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BRITISH

WORKMAN.
IN MEMORIAM.

THE PRINCE CONSORT, j he laboured to elevate the working-classes, by placing
them in well-built and well-ventilated dwellings.
HUSH ! let the solemn requiem sound,
The Friend of the Sons of Toil.
Nothing was too bumble for his attention, that tended
Arid funeral bells be toll'd ;
IT is but repeating an expression that has become trite to promote the health and comfort of the labouring man
And hang the heavy sables round,
from its constant familiarity, to say the whole nation was and his family. His name (by his permission) was given
In many an ample fold.
to
a
stove
for
economising
fuel,
and
getting
the
greatest
plunged into the deepest grief by the lamented and un
amount
of
heat
out
of
a
given
quantity
of
material;
a
expected death of the great and good Prince Consort.
For Death hath scaled the castle wall,
• The tears of the illustrious family, bereaved of a husband great matter in the South of England, where fufel is one
And hurled his ruthless dart,
of
the
dearest
articles
of
.consumption
in
a
poor
man's
and a father, did not flow ajone—princes and nobles,
And his step within the palace hall
peers and people, " wept with an exceeding great and home.
Resounds in every heart!
All sanitary matters commanded his attention, and he
bitter cry."
But there is one section of society, the largest, the was ever ready to lay the foundation-stone for, or give
The great, the gifted, and the good—
lowliest, yet by no means the least important—THE the opening address at" Baths and Washhouses," for he
We felt not half his worth,
BRITISH WORKMEN, whose grief was tor the loss of a well knew there can be no health without Cleanliness, and
Nor half our deep, strong love for him,
noble benefactor, an unwearied friend, one, who in his no cleanliness without water and firing, and space to
Till he had pass'd from earth.
lofty station became an example to the lowliest, for the apply them. Eminently practical in his plans of benevo
manifestation of those qualities of industry, ingenuity, lence, his aim was to teach people how to help them
Just, as the sudden, warning blast
promptitude, and benevolence, without which no work selves. This he did, not merely by precept, but by ex
The Conqueror's entrance told,
ing-man can really make his life useful to himself or ample. His model farm was a lesson on agriculture that
We
beard the dread, resistless blow,
all the agriculturalists of the land could benefit by.
others.
An d the meek brow was cold.
In by-gone times it was not among the mighty and the Various methods of tilling the land, and feeding cattle,
noble that examples could be found to stimulate those were tried, not as an expensive toy that none but royalty
One
swift alarm, one dreadful thrill,
whose inheritance was labour. No one would have could afford, but as an economical experiment, that re
His eyes in death were dim !
thought of taking a working-man by the hand, and lead sulted in a large profit, while it gave to others an instruc
Or burning tears and urgent prayers
ing him to the statue, or picture of an illustrious Prince, tive model.
Had
stormed high Heaven for him.
The various researches of the Prince into agriculture,
foremost among his own order for all that adorns rank,
and gives a lustre to royalty, and before that august manufacturing, and mechanical skill, gave rise to a
Woe, for the fearful whirlwind wild!
representation to say, " Son of toil, behold this noble thought in his reflective mind that was fraught with
Woe for the lightning stroke
very
memorable
results.
He
wished
to
have
a
great
example." Yet without the least exaggeration, this is
That dash'd to earth the topmost bough
what we say to our readers, in }:, o-.*nting to them a brief combination of all the products of industry and skill
That crown'd the British oak !
outline of the enlightened and uenevolerit career of the throughout the world, brought into one centre for the
practical instruction and benefit of all, but particularly
late Prince Consort.
Shiver'd and scath'd, that noble tree—•
the
working-classes.
As
an
enlightened
foreigner,
he
The family from which the Prince was descended were
Ages to come shall show
saw
in
what
we
were
deficient;
as
a
naturalized
English
for many ages distinguished for their piety, liberality,
The scars of that tremendous shock
and learning, as much as more recently for the splendid man he had a patriotic desire to remedy those deficien
That laid its glory low.
alliances which brought them into close relationship with cies. For some time his wish was not responded to. He
many of the most illustrious monarchs of Europe. The had, however, not only genius, but perseverance, its best
Oh ! widow'd Queen, belov'd so well!
late Duke Ernest of Saxe-Coburg and Gotha, was the ally. As President of the Society of Arts, he at length
All hearts must bleed for thee ;
brother of the Duchess of Kent, and of Leopold, King of was enabled to carry out his own original idea,—THE
And eyes that never wept before,
the Belgians. He roamed the Princess Louisa, the only GREAT EXHIBITION OF INDUSTRY, IN 1851. Much
Suffused with tears shall be.
child and heiress of Augustus, Duke of Saxe-Gotha, a opposition, and many jealousies, were at first expressed ;
lady celebrated for her mental and personal endowments. but it is in the remembrance of all our readers, that the
Though the mysterious hand of God
Of this marriage there were two sons. Ernest, the Great Exhibition passed off most successfully in every
Hath moved from mortal sight
present Duke of Saxe-Coburg Gotha, and Albert, the particular, that it afforded instruction and delight to all;
The lamp that fill'd thy palace-home
that so far from being a loss in a monetary sense, it was
Prince whose death is so universally deplored.
With soft and holiest light ;
Prince Albert was bom August the 26th, 1819, at the again; and from that time to the present, there has been
Castle of Rosenau, near Coburg, the capital of the Duchy. a constantly improving taste diffused among the people,
To hang within His temple grand,
The two royal brothers, Ernest and Albert, were, of All articles of furniture, wearing apparel, ornament, or
And
shed its lustre there,—
course, constant companions in sport and in study, during use, have greatly improved. In the various convenienAnd thou must miss its gentle beam,
their childhood and youth, encouraging each other in all cies of life, the Prince desired to combine elegance with
Ah ! miss it everywhere !—
their educational pursuits, and laying the foundation for economy and utility, and thus to refine the minds of the
enlightened friendship as the strengthener of the natural people. But a volume would not suffice to tell the results
Yet shalt thou not in darkness walk !
of the first Great Exhibition. That which is now in
affection of brotherhood.
Uncheer'd thou shalt not be !
In the quietude of the Castleof Chronburg, under careful progress must be regarded as a precious legacy bequeathed
The Lord himsell upon thy path
tutors, the education ot the Prince was wisely directed, to the people to carry out, by ONE, whose life was passed
Shall shine, a light for thee.
in
promoting
their
interests.
and attentively pursued. No boy in any rank of life
It
is
impossible
to
name
a
tithe
of
the
benevolent
in
could work harder,—few so hard. While due attention
Then let the solemn requiem sound,
was given to athletic sports and gymnastic exercises. stitutions that the Prince actively patronized. " Blessed
And funeral bells be toll'd ;
Languages, science, and the fine arts were diligently is he that considereth the poor." That blessing rested
And let the heavy sables hang
studied. In music and painting the young Prince at the richly on the Prince. He did all he could to teach
In many an ample fold.
age of fourteen was a proficient. But surrounding all this industry, 'economy, and order, which are the great pre
acquirement like an atmosphere of brightness, was the ventives of poverty; but when he had done this, he
The great, the gifted, and the good—
graceful, kindly manner, full of consideration for the knew that the inevitably poor never cease out of the
On that eternal shore
land. For these he felt deeply. As a lesson equally
feelings of others, which endeared him to all.
Which never Death's black wave hath washed!
In the summer of 1836, the Duke of Saxe-Coburg came kind and wise, he often took the Prince of Wales with
May join their hands once more.
with his sons to pay a visit to the Duchess of Kent. him to the opening of Industrial or Ragged Schools, for
JOSEPHINE.
This was the first visit of Prince Albert to England. He the children of the poorest, and, previously, the most
was then a handsome accomplished youth of sixteen, neglected of the people.
As an educational reformer his name will ever be ven
with a most winning grace of deportment, and looks that
HEARTFELT
SYMPATHY.
won admiration for the goodness that beamed on the erated. He not only improved the systems of instruction
countenance. His first public appearance in the metro in the great universities and collegiate schools of the THE following, from the esteemed authoress of " Haste
polis was on the interesting and appropriate occasion of land, but he took the deepest interest in the education to the Rescue," will be read with deep interest by thou
the annual gathering of the charity children in St. of the humbler grades in society. He it was, who, in his sands, and, in many instances, not without a tearful eye:—
Paul's. Our beloved Queen, then Princess Victoria, was speeches, so often expressed the hope that parents would
St. Alkmond's Vicarage,
present with her cousins, Ernest and Albert, on that not too early remove their children from school, before
occasion. The visit continued some weeks, King William they were aware of the advantages of the instruction
Shrewsbury, Christmas Eve. _
and Queen Adelaide giving a brilliant reception to the they were receiving.
'" 'Dear Sir.—Would you be so good as to insert this in
In a journal that has from the first aimed at elevating your
>ung princes. After this visit, Prince Albert, went to
February
Number
of the British Workman. It is
russels, and passed some time in close study, under the the tastes of the people as to pictorial illustration, we written by a working-man, who is a member of St. Alk
care of his uncle, King Leopold; and from thence in cannot omit to mention that Schools of Design, through mond's Total Abstinence Society, and gives an idea of
1837, Prince Albert and his elder brother entered the out the kingdom, had the warm sympathy and encour the deep feeling with which the people have entered into
University of Bonn. Here he had many competitors of agement of the Prince. The establishment of the South sympathy with our beloved Sovereign in her great
his own rank, and of a humbler grade, and it is recorded Kensington Museum, and Schools of Art, was under his sorrow. I never saw anything like it before. Sven
of our Prince that he won the high regard of the Pro immediate patronage. He took the most active interest throughout the suburbs every cottage had a shutter
fessors—some of whom were by no means disposed to and entered into the most minute details relating to it, closed, on Monday, just as if the funeral of an inmate
view princely students with indulgence. His attain and was permitted to see that it had become, as he de were taking place; and a sick woman whom I visited,
ments were pronounced both solid and brilliant; while signed it, a great educational institution for the people. , said, as I sat by her bedside, " I 've wept more to-day
Our rapid sketch would be incomplete if we did not than I 've done for many a long day, and I have prayed
the excellence of his conduct, and the abstemiousness of
of his habits, were quoted as an example to all the stu allude to the all-important fact, that the Prince Consort so for our Queen."
showed in his valuable life, "That the fear of the Lord
dents.
I am, dear Sir, yours faithfully,
On the 10th of February, 1840, that happy marriage is the beginning of wisdom." When he needed to ad
JULIA B. WlGHTMAN.
took place in the Chapel Royal, St. JtHiies's, which united monish or reprove his children, the Bible was the man
Victoria, Queen of Great Britain and Ireland, with a of his counsel. He would open its pages, and show Lines by a "Working Man on the Death of
consort, who, from that time, made it his perpetual study the words, "Now I say, that the heir, as long as he is a
Prince. Albert. ,
to devote himself to every private and nublic work of child, differeth nothing from a servant, though he be
lord of all. But is under tutors and governors until
FROM every turret, tower, and steeple,
wisdom and excellence.
foremost in his thoughts was the condition of the the time appointed." (Galatians iv. 1,2). And thus
From the loyal hearts of England's people,
working-classes. Without neglect;.;^ the interests of ilaira the obedience of his heir from God's authority.
A throb bursts forth!
any rank in life, as far as he could aid them, he always What an example this is to all parents! No child was
And the muffled voice of the Sabbath bells
ateadily gave prominence to the advancement of industry. ever born that did no wrong, and needed no admo
In mournful cadence the sad story tells,
His first speech of any length made in a great public nition,—how different from all anger and harshness is
Of parted worth.
assembly, was delivered on the'18th of May, 1848, on the plan of opening God's Holy Word, and reading a
behalf of the Society " FOR IMPROVING THE CONDITION passage suited to the case, and thus impressing the
A great Prince has fallen asleep in death,
ductile mind of childhood.
OF THE WORKING-CLASSES."
And over his ashes a nation would wreathe
The clergyman of the parish where Osborne is situated,
He was not content with mere nominal patronage: he
A garland of love.
entered heartily into the work. Plans for model cottages, a an earnest preacher of plain Gospel truth ; and often
Thy heart, dear Albert, is cold and still,
and model lodging-houses, were submitted to him, and when the preaching has been most full of evangelical
And thy spirit, responsive to God's will,
no monarch could take more interest in the architectural piety, has the Prince thanked the good clergyman. And
Hath fled above.
details of palaces, than he took in improving the con we know that when at Balmoral, those sermons that im
struction of cottages. He knew how much comfort, ressed upon the hearers the truth that religion should
Though thy honoured form no more be seen,
order, virtue, and happiness, depend on the home ; he be carried into the daily duties of rife, and shown in
Thy name on our hearts will be fresh and green,
small
as
in
greater
matters—those
were
the
discourses
was earnestly desirous to do away with the crowded
To the end of time.
dirty, miserable old huts and dens, in which working most approved.
In our history's page thou shalt have a place,
British Workman! this is the faint outline of the bene
people pined rather than lived; he regarded these as
To record the good thou hast wrought our race,
blots on our civilization, and for a long series of years factor we have lost. Cherish his memory. Emulate his
In thy life sublime.
example. Prove your grateful reverence by being the
sober, industrious, skilful, economical, pious men he de
Though thy end was peace, as thy life was pure,
sired to see you.
Thy loss is hard for our Queen to endure,
England has now—what she never had before—a
" Help Thou, 0 Lord.
widowed mother upon the throne. Let England also
" Be Thou her husband," is the Nation's prayer,
have, in a nobler and better sense than she ever hud
" Watch o'er her children with a Father's care,
Wisdom
\\
before, a people whose God is the Lord. A people ^
We pray Thee, Lord."
adorning the doctrine of God their Saviour. A praying
is better than
people, earnest in work—a working people zealous in
PREPARE!
prayer, and then a special blessing will not only rest
weapons of war.
upon the Royal widow and orphans, but also upon the
IT is a remarkable fact, that the last sermon heard by
people of her charge.
C. L. B.
Prince Albert whilst at Balmoral was from this text,—
Prepare to meet thy God!" We are given to under
&* Wo are glad to be able to announce, that the Key. J. H.
Wilson, author of " Jlpral Wastes, and How to Reclaim Them" (who stand that the Prince was so much impressed by it, that
has had peculiar opportunities for collecting interesting and reliable he sent to the clergyman for the manuscript, that he
facts connected with the Eoyal Family), is preparing for publication.
might
peruse it in p*:vate.
" Reminiscences of Prince Albert.''
I
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ILLUSTRATED PUBLICATIONS. v
"With 700 Engravings.
A complete Editipn
of the British Workman for 1855 -1861, bound in cloth, prica
10s. 6d., gilt edges, 12s. The Seven Yearly Parts may also ba
had, separately, in illustrated paper covers. Price Is. 6d. each.
With. 800 Engravings.
A complete Edition
of the Band of Hope Review, for the First TEN Years, in cloth,
10s., gilt edges, 12s. " The best picture-book we know of."—
Mothers' Friend. The Eleven Yearly Parts may also be had,
separately, in stiff illustrated paper covers, price Is. each.
"With. 100 Engravings. The 'Children's Friend,'
for 1861. Price I* ghteenpence. We have much pleasure in
recommending this attractive volume for the Young to the notice
of our readers. Teachers will find it a very useful Prize-Book.

"Widow Green and Her Three Nieces. By Mrs.

Ellis (Authoress of the Women of England, &c.), addressed to
her friends in the Cottage and the Kitchen. Cloth, Is.

A Voice from the Vintage. By Mrs. Ellis. Autho
ress of " Women ot England," &c. Third Edition. Illustrated
Wrapper. Price One Shilling.

The Victim; or an Evening's Amusement atfthe
"Vulture." By Mrs. C. L. Balfour. Price Sixpence.

The Warning: a Narrative of Facts, addressed to
Wives and Mothers. By Mrs. Balfour. Price Sixpence.

" Scrub," or, the "Workhouse Boy's First Start in

Life. By Mrs. Balfour. A Book for Working-Lads. Illustrated
Wrapper. Price Sixpence. A suitable present for apprentices,
and the senior scholars in Sunday-schools.

Little Tracts for Little Folks. Sixpence per packet..
Illustrated Handbills. Now ready. The One Shilling
Assorted Packet, containing 100 Illustrated Handbills, including
all the varieties published, Nos. 1 to 72.

NOTICES TO CORKESPONDENTS. i
How TO INDUCE NEWSAGENTS TO SELL THE " BRITISH WORKMAN."
—A friend writes as follows:—" I gave an order for one dozen copies
of the British. Workman per month to a bookseller, who did not
at the time sell either of your papers, but by exposing some for sale
he now sells overawe dozen per month! Another, after three or
four months' time, required four dozen for her customers."
HOW TO SET THE " BRITISH WORKMAN" AND " BAND OP HOPE

REVIEW INTRODUCED INTO UNION WoRKROCiEs.—A friend in Hull
writes as follows:—" I used to send monthly the British Workman
and Band of Hope Review to the Workhouse for the use of the
children. Last month, I had a note from the schoolmaster thank
ing me for past favours, and stating they would need no more from
me, as the Guardians now furnish them for the children."
A CLERGYMAN writes;—" Various plans are often suggested for the
increase of the circulation of the British Workman; may I men
tion mine? I divide my parish into 'twelve beats," the largest
containing some nineteen houses, and to each beat I send monthly
a British Workman, also Band of Hope Review. I thus ensure very
interesting reading, which, at a distance from town, could not other
wise be obtained. The people look for it. If every clergyman in
the country would do this, some 70,000 to 100,000 monthly would
be the gain!
A NEW METHOD of Promoting the Circulation. The following
paragraph appears in the Ripon and Richmond Chronicle, of 7th
Dec. last:—The British Workman—A gentleman resident in Ripon,
who has at heart an earnest desire to improve by every means in
his power the social welfare and condition of the industrious classes,
has desired us to make the following announcement:—" All per
sons resident in the city and its immediate neighbourhood, de
sirous of subscribing to the British Workman for 1862, are re
quested to leave their names at the Chronicle Office, and they will
be regularly supplied with the monthly numbers. If at the end
of that year (1862) they are dissatisfied with the publication, their
money will lie returntd to them in exchange for the said twelve
numbers, provided they are in a clean and neat condition."

THE NATION'S PRAYER FOR THE
QUEEN.
AT a large assembly of working-men in Surrey Chapel)
the following verses were sung with overpowering effect,
a few nights after the death of the Prince Consort:—
God save our gracious Queen 1
Long live our noble Queen!
God save the Queen!
Lord, heal her bleeding heart,
Assuage its grievous smart,
Thy heavenly peace impart.
God save the Queen!
Our Royal widow bless!
God guard the fatherless V
God save the Queen !
Shield them with loving care,
Their mighty grief we share,
Lord, hear the people's prayer.
God save the Queen I
O Lord, our God, arise!
Bless England's enemies!
On Thee we call!
Let sorrow whisper Peace,
Bid wrong and anger cease,
Let truth and love increase,
Make evil fall!
In this our Nation's need,
With Thee we humbly plead!
God bless our Queen!
Her life-woe sanctify,
Her loss untold supply,
Thyself be ever nigh,
To save our Queen!
NEWMAN HALL, LL.B.

PACKETS BY POST.

BS^The Publisher will forward packets of the " British Work
man " to any part of the United Kingdom, Channel Islands, Shet
land and Orkney Isles, France, or Belgium, POST FREE, as under :—
4 copies for 4d., or for one year 4s.
8
„
8d.,
„
8s. \ MUST BE
12
„
Is.,
„
12s. /
16
„ Is. 4d.,
„
16s. > PAID IN
20
„ Is. 8d.,
,
20s. I
24
„ 2s. Od.,
„
24s. / ADVANCE.
50
„ 4s. 2d.,
„
50s. '
All orders, with remittances, to be addressed to MR. SAMUEL W.
PARTRIDGE, No. 9, Paternoster Row, London. B.C.

When the
righteous are in
authority,
the people rejoice.
PHOV. xxix. 2.
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THOUGHTS, ON HEARING A LINNET SINGING SWEETLY,
DURING THE WINTER,
_
to hear those merry notes,
IT _LOVE
In dreary winter time ;
They 're Nature's sweetest hymns of praise,
And with my feelings chime.

Yes, with my feelings : these sweet strains,
Have cheered my heart to-day ;
Who would not think 'twas beauteous spring,
To hear him sing away ?
'Tis very cold, the trees are bare,
The snow is on the ground;
And not a single bird is heard,
In woods, and fields around.
And yet that little prisoner,
Is singing all day long ;
No prospects drear, nor wintry winds,
Can stop his joyous song.
A pleasing lesson let me learn,
From Nature's tender voice ;}
In every dark vicissitude,
The Christian should rejoice.
O let me sing in winter too,
Whate'er my trials be ;
And in the music of my heart,
Sweet bird, resemble thee.

.

^
\

MARIANNE.

TWO WAYS OP LIVING-.
WE call on a journeyman gunlock-maker, who is an
intelligent specimen of his class. After a few remarks
about tools and workmanship, our conversation takes a
turn with the inquiry, " Which should you think is the
poorest and worst paid trade in Birmingham ? "
" Well, I dunno as any trade in partic'lar is very
bad : most trades makes good money jest now."
" But how is it so many poor-looking people are seen
about the streets, and so many houses look dirty and
poverty-stricken ? "
" Yes, but 'taint 'cause people are bad off, so much as
'cause they dunno how to spend what they gets properly.
Many a one gets more nor I do, a many fifty snillin'
a-week, as ha'nt got a penny in their pockets by
We'n'sday or Thursday."
" What do they do with their money ? "
"Do ? 'tis easy to say what they does with it—a
treatin' everybody at the public-house. Then, there's lots
on 'em as don't work above half a-week, so don't get so
much by half as they might. Often, them as earns the most
seems the wo'st off. Every pint of ale as some of 'em
drinkscosses [costs] sixpence, 'cause o' the time as is lost."
" Then in your opinion there is not much real poverty
in Birmingham ? "
" I b'lieve a very little collected among the workingclasses 'ud relieve all "^-e real poor, sich as labourers some
times out o' work, widders and orph'ns, and sich like,
without that great place at Winson Green (the Work
house) ; and there needn't be no poor rates if everybody
was sober and industrious. From what I knpw of what
men 'Jl do for one another, I'm sure they could do all as
is necessary for one another, if they on'y chose to try.
I've tried both ways o' livin', and I know all about it."
"What do you mean by both ways of living ? "
" Well, you see, me and my brother was brought up
reg'lar bad. Father was a good workman, and I've
know'd him earn four pounds of a sober week, but he
never give us no learnin' wo 'th speakin' of, and our
house wasn't fit for anybody to come into. He spent so
much money, and idled away his time so, that some times
mother haven't had the value of a loaf of bread, nor
enough to buy a Sunday's dinner ; so she went to work
at a screw factory, and we four children done jest as we
liked ; and when 1 was nine, father took me to help him
at the works. He might ha' rode in his carriage a'most
if he'd on'y a bin a sober man. He died quite an old
man at forty-seven, and mother was better off without
him than with him. I soon left home after I was four
teen, and got lodgin's and went on bad enough for 'ears ;
lost time every week, and didn't care for nothin' till I was
about twenty, when I kept company with the young
'ooman as is my wife, and she says I'll never get married
till you are stiddier, and begins to save a bit; and she
could read and write. I could'nt hardly read ; so says
she, ' And why don't you learn to read ? A man ain't
nothin' as cant't read, let alone writin';' so I went to
Severn Street School, and that was the means of my
bein' stiddier, and now I don't want for nothin.' I puts
by five shillin' a-week, and don't miss it. Some o' my
old acquaintance calls me a dull, slow sort o' customer,
but I know how to enjoy myself. I got my garden ; that's
al'ays a pleasure ; and last summer me i \nd my wife,
and"children, went to Warwick and Le> -nington : we
see all over Warwick Castle, and never ei joyed nothin'
more in our lives. It cosses a smart bit o' money to go
out with three or four children ; but not much more 'n
I've often spent on myself in a week's spree. Then I
had a week myself at the Isle o' Man, and this 'ear I mean
goin' to Wales. Then you see we don't want for nothin'
here at home, and things goes comfortable like with us."
This simple tale, here repeated in the words in which
it was told, is a striking example of the two ways of
.living.—Extracted from "All round the Wrekin." By
Walter White.
CABMEN AND THE LORD'S-DAY.
A MUCH esteemed correspondent, who takes a deep interest
in the temporal and spiritual welfare of Cabmen, writes:—
; At the Annual Meeting of the Cabmen's Lord's-day
Rest Association, the Chairman said that the British
Workman " had done good service by bringing forward
a very good proposal for a badge to mark the " Six-day
Cabs," which rest on Sundays. It was wished also to
enable drivers in the country to get a Six-day license,
but the license for hackney carriages in the country
parts is for the horse and not for the driver.
Perhaps some reader of the " British Workman " could
suggest a plan by which the horse that rests on Sundays
may be licensed as a " Six-day horse." There are 1100
omnibuses in London, and more than 5000 cabs. Of
these, 1700 are " Six-day cabs." If all the omnibuses
and cabs of London were placed close together, they
would reach from St. Paul's Cathedral to Gravesend.
The number of miles run every day by these cabs and
omnibuses is equal to six times round the world.

THE

BRITISH

FAITH TAUGHT BY A ROBIN.
A REVERIE.

" Consider the birds of the air.—Matt. vi. 26.
IT was a cold December day, and very frosty ; the snow
had been swept from the door, and a few seeds or crumbs
had been brought to light. A poor Robin, sitting on a
sprig, had watched the operation, and contrived to ob
tain from the spot its morning repast. After it had
finished its meal, the locality resounded with its warbling.
It seemed as if it were returning thanks to its Creator
and Benefactor, and, in doing so, uttered one of its
sweetest melodies. I never in my life had so great a
wish to understand the language of birds. In fact, I
could not help talking to the light-hearted songster,
though his only reply was a repetition of his hymn of
thanksgiving. As my little fellow-creature ended his
song and flew away, I began to converse with myself.
" Here," said I, " is a lesson for me. This winged mes
senger is come from heaven to teach me faith, and put
my unbelief to the blush." " Happy little warbler," I ex
claimed ; " thou dost ' neither sow nor reap ;' thou hast
' neither storehouse nor barn ;' where the next meal is
to come from, thou knowest not; a long, hard winter is
before thee ; and yet thou art cheerful." "Doubtless,"
I continued, " thou art a monitor sent by our common
Parent to dissipate my sadness." And nothing could
have been more opportune than this cheerful visit of the
warbling redbreast; for that morning my spirits had been
depressed. My family was large ; my income small,
To make both ends meet I had taken a scanty meal, and
my children had eaten their bread by measure. As I
waited on them, I heaved a sigh at the thought that I
was compelled to minister to their wants in so inadequate
a manner. I thought they looked pale and thin, and it
went to my heart.
And then the future was more dark than the present.
In fact, I was almost in despair,.and began to wish I had
never been born, and especially to mourn that my little
ones had so gloomy a prospect. " They have," said I,
"no fortune, and the world is cruel and hard-hearted."
I will not, however, dwell on those painful thoughts, or
else I could fill pages with the tale of my sorrow. But
now it was all banished; the Robin was to me an angel
of mercy, and it
long acted on my
mind as the lyre
of David on Saul.
The evil spirit of
discontent, unbe
lief, and despon
dency, was chased
away, and I was
another man. The
texts, "Your Fa
ther feedeth them;
are not ye much
better than they ?"
"He shall dwell
on high, his place
of defence shall
be the munitions
of rocks; bread
shall be given him,
his water shall be
sure." " I have
been young, and
now am old ; yet
never saw I the
for
righteous
saken, nor his seed
begging bread,"
came to my mind.
I blessed God for
the Robin, and his
sweet song, for it
was the song that
diditall. If the redbreast could sing so merrily, why should |
TTim who hnd
given
had mvpn
And t.hp.n.
nnt.
praised Him
all, TI nrnisfid
above a.11.
then, ahovft
not IT ? And
us the Bible, with all its store of promises and consolations,
to cheer and comfort us. I looked on every bird, beast, fish,
us some
teach
to
intended
missionary
a
and insect, as
thou
three
"
spake
Solomon
truth.
important
and
great
sand proverbs ;" that is, three thousand wise and in
structive sayings. " And his songs were a thousand and
five ; and he spake of trees from the cedar tree that is in
Lebanon, to the hyssop that springeth out of the wall;
he spake also of beasts and of birds, and of creeping
things, and of fishes." I have sometimes been afraid
that we are become too exclusively spiritual in these days,
and thus rob ourselves of a very large amount of know
ledge and happiness, which nature and Providence were
intended to impart. At any rate I am not ashamed to
say, that I was taught "Faith by a Robin," and even
taught to sing also, for after hearing his sweet song, I
could not help cheering up my own spirits with the verse—
" The Birds without barn or storehouse are fed;
From them let us learn to trust for our bread;
His saints what is fitting shall ne'er be denied,'
So long as 'tis written, 'the Lord will provide.'"!
From the Memoir of the Rev. B. Parsons.

MISS NIGHTINGALE ON CRINOLINE.
IT is, I think, alarming, peculiarly at this time, when the
female ink-bottles are perpetually pressing upon us
" woman's particular worth, and general missionariness,"
to see that the dress of woman is daily more and more
unfitting them for any " mission " or usefulness at all.
It is equally unfitted for all poetic and all domestic pur
poses. A man is now a more handy and far less objec
tionable being in a sick-room than a woman. Compelled,
by her dress, every woman now either shuffles or waddles ;
only a man can cross the floor of a sick-room without
shaking it. What is become of woman's light step—
the firm, light, quick step we have been asking for ? A
nurse who rustles is the horror of a patient, though he
perhaps does not know why. The fidget of silk and
crinoline, the rattling of keys, the creaking of stays and
of shoes, will do a patient more harm than all the medi
cines in the world will do him good. The noiseless step
of woman, the noiseless drapery of woman, are mere
figures of speech in this day. Her skirts (and well if
they do not throw down some piece of furniture) will at
least brush against every article in the room as she moves.
Fortunate it is if her skirts do not catch fire, and if the
nurse does not give herself up a sacrifice, with her patient,
to be burned in her own petticoats. I wish the RegistrarGeneral would tell us the number of deaths by burning
occasioned by this absurd custom. I wish, too, that per
sons who wear crinoline could see the indecency of their
own dress as other people see it.—Notes on Nursing.
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WORKMAN.
BAGS! BAGS! BAGS!

TO THE FEMALE READERS OF THE " BRITISH WORKMAN."

The Humble Petition of a Paper Mill.

That your Petitioner is a very laborious, useful, and
indispensable servant of the public, whose support and
service to Society, depend upon his being furnished with
supplies of linen and cotton rags. That for some time
past, from the progress of education, the rapid increase
of our national literature, and the extraordinary demand
for cheap publications to meet the wants of the workingclasses, your Petitioner has found it exceedingly difficult
to supply the markets with good and cheap papers ade
quate to the requirements of the public; and although
he has had recourse to every expedient, which science
and ingenuity could suggest, to furnish substitutes, the
supply of rags is yet lamentably deficient, and operates
very seriously against periodical publications.
Your Petitioner humbly conceives that the inhabitants
of the United Kingdom are not sufficiently careful to
preserve their rags, and that both mistresses and servants
too frequently throw their rags into the fire, instead of
preserving them in the rag-bag. Were each of the female
readers of the British Workman, amounting probably
to 250,000, diligently to economise the rags at her disposal,
and induce her friends to do the same, your Petitioner
conceives it would be easy for her to add one pound
of rags per month to the usual supply, amounting to an
aggregate for the year of about 1,340 tons. Such an
example might probably obtain general imitation, and
thus greatly mitigate, if not entirely remove, the diffi
culties now so greatly felt, and thereby render essential
benefit to the nation.
Your Petitioner humbly submits these hints to the
serious consideration of the female readers of the British
Workman, and should your Petitioner succeed in in
creasing by their diligence and care the supply of rags,
Your Petitioner, as in duty bound, shall ever work.
A PAPER MILL.

THE REFINER OF SILVEB.
SOME time ago, a few ladies, who met together in
Dublin, to read the Scriptures and make them the subiect of conversation, were reading the third chapter of
Malachi. One of
the ladies gave it
as her opinion, that
the Fuller's Soap
and the Refiner of
Silver were the
same image, both
intended to con
vey the same view
of the sanctifying
influence of the
grace of Christ ;
while another ob
served,—" Is there
something
not
in
remarkable
the expression of
the third verse ?—
'He shall sit as a
refiner and purifier of
silver.' "

They agreed that
possibly it might
be so ; and one of
the ladies promis
ed to call on a sil
versmith, and re
port to them what
he said on the sub
She went
ject.
accordingly, and
without telling the
— object of her errefining
of
rand, begged to know from him the process
Tint c!i.
ho fnllv
silvor
said
sir,"" ooirl
her. '<" But,
to har
described fn
fully r)f>ar>riViod
which he
silver, which
she, " do you sit while the work of refining is going on ? "
sit
must
I
"
silversmith,
the
replied
" Oh, yes, madam,"
with my eye steadily fixed on the furnace, for ir the
time necessary for refining be exceeded in the slightest
degree, the silver is sure to be injured." At once she saw
the beauty, and the comfort too, of the expression—" He
shall sit as a refiner and purifier of silver."
Christ sees it needful to put His children into the fur
nace, but He is seated by the side of it; His eye is steadily
intent on the work of purifying, and His wisdom and
love are both engaged in the best manner for them.
Their trials do not come at random ; the very hairs of
their head are all numbered. As the lady was leaving
the shop, the silversmith called her back, and said he had
still further to mention, that he only knew when the
process of purifying was complete, by seeing his own
image reflected in the silver.
Beautiful figure! When Christ sees His own image in
His people, His work of purifying is accomplished.
Thy healing Spirit, Lord, impart;
Refine and sanctify my heart;
And with reflected beauty fair
Impress Thy sacred image there.

A SOLDIEB'S ADVICE TO HIS
COMRADE.
A SOLDIER, addressing one of his comrades in arms,
said :—" Are you afraid of the sneers and taunts of the
barrack-room ? Then you have not counted the cost of
following your Captain. And one of his warnings per
haps you have forgotten, ' Whosoever shall be ashamed
of me and my words, in this adulterous and sinful gene
ration, of him shall the Son of Man be ashamed when
He comes in the glory of His Father with the holy
angels." Your evil habits of drinking and adultery are
ruining you. Some of you are looking ten years older than
you did only one year ago. What with bad habits—the
punishment of pack drill—extra parades—guard-rooms
—imprisonments, &c., the smitings of conscience, and
the troubles of mind, you are well-nigh an instance of
self-destruction.
" Come, brother comrade! be no longer afraid. The
self-denial I wish you to practise will not be so difficult
and irksome. It is not so hard to struggle against ob
stacles if manfully and prayerfully met. Give up your
habits of drinking, and all other vices. There is nothing
like striking at the root. Seek the Lord in earnest prayer,
and He will be found of you. His spirit will guide and
teach you. His grace will keep you in the path which
leads to holiness and heaven—as well as strengthen and
fortify you against the attacks of the enemy."

THE DOOR IN THE HEART.
" But far away up a great many pair of winding stairs In her heart,
was a door easily passed by, and on that door was written ' WOMAN.' "
" And so it is with the drunkard; far away up a great many pair
of winding stairs in his heart, there is a door easily passed by, and
he must knock at that door once, twice, seven times, yea, seventy
times seven to open it."— JOHN B. GODGH.

HE was an old man. Not so very old either, for tha
wrinkles that marked his visage were not the autograph
that time's finger had laid there, and the hand that placed
upon the low pine table the well-drained glass, did not
tremble so with the weakening that age induces; yefc
very old, and very wretched looked the sole occupant of
that narrow room, with its red curtain, and floor-stained
with tobacco saliva, and an atmosphere abundantly
seasoned by the bar room into which it opened.
A hat—it must have been intended for one, half con
cealed the owner's uncombed locks; and unmistakable
evidence of a familiar acquaintance with brickbats and
the gutter, did that same hat produce. Then there was
a coat, out of whose sleeves peeped a pair of elbows in
rejoicing consciousness that they "could afford to be
out." Add to these, reader, a tattered pair of trousers,
and you have a picture of the wretched being who had
just commenced his daily potations in the only " grog
shop " he was allowed to enter. And yet the wretched,
friendless man that sat there, under the stupifying effects
of his morning dram, had a heart; and far away up a
great many pair of winding stairs in that heart, was a
door easily passed by, and on that door, covered with
cobwebs of time and neglect, was written " MAN." But
nobody dreamed of this ; and when the temperance men
had gone to him, and promised him employment and
respectability, if he would " sign," and others, (wellmeaning men) had rated him soundly for his evil ways,
and he had turned a deaf ear to all these things, and
gone back with pertinacity to his "cups," everybody said
old Bill Strong's case was a hopeless one. Ah! none of
these had patiently groped their way up the heart's
winding stairs, and read the inscription on the hidden
door there.
But while the unhappy man, sat by the pine table that
morning, the bar-keeper suddenly entered, followed by a
lady, with a pale, high brow, mild hazel eyes, and a
strangely winning expression on her mild face. The
man looked up with a vacant stare of astonishment, as
the bar-keeper tendered the lady a seat, and pointed to
the other, saying, "That's Bill Strong, ma'am," and
with a glance that indicated veiy plainly his wonder at
what she could want there, left her alone with the as
tounded and now thoroughly sobered man.
The soft eyes of the lady wandered with a sad, pitying
expression over old Bill's features, and then in a low,
sweet voice, she asked,
" Am I rightly informed ? Do I address Mr. William
Strong ? "
Ah ! with those few words, the lady had got farther
up the winding stairs, and nearer the hidden door, than
all who had gone before her.
" Yes, that is my name, ma'am," said old Bill, and
he glanced down at his shabby attire, and actually tried
to hide the elbow that was peeping out. It was a long
time since he had been addressed as Mr. William Strong,
and somehow it sounded very pleasant to him.
" I am very glad to meet you, Mr. Strong," responded
the lady; " I have heard my father speak of you so
often, and of the days when you and he were boys to
gether, that I almost feel as if we were old acquaint
ances. You surely cannot have forgotten Charles
Morrison ? "
" Oh ! no ; Charlie and I used to be great cronies,"
said old Bill, with sudden animation, and a light in his
eye, such as had not shone there for a long time, except
when rum gave it a fitful brilliancy.
Ah! the lady did not know, as perhaps the angels
did, that she had mounted the stairs, and was softly
feeling for that unseen door, so she went on.
" I almost feel, Mr. Strong, as if I could see the old
spot upon which your homestead stood, I have heard
my father describe it so often. The hill, with its crown
of old oaks at the back of your house, and the field of
yellow harvest grain that waved in front. Then there
was the green grass before the front door, with the
huge apple tree that threw its shadows across it: and
the old ' portico' with the grape vine that climbed over
it, and the white roses that peeped in at the bed
room window, and the spring that went shining and
bubbling through the bed of green mint at the side of
the house."
Old Bill moved uneasily in his chair, and the muscles
around his mouth twitched occasionally, but unmind
ful of this, the lady kept on in the same low, melting
say, ' that Willie and I used to pass under the shadow
of that old apple tree, playing at hide or seek, or lolling
on the grass, and telling each other the great things we
meant to do, when we became big men, while Willie's
blue eyes would sparkle with hope and happiness; and
when the sunset laid a crown of gold on the top of the
oaks on the hill, Willie's mother might be seen standing
in the portico, with her snowy cap and checked apron,
and we would hear her cheerful voice calling, ' Come
boys, come to supper! '"
One after another the big, warm, blessed tears went
rolling down old Bill's cheeks, and falling on the pine
table. Ah! the lady was at the door then.
"' I was always at home at Willie's,' father would
say, ' and used to have my bowl of fresh milk and bread,
too; and when these had disappeared, Willie would
draw his little stool to his mother's feet, and she would
tell him some pleasant story of Joseph, or David, or
some good boy, who afterwards became a great man,
and then she would part Willie's brown curls from oft
his forehead, and say in a trembling voice I can never
forget, ' Promise me, Willie, when you are a man, and
the gray hairs of your mother are resting in the church
yard yonder, you will never disgrace her memory.'"
And Willie would draw up his slight form, lift his blue
eyes proudly to his mother, and say, 'Never fear,
mother, I will make a good man, and a great one too,'
and then, after we had said our evening prayers, we
would go contented and happy as the bird that nestled
in the old apple tree, to rest. Then, just as we were
sinking into some pleasant dream, we would hear a wellknown footfall on the stairs, and a kind face bending
over us would inquire if we were nicely tucked up.
' It is a long, long time,' father would say, ' since I heartfrom Willie, but I am very sure he has never fallen into
any evil ways. The words of his mother would keep
him from that,'"
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" She heard him murmur, amid child-like sobs, "' My mother, oh ! my mother !
Rap! rap! rap! went the words of the lady at the
door in. old Bill's heart. Creak ! creak! creak! went
the door on its rusted hinges. The lady could only see
the subdued man bury his face in his clasped hands,
and while his frame shook like an aspen leaf, she heard
him murmur, amid child-like sobs, " My mother, oh !
my mother ! " With a silent prayer of thankfulness,
she resumed :
" But there was one thing my father loved to talk of
better than all the rest. It was of the morning you
Avere married, Mr. Strong. ' It was enough to do one's
eyes good to look at them,' he would say,' as they walked
up the old church aisle ; he, with his proud, manly tread,
and she, a delicate, fragile creature, fair as the orange
blossoms that trembled in her hair. I remember how
clear and confident William's voice sounded through the
old church, as he promised to love, protect, and cherish
the bright, confiding creature at his side, and I knew he !
thought, as he looked down upon her, that the winds of |
Heaven would never visit her face too roughly;' and
then my father would tell us of your pleasant home, and
of the bright-eyed boy, and the fair-haired girl that
came after awhile to gladden it, and then you know
he removed to another part of the country, Mr. Strong,
and lost sight of you."
Once again the lady paused, for the agony of the
strong man before her was fearful to behold, and then
in a lower tone she thus spoke.—"I did not forget the
promise I made my father previous to his death,°that if
ever I visited his native place, I would seek out his old
friend. But when I inquired for you, they unfolded a
terrible story to me, Mr. Strong. Thev told me of a
desolate and broken household. Of the" blue-eyed bov
that a father's heart might so well delight in, who had
left his home in disgust and despair, for one on the
homeless waters ; of the gentle, suffering wife, who,
faithful to the last, went down with a prayer on her
lips for her erring husband, broken-hearted to the grave,
and of the fair-haired orphan girl, who followed her
mother in a little while. Oh ! it is a sad, sad story I
have heard of my father's old friend."
"It was // it was / that did it! / killed them ! "
cried old Bill, lifting his bowed head, and gazing on the
lady, every feature expressive of such wild agony, and
helpless remorse, that she shuddered at the despair her
own words had caused. (Wide, wide open stood the
door then, and the lady passed in. )
A soft hand was laid soothingly upon old Bill's arm,
and a voice full of hope murmured, " Even for all this,
there is mercy. There is redemption through the atoning
merits of Jesus, and you well know your first step to
wards it. Sign the pledge. In the name of the last

prayer of your dying wife, and of the child that sleeps closed hand with such force on the rickety pine table, placed before
him, which paper contained a declaration,
by her side, I ask you, as your friend, Will you do it ? " that it rocked beneath it ; and a gleam of hope lighted
binding all who signed it, to abstain from the use
"I will," said old Bill, while he brought down his up his features, as he seized the pen and paper the lady of intoxicating
beverages; and when he returned it
to her,—in bold, legible characters, there lay written be
neath it the name of
William Strong.
There was an expression almost ludicrous from its
intenseness of curiosity, on the bar-keeper's physiognomy,
as the lady, after her long interview with old Bill, passed
quietly through the shop, and the expression was not
lessened when old Bill, a few moments after, walked
through without taking another glass of grog ; and he
never passed over the threshold again.
Earnest-hearted reader, you whose soul may be glow
ing with sympathy for your erring brother man, who
would gladly raise him from the depths of sin and de
gradation, and point him to the highway of peace and
prosperity, remember there is a door in every human
breast. See that you pass not by it.
WE are glad to learn that the drawing-room meetings held by Mrs.
Fison, are awakening a deep interest amongst the higher classes of
Society, in the cause of temperance and sanitary reform. She
will be glad to correspond with friends, and arrange for meetings in
any part of the country. Her address is 16, New Steine, Brighton.

PRACTICAL BENEVOLENCE.

MISS RIST BE-FRIENDING THE HORSES ON TOWER HILL.

THOSE of our readers who are familiar with Tower Hill,
during the winter months, will be glad to see our slight
tribute to the untiring efforts of Miss Rist (organist,
24, Seething Lane, Great Tower Street), who is a prac
tical friend of both man and beast. Tower Hill, from
its steepness, at all times severely tests the strength of
horses in drawing up the heavy loads from the wharves,
but especially so during the winter months when the stones
are slippery. Many a noble horse has been saved from
falling by the labours of Miss Rist. She collects all the
j ashes from the neighbouring houses, and daily scatters
j them on the road. From many a sturdy carter may be
! heard the " Thank you, ma'am," as he and his horse
j pass in safety over the frosty ground. This worthy
I lady has received the public thanks of the owners of
horses for her benevolent efforts. There are many other
places besides London Tower Hill where the scatter
ing of a few basketfuls of ashes every frosty morning,
would be lessening the sufferings of the dumb creation.
Will not some of our fair friends in other parts of the
country follow the good example of Miss Rist ?
Every adult is interested in preventing boys from
making their slides on the footpaths. Many persons have
been lamed for life by stepping on the slippery pathways.
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