For a nobler lot is surely ours—
To cheer the life of care.

We freshen up the poor man's home,
With a breath of country bliss ; 

His children fondly round us crme,
Longing our buds to kiss.

CARLO. REDUCED FROM A DRAWING BY HARRISON WEIR.

CARLO, AND THE BRUSHES.
A GENTLEMAN in the city of York, had a noble dog, which 
was not only expert in fetching sticks out of the river 
Ouse and the Foss, but had been taught by his master 
to fetch things from shops, &c. Sometimes the gentle 
man would purchase an article and leave it on the counter, 
at the same moment calling the dog's attention to it. 
On leaving the shop, he would proceed perhaps a quarter 
of a mile away, and then give the order, " Go back, 
Carlo, and fetch that parcel." Away goes Carlo, and 
in a few minutes the noble animal would return, with the 
purchase. One day the dog presented a somewhat laugh 
able spectacle. The owner went into a brushmaker's shop, 
and bought a dusting-brush. It was pointed out to Carlo 
as usual. Unfortunately for the brushmaker, he did not 
cut the string which tied the brush to a number'of others. 
When Carlo darted into the shop and seized his master's- 
purchase, he dragged the large bundle of about a dozen 
brushes into Coney Street. Out rushed the brushmaker; 
but, on attempting to seize the bundle, Carlo gave 
him to understand that he thought they were paid for. 
Away went dog and brushes along the streets of York ; 
and Carlo never stopped until he laid the treasure at the 
feet of his astonished master. It was not until the 
master interfered, that Carlo would surrender. It was 
impossible to refrain from laughing at the comical sight 
of Carlo dragging along the brushes, and the unfortu 
nate shopkeeper running after his stolen goods.

From " Our Dumb Companions; or, Conversations between a 
father and his Children about Dogs, Horses, Asses, and Cats," 
By the Rev. T. Jackson, M.A. With numerous Engravings.

"MY "TIS BUTS' BOX."
WE rejoice to find that the article we published on " Take 
care of your' 'Tis Buts,' "* is having an influence for good. 
We have heard of several interesting cases of working-men 
who have already begun to reap the fruit of having a

STUMP MEETINGS,
HERE is a picture of an American " Stump Meeting," 
as witnessed by our friend John MacGregor, Esq. So 
earnest and vituperative are the orators at these popular 
meetings, that it is not an uncommon thing to see them 
in their shirt-sleeves. We hope that the time is at 
hand when the eloquence of stump orators, both in the

A GLASS OF ALB.
"THE History and Mystery of a Glass of Ale." This 
is the title of an able twopenny " Eeading," just issued 
from the pen of the author of " Buy your own Cherries." 
We recommend working-men to give this lecture their 
careful perusal. It is written by one of their warmest 
friends. An inrc-.tment of twopence will probably re 
pay them much more than even compound interest.

" 'Tis But" box. One man recently showed a good silver 
watch to a friend of ours at a railway-station, adding, 
" I've got that out of my 'tis but box, and now I'm going 
in for something BIGGER."
* See No. 104 of •' British Workman;" also " Penny Readings."

STUMP MEETING IN AMERICA.

North and the South will be loudly heard in favour of 
peace. The Northerners profess that they are fighting 
to abolish the horrible system of slavery. If the South 
erners themselves would at once proclaim EMANCIPATION, 
would not the further effusion of blood be stayed ?

CICERO AND SENECA ON WAR.
WE could not expect the heathen to denounce 
a custom so emphatically their own ; yet we 
find the wisest and best, of them reprobating 
it in the strongest terms. Cicero speaks of 
war, " contention by violence, as belonging to 
the brutes, 3 ' and complains bitterly of its 
effects on liberal arts and peaceful pursuits. 
" All our noble studies, all our reputation at 
the bar, all our professional assiduities, are 
stricken from our hands as soon as the alarm 
of war is sounded. Wisdom itself, the mis 
tress of affairs, is driven from the field. Force 
bears sway. The statesman is despised ; the 
grim soldier alone is caressed. Legal pro 
ceedings cease. Claims are asserted and pro 
secuted, not according to law, but by force 
of arms."

Seneca, the great moralist of antiquity, is 
still more strong in his condemnation of war. 
" How are we to treat our fellow creatures ? 
Shall we not spare the effusion of blood ? 
How small a matter not to hurt him to whom 
we are bound by every obligation to do all 
the good in our power !—Some deeds, which 
are considered as villainous while capable of 
being prevented, become honorable and glori 
ous when they rise above the control of law. 
The very things which, if men had done them 
in their private capacity, they would expiate 

with their lives, we extol when perpetrated in regi 
mentals at the bidding of a general. We punish 
murders and massacres committed among private per 
sons ; but what do we with wars, the glorious crime 
of murdering whole nations ? "

What smiles and tears, like light and shade,
Tended each bloom and leaf; 

What records fond of progress made
Have sooth'd some daily grief!

And in return for constant care,
We too, perchance, can prove, 

That gratefully we've helped to share
The ministry of love.

The breath arid bloom of humble flowers,
May seem a simple thing ; 

Yet patience, order, taste, are powers
That homely comfort bring.

And these still follow in our train,
And make the dwelling bright 

With all the blessings man can gain
From innocent delight.

Then honour to the lowly home,
And to the loving heart; 

May PEACE—a fadeless lily—come,
And ne'er from them depart! B.

THE offer of Prizes for Window-flowers, and Clean and 
Tidy Rooms, in St. Georges's, Bloomsbury, has this year 
been attended with the most cheering results. The Rev. 
Emilius Bayley, M.A., the Rector, informs us that there 
were 300 Competitors for the Prizes for Clean and 
Tidy Rooms, whilst last year there were only 88. We 
recommend those who desire to promote the culture of 
flowers, and also to foster habits of cleanliness amongst 
the poor, to study the interesting little book * recently 
issued by the Rev. S. H. Parkes, M.A., late Curate 
in the above-named parish.

* Window Gardens for the People, and Clean and Tidy Rooms. 
With Illustrations. Price Is. Partridge.

ILLUSTRATED PUBLICATIONS. .
S®1* With about 900 Engravings. A complete Edition o< 

the British Workman for 1855—1863, bound in cloth, 18s. 6d. 
gilt edges, 15s. 6d. The Nine Yearly Parts may also be had, se 
parately, in illustrated paper covers. Price Is. 6d. each.

9" "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.

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

S^" "With 2OO Engravings.—The Volume of the Band 
of Hope Review (New Series) 1861—1863, plain cloth, 4s., gilt, 5s. 
The Yearly Parts, in coloured wrappers. One Shilling each.

ffi^* With 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 
be had at similar prices.

l«j?> Ready in October. The BRITISH WORKMAN'S ALMANAC for 
1865. With Illustrations. Price One Penny.

sher will forward packets of the "British Workman" 
to any part of the United Kingdom, Channel Islands, Shetland 
and Orkney Isles, France, or Belgium, POST FKEE, as under : —

4 copies for 4d., or for one year 4s."
8 „ 8d., - „ 8s.

T> la 1 J-" 99 J- St » »l 1
24 „ 2s. Od., „ 24s. 

All orders, (accompanied with remittances), to 6e addressed 
to SAMUEI. W. PARTRIDGE, No. 9, Paternoster Row, London. E.C.

JUJST

Distribution of Prizes, for Winaow Plants, and Clean and Tidy Rooms, 
Russell Square Gardens, London.

LONDON : Published monthly, by S. W. PARTBIDGE, at the Office, No .9, Paternoster Kovr j W. TWEEDJE, 337,, Strand j and A. W. BENNETT, 5, Bishopsgate Street, Printed by GEO. WATSON, Kirby St., Htatton Garden.


