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THE BRITISH WORKMAN. August 1st, 1861.

THE STRAWBERRY GIRL.

" STRAW-BEK-RIES ! Straw-Z»cr-ries ! Who will buy 
Who will buy ? "

The musical voice of Nellie thrilled the words s< 
sweetly, and her appearance was so clean and neat, tha 
she soon found customers at the commencement of the 
strawberry season. '

"'Come in, my girl, what is your price ? "
" Tenpence a basket, miss." .
Nellie stepped into a spacious hall of a fashionabl 

house in M—— street, where a young lady stood, in her 
morning dress, with flowers in her hand, just gathered 
from the conservatory.

" Well, they are worth that—so fresh and ripe. Give 
me half-a-dozen baskets." '';

As the lady dropped the five shillings, as she supposed 
into Nellie's purse, the smile with which it was received 
penetrated like a sunbeam into her heart.

" You seem very happy," said Miss Minnie Hamilton 
for that was the'young lady's name. "Do you earn 
your living by selling strawberries ? "

" Yes, miss. In the summer I sell berries, and in the 
winter I go to school part of the day, and help mother 
the rest of the day."

" And what makes you so happy ? Can you tell me 
the secret ? "

" Mother says that we ought to be bright > and happy, 
because we have so much to be thankful for."

Minnie Hamilton looked at the strawberry girl with 
amazement. With all the wealth and luxury of her 
home, she was often discontented and unhappy. How 
a poor girl who had to work hard for her living could 
be happier than she was puzzled her.

"How does your mother support herself?" she asked.
" She takes in sewing, miss. Sometimes she sewr 

half the night through."
" Then what in the world has she to be so very thank 

ful for?" exclaimed Miss Hamilton.
Nellie smiled again sweetly, as she answered :
" Some people, as good as we are, have no home, and 

have nothing to eat. But mother and I have a little 
room to live in. She sings at her work all day long, because, 
she says, God is so good to us. We have bread and 
potatoes every day, and on Sundays we have meat. Don't 
you think, miss, that is something to be thankful for ?

A deeper tint glowed upon Minnie's cheek. " Yes, 
yes," she answered nervously ; and then followed a pause, 
during which she stored away in her heart, like hidden 
treasure, the lesson which Nellie had taught her, and 
which was to be re-perused often, in after years when dis 
content caused her to murmur at some little cloud, real
or imaginary, that hung over her destiny. 
happier far than /; may God forgive me ! "

" You are

ilton was an only daughter, petted and 
idolized by her parents. Indulgence had injured, though 
it had not spoiled her. So fully had every wish of her 
heart been gratified from her birth, that she regarded it 
as a kind of privilege peculiar to her condition, to mur 
mur if the slightest shadow came between her and the 
fulfilment of her most extravagant desires. Poor Min 
nie ! poor, although abounding in riches. " One thing 
thou lackest," one thing, which wealth cannot purchase 
the joy of a contented heart.

Yet Minnie had noble qualities : generosity and active 
benevolence, with strong moral and religious principles. 
One shadow, the shadow of discontent, clouded them all.

Nellie had put her little purse into the pocket of her 
apron ; and now she issued into the street again and 
recommenced her strawberry song, till she was sum 
moned by another customer, who purchased largely. As 
she was about adding the payment she received to 
her little store, she discovered a small rent in the p;-jse, 
and sitting down she emptied the money into her apron 
to examine it. As she did so, she discovered a sovereign, 
which had evidently been given her by mistake by the 
first purchaser.

" 1 will go right back with it," thought Nellie.
She waited, however, to rearrange her baskets ; and 

while doing so, the Tempter came, with evil thoughts, to 
test her strength of principle.

"Why go back with it?" said the wicked voice: 
"perhaps the lady meant to give it."

" But I do not know that," said the tender conscience 
of Nellie.

" Well, you can do good with it," said the voice, ap 
pealing artfully to her filial love : you can purchase 
something for your mother. She works hard enough 
for all she has ; and this will buy her a neat dress to 
wear to church."

Suddenly the smile died away on Nellie's lip ; her step 
grew less light. There was a weight at her heart. It 
was the burden of a guilty thought. She had parleyed 
with Evil, and its shadow was on her path. It had 
dimmed the happiness of her heart.

Now, happily for Nellie, Conscience, " that voice of 
God in the soul," came powerfully to her aid. It re 
called vividly the previous Sabbath evening, when her 
mother sat with her at the window, just as the sun was 
sinking, and after their scanty supper had been disposed of.

" Nellie," she said, as she laid her head upon her 
knee, and smoothed back her dark hair, "you could 
not go to the Sunday-school to-day, because you had no 
shoes to wear. Perhaps we can earn a pair before 
another Sabbath ; but I will teach you the command 
ments. Then Nellie repeated them after her. All were 
vivid now to her memory ; but especially, and as if 
written in letters of fire, stood forth the eighth :

"Thou shalt not steal 1"
Nellie's heart sank within her. Had she listened, and 

obeyed that evil voice, what might she have become — a 
breaker of God's holy Commandment! Nellie Waited 
not a moment ; but terrified at her own thoughts, she 
rushed back, lest that evil voice should speak again, and 
rested not till she reached the home of Minnie Hamilton.

" You made a mistake, miss. You gave me this," 
holding up the sovereign, " for a shilling."

" Did I ? Well, it was a mistake. I am near-sighted ; 
but you are honest, fe/id shall have it as a reward."

" No, miss, thank you ; I'd rather have the shilling."
"You would ? "
" Yes, miss, if ye -please."
" W hat a singular girl. Tell me why you would rather ? ' '
"Because — because — it would remind me." — Nellie 

burst into tears and covered her face with her hands.
" Of what ? tell me."
" How I was tempted to break the eighth command 

ment, miss.."
" And to keep the sovereign, do you mean ? "
" Yes, miss."
" But you resisted the temptation, as God gave you

strength. Now tell me your name : I must remember it.
" Nellie Townsend."
" There is no sin, Nellie, in being tempted. The si 

consists in yielding to temptation. Now that you havi 
resisted, you will find yourself strengthened in might t 
overcome evil. Only resist the first promptings to d 
wrong, resist them, and all will be well. Nellie, yo' 
were not aware of it, but to-day you taught me a lesso 
of contentment, which I shall not easily forget: and yo' 
shall have the happiness of knowing that you have bee: 
a minister of ..good to me. And you must let me rewar< 
you. You must keep that sovereign to remind you c 
what has occurred to-day, and you have no reason to b 
ashamed of it. Now tell me what was the temptation ' 
What did you most desire to do with it. ? "

Nellie hesitated, and then said : " Last Sunday, mothe 
had no dress to go to church. That would more tha 
buy one. I only thought of it for a moment."

Minnie Hamilton turned aside without speaking. 
When she looked again there .< was a moisture on th 
eyelids which had not often been there before.

" Does your mother require anything else ? Does sh 
not want a bonnet, too ? "

"Yes, miss; but I shall earn that by my berries 
Mother's sewing has nearly paid;the rent.this month."

" Nellie, you and I must b e friends. Go and sell the re 
mainder of your strawberries, and call on your way home.

That evening, Nellie was tripping home with he 
empty basket; but in it lay a new straw bonnet, and 
package which she was directed not to open till her re 
turn. Nellie's mother was looking anxiously for he: 
when she arrived, but what was her astonishment an< 
gratitude when she heard her story, with a full confessio: 
of the temptation, not a word of which she withheld.

When the package was opened, it was found to con 
tain a nice calico dress for each, with a bank-note fastenei 
within. Upon a slip of paper were written these words

" For Mrs. Townsend, as an acknowledgment for : 
benefit received from her daughter, whom she has ream 
to be an example of truth and honesty."

From this time, Nellie and her mother were under the 
patronage of the Hamilton family. Sewing was supplied 
for which they received good pay, and Nellie was transfer 
red to the Sunday-school Bible-class,, where she was re 
garded as a pattern of truth and integrity for her associates 

• And shall not her example speak also to our readers 
and remind them of that which the Bible teaches—tc 
"resist evil," and " to follow that which is good ! "

TOPPERS.

WELL, my friends, how passes time with you ? With 
me it seems to hurry along as rapidly as a railroad car 
riage ; if every week had fourteen days, and every day 
eight-and-forty hours, I should not even then be able to 
accomplish one-half of what I undertake. Still, in the 
busiest life there are moments of leisure, and as even these 
ought to be turned to a profitable purpose, you shall now 
have another hint from Old Humphrey.

Many of you know London city, but as to knowing 
hundredth part of the strange things which take place 
there, that is quite out of the question. My method is, 
when witnessing a multiplicity of odd occurrences, to treat 
them as I do blackberries—I pass by a great many, and 
pick out those only that I like best.

Whoever has been in London in the fruit season, must 
have heard men, women, and children, crying out in all 
directions, " Hautboys, fine hautboys."

These hautboys are large strawberries, and are sold in 
baskets called pottles, which, tapering from the top, go 
off less and lesser to the bottom.

I was passing along, on a hot day, when a pile of these 
pottles, in a fruiterer's shop, caught my attention. 
There was one of particularly fine fruit, and I soon had 
hold of it ; but the man cried out in a hurry, " Stop, 
stop, sir! I cannot sell them."

'Cannot sell them!" said I, "and for what reason ? " 
' Oh," replied he, " I cannot sell them, for they are 

toppers"
Now, these toppers were the largest sized strawberries, 

picked out on purpose to put on the tops of the other 
pottles, to make the fruit look better than it really was. 

Come," thinks I to myself, " if you will not let me 
havfe the toppers, yon cannot hinder me from taking 
away the lesson they have taught me." So I walked off, 
talking to myself about the toppers.

At the corner of the next street, at a draper's shop, 
some dozens of good-looking handkerchiefs were hanging 
at the door, and marked at the low price of fourpence 
each. Thinking this no bad opportuuity of laying in 

stock of half-a-dozen or a dozen good handker 
chiefs, for a worthy but poor friend, I entered the shop, 
but was told that they only sold these handkerchiefs to 
customers, and that if I had any of them, I must buy 
something else with them. Old Humphrey was soon 
iut of the shop again, thinking to himself that he ought 
;o have known better than to' have gone into it. The 
andkerchiefs were nothing in the world but toppers, 

and were hung at the door to make people believe that 
hings were sold cheaper at that shop than they really 

jre.' •>:•.-.••• - • • : 

One of the objects I had in view in my walk, was to 
buy a leg of mutton ; and observing two very fine legs 
hanging by themselves at a butcher's shop, I fold the 
butcher to pull one of them down, for that I had set my 
mind upon it.

" f he legs are sold, sir," said he ; "but you may have 
the shoulders to match them."

" Sold ! " replied I; " why, if they are sold, what is 
the use of letting them hang up there ? "

" Only to show what sort of mutton I sell," said the 
butcher. I saw in a moment that the two legs of mutton 
were his toppers, and that, of course, he would not part 
with them. '

When I came to Smithfield, I stopped awhile, for a 
horse-jockey was selling a horse to a young gentleman, 
who appeared to me to have far more money in his pocket 
than judgment or discretion in his head. The gentleman 
seemed disposed to fancy a black horse, but the jockey 
began to puff off a brown one, and talked so much of 
" thorough-bred," "courage," "spirit to the back-bone," 
"high action," " sure-footed," " fast-going," " free from 
vice," " quiet as a lamb," and fifty other puffing phrases, 
that I thought to myself, " Ay! ay! Mr. Horse-dealer, 
these highflying terms are your toppers, and will enable 
you, no doubt, to get rid of your brown horse."

About an hour after, I saw two ladies getting into a 
coach: they were very gaily dressed ; so much so, that the 
scarf of the one, and the shawl of the other, were quite 
sufficient to attract attention; but their head-dresses 
struck me more than either the scarf or the shawl, for in

one of them was stuck a bunch of artificial flowers, almost 
as big as a besom, and in the other, several ostrich 
feathers, a foot or two high. " More toppers," thought I, 
hurrying along ; and those who are caught by them may 
find, perhaps, the heads of the wearers still lighter than 
the feathers and the flowers."

Having occasion to call on a tradesman, to settle an 
account, I found him in a violent passion with his shop 
man for a trifling mistake; this grieved me the more, be 
cause he had the credit of being a religious man, and a 
truly religious man will seek for grace to restrain his 
passions. The tradesman soon after began to talk to me 
on serious subjects, and quoted several texts of Scripture; 
but I soon perceived that he was not sincere, that he was 
not religious at' his heart, and that he merely used the 
texts of Scripture as toppers, to enable him to pass as a 
religious character.

Now, what shall we say to these things ? Why, seeing 
the errors of oth ers, let us try to avoid them, and act with 
godly sincerity, in things spiritual'and temporal.

Take, then, She hint of Old Humphrey; bearing in. 
mind, that there are toppers in dress, toppers in trade, and 
toppers in religion, as well as toppers; in strawberries.

Old Humphrey's Addresses.

THE STARLESS CROWN.

"They that turn many to righteousness shall shine as the stars 
for *ver and ever."—Daniel xii. 3.

WEARIED and worn with earthly cares, I yielded to
repose, , 

And soon before my raptured sight, a glorious vision
rose: 

I thought whilst slumbering on my couch in midnight's
solemn gloom. 

I heard an angel's silvery voice, and radiance fill'd my
room.

A gentle touch awaken'd me,—a gentle whisper said, 
" Arise, 0 sleeper, follow me;" and thro' the air we

fled,
We left the earth, so far away that like a speck it seem'd, 
And heavenly glory, calm and pure, across our pathway

stream'd.
Still on we went,—my soul was wrapt in silent ecstasy ; 
Iwonder'd what the end would be, what next should

meet mine eye. 
I knew not how we journey'd thro' the pathless fields of

light, 
When suddenly a change was wrought, and / was clothed

in white.
We stood before a city's walls most glorious to behold; 
We pass'd thro' gates of glistening pearl, o'er streets of

purest gold ;
It needed not the sun by day, the silver moon by night ; 
The glory of the Lord was there, the Lamb himself its

light. 
Bright angels paced the shining streets, sweet music fill'd

the air, 
And white-robed saints with glittering crowns, from

every clime were there ; 
And some that I had loved on earth stood with them

round the throne, 
"All worthy is the Lamb," they sang, "the glory His

alone."
But fairer far than all beside, I saw my Saviour's face; 
And as 1 gazed He smiled on me with wondrous love and

grace.
Lowly I bow'd before His throne, o'erjoy'd that I at last 
Had gain'd the object of my hopes ; that earth at length

was past.
And then in solemn tones he said, " Where is the diadem 
That ought to sparkle on thy brow—adorn'd with many

a gem ? 
I know thou hast believed on Me, and life through Me

is thine, 
But where are all those radiant stars that in thy crown

should shine ? 
Yonder thou seest a glorious throng, and stars on every

brow ?
For every soul they led to Me they wear a jewel now! 
And such thy bright reward had been if such had been

thy deed, 
If thou hadst sought some wand'ring feet in path of peace

to lead. 
I did not mean that thou should'st tread the way of life

alone, 
But that the clear and shining light which round thy

footsteps shone, 
hould guide some other weary feet to My bright home
of rest, 

And thus, rin blessing those around, thou hadst thyself
been blest."

The vision faded from my sight, the voice no longer spake, 
A. spell seem'd brooding o'er my soul which long I fear'd

to break,
And when at last I gazed around in morning's glimmer 

ing light, 
Vly spirit fell o'erwhelm'd beneath that vision's awful

might.
rose and wept with chasten'djoy that yet I dwelt
below, 

That yet another hour was mine my faith by works to
show ;

That yet some sinner I might tell of Jesus' dying love, 
And help to lead some weary soul to seek a home above. 
And now, while on the earth I stay, my motto this shall be, 

To live no longer to myself but Him who died for me !" 
And graven on my inmost soul this word of truth divine,

BE'WARE OP THE HOOK; 
OR, SABBATH ENCROACHMENTS.

THE first thing to be noticed regarding the encroachments 
on this right of man is, that they are gradual and con 
cealed. Never and nowhere is it proclaimed aloud, by 
those who trespass on these rights, that from a given day 
they are to be annulled. No member of Parliament 
moves for leave to bring in a bill, enacting that all work 
men shall be compelled to work all the seven days alike, 
and all the Year over without a day of rest. This me 
thod is noi adopted, because it would never succeed. 
In my earlier years, when I wanted to take from the 
spotted inhabitants of the stream the rights which they 
enjoyed, of swimming about in any pool they pleased, I 
did not exhibit to them the crooked, pointed, barbed bit 
of steel which I had prepared for the purpose. I covered 
it over with something that hid it wholly from view. Nay, 
more, I covered it with something that the trouts liked, 
and when they took my bait within their jaws, I gave it 
a gentle, knowing twitch, and pulled the little creatures 
out of their element. They liked what I gave them, but 
if they had known they were to be hauled up by it, they 
would not have taken it. It is in this way that cunning 
anglers, on the edge of life's great stream, try to trout 
us out. They bait the hook. They put on it as a bait 
something that they think the people like. Sometimes, 
and to some classes, the bait is money ; at other times, 
and to other classes, it is pleasure. The engine-driver 
and guard of a railway, the waiter in a hotel, and the 
driver of an omnibus, are a tribe of fish that are expected 
readily to jump at a silver bait. A crown of additional 
wages is tried as the inducement to make them take the 
hook into their jaws. Clerks and warehousemen and 
mechanics do not get the offer of winning more money, 
but they are invited to spend it. They may have a trip 
to the sea-side, or to some public gardens, if they are 
willing to pay for it. Pleasure is put upon the hook, 
and made to dangle before their eyes in advertisements 
all the week, in the hope that they will take, and be 
taken, when the Sabbath morning comes round. The 
love of money and the love of pleasure are two powerful 
motives to human hearts. The anglers are skilful. They 
have baited the hooks well. But it so happens that they 
cannot catch all classes by the same baits ; and they can 
not present both baits to the same persons. Those who 
gain the money don't get any pleasure ; and those who 
get pleasure gain no money. In order to make money 
on the Sabbath the one class must work, work, work, at 
the same labour every day all the year round ; and in 
order to get the pleasure on the Lord's-day the other 
class must part with a good deal of the money which they 
have toiled for on other days. If the two classes would 
meet and compare notes, perhaps they might come to the 
determination that they would not angle each other out 
in this fashion. The plain English of it is, one kind of 
labourers are made to work 01, the rest-day, and another 
kind must pay for it, and the great King Mammon makes 
his profit out of both. The many who labour are cheated 
out of their rest-day, for the profit of the few, who being 
rich already, do not need to labour at all.—From Tracts 
for Working Men and their Firesides.

THE QUEEN'S RESPECT FOR THE SABBATH,
FOR many years the journeymen in the fish, poultry, 
meat, vegetable, and ice-trades in the west-end of the 
metropolis, have been desirous of abolishing Sunday la 
bour, but hitherto without success. They have now 
however, secured the counsel and services of Samuel 
Gurney, Esq., M.P., as the chairman of a society which 
they have formed, and on his taking the chair at the 
committee, held lately, a communication was received 
to the effect that Her Most Gracious Majesty having 
heard of the very laudable efforts of those whose labours 
on the weekdays are excessive, to obtain a cessation from 
their toil on Sunday, had given strict orders that, for the 
future, no provisions of any kind whatever shall be per 
mitted to be brought into the Palace on the Sunday. 
The announcement has given the greatest satisfaction to 
1,000 journeymen, who rejoice at the example which 
Her Majesty has thus set the nobility and gentry of the 
land, and they fondly hope that it will be generally followed.

ijgf If all the shops that are open in the metropolis 
on Sunday, were placed side by side, they would form 
one continuous row, SIXTY MILES in length ! Have not 
there shopkeepers and their servants a claim upon the 
sympathy of the public ? If we value the blessings of 
the Sabbath, let us seek to secure them to all classes. The 
weekly rest-day is the birthright of eveiy human being. 
Let us not sacrifice so precious a boon.

They that turn many to the Lord bright as the stars
shall shine." S.'S. Treasury.

HOUSE-TO-HOUSE CANVASSING.
Further Extracts from Canvassers* Letters :— 

"I RECEIVED your parcel, and at once distributed the canvassing- 
bills. I took a " British Workman " with me to exhibit, and left a

MENTAL DISEASES.
'hese are the most difficult of all diseases to cure. Reme- 
ies for a few have been given by a shrewd writer, and 
re offer them to such of our readers as may happen to be 
offering from one or more of the indicated maladies. For
fit of REPINING, this is the true remedy:—Look about 

>r the halt and the blind, and visit the bedridden, and 
fflicted, and deranged; and they will make you ashamed 
if complaining of your lighter affliction. For a fit of

LENESS, count the tickings of a clock. Do this for an 
our, and you will be glad to pull off your coat, and work 
ke a " navvy." For a fit of PASSION, walk out in the 
pen air; you may speak to the winds without hurting 
,ny one, or proclaiming yourself to be like a " city 
"ithout walls." For fits of DOUBT, PERPLEXITY, and 
'EAR, whether they respect the body or the mind; 
hether they are a load to the shoulders, the head, or 

he heart, the following is a radical cure which may be 
jlied on, for it comes from the Great Physician, " Cast 
\y burden on the Lord, for He will sustain thee."

bill at every house. As a general rule, the paper was joyfully re 
ceived, and many have thanked me for bringing it before their 
notice. I am engaged till about six o'clock, and after then I have 
to walk about two miles to tea, but I have met with much encour 
agement in my canvassing efforts, for I have managed to obtain 
about fifteen dozen subscribers to the " British Workman," and 
about half that quantity to the " Band of Hope Review." _

J. A., Eccleshill.
"I have canvassed this neighbourhood, and obtained forty-six 

subscribers, amongst which are two or three publicans! "
D. H. H., Skibereen.

" In one canvass I obtained thirty-five subscribers. The re 
mainder of the bills I am going to distribute to-night."

Master D. L. D., Manchester.
"With the canvassing-bills you sent me, I have obtained sixty- 

six subscribers, of whom two are publicans." T. L., Sibford.
" I and a friend took a walk to a distant village, and left 200 can 

vassing-bills. On calling again we obtained 178 subscribers. We 
gave the order to a poor widow who resided in the place In order 
to assist her." A. H., Manchester.

" I have obtained sixty subscribers to the " British Workman," 
and ten to the " Band of Hope .Review," with the canvassing-bills 
you sent me." Miss M., Mendlesham.

Ijgf We shall be thankful for the help of other friends 
in extending the circulation. A supply of the Canvass 
ing-bills may be had (gratis) by addressing a letter to 
the Editor, No. 9, Paternoster Row, London. E.G.

ILLUSTRATED HAWD-BILLS.
Suitable for general distribution. Embracing Religion. 

Sabbath Observance, Sacred Scriptures, Temperance, 
Kindness to Animals, Swearing, War, Smoking, &c., &c.

Nos. 1 to 50 of the Illustrated Hand-Bills, form the 
assorted packet No. 1. Nos. 51 to 72 form assorted 
packet No. 2. Price 6d. each, post-free.

" These are just the things for distribution by Christians as they 
walk 'by th3 way,' in town or country, or sit in the shade of vsome 
frequented watering-place."—Mothers' Magazine. ;1

The Hand-Bills, No. 1 to 50, bound in cloth, price Is.
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So, of the tender, 
weeping child is 
made the callous, 
heartless man—of 
the all-believing 
child, the sneering 
sceptic — of the 
beautiful and mo 
dest, the shameless 
and abandoned; 
and this is what 
the world does for 
the little one.

There was a time 
when the Divine 
One stood on earth, 
and little children 
near to Him

CHILDREN.;

'A LITTLE CHILD SHALL LEAD THEM.

ONE cold market morning I looked into a milliner's shop, 
and there I saw a hearty young fanner from the country, 
with his long cart-whip, and a rough coat, holding up 
some little matter and turning it about on his great fist. 
And what do you suppose it was ? A baby's bonnet. 
A little, soft, blue satin hood, with a swan's down border, 
white as the new-fallen snow, with a frill of rich blonde 
round the edge.

By his side stood a very pretty woman, holding with 
no small pride the baby—for evidently it was the baby. 
Any one could read that fact at every glance, as they 
looked at each other, and the little hood, and then at the 
large blue unconscious eyes and fat dimpled cheeks of 
the little one. It was evident that neither of them had 
ever seen a baby like that before.

" But really, Mary," said the young man, " is not 
ten shillings very high ? "

Maiy very prudently said nothing, but taking the little 
bonnet, tied it on the little head, and held up the baby. 
The man looked and smiled, and without another word 
down went the ten shillings—all the last week's butter 
came to ; and as they walked out of the shop it is hare 
to say which looked the most delighted with the bargain. 

"Ah ! " thought I, "a little child shall lead them !'" 
Ah, these children! pretty, even in all their absurdi 

ties ! winning, even in their faults! See, for example, 
yonder little fellow in a naughty fit: he has shaken hii 
long curls over his deep-blue eyes—the fair brow is bent 
in a frown—the rose-leaf lip is pursed up in defiance— 
and the white shoulder thrust naughtily forward.

Then comes the instant change—flashing smiles and 
tears, as the good comes back all in a rush, and you tare 
overwhelmed with protestations, promises, and kisses. 
They are irresistible, too, these little ones. They pull 
away the scholar's pen—tumble about his papers—make 
somersaults over his books—and what can he do ? They 
tear up newspapers—-litter the carpets—break, pull, and 
upset, and then jabber unimaginable English in self- 
defence ; and what can you do for yourself ?

"If / had a child," says the precise man, "you 
should see." He does have a child, and his child tears 
up his papers, tumbles over his things, and pulls his hair, 
like all other children ; and what has the precise man to 
say for himself? Nothing; he is like everybody else— 
" a little child shall lead him ! "

Poor little children ! they bring and teach us larger 
beings more good than they get in return. How often does 
the infant, with its soft cheek and helpless hand, awaken 
a mother from worldliness and egousm to a whole world 
of new and higher feeling! How often does the mother 
repay this by doing her best to wipe off, even before the 
time, the dew and fresh simplicity of childhood, and 
make her daughter too soon a woman of the world, as 
she has been.

The hardened heart of the worldly man is unlocked 
by the guileless tones and simple caresses of his 
son ; but he repays it in time by imparting to his boy 
all the crooked tricks and hard ways and callous maxims 
which have undone himself.

Go to the gaol—to the penitentiary—and find there 
the wretch most sullen, brutal and hardened. Then look 
at your infant son; such as he is to you, such to some 
mother was this man. That hard hand was once soft 
and delicate—that rough voice was tender and lisping— 
fond eyes followed him as he played—and he was rocked 
and cradled in love. There was a time when his heart 
was soft and unworn, might have opened to instruction ; 
but harsh hands seized it—fierce lineaments were impressed 
upon it—and all that is over with him, apparently for ever.

sought to draw 
but harsh human beings 

stood between Him and them, forbid 
ding their approach. Ah ! has it not 
been always so ? Do not even we, 
with our hard and unsubdued feel 
ings—our worldly and unscriptural 
habits and maxims—stand like a dark 
screen between our little child and 
its Saviour ? " Suffer little children 
to come unto me, and forbid them not," 
is still the voice of the Son of God; 
but the cold world still closes around 
and forbids. When of old the disci 
ples would question their Lord of the 
higher mysteries of His kingdom, He 
took a little child and set him in the 
midst, as d sign of him who should 
be greatest in heaven. The gentle 
teacher still remains to us. By every 
hearth and fireside, Jesus still sets the 
little child in the midst of us !

Wouldst thou know, O parent, what 
is that faith which unlocks heaven ? 
Go not to the wrangling polemics, or 
creeds and forms of theology, but draw 
to thy bosom thy little one, and read in 
that clear, trusting eye, the lesson of 
eternal life. Be only to thy God as 

thy child is to thee, and all is done ! Blessed shalt thou 
be indeed when " a little child shall lead thee ! "

H. B. STOWE.

heart that will grow up into the ugly 
weed of stispicion, and strife, and will 
choke the fair flower of love. Oh, 
wife, nothing is trifling that brings 
contention or coldness between your 
husband and you. Always remem 
ber that " a soft answer turneth 
away wrath." "It's only a trifle,'" 
says the youth as he takes a sheet of 
writing-paper from his master's desk, 
and writes a letter to his own friends 
on it. Had he asked for the paper, 
it would most likely have been given 
him, but he takes it on the sly, and 
calls it a trifle. Ah! that is the 
beginning of evil. He gets careless 

about the exactness of strict honesty, and then comes 
theft; shame, ruin, and punishment being sure to follow. 
Oh,youth, remember the property of a master, in the very 
smallest particular, is a sacred trust, and not " a trifle." 

" It's only a trifle," says the pleasure-seeker, who goes 
out with gay companions on the Lord's-day; thinking 
to himself, " Next Sunday I '11 attend a place of wor 
ship." Ah, there never may be another Sunday for him 
on earth. Young man, dare you break God's command, 
dishonour His day, insult the love of Jesus—your friend 
and Saviour-~-shut out the blessed hope of Heaven, and 
lose your own soul, and yet say, "It's only a trifle."

Dear readers, ask God's help that you may be kept 
from thinking lightly of seemingly little things. Those 
who often say, "It's only a trifle," are generally triflers, 
who neglect the duties of this life, and slight the pro 
mise of the life to come. Let your prayer be, " Keep 
thy servant from presumptuous sins, let them not have 
dominion over me."

If we confess our sins, He 
is faithful and just to forgive 
us our sins, and to cleanse 
us from all unrighteousness.

A WELL-REGULATED HOUSEHOLD.
How important to this end is the early introduction of 
females to the knowledge of domestic concerns. If 
" riches have wings," so the affluent will do well to avoid 
sheltering themselves under a dependence upon perma 
nent prosperity, and those in the humbler walks of life 
will derive benefit from good management to an amount 
they may but little have anticipated.

A considerable owner of land remarked upon the 
different situation of the families of two men in his em 
ploy, who as to their number and as to their wages were 
on the same footing. The cottage of one was all neat 
ness and comfort, and he even found that now and then the 
inmates could reach to the indulgence of butcher's-meat, 
a thing almost unknown to the other family, where dirt, 
and rags, and tatters were the order of the day. Will 
not as great a contrast be exhibited in those who have, 
and those who have not been brought up in habits of 
economy and practical usefulness. . In a reverse of 
circumstances will not the one cheerfully put her 
shoulder to the wheel, and by her industry lighten the 
sorrows of adversity, while the other will feel with ten 
fold force her helpless situation. But it must be con 
fessed that too generally we overlook the fact that our 
greatest safety is in keeping low, for as Bunyan observes:

" He that is down needs fear no fall, 
He that is low, no pride."

A willingness to appear what .we really are will be 
inseparable from a rightly-regulated mind ; nay sterling 
integrity .will protect from a desire of shining in colours 
not our own. And seeing it is only the good whose ap 
proval is worth seeking-; to the good we shall best com 
mend ourselves by a course of consistent acting and 
walking ; and what is infinitely beyond all, gain the graci 
ous notice and countenanec of that Holy Being, who, 
" most upright," doth "weigh the path of the just."—A. A.

A PINE WOMAN.
IT is pleasant to observe how differently modern writers 
and the inspired author of the book of Proverbs describe 
a fine woman. The former confine their praise chiefly 
to personal charms and ornamental accomplishments, 
while the latter celebrate only the virtues of a valuable 
mistress of a family, and a useful member of Society. 
The one is perfectly acquainted with all the fashionable 
languages of Europe ; the other opens her mouth with 
wisdom, and is perfectly acquainted With all the uses of 
the needle, the distaff, and the loom. The business of 
the one is pleasure ; the pleasure of the other is business, 
The one is admired abroad, the other at home. Her 
Children rise up and call her blessed, her husband also 
praiseth her. There is no name in the world equal to 
this, nor is there a note in music half so delightful as the 
respectful language with which the grateful son or 
daughter perpetuates the memory of a sensible and 
affectionate mother.

"IT'S ONLY A TRIPLE."
" WHAT a fuss you make about it. It's only a trifle 
over the half hour, there'll be plenty of time." This 
was said by a young man who was carrying a carpet-bag 
for his mother to the railway station. He looked heated 
and cross, and the mother was walking at a speed that 
sorely tasked her strength. It seemed no trifle to either 
of them, for the younger had evidently lost his temper, 
the elder her breath, and they were doomed to lose the 
train, for I heard the whistle, and saw it reach the sta 
tion ; and before they could get under the bridge, and 
round the lane, the train would be out of sight.

" Ah, we've lost it. Oh, what shall we do, and your 
father will be waiting for us. Dear me, and there's not 
another cheap train until late to-night. Oh, why, Wil 
liam, were you so long getting ready ? " The tone of 
distress in which this was said, was very affecting; it 
was easy to see that very great trouble and expense had 
been incurred by what the young man had called " only 
a trifle." I saw the two, angry and miserable, enter the sta 
tion for their dreary hours of waiting, and as I passed on, I 
mused on this little incident, and the common words that 
had been uttered to excuse the delay that had so dis 
tressed them,—" It's only a trifle." " It's only a trifle," 
says the man who spends some of his hard-earned money 
on beer or spirits, or tobacco, that he could easily do 
without, and that not only cost money that he can ill 
afford to spend on luxuries, but injure his health, and 
lay the foundation of habits that may bring him to ruin,
disgrace, and death.

" It's only a trifle," says the young girl, who
buys some trumpery finery instead of neat, comfortable 
clothing. But it is no trifle if the gay ribbon on her 
bonnet prevents her having a good strong pair of boots. 
Wet-footed and shivering in a smart gown and gay 
mantle, when there comes the winter-cough, and the 
wasting fever through not being warmly clad; bitterly 
on a sick bed have many regretted what they thought 
" only a trifle."

" It's only a trifle," says the wife who has been using 
cross words to her husband, "he won't think any more 
of it," but she has planted a seed of bitterness in his

HINTS ON HOUSEHOLD MANAGEMENT-NO. X,
HOW DO YOU MANAGE THE SICK ?

IN this country there are hospitals and infirmaries for 
the poor, in all cases of accident, fever, or serious ill 
ness, that cannot, by reason of poverty, or the smallness 
of accommodation, be treated at home.

In the minds of some persons, there is a great prejudice 
against public institutions for the sick ; but the testi 
mony of those who know best about them, is, that with 
in their sheltering walls, the poor have the benefit of the 
best advice, and care, and such cleanliness, quiet, and 
suitable food, as frequently cannot be provided in any 
private house.

Miss Florence Nightingale, in her book on Nursing, 
says over and over again, that the patients in hospitals, 
are often better treated than in rich men's dwellings. So 
these hints of mine do not refer to such cases as should 
be, if possible, removed to an hospital.

But, sickness comes in many ways to all families at 
times ; and every woman ought to know how to manage 
and nurse the sick comfortably, so as to bring them 
about again as soon as possible.

Remember, quite as much depends on the nurse, as on 
the doctor. The first requisite in all nursing, is cleanli 
ness. Directly any of your family are ill, sponge them 
well with tepid water, and having made their skin clean, 
put on clean well-aired linen—and put them to bed, in 
clean dry sheets. If you think it is a feverish attack, 
or any contagious malady—if you have a top-room that 
you can make comfortable, put the sick person to bed 
there; for the heated air from their breath, &c., ascends, 
and the house is kept free from effluvia, if they are on 
the top floor.

Take care, above all things, to have a fresh current of 
air in the sick-room. This is needful, both for the sick, 
and those in health. A fire, unless it is hot weather, 
ventilates and purifies a sick-room. Eemove all that 
produces bad smells instantly.

Have a pair of slippers, and move about quietly; shut 
ting doors, and opening windows, without bustle or noise. 

Give the medicine at the proper times, and put the 
bottles away in a cupboard, so as not to litter the room.

Make the gruel, barley-water, and food of the sick 
very nicely ; and never fill a basin or cup quite full. A 
slopped-over basin looks nasty ; and the poor sick 
stomach turns from it at once. While a little drop, or 
bit, on a nice little tray, covered with a white cloth, and 
a bright clean plate, spoon, or cup, invites the palate.

Change the linen of the bed and patient, very often. 
Indeed, if you can manage it, two sets of sheets and body- 
linen, changed night and morning, will do more to re 
fresh the sick, and to prevent bed-sores and contagion, 
than any thing else.

hold treatment, the rule is, that with good nursing 
people get well.

Never tell lies to the sick, truth, above everything, you 
should always strive to speak. If a patient has a disease 
that must end in death, as consumption, cancer, &c., 
your medical man will tell you, and then it is wicked and 
cruel to deceive. Break such tidings very gently—after 
you have been reading the Bible, or praying with the 
sick—for I hope you will do both. Nature shrinks from 
death, but the Christian has such bright prospects that 
all fear is taken away, and by God's erace all is peace. 

You must not only be quiet in speech and movements 
yourself, but you must see to it that neighbours and 
friends who call, are quiet. Do not encourage long visits, 
or great talking or many comers. I have seen a poor 
man's sick-room so full of people that he could get 
neither fresh-air, nor quiet. Always make the most of 
the doctor's orders that the patient should be kept quiet, 
and if it is a slight case, and you have no doctor, take 
upon yourself to forbid talkers. Remember, rest, quiet, 
an airy room, and a clean bed, and well-cooked simple 
messes, given at regular times, have cured thousands.

When your patient begins to mend, then is the really 
difficult time. Sometimes the sick mistake their feelings 
and make too free, and sometimes the friends of the sick, 
think them well all at once, because they can leave their 
beds, and eat their meals. Nature wants time to recruit, 
and it depends on the amount of rest, and proper light 
food taken, whether the sick really entirely recover from 
illness, or only half recover, and become weak and deli 
cate,—neither well nor ill.

Poor women often lay the foundation of many sad ail 
ments, by getting about too soon after illness. They are 
much to be felt for; when a wife and mother lays-by, all 
the house is uncomfortable, and she naturally wants to 
be about, and tries her strength too soon. In such cases, 
a kind neighbour may show her love, both to God and 
her fellow-creatures, by doing a turn of work, or taking 
care of the children for the sick woman, and when she 
begins to get well, enabling her to lie down for a few hours. 

It is bad and false economy to try the strength as 
many do. For a time they may succeed in overcoming 
their weakness, but it tells upon the constitution, I once 
heard a medical man say, that two-thirds of the disorders 
of women in humble life, arose from their not having had 
in their illnesses, rest and quiet to restore nature.

I say nothing about physic : if people eat light well- 
cooked food, plenty of nice vegetables, make a good 
breakfast, and take little or no supper ; keep their skin 
clean with plenty of soap and water, sleep in an airy 
room and take plenty of exercise, they will not, as a rule, 
want physic.

A hot bath, and a glass of cold water, going to bed, is 
the best cure for a common cold. For a bilious sick- 
headache, nothing is better than a day's fasting, and a 
drink of camomile tea.

A sheet of cotton-wool over the chest, and linseed- 
tea is good for a cough. As for all the host of quack 
medicines, the less you have to do with them the better. 
If they cure one ailment, they cause a dozen in its place. 
Directly any member of your family is so ill that 
a bath, rest, and simple drinks will not ease them, 
send for the doctor, and give physic only under his direc 
tion, and remember this—the Americans are the greatest 
consumers of physic in the world, and they are, as a na 
tion, subject to indigestion. The women grow old early ; 
in life, and some of their medical writers impute this 
delicacy to their dosing themselves with pills and 
draughts. In Scotland and Germany, both nations of 
strong people, they are amazed at the quantity of physic 
taken by the English.

One of the most powerful, and therefore, when wrongly 
used, dangerous of all remedies, is ALCOHOL. V^er 
take spirits, or wine of any kind, unless ordered by an 
experienced doctor, in case of extreme necessity. Alcohol 
affects the brain and blood at once, and if it were nauseous 
to the taste, people would shrink with dread from a me 
dicine that can produce both frenzy and insensibility.

TEN PERSONS BURNT TO DEATH.
THE Times of April, 17th, records a fearful fire that oc 
curred in Patrick-street, Dublin, by which no fewer than 
ten persons were burnt to death. At the coroner's in 
quest, it was proved that, the fire originated through the 
drunkenness of a man and his wife, who resided in one 
of the apartments. What a melancholy compilation of 
startling facts, would the doings of strong drink, in the 
United Kingdom, in one year, present to our view !

WHOM CAN WE TRUST ?
TRUST in a PRINCE—his word may fail

In FRIENDS—and they shall die; 
In HEALTH, and WEALTH, and world's regard, '

Alas ! how soon they fly !
Trust thy OWN HEART— 'tis faithless all

Thy LIFE—'tis insecure; 
But he who trusteth in THE LORD,

For EVER shall endure.

Keep the feet warm. If this can be done by soft warm 
socks, it is best; if not, put a stone-bottle full of hot- 
water, well-corked, and covered with a flannel-bag, into 
the bed. No one can be well if their feet are cold —and 
the sick have headache always when they have cold feet.

Fresh-air, without draught, soap and water, without 
chill, never yet hurt a sick person, but alwaj^s did them 
good. The disgusting old notions, that clean linen, and 
fresh-air, were bad for the sick, must have caused death, 
and spread disease in multitudes of cases.

Never relate anything dreadful to the sick. Some 
people have a notion that it must be interesting to tell 
all the horrors,—and enter into all the details of bad 
cases of illness to the sick. This is a very bad practice, 
it makes the patient nervous, fills the mind with fears, 
and makes the dreams of night dreadful. Try to be 
cheerful, and to speak of good and pleasant things. 
Remember, there are very few diseases that are hopeless. 
In most cases, while there : is life there is hope ; and in 
all those common maladies that come under house-

USTOTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS.
" LITTIE SHOES,"—We hope to be able to award the Twenty Prizes next month. The examination is a work of considerable labour.
" SIX-DAY CABS."—The Prize for the best device for distinguishing the Six-Day Cabs cannot be awarded before September.

WE cannot undertake to> return rejected manuscripts; and we feel assured that if our numerous correspondents were aware of the loss of time and expense which this would occasion, they would never ask us to deviate from this very necessary regulation.
SOME of our correspondents desire that we would give the NEWS of the month. As we usually prepare the numbers about two summary of news would be quite ' out ofmonths in advance, any s___., ._ __ _date,' when published in our columns. We, therefore, insert such

articles as are likely to be of permanent interest and utility.
SOLDIERS.—Many of our readers have relatives in the army. We recommend them to keep up a monthly correspondence, and also to send out to them a packet of monthly publications. We frequently receive letters from soldiers in distant parts of the world, expressing regret that they have so few suitable books and 

papers to occupy their leisure hours.

And the world passeth 
away, and the lust thereof:
but he that doeth the will of 
God abideth for ever.
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ance tracts, &c.; placed there 
by the Waterman. Groups 
of men are frequently ob 
served reading and discussing 
the good advice given on thi 
door. For years past this 
Waterman, who is well known 
amongst the Cabmen as 
" Cold Water Bob," has not 
only supplied nature's liquid 
to the horses, but has induced 
many of the drivers to re 
linquish their ' glass of gin,' 
for a draught of good water. 

Working Men! Let us 
learn a lesson from 'Cold 
Water Bob,' and be more 
in earnest in battling with 
that great curse of the in 
dustrial classes—strong drink.

THE GLEANER. FROM A PAINTING BY F. TATLER.

Cooling Drink.—At >
time when cooling beverage 
are so much required by the 
labouring-classes, perhaps it 
will not be out of season to 
publish the following :— 
Take two Lemons, cost 2d.

i Ib. Foots Sugar, l 
Cut the lemons in very thin 
slices and put them into a 
jug with the sugar, pour on 
about one quart of boiling 
water, and when cold fill up 
a gallon jug with cold water. 
This is easily made and very 
wholesome in hot weather, 
and a quart costs less than 
half-a-pint of porter.

One hot day, at the end of 
last May, sixteen men were re 
pairing the road opposite my 
house, where the main drain 
age had been made ; and a 
about three o'clock in th( 
afternoon they seemed verj 
i'atigued by the work an 
heat of the day. A gallor 
of lemonade had been mad 
according to the above form 
and I went out and asked on 
of them if it would be ac 
ceptable, if so, to send for it 
The man thanked me, and 
came for it immediately, and 
in a short time all partook 
of it, and the empty jug and 
glass were returned will 
thanks. Every day after 
wards, until the work wa; 
finished, a man came abou 
the same time and asked i 
we could favour them witl 
a little more. The beer-man 
came shortly afterwards, but 
went away without a cus 
tomer ! j. B.

IRISH GLEANERS.
WISE man once said, 
" He who makes two 
blades of grass grow 
where only one grew 
before, is a great bene 
factor to his species." 
It is pleasant to think 
of the number of acres 
of reclaimed land, 
particularly in Ireland, 
that are now waving 
with rich crops of j 
golden grain, and were 
once mere SAvamps.

In 1849, the writer 
Avent on an excur 
sion to Dunbrodie

Abbey, in M the county of Wexford, and on return 
ing in the ™ evening, had a long Avalk on an embank 
ment, that was called a sea-wall, and kept out the Avater 
from flooding a vast tract of com land, that had been 
drained, and brought into cultivation. How many in 
dustrious labourers Avould be employed tilling, and SOAV- 
ing, and reaping these acres, reclaimed from Avaste and 
barrenness, and IIOAV happy would be the cottage homes 
as the inmates, young and old, after a day of gleaning, 
brought home the golden grain. We can never look 
upon a corn-field Avithout thinking of the many scenes 
in Scripture associated with harvest. Good old Jacob 
and his sons, and Ruth, gleaning in the field of Boaz ; 
and the Saviour of the Avoiid plucking a few ears of corn, 
and making them His frugal meal. The Lord of the 
Harvest has taught all generations to consider the poor 
gleaner.—" When thou cuttestdown thine harvest in thy 
field, and hast forgot a sheaf in the field, thou shalt not 
go again to fetch it: it shall be for the stranger, for the 
fatherless, and for the widoAV: that the Lord thy God 
may bless thce in all the work of thine, hands." Far 
mers will do Avell to remember the words of Deut. xxiv. 19.

A FRIEND called on Michael 
Angelo, Avho Avas finishing a 
statue. Some time afterward 
he called again ; the sculpto: 
was still at his work. Hii

vants is committed the care, and in some respects, the j friend looking at the figure exclaimed, you have been idle

guidance of the rising generation ; and if the morals of j sincelsawyoulast." " By no means," replied the sculptor;

the nursery and the kitchen be not pure, it is in vain that
pure morality is taught and practised in the drawing-room
or the parlour. This subject has not been considered as
its importance demands ; indeed, it has been strangely
neglected, and the neglect has been signally visited in a
vast variety of melancholy instances.—Miss Martineau.

I have retouched this part, and polished that ; I have 
softened this feature, and brought out this muscle ; I have 
given more expression to this lip, and more energy to that 
limb." " Well, well," said his friend, " but all these are 
trifles." " It may be so," replied Angelo, " but recollect 
that trifles make perfection, and that perfection is no trifle."

FEMALE SERVANTS.
[T has been estimated, that in London alone there are no 
fewer than one hundred thousand female servantsUpon 
their fidelity, punctuality, and good-conduct depend to a 
considerable extent, the security and comfoit of many 
thousand families. But this is not all: to female sei-

COLD WATER BOB!
men

in humble life are "zealously affected in a good cause." 
A pleasing case has recently come under our notice. 
Against the cab-stand in Charles Street, in the HamjDstead 
Road, there is an old door, upon Avhich may be seen a 
goodly number of illustrated hand-bills, placards, temper-

PITY THE CABMEN!
WE knoAV of no class of persons Ayhose social and moral

| condition calls for greater sympathy than that of the
| London Cabmen, Omnibus-Men, and Stable-Men. Thou-
' sands of them never enter a place of worship! Many of

them are seen outside the doors of churches and chapels on
the Lord's-'day, butnever inside! Who will plead for them?

A HINT TO SHEPHERDS AND DROVERS,
THE folloAving interesting letter tells its OAvn tale. It 
•will be read Avith pleasure by many of our readers :— 
gujj_Many months ago, the writer communicated to 
you'a fact, about a Drover Avho led his sheep, and would 
not allow his boy to strike a lame sheep, even with his 
open hand, but insisted, that it should be dealt with gently !

To that communication you Avere pleased to reply by 
private letter, desiring me if ever I saAV that drover again, 
to obtain his name and address, for you. I have not 
seen him since, though I looked out diligently for him. 
But I have recently met with another drover, who Avas 
also leading his sheep. The following is the substance 
of a conversation that took place between us.

" Do you make it a rule, drover, to lead your sheep." 
" Some sorts of sheep, sir, Ave do always." 
" Why, how is that you do not lead all? 
"When we knoAV where they come from, we treat 

them as they have been reared. It is only those that come 
from the lower part of Germany, that we can lead." 

" Then, don't you lead English-bred sheep ? " 
" Oh, no, sir! that would never do, we should lose 

half of them, they ain't trained to it."
" Might it not be done so here, if it were tried ?" 
" Oh, yes! but our farmers and graziers will not take 

the trouble; they don't keep them on hand two or three 
years, but only a few months, just long enough to get 
them ready for the butcher. NOAV, sir, if Ave AA'ere to 
attempt to drive the German sheep, we should have no 
end of trouble, they would run after anybody, and down 
every street for a leader ! I have noAV some grazing in 
Hackney Marshes, which have been brought up by hand, 
and they are so gentle, that they wouldfollow me anywhere. 
They would go even into my bedroom after me."

I thanked the drover for the information. His name is
Ripley, and his address, is 3, St. Thomas's Road, Stepney.

G. B., 5, World's End, Stepney.

Query.— Might not the members of the Royal Agri 
cultural Society do good by giving Prizes to their Shep 
herds on attaining the skilful humanity of the Germans?
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The mouth of the just 
bringeth forth wisdom. 

Proverbs x. 31.
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