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General Downing. " So you are the impudent fellow who will not work on a Sunday ? "



 M.

ITIS 1862-

HE WHO SERVES GOD SERVES A 

GOOD MASTER.

"REMEMBER, I must have the bridle on Monday," said
Mr. Harcourt, as he turned to leave a shop where he had
been giving some orders about his harness.

" I beg your pardon, sir," said Mr. Benson, the master,
coming forward, " but it will not be possible to get it
done by Monday." *

" Not possible," returned Mr. Harcourt, stopping
short. " WTiat nonsense ! Why, there is all to-morrow." 

" To-morrow is Sunday, sir," returned the shopman
firmly, but respectfully. 

" Well, what of that ?" 
"We do not work on a Sunday, sir." 
" Then I shall go to those who do. You can put the

bridle in the carriage," added Mr. Hareourt, turning to
the man to whom he had given the order.

" We can get it done by Tuesday, sir, without fail,"
interposed Mr. Benson.

" Tuesday will be too late," returned Mr. Harcourt,
and then without another word, he stepped out of the
shop, and bidding his groom take the bridle from the
man, he got into his phaeton and drove off, muttering to 
himself, " The old humbug ! I will make him repent 
his folly."

Mr. Benson watched the carriage till it turned the 
corner of the street, then, with something like a sigh, 
went back to his seat, and continued his work. He had 
lost Mr. Harconrt's custom he felt sure of that. He 
was a new customer, just recommended to him by a per 
son whom he greatly desired to oblige, and he was a man 
who knew what good work was, and who did not mind 
what he paid for it, and paid promptly, too ; and just 

, now such employment would have been invaluable to 
Mr. Benson. He had had some heavy losses in trade, 

'  followed by sickness in his own family, and a little ready 
money coming in at this moment would have set him all 
right again. It was a sore temptation that had just tried 
him, no doubt about it; and his heart smote him as he 
thought how near he had been to yielding ; but, thanks 
be to God, who giveth the victory, the temptation had 
been conquered, and as Mr. Benson sat down to his work 
again, it was with a tranquil feeling, as he remembered 
that he who serves God serves a good Master, and may 
be content to look to Him for his wages.

It was some few hours after Mr. Harcourt had left the 
shop that Mr. Wilcox, a clever, pushing saddler, who 
lived in an adjoining street, came bustling in, looking 
wonderfully cockahoop and elated.

" Well, Benson," said he, as he rubbed his hands one 
over the other with uncommon glee, " you have been and 
done it, that is all."

" Done what ? " inquired Benson, as he looked up 
quietly from his work, making a good guess, however, 
as to his visitor's meaning.

" Knocked down your own luck with one hand, and 
given it to me with the other."

" You mean, I suppose, that Mr. Harcourt drove on 
from my shop to yours."

" Exactly ; and I thought the least I could do was to 
come and thank yon, and tell you how happy I should 
be to work for as many more as you like to send."

"I need not tell you I shall not send you those that I 
can keep," replied Mr. Benson, trying hard not to show 
that he was annoyed: " but, God helping me, I will 
never go against my conscience not for any man nor 
any money."

" Well, every one to their taste. These are not days 
to refuse good work when it is offered ; and as to your 
scruples, they are all nonsense, just as if there was any 
sin in putting a needle and thread through a bit of leather 
on a Sunday. The better the day the better the deed." 

"' Remember that thou keep holy the Sabbath-day. 
Six days shalt thou labour, and do all that thou hast to 
do ; but the seventh day is the Sabbath of the Lord thy 
God. In it thou shalt do no manner of -work.' They 
are plain words, and there is no mistaking their mean 
ing," said Benson, quietly.

"Oh, if it comes to quoting Scripture," returned 
Wilcox, with a sneer, " I can quote text for text ' The 
Sabbath was made for man, and not man for the Sab 
bath.' "

" I do not see as the one text takes away from the 
other," replied Benson. God gave the Sabbath to man, 
knowing well that a day of rest is as necessary for the 
good of a man's body as it is for the well-being of his 
soul. That is just the beauty of God's laws they are 
made quite as much for man's good as for His own glory." 

" That is a cut above me," said Wilcox. " I only 
know I will never turn my back on a good order. I know 
my own advantage a little too well for that."

"Has it ever struck you," asked Benson, looking up 
from his work, " that a man may be out of his calcula 
tions when he thinks himself wiser than his Maker ? "

Wilcox fidgetted a little uneasily, and Benson con 
tinued " When I was a youngster I lived for a short 
time with a celebrated surgeon, and I remember well his 
saying that the animal part of our nature needed rest, at 
least once in seven days. He was not a religious man, 
and, therefore, he did not bring it forward in a religious 
point of view. It Was simply, he wanted to get the 
most work possible out of those about him, and he al 
ways took care that his horses and his servants had, at 
least, one day's rest in the seven. Many is the story I 
have heard him tell of the way horses wore out, and hu 
man strength broke down, without one day's rest, and 
that is a truth any man can find out for himself."

" But even if I were to grant you that, just for the 
sake of the argument," returned Wilcox, " if a man 
grants to get on in the world, he must be ready to risk 
something to carry his point."

"I think he risks more who goes against God's laws, 
than he who conforms to them," said Benson.

Wilcox's only answer was a contemptuous shrug of 

the shoulders.
,, " It is an old saying," continued Benson, " that' honesty 
jl the best policy,' and, to my way of thinking, the same 
$nith holds good in respect to godliness. As far as my 
experience goes, I have found the Apostle was quite in 
the right when he said, ' Godliness is profitable unto all 
things, having the promise of the life that now is, and 
that which is to come.' "

" I cannot say my experience runs in the same line," 
returned Wilcox.

" Keep God's commands, and never fear but He will 
keep you. It is a safe line of action, and I am not 
afraid to hold it," said Benson.

"Well, so long as you are satisfied, that is all that sig 
nifies," replied Wilcox; "but I think you would he 
puzzled to tell me of any man's worldly prospects that

were ever improved by neglecting his worldly business." 
" That is not exactly the way, in which I put the case," 

said Benson ; " but I can tell you an instance of a man 
whose worldly prospects have been wonderfully improved 
by his neglecting what the world would call his open 
and manifest interest." 

" How so ? " 
" You know Lennox ? " 
" What, the great omnibus proprietor ? " 
"Exactly."
" I should think so. AH the world knows Lennox. I 

only wish I stood in his shoes."
" I have known Letinox since he was a boy. In fact, 

he is a sort of connection of mine a second cousin. He 
was such a fine-looking, high-spirited boy, that he took 
the fancy of Simmons, the horse-dealer, who happened 
to be buying horses in the town where he lived ; Sim 
mons took him up with him to London, and Lennox 
turned out such a sharp, handy chap, and such a first-rate 
judge of a horse, that he became a sort of right-hand to 
Simmons, who gave him the run of his house. In course 
of time Simmons died, and Lennox thinking, I suppose, 
it ;would be a good thing to step into such a fine concern, 
made up to the widow, who, flattered by the admiration of 
her handsome young suitor, gave him herself and her 
business."

"I can see the wisdom of the transaction, but I con 
fess, I do not see the sanctity of it," interposed Wilcox, 
with a laugh.

" For a time all went very smooth," continued Ben- 
son, without noticing this remark ; " Lennox was con 
tented to enjoy his present good, giving himself very 
little heed to what might be the future. He was 
always amongst the first to seize on any new idea that 
seemed likely to be profitable. Accordingly, when om 
nibuses were first started, he saw in an instant that they 
were likely to turn out a good speculation, and employ 
ing his capital in having two or three built for himself, 
he started as an omnibus proprietor, and week-days 
and Sundays his carriages might be seen on the road. 
It was little enough that Lennox thought of Sunday 
then. To get a fortune together fast was all that he 
thought about. But somehow, if it was fast come, it 
seemed to be fast go. He was constantly complaining 
of how his men cheated him ; how this one overdrove 
the horses, how that one drank, and how this other 
embezzled the money. He had but one remedy himself, 
his men, and his horses must work the harder, to supply 
all deficiencies.

"Things were in this state when a now minister came 
to the parish in which Lennox lived. He was a true 
servant of God, he was ; one who knew that his busi 
ness on earth was to do his Master's will, and win souls for 
heaven. Where good was to be done, there you were 
sure to find Mr. Percival, and it was but little he thought 
of his own ease or his own comfort, if he could take 
either the one or the other to the home of sickness or

had to wait for him. When he came in, I was shocked 
to see how 'haggard and worn he looked.

"' What is the matter, Lennox ? Are you ill ? ' I 
asked.

" 'No, not ill,' he replied, and then he added quickly, 
' I have been been to his grave, and I have made a 
resolution there, and, please God, I will keep it, Benson.'

" The next Sunday there were none of Lennox's omni 
buses to be seen on the roarl,and he and such of his men 
as chose to accompany him, attended service at Mr. 
Percival's church."

" And you Avant me to believe that his good fortune 
dates from then," said Wilcox.

' No, I do not want you to bcl'ieve anything~of the 
sort," replied B«nson, "for it would not be the truth ; 
leastways, not according as the world judges. The few 
months that followed on Lennox's change of conduct 
were very hard months to him. Everything seemed to 
go cross. Hay and corn were dear, one or two of his 
best horses died. It was the height of the summer 
season, when Sunday travelling pays well. Of course 
there was many a man glad to pick up 'what he threw 

and so his business declined whilst that of his
rivals flourished.

"'What a fool Lennox has been,' said one, 'he has 
kicked down his own luck.'

"' Let be,' said another. ' He will soon learn wisdom 
by experience, and hark back again.'

" But no such thing ; Lennox had thrown in) his lot, 
once and for ever, with those who feared the Lord. He 
had counted the cost, and he had made up his mind to 
pay it. What he lost in God's service on earth would, he 
felt sure, be put to the right side of the balance in heaven. 
He knew the capital was safe, and he was content to 
wait for the interest.

" And it was not so long neither, before it began to 
be paid, and in a way, too, in which he had not looked 
for it. Lennox was not a man to do things by halves.

suffering.
" It had been a very different sort of man that had 

been before him in the parish, and there were many things 
going on there that cut good Mr. Percival' to the quick ; 
but nothing went so much against him as the habit of 
constant Sunday trading, in which all the most wealthy 
parishioners indulged. You cannot reap clover off a 
plot of weeds, that Mr. Percival knew right well, and so 
he did not expect that seed-time and harvest could come 
in the same month ; but he set himself to work, dropping 
the good seed here a little, there a little, leaving it to God 
to give the increase. It was no very easy thing to get 
into Lennox's house, Lennox did not want him, and ' he 
had no time to spend in talking about matters that did 
not concern him,' he said; 'he had enough, and more 
than enough, of real business on his hands ;' and so, 
many a time Mr. Percival called, and he could never 
catch sight of his man.

" But if Mr. Percival could not lay hold on Lennox, 
there was one thing that could and did lay hold on him, 
and with such a firm grasp as could not be shaken off; 
and that was sorrow. Lennox had one only child, a boy, 
a beautiful little fellow he was, and Lennox loved that 
child dearly, and when the child was seized with a sud 
den illness, and lay at death's door, Lennox and his 
clergyman were, for the first time, brought face to face, 
and, for the first time, Lennox began to feel there might 
be something worth living for besides this world of ours, 
and something more worth having than the money which 
could not purchase, no, not one hour's more life for his 
child. And when the grave closed over that bright boy, 
it went nigh to break the father's heart, as he exclaimed 
in the bitterness of his spirit, 'My son, my son, would 
God that I had died for thee, my son!'

" And if it had not been for Mr. Percival, I do think 
it would have gone hard with him, he was so utterly 
broken in spirit; but Mr. Percival was not one of them 
that crush out the smoking flax, and thanks to that good 
man's counsels, Lennox began to see things in a very 
different light to that in which he had ever seen them 
before, and in good earnest he tried to turn to the Lord, 
and to seek and to serve Him. But there was one point, 
however, he could not see, and Mr. Percival could not 
make him see it, and that was, that he was called upon 
to give up running his omnibuses on a Sunday.

"'lam not saying that you are not right,' I have 
heard him say it many a time to Mr. Percival. 'No 
doubt, sir, it would be better if we could keep close to 
the letter of the commandment, but it cannot be, sir ; 
competition is too hard upon us. If I did not run my 
omnibuses on a Sunday, I should be driven off the road, 
and my fine business would be smashed. I cannot afford 
that, sir I cannot, indeed. And you say God is a mer 
ciful God, surely in a matter of necessity He will not be 
extreme to mark what is done amiss.'

" ' God is no doubt a merciful, but He is, at the same 
time, a just and a jealous God,' would Mr. Percival re 
ply. ' He never gave a commandment that He did not 
mean should be obeyed, and if He insists upon obedience, 
rely upon it, Lennox, He will accept of no excuse for 
the wilful breach of any one of His laws. It is not 
whether we think or do not think it necessary, that is 
the question ; it is tthat God has said it, and therefore 
it must be done.'

" But Lennox would not give in, and month followed 
month, and still, Sunday after Sunday, his omnibuses 
were running their course. Lennox, meanwhile, was not 
a happy man. He was serving two masters now, and 
that is a trade that never answers. He grew morose and 
silent, arid matters did not seem to be going very well 
with him. - -A yeap-passed-awsay. It was the anniversary

He was not going to do right himself and stand by and 
see those in his employ do wrong ; and so he gave it at 
once to be understood, that he would not put up with any 
swearing and drunkenness, no, nor any Sabbath-breaking 
neither, amongst his men ; and that such as did not like 
to live by his rules, might leave him. Many of the men 
took him at his word and did leave him ; and for a time, 
Lennox was short-handed, and sadly put about, and 
had to turn to himself, and do many a thing which ,he 
had been accustomed to have done by others. And 
that was the making of him, for as soon as he got this 
insight into matters, he began to see how it was it had 
been fast come, fast go, and to give a shrewd guess that, 
with all his Sunday trading, it would be long odds but he 
would be better off without it than with it. Sure enough, a 
regular system of cheating came to light, and no wonder. 

" The men saw that their principal had thought no 
harm of cheating God out of his rights ; why should 
they see more harm of cheating their master out of his ? 
and so, whilst one party had made money out of God's 
time, the other had done the same by that which be 
longed to man."

" It is too absurd," interrupted Wilcox, angrily. "You 
might as well ray at once, Benson, that every man who 
does not agree with you is a thief."

"May be there is many a thief," replied Benson, be 
side him who stands before judge and jury. To my way 
of thinking, he is a worse thief who steals from God, 
than he who steals from his fellow-men. There may be 
compensation for one fault, there is none for the other. 
He who steals God's time and takes away His honour, 
can never pay it back again, here nor hereafter. I am 
not saying that God, in His mercy, will not forgive us  
ay, and more that for Christ Jesus' sake, He will not, 
on our true repentance, return and abundantly bless our 
efforts to serve Him ; but I do say, that the more we love 
Him and serve Him, the more we shall feel that we can 
never make up for lost opportunities. A wound may be 
healed, but the scar remains ; and though a scar may not 
hurt, yet it in no way improves one's beauty, and that is 
just what Lennox feels. He is a prosperous man now, 
and a wealthy man ; but I doubt there are times when 
the scar shows plain, ay, and the wound aches too, 
as he looks back on the past and thinks of that little 
grave in yonder cemetery.

" Be that as it may, it is many a year now since Len 
nox has found for himself that, 'he who serves God, 
serves a good Master,' and he always says, that he dates 
his good fortune from the hour in which he thought him 
self in greatest difficulty and most hard beset. It was 
the getting rid of his bad lot of servants that was the 
making of him ; and though there was a hard push for 
a time, yet, as soon as it was generally known that Len 
nox was a man of his word ; that he gave good wages 
for a good day's work ; that he required no more of any 
man than that which was right; that he never discharged 
his servants except for misconduct, why, of course, all 
the steady men were anxious to serve under a master on 
whose principles they knew they could rely ; and what 
was the result ? His carriages were better cared for, his 
horses were better driven, waste and extravagance in the 
stables ceased, and the money which used to find its way 
into the men's pockets came safely home into the master's 
till ; whilst the horses, profiting no less than their 
drivers by the change in their circumstances, have thriven 
so well with their one day's rest in the seven, that the

of his little boy's death. I had seen a great deal of him 
of late, and I happened to go to speak to him on busi 
ness that very day. He was out when I arrived, and I

saving in the purchases of new stock has proved no 
inconsiderable item in the profit-sheet of Lennox's yearly 

account-book."
'.' And from this, you would argue," said Wilcox, 

" that I am to throw up Mr. Harcourt's order, affront 
him, and lose a first-rate customer ; thank you, I am 

not such a fool."
" I am not arguing on the point," returned Ben- 

son. "You asked me why I did not undertake Mr. 
Harcourt's ai^.er, and I hare told you. You challenged

But as Wilcox returned to his own sbop, he had con 
siderable doubts on the point, and thought his neighbour 
a great fool and himself a very clever man. The Sun 
day was spent in executing Mr. Harcourt's order; the 
harness was sent home on the Monday ; the money was 
promptly paid ; a fresh order was given, and Wilcox 
again congratulated himself on his good luck.

It was some wesks after, and they had been weeks of 
great trouble to Benson, that another carriage stopped at 
the door of his shop, a well-appointed dark-green 
brougham, drawn by a comfortable, sleek-looking horse, 
and driven by a coachman whose well-to-do appearance 
was quite in keeping with that of the equipage.

Whilst Benson was wondering who his visitor might 
be, the carriage-door opened quickly, and a fine-looking 
man, in military attire, got out, and walked into the 
shop, with an air of decision as if he was accustomed to 
give his orders and be promptly obeyed. Glancing 
*ound the shop with an eye bright with lurking humour, 
ae took in its arrangements, and made his own estimate 
of the character of its possessor.

" So," he said, turning to Benson, " you are the im 
pudent fellow who will not work on a Sunday ? "

Fortunately for himself, Benson was a good physiog 
nomist. Looking up at his visitor, he felt sure that, 
however abrupt the words might sound, no offence was 
intended, and so, with a smile, he answered, respectfully. 

" I do not work on a Sunday, sir ; but I hope it does _ 
not follow, as a necessary consequence, that I am wanting 
in respect to my employers."

" Yes, it does, man ; at least, so my friend Harcourt 
says. He gives you but a bad character."

"" I am sorry for it, sir," began Benson ; but his visitor 

cut him short.
" Actually refused his order, and told him you would 

not do his work ; do not you call that impertinence ? " 
"I had no choice, sir."
"Yes, you had. You were free to choose between 

serving God and pleasing man, and you made your 
choice ; and it is in consequence of that determination 
that I am here to-day. I am General Downing. I have 
been looking out for some time past for a man on whom 
I could fully rely to execute a large Government order. 
The moment I heard Mr. Harcourt's story of yon, Imade 
up my mind you should have the work if yew could take 
it; for 1 felt sure that the man who could serve God so 
fearlessly, would be the man who would best do his duty 
by his neighbour."

And as the General proceeded to detail to Benson the 
nature of the order he proposed to give him, Benson saw 
in a moment that such a prospect of well-doing was 
opened to him as he had never yet had since he _ went 
into business. Nor was he mistaken that order laid the 
foundation of Benson's present prosperity. People envy 
him his good luck, but he knows better than to call his 
altered fortunes by that name ; and as he looks on the 
future with consciousness that, if all goes well, provision 
is now made for his old age, he thankfully acknowledges 
from whose hand the blessing comes, and that he has 
made experience for himself of the truth of the old pro 
verb, " He that serves God serves a good Master."

And so will it ever be, though it may not be always 
shown to us, as in the cases of Lennox and Benson, by 
the increase of worldly prosperity. A man would make 
a great mistake who followed their example only in the 
hope of gaining a like reward. He could -take no more 
certain way of defeating his own intentions. If a man 
determines to serve God for the sake of bettering his 
earthly prospects, he is not serving God at all; he is 
only serving himself and his own interests. Let not 
such a man deceive himself. God is not mocked. He 
who reads the inmost thoughts of the heart, will laugh 
to scorn this pitiful imitation of godliness.

But let a man make up his mind bravely and honestly 
to seek first the kingdom of God, not counting the price 
he must pay for it, content to forego present prospects of 
gain and worldly success, so long only as he may win 
heaven ; this man will, for the most part, find that even 
in this world he has made a wise choice. God not only 
can, but does, make up to His servants for all they have 
given up for His sake, and hardly an instance could be 
pointed out of a man who has sincerely obeyed God's 
commands, regardless of the consequences fhat might 
ensue to himself, but sooner or later the sacrifice has 
come home in blessings, and he has found his loss repaid 
ten, thirty, ay, and a hundred-fold. If, indeed, a man 
has not found it so, let him look to himself, and examine 
his own heart, sure that the fault is with him, and not 
with his Maker. Lot him look and see whether there 
has not been some lurking thought of self, which has 
entered into his motives, destroying, like a subtle poison, 
the healthfulness of his deed. Let him remember that 
he who serves self, serves a hard taskmaster one whose 
wants are unbounded, and whose service is perfect 
slavery; whilst he who, turning a deaf ear to his own 
inclinations, writes himself the Lord's servant, will find 
occasion to acknowledge, in time and through eternity, 
that " He who serves God serves a good Master."

The above interesting narrative is reprinted, by permission, from 
one of the Series of " Household Proverbs," published by Messrs. 
John F. Shaw & Co. The entire series is worthy of a place in 
every working-man's cottage.

NOTICES TO COBRESPONDEIS'TS.
BOOKSELLERS' ADDEESSES. There are upwards of a thousand towns 
in the United Kingdom from which we have not yet received the

me to show yuu an instance where a man's worldly ad 
vantages were improved by a steady adherence to God's 
commands, in the face of a possible and apparent loss. 
I have given you one, and I could give you many another. 
It is not for me to dictate your line of conduct to you, 
but to keep steadily and consistently to my own. I will 
not pretend to deny to you, that I was very much put 
out at losing Mr. Harcourt's connection. But I have no 
choice in the matter, I have but one course before me  
to obey God. He that serves Him, serves a good Master. 
He never forgets the payment, and if at times a man 
seems to wait for his wages, it is only that the money 
is being put out to better interest than we can get here. 
Whatds goodfof a-man-to-have will be made up to him 
some time or other. As for what is not good for him to
have, why, he is better without it, there is no doubt 
about that."

address of a single Bookseller or News-Agent! We desire to have 
the addresses of all the Booksellers, News-Agents, and Periodical- 
sellers in the Three Kingdoms, so that we may occasionally forward 
them Hand-bills, Circulars, &c., m order to extend the cireulation. 
If our readers, when purchasing copies, will kindly inquire, " Have 
you sent up your address |to the * British Workman' Office ? If 
not, please do so," we shall feel obliged.
WHAT POLICEMEN MAY DO. We have received'the touowtag 
gratifying communication from a police constable. "When I 
visit public-houses, I generally give some copies of the British 
Workman to drunkards. When they come to their right senses, 
some striking article attracts their attention, induces them to be 
come subscribers, and, ultimately, to give up the gin-palace for the 
reading-room. / have found this 'to be the case in several instances." 
SOLDIERS. We shall be glad to receive the address of any Soldier who 
has adopted the practice of abstinence from intoxicating beverages. 

(j^- All Communications for the Editor to be addressed to the care 
of Mr. S. W. Partridge, the Publisher, 9, Paternoster Row, London. 
E.G. Rejected Articles cannot be returned.

THE MOTHEE'S ^ ~" 
PICTURE ALPHABET.•('

Imp. 4to ; plate Paper; with Twenty-eight Original nitistrationg. 
Dedicated by the special permission of Her Majesty the Queen,

te Her Royal Highness the Princess Beatrice. 
In Illustrated paper cover, 6s.; plain cloth, red edges, 7s. 6a.:

... . . extra gilt, and gilt ed;;;es, 10s, 6d. 
"NOTHING illustrative of the Alphabet has, we imagine, been yet 
produced, which will bear the REMOMS* comparison with' it "  
Illustrated London News. " '

S. W. PARTRIDGE, Tract and Book Saloon, 9, Paternoster Bow.
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In the multitude 
there wanteth

SIR BOBERT PEEL. Cf

WHEN Robert Peel, then a youth, began business as a 
cotton-jirintek', near Bury, he lodged with his partner, 
William Yatcs, paying eight shillings and sixpence per 
week for board and lodging. " William Yates' eldest 
child," says our author, " was a girl named Ellen, and 
she very soon became an especial favourite with the 
young lodger. On returning hpme from his hard day's 
work at ' The Ground,' he would take the little girl upon 
his knee, and say to her, ' Nelly, thou bonny little dear, 
wilt thou be my wife ? ' to which the child would readily 
answer,' Yes,' as any child would do- ' Then I '11 wait 
for thee, Nelly; I'll wed thee, and none else.' And 
Eobert Peel did wait. As the girl grew in beauty to 
wards womanhood, his determination to wait for her was 
strengthened, and after the lapse of ten years years of 
close application to business and rapidly increasing pros- j 
perity Eobert Peel married Ellen Yates when she had 
completed her seventeenth year; and the pretty child, 
whom her mother's lodger and father's partner had nursed 
upon his knee, became Mrs. Peel, and eventually, Lady 
Peel, the mother of the future Prime Minister of Eng 
land. Lady Peel was a noble and beautiful woman, 
fitted to grace' any station in life. She possessed rare 
powers of mind, and was, on every emergency, the kigh- 
toned and faithful counsellor of her husband. For many 
years after their marriage, she acted as his amanuensis, 
conducting the principal part of his business correspon 
dence, for Eobert Peel himself was an indifferent and 
almost unintelligible writer. She died in 1803, only 
three years after the baronetcy had been conferred upon 
her husband. It is said, that London fashionable life  
so unlike what she had been accustomed to proved in 
jurious to her health; and old William Yates was ac 
customed to say, " If Eobert hadn't made our Nelly a 
'Lady,' she might ha' been living yet." Self-Help.

BIBLE PATTERN OF A 800D WOMAN-NO, IV,
INDUSTRY.

She seeketh wool, and flax, and worketh  willingly with her hands. 
She is like the merchants' ships; she bringeth her food from 
afar. PHOVERBS xxxi. 13, 14.

EVERY one high and low, rich and poor, who desires to 
live usefully towards man, and faithfully towards God, 
must be a worker. It is a very great mistake into which 
the poorer classes sometimes fall, when they suppose 
that people of rank and wealth live lives of indolence. 
The records of the very first family in this realm refute 
that notion. The lamented Prince, whose loss we all de 
plore, was eminently a worker. His time and thoughts 
were always occupied, and the amount of noble work he 
did in a vast vanvji.y of departments, was both admirable 
and wonderful. Our illustrious and beloved Queen 
is a diligent worker. Our Prince of Wales could not 
have made his great attainments in education, and have 
been so active in his travels ; always ready, alert, and 
observant, unless he were a worker. And through all 
the intermediate grades of society there is brain-work, 
constant, exhaustive, valuable. The mind that plans 
comes first, and then the honest skilful labouring hand 
that executes.

Women are not exempt from this condition of work. 
And it is  well they are not, for nothing is so miserable 
for mind or body, for health or temper, as indolence. 
Idle people are always fretful, restless, and unhappy. 
They are in a world where all is activity. The very 
winds and waves reprove their indolence. Idlers dissatis 
fied with themselves, are dissatisfied with all around 
them. So, my dear readers, you whose lot is cast among 
those whose special inheritance is toil, be not discouraged 
on that account; there is a blessing rests both on your 
toil and in it.

The Scripture tells us of a time when women of the 
highest rank had to obtain wool and manufacture the 
cloth; or flax, and spin and weave the linen. For hun 
dreds of years the entire clothing of the whole family 
depended on the industry of the women. " In our own 
country, in early times, the fleece used to be brought 
home, and it was often in large households carded, spun, 
dyed, woven, and made into garments under the superin 
tendence of the lady, who presided over the house. So 
general were the distaff and spinning-wheel in sacred 
times, such as those described in the words we have 
quoted ; and in the early history of our own and other 
countries, that women obtained a name from this their 
ordinary employment, and were called ' Spinsters.' In pro 
cess of time this came to be the designation of uri-; 
married women only and the married were called 'House 
wives.' Not, perhaps, that they spun much less, but that 
they had to manage all the home affairs of the house.

In modern times this household spinning and weaving 
has ceased. The great manufacturing towns of the North 
of England provide now for the humblest classes, gar 
ments .that were once only within the means of the very 
richest. And the comforts of families of-all ranks have 
been increased, while the toil of women has been lightened. 
But every woman who has but a small income, and 
wants to make her household comfortable and this 
should be her constant aim finds enough work to em 
ploy her every day in the week, and most hours of the 
day. If she has no longer to " seek wool and flax," she 
still must work "willingly with her hands."

Do my readers notice that word " willingly ? " Oh, 
how much difference it makes whether the work that 
must be done is done "willingly." I know two young

married women, both are industrious, but there is a great 
difference in their spirit. The first I will call her Mrs. 
Moan tells you with a sigh, " I never thought when I 
married that there would be half the cares and troubles 
I have found."

" How so ? Your husband seems sober and kind." 
" Oh, dear, yes, he is ; but his wages are small, and 

I'm obliged to slave and save,and it sometimes tries and 
wearies me past bearing, to make both ends meet."

And this murmuring and grieving was uttered to the 
husband, who bore it all patiently for a time, but at 
Wngth he wearied of it, and then came the angry words, 
" How can I help it ?" And this brought tears and dis 
cord, and through the little rift that peevishness made, 
there flowed in the bitter waters of contention. Do my 
readers know no such cases ?

The other young wife whom I have in my mind, I will 
call Mrs. Brisk. She always sees the bright side. " My, 
Eichard works-very hard for his money, but what a bless 
ing that he has-such good health. And house rent to be 
sure is very high, but I'd rather pinch a little in other 
things, and have a nice comfortable little home. It's 
such a blessing to see Eichard sitting of an evening by 
our fireside, reading a bit aloud to me, that I'd work my 
fingers to the bone to make all nice and snug against he 
comes home. I'm always at it I know my work's 
never done, but it's such a blessing to see the children and 
the place, and Eichard, that though I'm right down tired 
every night of my life, I'm never too tired to be happy." 

The word "blessing," my readers will see is often 
used by Mrs. Brisk. Need I say that she is a woman 
who has telt the mercy of God in the gift of Christ, and 
this has made her notice some of the mamy blessings that 
God bestows "on all, but which the poor, self-centred, 
discontented woman, never heeds.

Many cares daily cares, hourly cares, must the 
patient striving industrious wife and mother have, but 
in the midst of.all"if she goes to God in prayer, the 
power to work willingly will be given. The spirit " to 
will and to do of His good pleasure " will be imparted.

Industry is sure to bring its own reward. The mere 
habit of a mother regularly employing time well, is a

fDod example to her children. They too will be busy 
oiri their infant years. They will want to help 

mother. They will learn to be tidy, and cheerful, and 
active ; for an industrious mother in her daily life shows 
them the way to be so, andit follows that as years go on, and 
the young folks are growing up, they will become willing 
helpers. The mother's cares may not be less, but her 
toils should be, as her strength begins to fail. And if a 
whole family are workers  none of them wasters, it is 
the rule unless some great calamity comes that the 
worldly condition of the household improves. The 
wages of the sons, and the work of the daughters, add to 
the family stock, like the merchant ships, which every 
wind blows to our shores, bearing their produce for 
the comfort and benefit of man. And of the good in 
dustrious mother who has worked herself, and brought 
up her children to work also, it may be said in the words 
of Scripture, " She bringeth her food from afar." Cul 
tivate, therefore, my dear toiling sister, an active, hopeful 
spirit. Shun idleness as a disease that injures body and 
soul. " Work while it is called to-day, for the night 
cometh in which no man can work."

I LIVE NOT ALONE FOR MYSELF

" I LIVE not alone for myself," said a beautiful flow 
one fair morning, as it lifted to the sun its crest spark 
ling with dewdrops. " I live not alone for myse 
Mortals come and gaze on me, and breathe my fr 
grance, and go away better than they came, for I minist< 
to their perceptions of the beautiful. I give to the bi 
his honey, and to the insect his food ; I help to cloth 
the earth in beauty."

" I live not alone for myself," said a wide-spreadin 
tree. " I give a happy home to a hundred living being 
I grant support to the living tendrils of the vine; 
absorb the noxious vapours in the air ; I spread a we 
come shadow for man and beast; and I too help to mak 
earth beautiful."

" I live not alone for myself," said a laughing moun 
tain streamlet. " I know that my tribute to the ocea 
is small, but still I am hastening to carry it there. An 
I try to do all the good I can on my way. The tree an 
the flower love my banks, for I give them life and nou 
ishment; and even the grass, which feels my influenc 
has a greener hue. The minnows find life and happ 
ness in my waters, though I glide onward, only a silv 
thread; men and animals seek my brink to assuage the 
thirst, and enjoy the shadow of the trees which I nourish 
I live not alone for myself."

" I live not alone for myself," said a bright-hued bir 
as he soared upward into the air. " My songs are 
blessing to man. I have seen the poor man sad an 
despondent as he went home from his daily work, for h 
knew not how to obtain food for his little ones. The 
I tuned one of my sweetest lays for his ear, and h 
looked upward, saying, 'Behold the fowls of the air: fo 
they sow not, neither do they reap, nor gather int 
barns ; yet my heavenly Father feedeth them. Am 
not better than they ? ' and the look of gloom change 
to one of cheerfulness and hope. I live not wholly fo 
myself."

" I live not alone for myself," should be the languag 
of every thinking, reflecting mind. It is the languag 
of duty, guiding to the only paths of happiness on earth 
and preparing the soul for unalloyed bliss throughou 
" the measureless, enduring of eternity."

PENNY BANK FACT.
AT a Penny Bank established in the worst part of a 
large town in Yorkshire, a beggar boy presented himself 
one night, put in a penny, and obtained a Deposit Book. 
He regularly deposited coppers on each Bank-night after 
that, until the SUE*, amounted to three shillings. He then 
applied to withdraw it. One of the Managers, interested 
in the lad, said " I hope you are not taking it out to 
spend foolishly this Whitsuntide ?" "No," said the boy, 
" I am not, sir, but mother has not been able to go to 
church this long time, we are so poor, and father drinks 
so ; but I have saved this money that mother may have 
a bonnet and gown to go to church in. I have seen a 
clothesman who will sell me them for three shillings, and 
mother shall have them and go to church as she wants, 
and then I will save again." This lad was rescued from 
his beggar's life, and having served his probation satis 
factorily in the Shoeblack Brigade, he is now employed 
as an errand boy in a warehouse where only his benevo 
lent masters know his history.

The hand of the diligent 
shall bear rule: but the 
slothful shall be under 
tribute. PROVERB xii. 24.

THE CLERICAL CONFERENCE.
THE following are extracts from some of the speeches 
delivered at this interesting gathering : 

"Drunkenness is the champion of all other sins, and 
if it could but be slain, a host of sins would at once be 
put to flight. What victories would the church of Christ 
then win, and what results would they, as ministers, reap 
from their long and sorrowful sowing time." Rev. 
Talbot Greaves, M.A.

" I believe that if there is one thing which can be 
proved more clearly than another, it is that if for the 
love of the people and for the love of humanity, a man 
would only exercise a little self-denial in the matter of 
total abstinence, it would be one of the very best things 
he could do, both for his body and soul, as well as for 
his country."  The Dean of Carlisle.

" I am quite satisfied that England will never occupy 
the position which as a Christian country she ought to 
be in, till the great stumblingblock of drunkenness has 
been removed." Rev. Thomas Hutton, M.A.,< Rector 
of Stilton.

" If through the means of the total abstinence move 
ment we can, by God's help, bless some homes in our 
parishes, restore peace to some husband and wife, and 
give bread to some starving children, it is worth our 
while, as men, not to say as clergymen, to assist in this 
great moral and social effort for doing good." Rev. 
Robert Maguire, M.A., Incumbent of Clerkenwell.

" We should all remember that this work is God's 
work, and if we join in it with earnest and continued 
prayer, I have no doubt that before many years are past, 
the country which, by the exertions of its Christian men, 
has got the great slave question settled, will be also de 
livered from the curse which has so long rested on her 
brow, of being a nation of drunkards." Rev. H. J. 
 Ellison, M.A., Vicar of Windsor.

HOME-FEELING.
I ONCB knew a man, Eobert S., who was the younges 
son in a large family. For some years he resided a 
home, when by the death of his father, and changes it 
circumstances, he had to leave his native town in scare' 
of a situation, and he became a travelling agent for 
commercial house. Eobert was a quiet domestic man 
who was not fond of travelling, or the constant chang 
of scene, that his pursuits involved. But he was a 
Christian, and therefore knew that it was right " to learn 
and labour diligently to do his duty in that state of life 
unto which it had pleased God to call him." I wa 
much struck with some letters that he wrote to hi 
widowed mother, in which he said, " You who know th 
quiet way in which my life has hitherto passed, will un 
derstand that at first I felt very much the constant chang 
from place to place that my pursuits involve. But, mj 
dear mother, once a-week I always have a sweet home 
feeling; I go to my Heavenly Father's House. Whereve 
I am in our native land, there is always one sacrec 
place that I can call my Home. There I think of you  
of all our family engaged in prayer and praise there in 
spirit I can meet you all. However distant, I can fee 
we are one in Christ Jesus. What I should do withou 
a Sabbath, and a place of worship I know not."

Eeader, have you that sweet home-feeling, that swee 
sense of Si''rest in the Lord: that holy domestic joy 
in the house of prayer that it was Eobert S's. privilege 
to feel ?

In this world most of us, at times, feel like weary 
pilgrims, or houseless wanderers, but our Heavenly 
Father's earthly mansions are open to us. He has pro 
mised to meet us there, to bless us there. Jesus, our 
Elder Brother, says, " wherever two or three are gathered 
together in My name, there am I in the midst." Oh, what 
sweet and ( condescending words. Go, then, fellow- 
traveller, on the blessed rest of the Sabbath, to His 
House, and realize the feeling : 

No more a stranger, or a guest, 
But like a child at home.

MATTHEW HENRY, a little before his death, said to a 
friend, " You have been ut.sd to take notice of the say 
ings of dying men ; this is mine : That a life spent in 
the service of God, and communion with Him, is the 
most comfortable and pleasant life that any one can live 
in this world."

THE HONEST BOY.
DR. ADAM CLARKE was a learned and much esteemed 
minister. He wrote a Commentary on the Bible. He 
was born in Ireland. There is an anecdote told of him 
in his youthful days which we think may interest our 
young readers. Here it is : 

There was a lad in Ireland who was put to work at a 
linen factory, and while he was at work there, a piece of 
cloth was wanted to be sent out which was short of 
the quantity it ought to be ; but the master thought it 
might be made the length by a little stretching. He 
thereupon unrolled the cloth, taking hold of one end of 
it himself, and the boy at the other. He then said,

"Pull, Adam, pull."
"I cannot, sir."
"Why," said the master.
"Because it is wrong, sir," said Adam, and he refused 

to pull.
Upon this the master said that he would not do for a 

linen manufacturer, and sent him home ; but that boy 
became the learned Eev. Dr. Clarke, and the friend of the 
Duke of Sussex. The strict principle of honesty in his 
youthful age, instilled by the right teaching of good 
parents, laid the foundation of his future greatness.

KIND words are the brightest flowers of earth's exist 
ence ; they make a very paradise of the humblest home 
that the world can show. Use them, and especially 
round the fireside circle.____
THERE is in St. Petersburg, a good old custom, re 
quiring every person taken up drunk, male or female, to 
sweep the streets the next day for a number of hours.

A TRUTH FOR MOTHERS AND NURSES. She who would 
tell a frightful story to a child, or allow one to be told, 
ought to have a guardian appointed over herself.

Liverpool and the Slave Trade. The
American Minister has advised Earl Eussell that the 
slave ship 'Nightingale,' recently captured with nearly 
1000 slaves on board, was actually 'fitted out' at Liver 
pool ! Every lover of his country is interested in bring 
ing the offenders to justice. Working-men of Liverpool! 
your honour is tarnished unless this charge be cleared up.

The lip of truth shall be 
established for ever: but 
a lying tongue is but for a 
moment. PROVERBS xii. i!

JOI

FAMILY ECONOMY.
THERE is nothing which goes so far towards placing 
young people beyond the reach of poverty, as economy 
in the management of their domestic affairs. It matters 
not whether a man furnish little or much for his family, if 
there be a continual leakage in the kitchen, or in the 
parlor, it runs away, he knows not how; and that demon 
Waste, cries " More," like the horseleech's daughter, until 
he that provides has no more to give. It is the husband's 
duty to bring into the house, and it is the duty of the 
wife to see that nothing goes wrongfully out of it.

A WORD OF COMFORT.
ISAIAH xl. 1. . 

COMFORT take, thou child of sorrow,
All is order'd well for thee ; 

Look not for the anxious morrow 
"As thy days, thy strength shall be."

Child of grief, does this world move thee ?
Transient scene of transient pain ! 

Think, oh think, of worlds above thee,
Countless worlds a glorious train !

There are mansions now preparing 
For the chosen sons of God 

Here a pilgrim, and wayfaring, 
There shall be thy long abode !

There shalt thou abide for ever, 
With thy Best and Greatest Friend ;

Nought from Him thy soul shall sever, 
In a world that knows no end.

There, amidst assembled nations,
Eye to eye, and face to face, 

Thou shalt see thy tribulations,
Sent as messengers of grace.

Comfort take, then, child of sorrow,
All is order'd well for thee ; 

Look not to the anxious morrow 
"As thy days, thy strength shall be."

ILLUSTRATED PUBLICATIONS.
The Late Prince Consort; Beminiscences of his

Life and Character. By the Eev. J. H. Wilson, author of " Our 
Moral Wastes." With Medallion Portrait, and Woodcuts of Bal 
moral and Windsor Castle. Price One Shilling. 
"In every way the best memorial to the departed Prince that 

has yet appeared." British Standard.
" Has but one fault it is too short." Weekly Times.

The Gardener's Daughter; or, Mind whom you
Marry! By Kev. C. G-. Kowe. With Eight Illustrations by Anelay. 
Price One Shilling, pos-t free. We strongly recommend this 
very affecting warning to young women, as a suitable present 
for domestic servants. It deserves a place in every kitchen.

A Mother's Lessons on Kindnens to Animals.
With numerous illustrations. Price One Shilling.

" A work which should be in the hands of every mother. The 
llustrations cannot fail to arrest the attention of children, while 

the lessons are such as need to be inculcated in early life."  
British Friend. _________

A Mother's Lessons on the Lord's Prayer. By 
Mrs. Balfour. With large illustrations by Anelay. With Illus 
trated cover, 2s. 6d. Plain cloth, 3s. 6d. Gilt Edges, 5s.

Never Give Up! or, a Story for "Working-men
and their Wives. Price Sixpence. Post-free.
" The lessons it teaches may be useful to all."- GlasgowAdvartiser.

"Wanderings of a Bible, and My Mother's Bible.
By Mrs. Balfour. With Illustrations by John Gilbert. Price Is. 
" Will be read with universal delight."  Christian Witness.

"With 700 Engravings. A complete Edition 
of the British Workman for 1855 1861, bound in cloth, price 
10s. 6d., gilt edges, 12s. The Seven Yearly Parts may also be 
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 TEAKS, in cloth, 10s., gilt 
edges, 12s. The Eleven Yearly Parts may also be had, separate 
ly, in stiff illustrated paper covers, price Is. each. Cloth, gilt, 2s. 
"The best picture-book wa know of." Mothers' Friend.

PACKETS BY POST.
^The Publisher will forward packets oi the "British Work- 

lan" to any part of the United Kingdom, Channel Islands, Shet- 
a,nd and Orkney Isles, France, or Belgium, POST FKBE, as under :  

4 copies for 4d., or for one year 4s 
8   8d.,   8s 

12   Is.,   12s 
16   Is. 4d.,   16s 
20   Is. 8d.,   20s 
24   2s. Od.,   24s 
50   4s. 2d.. .. 60s

BE 

PAID IN

ADVANCE.

All orders'(accompanied, with remittances), to be addressed to 
AMUEL W. PARTRIDGE, No. 9, Paternoster Row, London, i.e.

)Q£

The Lord is nigh, unto 
all them that call upon 
Him, to all that call upon 
Him in truth. -PSALM cxlv. 18.
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EVENING GLASSES,

WE are glad to notice that
the interests of the working- 
classes are not overlooked in
the agricultural districts. In
1856 a few members of the
Church of England in Louth,
Lincolnshire, commenced a
Free Evening School for those
who were anxious to improve
themselves. A room was
hired; a paid master engaged;
and forty lay friends under 
took to teach in rotation.
These volunteers in the good
work included solicitors, hank
clerks, tradesmen, and even
schoolmasters, who after the
toils of a school-room all the
day, were willing to impart
knowledge to their poorer
neighbours. The promoters
would have been repaid if
only fifty scholars had offered
themselves, but to the sur 
prise of every one, nearly
200 men and youths, from the
age of fourteen to sixty, ap 
plied for admission. The
school was opened for the 
six winter months on four 
evenings in every week from 
seven to nine, and at the close 
of the first session, the man 
agers felt that the success of 
the undertaking, with God's 
blessing, justified them in 
carrying on the work. For 
five years the school has been 
opened with increasing suc 
cess, and we are glad to say 
that to accommodate the 
numbers who still apply for 
admission, the friends of the 
institution are building a 
new school-room, with class 
room, and library, and rooms 
for scholars who prefer a quiet 
hour in the evening with 
friends and without the pot 
and pipe. Much good has been
done by this institution, and we rejoice to state that the 
managers do not forget that " one thing is needful," and 
they, therefore, seek above all things the eternal welfare 
of their scholars. In connection with the school is a 
Free Library, containing 460 volumes. This library 
enables the scholars to carry to their homes a source of 
pleasure and improvement, which their circumstances 
would otherwise forbid. As a proof that the library is 
valued, we may mention that out of 3,700 volumes taken 
out in two years, only two volumes have been lost. ()ur 
engraving shows the Senior Class in the Louth Free 
Evening School, while under tuition by their energetic
friend, Mr. Colam. The Secretary of the Institution, I in front of the desk at 

T. F. Allison, Esq., Solicitor, Louth, will gladly furnish j which the Bishop 

any information to friends who take an interest in even- ' 
ing schools. "We hope that many of our readers in the 
agricultural districts will be encouraged to correspond 
with Mr. Allison, and take steps for promoting the wel 
fare of the agricultural labourers, many of whom, at 
present, can neither read nor write.

FREE EVENING CLASS AT LOOTH, TAUGHT BY MR. COLAM
.

TO DO GOOD, AND TO COMMUNICATE, FORGET NO
T.

testifies in pleasing ways, her respect and attachment. 
It was then the Queen's tutor who accepted the invitation 
to address the railway workmen at " New England."

Thursday, March 14th, was the day appointed for the 
visit. The preparations were few and simple. A large 
shed or building called the' erecting shop,' in which " sick 
engines " are laid up in hospital, as it Avere, was chosen 
as the place of assembly. On a platform a simple desk 
was placed, and a few chairs for visitors placed around. 
By shortening the breakfast-time the men on this day 
extended the dinner-time, so that shortly after one o'clock 
they had eaten a hasty meal, and were gathered together

THE BISHOP AND THE WOEKSHOPS.
THE Great Northern Railway Company has an estab 
lishment for the repair of locomotives, about two miles from 
Peterboro.' There are between three and four hundred 
workmen employed in the shops, and for their ac 
commodation, the Company has erected a number of 
good dwellings forming a village, to which has been 
given the name of "New England." Among the men 
collected at " New England " from all parts of the coun 
try, there are many who, surrounded by those ma 
terial comforts which good wages enable them to secure,

stood. After a short 
prayer from the vicar 
of Peterboro', the 
Bishop began his ad 
dress. He did not 
select a text, but in 
homely words, and in 
a familiar manner, 
spoke to his hearers.

He said he had met 
them in accordance 
with their own wish, 
and he hoped it might 
be for their good. Re-

For we have not an high priest which 
cannot be touched with the feeling of 
our infirmities; but was in all points 
tempted like as we are, yet without sin. 
Let us therefore come boldly unto the 
throne of grace, that we may obtain mer 
cy, and find grace to help in time of need.

THE DRUNKARD'S HOME.

One Christmas-Eve, in an upstair room of a small 
house in one of the bye-streets of the town of Birming 
ham, were assembled three little girls, of ages varying 
from nine to fourteen. They were sitting round a small 
fire, and up in the farther corner of the room was a bed, 
the curtains of which were carefully drawn round. A 
small candle was burning on the table, and the faces of 
all the poor children bore the impress of sorrow, while 
their eyes were fixed on the dark corner where the bed 
lay, from which there came betimes a sigh, deep but low,

as from a heart full to 
overflowing with grief. 

" Sarah," said the 
youngest of the girls 
to her next sister, "it 
yet keeps snowing 
fast, and father has 
not come home." 

"Hush, Maria,"

  See HEBREWS iv. 15,16.

ligion, he said, was not a separate thing, but a thing ! 
I which had to do with all the relations of life. Christian j 

credit was the foundation of that good name which the j 
British merchant, tradesman, and workman bore in the j 
world, and recent exceptions in the commercial world | 
showed how weak man was in himself, and how much

said the sister spoken 
to, " you will disturb 
mother, and I think 
she's gone to sleep."

" No, I am not 
asleep," said a quiet 
voice from the bed, 

" and yet I think I shall soon be asleep, but such a 
sleep as I have never had yet; but come here, my chil 
dren, bring the candle closer to my bed, and you, Eliza 
beth, get the Bible and read to me."

" Where shall I read ? " said the oldest of the girls. 
"The Sermon on the Mount," said the dying woman ;

he needed the guidance of God's love and the help of j and she listened while a chapter was read. Just at the

him from one public-house to 
another, and tried by all the 
inducements she knew, to lure 
him home, but seldom with 
any success. In the rains of 
Autumn, and the snows of 
Winter she had followed him 
like his guardian angel to 
bless him, and he would not 
be blessed. But it was over 
now. Hard usage, exposure 
to the weather, and want of 
proper nourishment, had 
brought on a decline, and the 
poor creature lay there on 
the verge of another world.

Two of the children had 
sobbed themselves to sleep ; 
one was yet awake. The fire 
had burnt out, for there was 
no coal in the house to feed it 
with ; the candle had been 
blown out as soon as the mo 
ther wished to sleep, for it 
was the only candle they had. 
The wind had risen higher, 
the stars shone brightly, and 
the snow was hurled against 
the windows by the wind, 
making the glass sound as if 
it were going to break.

Sarah, the child who was 
awake, had sat a long while 
listening to the storm without, 
and thinking of her home 
within building up fancies 
of her future life, and how 
she would comfort her mother 
n years to come if God 
 hould spare her life ; but she 

too fell asleep, and dreamed 
she was in a garden full of 
lowers, and her mother and 
?ather were there, and her 
ittle brother who had gone to 
icaven years before, and her 
sisters too, and they were 
all so happy, for her father 
md given up strong drink, 
and her mother had got   
quite well. The poor child 
vas just enjoying all this hap- 

-' tiness, Avhen she was aroused 
by the watchman crying the hour of midnight. Hastily 
wrapping a shawl round her, she went down for a light. 

" A merry Christmas, my dear," said the watchman ; 
for he had known her for years. "Hasn't your father 
come home yet ? "

" No," said the child, " but he will soon be here, and 
I think mother will soon get better now."

"I hope she will," said he, as she turned away from 
his lantern with a lighted candle.

" I doubt it though," said he, in an under tone. He
looked after her as she shut the door, wishing him good
night, and shook his head mournfully. " God bless thee,"
said he, half aloud and half to himself, "you are a good
child, you are," then passing on his way, he took up his
cry of past twel-elve! but in a subdued voice, for the
candle was shining through the window of the sick room.

In a short time the door of the house was opened, and
a bloated figure tottered in. " Show a light, Sarah
wench," said he, and Sarah ran down to light her poor
drunken father up the stairs. " A merry Christmas to thee,
Maria," said the poor drunkard, approaching the bed.

"Hush, father, mother's asleep."
" Then light me here, child, and let's see if she looks

any better."
The girl did as she was bid. She raised the candle so 

that the light should strike upon that part of the bed 
where her mother lay. Her father opened the curtains, 
but as the light fell upon that marble face, a loud cry 
rung through the room, uttered by the father. The 
mother was fast asleep, but it was the sleep of death.

The dead are soon forgotten, but for some months that 
man was steadier. He then went back to his old ways. 
Lower and yet lower he sank, till in a fit of drunkenness, he

His Holy Spirit. He commended the desire to make 
their homes happy ones, and to secure their own ad 
vancement in life, and pointed out that these objects were 
promoted by the right understanding of spiritual 
truth. Enforcing the necessity of industry, and the 
economy of time as furnishing means of, and leisure for, 
moral and intellectual improvement, he cautioned them 
against wasting precious moments in the perusal of fool 
ish books. He expressed his satisfaction at knowin

conclusion, she was seized with a severe fit of coughing, 
which brought up a quantity of coagulated blood, and 
then she lay down upon the bed exhausted. "It will 
soon be over," said she ; "how I wish your father would 
come ; but he will not be here for hours yet." After a 
few minutes, she asked her children to kneel down around 
her bed, and she prayed. Her prayer was often broken 
by the sobs of her daughters, and often too the fearful 
disease under which she was rapidly sinking, denied her

that many of them were readers of the "British Work- I utterance. But she prayed long, and her prayers were 

man." The Bishop then directed attention to their ivork in ! for her children, and fervently too for her husband.
Bless him, O God," said she in broken accents,

are still mindful of the higher interests of life. In con 
sequence of the visit of the Bishop of London to the 
Midland Railway workshop at Derby, some of the men 
suggested that the Bishop of Peterboro' should be invited 
to address them at" New England." The suggestion Avas 
approved, and the authorities facilitating the object, an 
invitation was sent to the Bishop. Although the worthy 
Bishop is far-advanced in years, and the infirmities of 
age are deeply felt by him, he at once cheerfully accepted 
the invitation. It may, perhaps, be unknown to some of our 
readers, that the present Bishop of Peterboro' -was tutor 
to our gracious Queen, and in that capacity assisted to 
develop those qualities of heart and mind which have 
endeared her Majesty to her people. That the relationship 
was not merely a nominal one, is proved by the fact that 
so far from forgetting her venerable teacher, the Queen con- 
tiaually manifests her sympathy with him personally, and

man." The IJishop then direc
the world work for their own benefit, and that of all 
connected with them, and all about them. He en 
forced the necessity of rest, and explained the appoint 
ment of the Sabbath as meeting this requirement. 
Exhorting them to the observance of the Lord's-day, 
and to the cultivation of the spirit of prayer, he alluded 
to the frequent occurrence of accidents in connection with 
railways, and the awfulness of a sudden call before the 
judgment-seat of God, and concluded by an excellent 
exposition of the good effects which will follow a re 
verential regard of God's laws, and holiness of heart. 

The interesting proceedings closed with the Doxology 

and Benediction.

COST OF SMOKING.

" I ONLY smoke six cigars a-day," said a young man to 
his friend " they only cost threepence a-piece."

" Why," replied his friend, " do you know hpw much 
money you are throwing 
away, beside injuring your 
health ? In fifty years' time 
you will have puffed away in 
smoke nearly Two Thousand 
bright guineas of gold ! "

BENEFIT your friends, that 
they may love you the more ; 
benefit your enemies, that they 
may become your friends.

No man can avoid his own 
company so he had best 
make it as good as possible.

But ye, brethren, be
NOT WEARY

in well doing.
2 THESSALONIANS iii. 13.

and
grant that he may see the error of his ways." She then 
faintly said, " Kiss me, my children, and love one another
 love your poor father; tell him I prayed for him."

But it is time we said something of the family, and 
why this misery had come upon them. Fifteen years be 
fore, this woman whose pinched up cheek was looking so 
ghost-like in the flickering light of the fire, as it cast its 
beams here and there as the flame varied, was young 
and comparatively wealthy. She was the only daughter 
of a respectable tradesman. In the bloom of her wo 
manhood, she had been united to the man of her choice  
the son of a man of wealth. All life's stream gave pro 
mise of happiness. With youth and health and pros 
pects fair before them, they had started with joyous 
hearts. But fifteen years had passed since then. Pros 
pects were all gone, and the lover of her youth had drunk 
deeply of the intoxicating cup, and it betrayed him. 

Eor several years things had gone well with them.
             -, Her husband was industrious 

and had money at command, 
but after awhile he became 
fond of company, neglected 
his business, lost his money, 
then his credit, and at last his 
goods were taken for debts he 
could not pay. Instead of 
rallying, he sank lower and 
lower still in the social grade, 
and at the time spoken of 
he had been for some years a 
confirmed drunkard! 

Often had his wife traced

_________ ________ _ _____ _ 
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sold his goods, and turned his daughters out into the world.
Many years after that, one calm Summer's night, an 

old man lay upon a bed close to one of the windows, in 
one of the wards of the Birmingham Poorhouse. Life 
was fast ebbing away, and it had been one of useless sel-. 
fishness. His brow was damp with the death-sweat, and a 
young woman was wiping it away as it gathered there. \ 
" God bless you, Sarah," said the dying man, "I shall, 
soon be gone. Oh, had I lived a steady life, and avoided, 
the public-house, I might now have been a rich and a 
good man. Do forgive me, Sarah ? "  

"I do forgive you. Father, pray to God to forgive 
you." His glassy eyes were set looking up at his .daughter. 
He clasped her hand. " I might have been a good man 
but for strong drink.' " He slowly relaxed his hold of his 
daughter's arm. His spirit had passed to the last account.

Reader, this is no fiction. The man lived", and died at 
last in the poorhouse, while men in the'same town, 
with not half of his prospects, have kept their car 
riages ! But he loved the drink; and that ruined him.'
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