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OUR FOUR-FOOTED FRIENDS.
AMONG all the animal creation there are no two crea 
tures so completely the friends and companions of 
man, as the Horse and the Dog. What noble quali 
ties have both these creatures how loving, honest, 
faithful, and industrious they are. How the dog will 
guard his master's property, follow his footsteps, watch 
his looks, defend his person. He bears hunger, cold, 
and alas! too often ill-usage, and yet never deserts or

betrays the master he has once loved or the house 
hold he has once felt to belong to. You are often 
compelled to distrust the sincerity and the fidelity of 
man, but a loving dog never.

How base to repay his honest affection and patient 
watchfulness with harshness and blows. The pain 
and suffering of the poor dumb beast when ill-used 
comes not in words to the ear of his brutal master  
but his cry of agony, the laboured throbbing of his faith 
ful heart, his low moan of pain and famine! they are

heard by the All-hearing Ear, seen by the All-seeing 
Eye. The famished dog, wantonly left to starve to death, 
or kicked and lashed till life is a torture that poor beast 
is God's creature as well as his master. Oh, remember, 
" blessed are the merciful, for they shall obtain mercy." 

I have known indeed who has not noble instances 
of faithfulness in dogs. About twenty years ago there 
was a family living near Sloane Square, Chelsea, 
which consisted of a man and his wife, and four 
young children from one to seven years old. One

evening the eldest boy who had been sent on an errand, 
brought home a famished dog that had followed him 
for some distance. It was a rough, ugly-looking 
Scotch terrier. At first they all were for turning the 
dog away, except the little boy who had brought him 
home, and who, with tears pointed to the weak, miser 
able look of the creature, and begged to keep him for 
that night; and truly the beast was in a woful plight: 
his feet and legs were covered with mud and one of 
them lamed; his sides in lumps as if he had been

SIK E. LANDSEEK, 1 K.A. From " The Book of Art:'



THE BRITISH WORKMAN. May 1st, 1858.

cruelly beaten with a stick, and a look o 
such sorrow in his large dark eyes, that i 
set the children crying as they gatheret 
pitifully, yet half afraid, around him. Tin 
mother wished her children to be kind an< 
merciful, so she let the poor &og lie down 
in the wa'shhouse for the night, and gave i 
some food. It was many days before thi 
creature recovered, but even during its suf 
ferings its instinct of gratitude was very 
manifest, and it was useful in clearing the 
cellar of some rats that had long been the 
dread of the little household. Meanwhile 
there was daily an expectation that it wouL 
be owned, for though not a handsome, i 
was said to be a valuable dog. Advertise 
ments were answered, and notice given to 
the police, but no one came to claim it. Th 
children, after trying over all the dogs 
names they could think of, and finding 
none that he answered to, called him "Eose,' 
from no other reason than that he wa; 
found in June.

The father of the family thought th< 
dog had come to London with sheep, am 
had been ill-used i>y some brutal drover 
and left miserable in one of the lanes tha 
led out of the Brentford Road, and so, on 
his partial recovery, had strayed into Chel- 
sea until he found the child who took pity 
on him. However he came; certain it was. 
he proved a welcome addition to the house 
hold. He protected with the utmost care 
an exposed part of the premises; guarded 
the rambles of some fowls that belonged to 
the family, and what was best of all, went 
daily with the children to school, and 
fetched them home. Now there was a very 
dangerous crossing in the road to the school, 
and the eldest boy was hardly able to man 
age his little brother and sister in getting 
across it. The family kept no servant, and 
the mother often found it very difficult to 
leave the baby and the house and take the 
elder children to school. Rose seemed to 
understand all that was needful to be done. 

He would walk in great state before the 
children to the edge of the pavement, then, 
if he saw a carriage coming, he would bark 
at them and run round them' as if they 
were a flock of sheep, and not allow them 
to cross until all was clear, then, still keep 
ing them together, he would cross with 
them, and so frolic along until he came to the 
school, when, after seeing them in, he 
gravely returned, with a look of satisfaction 
on his honest face.

"Rose, it's time to fetch the children," 
would be the admonition, and off went the 
faithful creature, and brought them home 
in the same order that he had taken them; 
in a very little time he knew the hour they 
returned and needed no reminding to fete 
them. As winter came, he would carr 
their dinner basket for them, and ofte 
took an umbrella to his charge in his moutl 
The neighbours used to reckon the time b 
seeing Rose go to fetch the children. Th 
lasted for three years, and then there was 
great sorrow Rose died suddenly, and th 
children mourned for their friend and play 
fellow, with a strong deep grief. " I'll try t 
be as careful as poor old Rose," was long 
saying with those little ones, whenever the_ 
were sent on an errand, or had a charg 
given them.

In the neighbourhood of Merthyr Tydvi 
there are great coal and iron works, and th 
writer was surprised to see some very wiry 
odd-looking dogs, following the steps of th 
miners. It seemed that many of the mer 
took their dogs down into the pits. " Wha 
can they do there? " was the natural in 
quiry. " Oh, they watch our dinners, anc 
guard them from the rats, which sometime 
infest the pits in great numbers." So thesi 
were the patient creatures going down into 
darkness, and sitting for hours as guarc 
over their masters' food. However hungry 
they would not touch it; however dreary 
their darksome life, a word of kindness, an 
approving pat of their masters' hand, was a 
reward that made them leap for joy. Ah 
surely the heart must be dark as the pit it 
self, that could make a cruel return for such 
fidelity.

The horse is not more sagacious and 
faithful than the dog that is impossible, 
but he is assuredly more useful and valuable. 
We think it a~great marvel that man should 
have made a railroad, put an iron horse, 
fed with fire, thereon and rushed with the 
speed of the wind over the length and 
breadth of the land. And we are right in 
thinking it a marvel, for it is, indeed, amighty 
proof of the power of mind, and the skill of 
hand. Bat the first man who captured the 
wild horse of the desert, wreathed his strong 
hamd in the creature's flowing mane, and 
vaulting on his back, subdued his force, 
made him obedient to a mind far higher, 
and a strength far less than his own; that 
man wrought a great marvel also. When 
the Lord gave man the earth, and bade him 
toil on it and subdue it, man could not have 
fulfilled that command without the aid of 
the horse noble creature that he is, whether 
for work, or for convenience, or for 
splendour in all alike, unrivalled. The 
man who over-works, under-feeds, or ill- 
uses the horse, sinks so low that he cught 
not to be called a brute. He has reason, 
and he misuses it, and therefore he is not a 
brute, but a demon.

Very pleasant is it to note the kindly 
feelings that sometimes a man cherishes for 
his horse. The writer was once walking in 
Crawford Street, Mary-le-bone, and an 
empty cab was standing by the pavement;

a Life-guardsman was walking along the 
other side of the way who suddenly stopped, 
looked across with a startled gaze, presently 
came over, and rushed up to the horse in 
the cab. "Iknow him! I know him!" 
he shouted, in a voice of emotion, regardless 
of the passers by " It's my own old 
' Valiant,' my dear old felloXw." The poor 
horse seemed to know the caressing hand 
and voice, for he visibly trembled, laid back 
his ears, and pushed his nose against the 
soldier. There certainly was not only a 
flush on the man's face, but a mist of 
tears, I think, was gathering in his 
eyes. The cabman, who was on the pave 
ment, looked up to him evidently touched 
with the meeting. After a few moments of 
caresses, the Life-guardsman foraged in his 
pocket, muttering as he did so, " He shall 
have it, if it was my last, the dear old boy  
yes, it is'nt much, but it's enough for a feed 
of corn, and ' by George' I'll treat him." 
There was a cornchandler's near; and, in a 
few minutes, out came the soldier with a 
good feed of corn in the nose-bag; and to 
bee him undo the head-gear, and put on the 
bag, the horse meanwhile seeming towinny 
and paw with pleasure, made so hearty a 
picture, that it was no wonder some little 
boys cried, 'hurrah!' and the astonished cab 
man called out in his cockney lingo, " Give 
us your flipper, mate; I ain't met vith a 
cove like you, I dunno the day ven." "Be 
good to him, use him well, he's as good a 
bit of stuff as ever was in harness," said the 
poor soldier, in reply; and, while the horse 
enjoyed his meal, the men were exchanging 
inquiries, and the soldier learned where the 
present stable of his four-footed friend was 
situated, and then he reluctantly went on 
his way, his pocket lightened, it may be of 
his last coin, but his heart warmed; and I 
have no doubt, from the look of the man's 
kind face, that as often from that time as he 
could, he looked in to see after old Valiant. 
And a better lesson on kindness to animals 
;han he had given to the cabman, it would 

difficult to present. He had fed both 
lorse and man the one with corn, the 
other with a good example wholesome 
rain, both. C. L. B.

His father was a pilot, but being 
unwilling that his son should follow so dan 
gerous an occupation on that stormy coast, 
the good man apprenticed George to a 
shoemaker. The lad was obedient to his 
father, but never exactly liked the trade he 
was put to. At length, after he had 
patiently worked at that business for some 
three years, the father was moved by his 
son's continued wish to be a pilot, and ob 
tained his indentures from his master, the 
shoemaker, and took George with him in 
his boat, and commenced teaching him a 
pilot's duty. The youth learned quickly, 
was always ready, sober, and diligent; by the 
time he was nineteen, he was as good a 
pilot as his father. About that time the old 
man died, leaving a widow and some daugh 
ters for George to comfort. From the 
moment that the grave closed over his 
father, the young man resolved that his 
mother should never miss any comfort that 
she had been used to, and he said to her 
"Don't grieve, mother, father's loss is hard 
to bear, but from this time I take care of 
you." And so it proved. Every week the 
same sum the father used to give his wife 
for housekeeping, the son gave to his 
mother. Pilots are well paid, but. in some

'HE'S SUCH A GOOD SON 
HIS MOTHER."

TO

THERE are few places in England where the 
ivaves come in with more power than on 
ome parts of the coast of Cornwall. At 
he town of Bude they have sometimes very 
trong tides, and a circumstance occurred 
here last summer that ought to be known 

to every man, woman, and child throughout 
the kingdom; for it concerns a noble action 
performed by a noble character.

A lady, who could swim a little, was 
bathing, and before she was aware of her 
danger, the strength of the ebb-tide was 
carrying her out to sea. She was roused at 
length, when she found that all her efforts 
to get back were unavailing she called for 
help, and contrived to keep herself floating 
 but her peril was not observed until she 
was swept away so far  that in the then state 
of the tide, no help, without imminent risk 
of life, could be given to her. Women and 
children on the beach shrieked aloud, and 
the cry was raised, "she is lost she is 
carried out to sea she must perish! " A 
young man was busily unlading a vessel, he 
heard the cry; he looked out, and saw a 
dark object floating on the crest of the 
distant wave. In a moment he rushed 
across the beach, throwing off his clothes as 
tie ran he plunged in, his strong arms 
dashed amid the foam, he breasted the 
waves, but with all his haste he did not lose 

wise caution. He knew that drowning 
aeople often clutch those who would rescue 
;hem in such a death-grip that both perish. 
As his powerful swimming enabled him to 
near the lady, who by this time was 
xhausted, and had given herself up, he 

spoke to her and said, "lean save you if 
ou do not grasp me." With a presence 

of mind as admirable as that of the brave 
the lady gasped out, " I will not." 

then rapidly told her as he swam close, 
where she was to rest her hands, and the 
leadly struggle with the waves began. To 
each her was comparatively easy to bring 
tor in, nearly a mile, through a strong surf 
ind against the tide was the difficulty. 
What prayers, and cries, and tears, agitated 
he spectators on the beach, as they saw the 
loble youth, the calm, brave lady fighting 
with the strong surge. Some moments 
pparently overwhelmed, then rising again. 
They can never swim against that wave." 
They are lost." " No, no, they come 
earer." "They are swept back." "No! 
ley are on the shingle God be praised  
ley are safe they are here." Yes! quite 
Dent out, caught in stalwart arms, and 
elcomed with hearty cheers and convulsive 

obs, the lady and her deliverer are borne 
shore. In the annals of rescue from 
ro wning, seldom has there happened such a 
se. Tie self-possession on both sides 
as beyond all praise.
It is doublv pleasant when a brave action 
performed by a truly good man; where 

ndifference to danger may be felt by na- 
ures the reverse of noble, though perhaps 
ut seldom 5 but in this case, the rescue of 
fellow creature from death is but a natural 
owing forth of a nature as gentle as it is 
rave. We have been told, in his native 
ounty, the following history of George

districts they have not much employment, 
and at Bude this is the case; for months in 
the year they have no occupation. Does 
George Bate spend his leisure time in 
idling? No, he works often at his trade as 
a shoemaker, and often at unlading vessels, 
as he was employed when the great incident 
in his life occurred. Doubtless he knows 
who to thank for his bodily strength, for 
his disposition to industry and filial piety, 
and can exclaim humbly, " Not unto us. not 
unto us, but to God be the glory." When 
one of his elder sisters, a worthy servant 
living with a family in North Devon, heard 
the account of George saving the lady's 
life, she said 

"I'm not surprised at any right thing 
George does, for he's such a good son to his 
mother."

of the week; the Cowgate and Grass-mar 
ket, in the meantime, have their own equally 
godless assemblages; although, thanks to 
Mr. Forbes Mackenzie's Bill, Sabbath 
drunkenness does not now disgrace the 
streets of the modern Athens.

Gladly would I exempt the rising gen 
eration from the charge ot thus profaning 
the day which the Almighty claims as pe 
culiarly His own. Many of them, doubtless, 
are reluctantly compelled to join in that 
unhallowed merriment, by which the Sab 
bath is desecrated in their several homes. 
Their sin, of course, lies at the door of their 
unthinking parents. But it is to be feared 
that many young persons, whose parents 
and friends are piously disposed, and whose 
homes are neither profaned by the Sunday 
visit, nor deserted for the Sunday evening 
ramble, are themselves in the habit of 
abusing the Lord's day to their own infinite 
loss, and the dishonour of their beneficent 
Creator and Redeemer. How many such 
young persons spend the morning of the 
Sabbath in loitering about the garden, or 
gazing from the window! How many are 
restless and inattentive, or listless and 
drowsy, in the house of God! How many, 
on their way home from church, or from 
the Sabbath-school, are noisy and rude, and 
troublesome to their associates! How 
many sleep outright during the exercises of 
family devotion, or solicit permission to re 
tire to rest much earlier on the Sabbath 
than on any other evening! In short, how 
many in their hearts say of the Lord's day, 
" What a weariness is it!" and long for the 
morrow, when they can return to their play, 
and the society of their thoughtless com 
panions !

Ah! little do they, whether old or young, 
who thus habitually profane the Sabbath, 
know the misery which they are laying up for 
themselves against a dying hour. The 
writer of these remarks was once the spec 
tator of a scene, which made an indelible 
impression on his mind, and which he will 
now endeavour to describe for the benefit 
of his readers. May they pause over it, 
and ponder, and pray, that they may be 
enabled, through Divine grace, from hence 
forth to fear the Lord always, and more 
especially to keep His Sabbaths holy!

Mrs. B. was a beautiful, and, in many 
respects, an interesting woman. Her pa 
rents were in good circumstances, and there 
is reason to believe that she was brought 
up in the fear of God. But having married 
a coarse and profane man, who professed, 
and, perhaps, felt a violent passion for her, 
she was gradually led into the adoption of 
his sinful habits. One of these was the 
profanation of the Sabbath. Engaged 
throughout the week in the management of 
an extensive concern, and thinking, like 
too many others, that " the Sunday was his 
own," he spent that holy day in a course 
of total forgctfulness of God. In the 
morning he posted his books, and in the 
evening he entertained his friends at his 
table, or enjoyed himself at theirs. It does

THE WIDOW'S SON;
OE,

A NIGHT WITH THE WASHINGTONIANS.
(Continued from page J42J

The duel was to take place on the day 
succeeding the night when the terrible news 
was communicated to the distressed mother. 
Her son was out, and did not return 
until nearly twelve o'clock. Then he 
was half intoxicated, and she felt that re 
monstrance would be vain. All night long 
did she pace the floor of her chamber, the 
wild anguish of her spirit rendering her in 
sensible to physical exhaustion. Early on 
the morning her son was to leave on his 
fatal errand, and she must, if there were 
power in a mother's deep affection over her 
child, prevent him fr&m executing his re 
vengeful purpose. At day-dawn she de 
scended to the parlour to await his appear-

time, when he came stealthily down stairs.
"Mother!" he ejaculated in surprise, as 

he entered the parlour.
"Alfred, you must not go," she said 

firmly, while she looked him steadily in the
face.

A TERRIBLE FACT.
Br a recent report* presented to the Bishops 
of London and Winchester, relative to the 
observance of the Sabbath in London, the 
astounding fact has been proclaimed to the 
world, that more than one-half of the shops 
in the metropolis of this Christian land are 
open on the sacred day of rest!

The Bishop of London has directed the 
clergy of his diocese to preach special ser   
mons on this subject, and we trust that 
energetic steps will be taken to wipe away 
so sad a stain from our land.

not appear that Mrs. B. ever entirely forsook 
the services of the sanctuary; but, accus 
tomed to spend the Sabbath evening in the

" Go where, mother." 
"Do not attempt to deceive me, Alfred," 

she replied in the same calm voice; "I 
know all about your destination this morn 
ing. But your mother says you must not 
go and surely you will not disobey her 
injunction!"

" You know not what you say, mother," 
the young man responded bitterly.

"You will not go, surely, Alfred," she 
said, her tone and manner changing, " now 
that you are aware that I know your errand. 
Do you think that I could live'through the 
suspense of this day?"

" I could curse the miserable wretch, who 
told you this tale," the young man uttered 
between his teeth, as he commenced pacing 
the room backwards and forwards.

"Say you will not go," urged his mo 
ther.

"I canaot say that, for I must go," was 
the gloomy reply.

"O say not so! say not so, Alfred! Let 
there be no blood upon your hands, let me 
not be robbed of my all in this world!"

" Mother, you know not what you say," 
urged the young man; "Ihave been deeply 
and fatally disgraced and injured. Life 
has been rendered a burden to me by that 
man and I will be revenged or die!"

"0 talk not so wildly, Alfred! Is there 
no one in the whole world to be considered 
but yourself? Is all regard and affection 
gone for your mother, who looks up to you 
and reclines upon you as the only prop to sus 
tain her? Think of these trembling limbs, 
this weakened body, fast declining, and for 
bear. Think of your mother's wounded and 
bruised spirit, and pause ere your rash step 
be taken."

"Mother! mother! you will drive me 
mad!" the young man suddenly exclaimed,
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"OH! HIS SABBATHS! 
SABBATHS r"

HIS

IT is truly melancholy to witness the extent 
to which the Lord's day is profaned in this 
nominally Christian country. All classes of 
society, from the highest to the lowest, seem 
determined to set at nought the Divine 
commandment, " Remember the Sabbath- 
day to keep it holy." In London, not many 
years ago, politicians set apart the first day 
of the week for their dinner parties, and the 
the lady of quality for her private concert; 
whilst, even now, the rich cicizen prefers it 
for his drive into the country, or his water- 
party to Richmond, and the tradesman or 
mechanic, tor his periodical visit to the tea- 
garden or the park.

The other towns of England follow but 
too closely, in this respect, the example of 
the metropolis. Innumerable dinner-parties 
weekly profane the Lord's day, in the houses 
of the more wealthy inhabitants; vehicles 
of all sorts are put in requisition to carry 
ladies and gentlemen on pleasure excursions; 
while the taverns and ale-houses are crowd 
ed with the irreverent and dissipated amongst 
the lower orders.

Nor is the case materially different^even 
in highly-favoured Scotland. Look at 
Edinburgh, for instance. When the weather 
permits, numbers of well-dressed people 
assemble every Lord's day evening in the 
Meadows and on the Oalton-Hill, to saunter, 
and flirt, and laugh, and talk over the news

striking his hand upon his forehead.
" Let me urge you, by all the tenderest, 

and dearest considerations, to forbear,"
society of her husband's riotous companions, continued Mrs. Lennox, beseechingly, 
her serious impressions were speedily « Mother you must not speak to me thus!" 
effaced; nor, though in the course of time he said interrupting her, in an excited 
she became the mother of two children, does tone. " You are only drugging the cup 
it consist with the knowledge of the writer, with intenser bitterness. I cannot pause- 
that she ever endeavoured to put a stop to I cannot look back. My honour is at stake- 
the sinful career which her husband and and honour to me is dearer than life." 
herself were following. One thing is cer- And so saving, he turned away and 
tain, that, if she made the attempt, it was made a movement towards the door. 
unsuccessful. "Alfred you must not go!" Mrs. Lennox 

At length, she was attacked by a sudden, exclaimed, springing to his side, and grasp- 
painful, and rapidly fatal illness. The ing his arm tightly. "You must not you 
bodily anguish which she endured was ex- shall not go!"
cruciating; but it was as nothing when "Mother, you know not what you are 
compared with her mental agony. Her sins doing," he said, gently disengaging himself 
rose up before her mind's eye in terrible Then leading her back he seated her upon 
array; but the remembrance of her broken the sofa, and turning, glided away and was 
Sabbaths seemed to afflict her the most, out of the house before she had time to 
Never can the writer forget the look with recover herself.
which she regarded him, as, grasping She did not attempt to follow, for she 
his hand with convulsive energy, she exH felt that to do so would be vain All 
claimed, "Oh! His Sabbaths! His Sab- through the awful day no one came near 
baths! Can He forgive the manner in her. Alone she awaited the fearful result, 
which I have abused His Sabbaths ?" In that would bring her, perhaps, the lifeless 
vain was the all-sufficiency of the Saviour's body of her beloved son or return him 
atonement appealed to. In vain was the with his hand stained by the blood of his 
efficacy of the blood of sprinkling pointed felbw. Slowly did the hours creep by, each 
out. She still tossed about her fevered marking some indelible line of pain upon 
limbs, and still was the ^gonizmg inquiry her over-burdened heart. As the day began 
repeated, On! His Sabbaths! His Sab- to decline, a stupor came over her spirit, 
baths! Can He forgive the manner in Nature seemed to be exhausted. But to- 
which I have abused His Sabbaths? ' After wards evening when it was time for Alfred 
a time, she became more quiet; but whe- to return, if he were ever to return alive, 
ther the Spirit of all grace and consolation her anxiety rose to its highest pitch of in- 
had whispered peace to her troubled soul, tensity. Like a restless spirit, she wandered 
or whether the progress of her malady had frorn room to room, ever and anon going to 
obscured her faculties, must remain a mys- the door, and looking up the street with an 
tery until that day when the Lord of the earnest gaze.
Sabbath shall come to judge the quick and Moment after moment, minute after
the dead, and shall render to every one ac- minute, and hour after hour continued to
cordin \ to their works. " Then shall ye glide away, until the dim twilight began to
return, and discern between the righteous fall around, and still he came not. Weak
and the wicked, between him that serveth and faint with fear, anxiety and suspense,
God and him that serveth Him not." MAL. shefat last sank upon a chair. She had re-
iii- 18. DR. HUIB. mained there about five minutes, when the

. _____ hall door was suddenly thrown open, and
quick feet hurried along the passage. She

Keep the Sabbath day ,o sanctify it, as could not rise, nor speak, nor make a sound, 
the Lord thy God hath commanded thee." But her suspense'was brief. Alfred rushed
DEUT. v. 12.

" Six days shall'work be done: but the 
seventh day is the*Sabbath of rest, an holy 
convocation; ye shall do no work therein: 
it is the Sabbath .of the Lord in all your 
dwellings." LEV. xxiii. 3.

in, and sinking down by her side, burst
into tears.

"My son my son!" she could only mur 
mur, when overtried nature gave way, and 
she became insensible.

(To be continued.)
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TO SCHOOLMASTERS.
OeR warmest thanks are due to the numerous 
SCHOOLMASTERS who are taking a most 
lively interest in extending the circulation 
of the British Workman. In many instances 
the masters and teachers hare kindly under 
taken to procure a monthly supply for the 
scholars or parents, and we have reason to 
believe that hundreds, if not thousands of 
copies have thus found their way to the 
homes of the working classes.

If a few warm-hearted and liberal friends 
in every town would enable the various 
schoolmasters to present a single copy to 
every scholar, with the view of inducing the 
parents to become subscribers, we believe 
that our circulation would soon be doubled.

open all the time. The lady kindly made 
the best of it. She told Jane not to mind 
the beef-tea just then, that Norton would 
make her another cup as soon as she was at 
liberty, and she might just put a few coals 
on the fire, and then go down.

" I am afraid Jane is very careless," said 
Mrs. Green, as soon as her niece had gone 
out of the room, at the same time quietly 
doing all she could to put things in order 
again.

" I cannot persuade her to believe," said 
the lady, " that servants have any occasion 
to think; but, perhaps, that will come in 
time. What I want just now to speak to 
you about, is of great consequence to Jane. 
It is this; she does not seem to attach 
herself to Norton so much as I should have 
liked; because, as she tells me, Norton is 
' so cross;' and she does attach herself to 
the cook, because, as she says, 'the cook is 
so kind.' Now, I have nothing to say de 
cidedly against the cook. She is a very 
clever servant; but whether she is a very 
good woman, I am not quite so sure. Nor-

THE WIDOW GREEN AND HER 
THREE NIECES.

CHAPTER V. 

CHOOSING A FRIEND.

CAREFUL as the widow Green had been in 
looking out jfor a'safe, and suitable situation 
for her niece^ Jane, the place she had found 
her did not seem to answer quite so well as 
she had hoped. When Jane came home to 
see her aunt, she appeared cast -down, and 
often cried, while complaining bitterly hoW;
frequently she was scolded, and how unkind 
everybody was to her in the family where 
she lived, Wiith the exception of the cook 
The cook, she said, had pitied her from the 
first, and often took her upstairs into her 
bed-room, where they both cried together, 

Of course Mrs. Green applied to Norton 
to know what was the matter; but Norton 
could only reply that she hoped Jane 
would do in time. So Mrs. Green thought 
she would go herself one day, and make 
her own observations; for she fancied that 
her own quick eye might, perhaps, pierce 
into the matter without more inquiry. 
She did not go, however, without a suffi 
cient reason;.for, as already said, she had a 
great objection to intruding into other 
people's houses. She therefore took with 
her some summer clothing which Jane 
wanted, and asked to see Mrs. Norton, as 
they were old friends.

When Norton told her mistress who had 
called, the lady said, "Do let her come 
upstairs;" for she knew enough of Mrs. 
Green to feel a great respect for her, and 
thought she should like to say a few words 
to her about Jane. So Mrs. Green was 
shown up-stairs into the fine large room 
where this lady spent the whole of her 
time. She was so ill as only to be able to 
move sometimes from her bed to the sofa; 
but being both a good and a sensible lady, 
she managed to read, and work, and amuse 
herself in many ways, so as seldom to feel 
the time hang heavily upon her hands.

The widow stept softly as she entered 
the room. The lady was lying on a couch, 
with a table beside her, on which her fancy 
work was spread, and she had paper and 
pen and ink; there too, as if she had been 
writing. ^Everything was in beautiful 
order, and the lady herself looked so pale, 
and thin, aid her delicate white hands 
trembled so, that Mrs. Green felt afraid of 
disturbing her in any way, although her 
countenance was very calm and sweet, and 
her voice was very kind. The lady desired 
her to sit down, however, and then told 
Norton to go down and make a cup of 
coffee ready for her friend, and to get out 
some refreshment, as she knew Mrs. Green 
had walked a long way.

They were now left alone, and the lady 
began to gay, "she feared Jane Was not 
happy with her; Norton," she said, "was 
sometimes rather sharp in her way of speak 
ing; and the girl cried so soon, it was 
really quite painful to tell her of a fault."

While she was speaking, Jane came up 
with a tray. She threw the door wide 
open, and left it so while she went up to 
the table. In her way she stumbled over a 
footstool, and this sent her forward with 
greater violence, so that, without looking 
at what was on the table, she flopped down 
the tray upon the writing paper and the 
fancy work, as if they had been nothing. 
This seemecl to startle the lady very much, 
for her work was exceedingly delicate and 
beautiful. The pen, too, was jerked out of 
the inkstand upon a half-written letter. 
As she started, she put the tray back to 
save her things, tand that upset the cup of 
beef-tea, so that .altogether there was a 
great mess, and the door standing wide

ton, I do know, and have known long. The 
cook is so much a stranger to us all, that I 
want you to give Jane a caution about 
being so very intimate with her, until we 
know her better."

Mrs. Green quickly took the hint, thanked 
the lady very much for her kind caution; 
and after a little conversation about her 
health, wished her good morning, and went 
down.

Norton had been directed by her mistress 
to leave Mrs. Green a little while alone 
With her niece; so she said she would take 
up another cup of beef tea, while Jane 
poured out the coffee, and saw that her 
aunt was made comfortable-

" Well, Jane," said Mrs. Green, " I hope 
you are getting on a little better now,"

" Perhaps a little," said Jane, " only 
Norton is so cross."

"Why child," said her aunt," I should 
be cross too, if you always made so many 
blunders as you did just now."

" I don't know what blunders I made,' 
replied Jane, " Mistress spilled the tea her 
self that I'm sure she did, with catching 
jit the tray."
! "Mrs. Russell used to say that of all the 
iittle vexing things a servant could do, she
most disliked a rude way of bringing in a 
tray, and flopping it down upon her work, 
or her writing." ,

" I never saw her work, nor her writing, 
nor that stupid old stool that always throws 
me down."

" That is just where the fault was. You 
might have seen them, and you ought to 
have seen them. Do you remember what 
I said the other day about thinking? "

'' Yes, and I'm sure I have been thinking 
a great deal lately."

' What about, I wonder? "
A slight blush spread over Jane's face, 

which Mrs. Green observed, but did not 
mention, and went on to say, " Whoever 
you live with, and especially a mistress so 
ailing and delicate, ought to be the subject 
of many, nay, most of your thoughts; or 
how can you serve them either acceptably 
or faithfully. A sick-room requires an im 
mense deal of thought. Every movement, 
every act, must stand for something in a 
sick-room. You must either bring some 
thing, or take something away; and often 
both might be done by once going across 
the room. As for instance, you might 
have, taken out with you an empty plate 
that I saw on the table by the window. I 
dare say Norton clears away all the medi 
cine bottles, cups, and spoons; but if there 
be one sight more miserable than all others 
that can be found in a respectable house, it 
is where there is illness, and nobody thinks 
of taking things away when they are done 
with. Why, I have known servants and 
ladies too, that would go in and out of a sick 
room, and leave the chair or the table by 
the bed all heaped up with things that were 
not wanted, and that were very unsightly, 
too."

" Now all this, you see, is done by think 
ing and observing; and it will serve you 
just as well in other rooms, besides that

where illness is. I tell Harriet her kitchen 
would be a thousand times more comfortable, 
and she would find her work only half what 
it is, if she would never go empty handed 
out of it, but always take something with 
her into the pantry, the cellar, or some place 
to which it belongs. This is one of the great 
secrets of making work light and pleasant, 
and of keeping plenty of room, and plenty 
of time upon your hands."

'"Well," said Jane, "I suppose I shall 
learn in time. I am sure if scolding and 
fault-finding will teach me, I shall be perfect 
before they have done with me."

" I am sorry to hear you speak in this 
way," said Mrs. Green, "for your mistress 
seems to me a kind lady, and Norton I am 
sure means well."

" There is nobody very kind to me, here," 
said Jane, " but the cook. If it was not for 
her I'm sure I could not stay."

"And how is the cook so kind?" asked 
Mrs. Green.

" Oh, she always comforts me, and tells me 
not to mind. And one day when I had 
broken a glass, she hid all the pieces, and 
told Norton there had only been four glasses 
on the tray, when she counted them up and 
asked for the other. Indeed, she often stands 
my friend, and tells me never to fear any of 
them, so long as she is with me."

" And she tries to make you a good ser 
vant, and a good girl, does she Jane ? " asked 
the widow.

" She tries to make me comfortable, and 
to get me not to feel things so," said Jane. 

The widow Green looked very earnestly 
at her niece, and then said, " Janey, my 
dear, is the cook a good woman? "

Again the blush, only deeper than before, 
spread over Jane's face, and this time she 
hung down her head, and seemed as if she 
could not speak.

The widow thought, perhaps, it would be 
best not to press the matter any farther just 
now, especially as Norton came down with 
a kind message, say ing that her mistress had 
been thinking Jane might go home with her 
aunt, if she would only be sure to get back 
in good time. Mrs. Green gladly promised 
for her niece, and then went up with her to 
put on her bonnet and shawl. As they 
came down again, the cook was waiting for 
them at the foot of the stairs. She whis 
pered something to Jane, who immediately 
turned back; and her aunt knew it was 
for her purse that she went back, because in 
her haste to get it into her pocket, she let 
it fall, and it jingled on the floor. Mrs. 
Green, however, said nothing at the time, 
but thought she could discover some meaning 
in all this. So she walked away with her 
niece rather more silent than usual, for she 
was pondering (in her mind the best way of 
proceeding so as to do good rather than 
harm.

As it was still early, and the afternoon 
was fine and pleasant, Mrs. Green proposed 
to go a little way round by the fields.

" I know a poor woman," she said " living 
in this neighbourhood, all alone, and often 
in great want; and I think we will look in 
and see how she is to-day."

" Not in that nasty place," said Jane, 
" surely," as they turned a few steps from 
the path up to a little thatched hut which 
had been built against the side of another 
cottage, and looked really not fit for any 
human dwelling.

" Yes, it is here," said her aunt " that poor 
Nancy lives, and laying her hand upon the 
latch of the door, she opened it and went in 
at once. The little miserable hovel had but 
one room for bed, and food, and everything; 
if indeed that could be called a bed, which 
looked like nothing more than a bundle of 
rags of the filthiest kind. Indeed the whole 
place was dirty and forlorn beyond de 
scription. There was but one chair, a 
broken one, and upon that an old woman 
sat, stooping over the fire place, where a 
few sticks were blazing under a kettle with 
a broken spout and no lid.

" Well, Nancy," said Mrs. Green. 
The woman looked up with a vacant 

stare, almost like an idiot. But she soon 
began to talk loud enough, and fast enough, 
abusing her neighbours all around, and

complaining both of rich and poor that they 
let her starve and hunger there, without 
even giving her a crust of bread, or lending 
her a helping hand.

Jane was quite shocked and frightened 
But when the old woman changed her tone, 
and began to whimper and cry, and say how 
long it was since she had had a mouthful of 
any thing to eat, Jane's heart grew pitiful 
and she also felt very much inclined to cry, 
She was just putting her hand into her 
pocket for a few pence to relieve the old 
woman's distress, when her aunt pushed 
her a little back, and taking a small loaf of 
bread out of the basket she carried in her 
hand, said, " There, Nancy, that will help 
you for a little while; and here is a bit of 
tea besides. I meant both for another 
person, but I don't like to leave you without 
anything in the house."

The old woman did not look so thankful, 
as Jane thought she would ; but getting up 
from her chair, she came sideling and smiling 
up to Mrs. Green, to ask her, in a whining 
sort of way, if she had so much as a six 
pence to bestow upon her.

" No, no," said Mrs. Green, " no money 
from me, Nancy, you know the reason why." 
And so saying she bid her good afternoon, 
and went away.

" Now Jane," said the widow, after they had 
walked on a few yards only think of that 
miserable creature ! She is not many years 
older than I am, and see how her hand 
shakes, and her legs totter. She and I once 
lived fellow-servants in the same family. 
She was the cook, and I was under her. 
She was a clever woman, and one of the 
best cooks I ever knew.

" Poor thing ! " said Jane, " what a pity 
that she should ever come to this ! "

" Yes, poor thing, indeed," said her aunt. 
" And how do you think it was."

" I cannot tell," replied Jane, " unless it 
was through being so unfortunate, and 
having no friends."

" No," said her aunt, " that was not it. 
She was always sipping at something to 
make her comfortable, as she used to say, 
until it got such hold of her, that at last she 
took to desperate drinking. And yet, Jane, 
she was very kind to me—kind in a certain 
way; and would have had me go out for 
her to get the gin, and other filthy stuff; 
but I refused, and then she turned against 
me; and so I lost my place by it. But God 
was with me; for though it was a heavy trou 
ble at the time to be suspected of the things she 
charged me with, I lived through it, you see, 
and was not really hurt. Oh, Janey ! there 
is no true friendship -no true kindness 
either, but that upon which we can ask 
God's blessing ! "

  (To be continued.)

HINTS FROM HELPERS. No. 5.
A GENTLEMAN writes from Bromyard:  
" In this little town, with an agricultural 
population, and where six months ago, only 
a very few copies of your paper were 
disposed of, and those nearly all gratuitously, 
now two hundred copies are sold, most of 
them by an active youth, whom I employ 
as a colporteur. If any person having the 
means and leisure, would open a correspond 
ence with your publishers, and procure the 
needful supply either from them or a local 
bookseller, so as to allow an active lad some 
profit on the sale, the circulation would be 
largely increased, and the moral tone of 
the neighbourhood improved."

A lady writes from the Isle of Wight:  
Some weeks since I introduced your 

valuable paper into one of the ship-building 
yards in this'Island, and I have just ascer 
tained that upwards of 200 subscribers have 
been obtained for it amongst the men."

SOLDIERS AND THEIR FRIENDS.
THE June number of the " British Work 
man" will contain costly engravings of Sir 
Henry Havelock; Group of Highlanders; 
(one of the best engravings we have issued) 
with various Hints, and Good Counsel for

CASTLE HOWARD PARK.
ONE of the finest sights which the county 
of York affords to the traveller, is the noble 
mansion of Castle Howard Park. I was 
once there with a party of artists and ama 
teurs who had gathered from all parts to see 
the grand collection of paintings, more par 
ticularly the celebrated one of " The Three 
Marys."

" The Park, the paintings, the grounds, 
are superb," exclaimed one.

" Thanks to the noble owner for allowing 
the public to have such a treat," said 
another.

" 'Tis one of the finest sights I have ever 
beheld," said a third.

"Do you see yonder cottages? " remarked 
a friend from Stittenham, who was one of 
the party, " they are occupied by the tenants 
of the earl. The finest sight / have ever 
seen on this estate, is that of the worthy 
earl in one of those cottages, reading the 
Bible, and then praying with the sick and 
dying." S.

Soldiers, from some of their best Generals 
and friends. We are anxious that copies 
should be scattered in every part of the 
world where British Soldiers are to be 
found. We hope that all our readers who 
have brothers or friends in the army will 
send them copies. A penny stamp will 
pay the postage of a copy to any British 
Colony, if folded up like a newspaper, the 
ends of the wrapper being left open. There 
must be no writing, except the address.

(J^- With 130 Engravings. The 
Yearly Part of the "British Work 
man for 1857 may be had through any 
Bookseller. The Yearly Parts for 1855
and 1856 may still 
Mghteenpence each.

be had. Price

$dT With 400 Engravings. A com 
plete Edition of the "British Work 
man" (from the commencement] may le 
had, bound in cloth, price 4s. 6d. Gilt 
edges, and crimson cloth, price 6s.

THE TWENTY-EIGHT SUGGESTIONS.
COPIES of these " Suggestions for increasing 
the Circulation of the 'British Workman'" 
may be had on application to the Editor, 
3, Cambridge Terrace, Barnsbury Park, 
London. (N.)

"Be sober, be vigilant; because your 

adversary the devil, as a roaring lion, 

walketh about, seeking whom he may 

devour : whom RESIST steadfast in the 

faith."-! Peter, v. 8, 9.

The liberal rates of 
postage adopted by the 
Government enables 
the Publishers to for 
ward packets of the 
British Workman to 
any part of the United 
Kingdom, the Channel 
Islands, the Shetland 
and Orkney Isles, post 
free on the undermen 
tioned terms. To those 
parties who reside 
in the rural districts, far away from any Bookseller, 
the cheap postage rates have conferred a great boon.
* 4 copies for 4d. Or for one year, 4s, \

8   8d. , 8s.
12   Is. , 123.
16 B Is. 4d. , 16s.
20   Is. 8d. , 20s.
24   2s. , 24s.

* Fewer than four copies cannot be sent at this rate.
J3- A single copy sent to any British Colony for twelve 

months for two shillings, paid in advance.

Must be
Paid in

Advance.

All ORDERS to be addressed to the Pub 
lishers, Messrs. Partridge and Cof, 34, 
Paternoster Mow, London. (E. C.~)

LITERARY CONTRIBUTIONS to be addressed 
to the Editor, 3, Cambridge Terrace, Barns- 
bury Park, London. (N.)



164 THE BRITISH WORKMAN May 1st, 1858.

(From " ILHJSTKAT.ED SONGS AND HYMNS for Little Ones.".)

THE SLEEPING INFANT.

Hush! Upon its mother's knee
Baby dear lies sleeping: 

Now we all must quiet he,
On soft tiptoe creeping.

We may kiss its hand, and peep 
At each pretty feature,

But must not disturb its sleep- 
Lovely little creature!

See its dimpled arms, so fair, 
Smooth, and round, and waxen;

And, heneath the cap, its hair 
All so soft and flaxen.

By and bye, when he has groAvn, 
He will laugh and prattle,

Walk about the room alone, 
With his horse and rattle.

In (he garden he shall play
'Mong the pretty flowers, 

And, with loving sisters gay,
Spend the pleasant hours.

Then we'll set him in the swing, 
(But not to turn him over,)

Dance hand in hand, in merry ring, 
And roll him in the clover.

God protect our cherub dear,
Our lovely baby brother, 

And many a long and happy year
Preserve us for each other.

S. W. P.

From "ILLUSTRATED SONGS AND HYMNS 
for the Little Ones," Compiled by TJncle 
John. Published by PARTRIDGE & Co. 
Part I. Price Sixpence.

[We be'ieve that this attractive and valuable Collec 
tion will be welcomed by not a few. "VVe rejoice in 
having been permitted to take a part in supplying a 
worK for the nursery which many mothers have 
long sought for. ED. B. W.]

WHAT AN INFLUENCE.
TIIEEB are at least three millions of mothers 
in Great Britain. These mothers, have, 
it is supposed (aside from older children), 
between two and three hundred thousand 
infants under their charge. No influence, 
at present, can reach these infant minds 
but that of a mother. These minds may 
be moulded at the will or discretion of 
these mothers. If this army of mothers 
should combine to accomplish any given 
object, what might they riot do? If 
every mother would imitate the example of

Hannah of old, and consecrate her infant to 
the service of the Lord, what could with 
stand such a moral influence? And yet, 
from these infants are to come our rulers, 
our judges, our ministers, and all the in 
fluence, either for good or evil, which is to 
sway the destinies of the nation!

with its fish shaped ornaments. The Grotto, 
rich in specimens of shells and spar, its 
curious stones and fossils. But the sweetest 
place of all the ornaments of the grounds 
is the Swiss Cottage. Prom this there is 
a lovely view of the house, a long, low, 
irregular building, garlanded with flowers ; 
and also most enchanting peeps through the 
treee, and rocks of the river, like a silver 
thread interlacing the woods for miles.

Nor was our interest only centred on the 
natural beauties of the scene. The aged 
woman, probably the wife of one of the 
under gardeners, who resides at and shows 
the Swiss Cottage is a character, and one 
that it was good to meet. Oftentimes the 
guides in show houses and grounds, have 
one unvarying story that they repeat to all, 
and seem more eager for a gratuity than 
to manifest civility or intelligence. It was 
very different here. We had heard some 
account of the rapid visit our beloved 
Queen had paid to this sweet place in the 
August of 1856, and of a request that the 
aged matron of the Swiss Cottage had pre 
ferred to her Majesty, and we now inquired 
the particulars.

" Yes," said the venerable woman in reply 
to our questions, " I did speak to the 
Queen, God bless her.'

" What did you say ? tell me the exact 
words."

" Why, when her Majesty came to this 
cottage, and was in the little room up 
stairs, where the china closet is, I plucked 
up heart and said to her, ' Please your Ma 
jesty, ma'am, I had a son, a faithful subject 
of your Majesty, and he was killed in your 
wars out in the Crimea, and I wants his 
medal.' The Queen replied in a soft voice, 
' you shall have it,' and the Prince standing 
at her side, said, 'Killed! poor fellow, poor 
fellow;' they then left,but sent a gentleman 
to ask me all the particulars, and the very

THE SAILOR'S BIBLE.
THERE was a pious widow living in the 
northern part of England, on whom, in con 
sequence of the loss she had sustained, 
devolved the sole care of a numerous family, 
consisting of seven daughters and one son. 
It was her chief anxiety to train up her 
children in those virtuous and religious 
habits, which promote present happiness 
and immortal welfare. Her efforts were 
crowned with the best success, so far as the 
female branches of her family were con 
cerned; but, alas! her boy proved ungrate 
ful, and became her scourge and her cross. 
He loved worldly company and pleasure, 
till, having impoverished his circumstances 
he resolved to go to sea.

When his mother took her leave of him, 
she gave him a Bible, inscribed with his 
name and her own, solemnly and tenderly 
entreating that he would keep the book, and 
read it for her sake 
He was borne far 
away upon the track-

and keep it, and read it, and may God bless 
you it's all I Ve got;" and then he clasped 
my hand, and died in peace."

"Is all this true?" said the trembling 
and astonished mother. "Yes, madam, 
every word of it." And then drawing from 
his ragged jacket a little book, much bat 
tered and time-worn, he held it up, ex 
claiming, and here's the very book too."

She seized the precious volume, descried 
her own handwriting, and beheld the name 
of her son, coupled with her own, on the 
cover! She gazed, she read, she wept, she 
rejoiced. She seemed to hear a voice which 
said, "Behold thy son liveth." Amidst 
her conflicting emotions, she was ready to 
exclaim, " Now, Lord, lettest thou thy ser 
vant depart in peace, for mine eyes have 
een thy salvation."

" Will you part with this book, my 
honest fellow?" said the mother, anxious

The Queen replied in a soft voice, " You shall have it.'

THE QUEEN AND THE OLD 
WIDOW.

ON OCTOBER the 1st, of the last year, .
party of friends went from the pleasant
own of Tavistock to Endsleigh the beau-
iful cottage and grounds of the Duke of

Bedford. It is a lovely place on the banks
f the river Tamar. Kocks covered with

moss, ferns, and a luxuriant growth of
lardy trees overhang the winding river for
miles, while the very softest turf and love-
"iest flowers, adorn the grounds round the
 ottage; and woods sweeping up to the sum-
tiitof the hills, vary the view, and clothe with
aried tints of green, slightly touched with
,n autumnal glow, the undulating banks
etween which the river leaps and sparkles
>ver its rocky bed.

There are many favourite spots in the 
rounds. The Dairy, in its cool shadow 
f sheltering trees, with its rivulet of clear
ater, and marble floor, and milk coolers, 
'he fisherman's cottage on the river's brink,

ENDSLEIGH, THE SEAT OF THE DUKE OF BEDFOBD.

week after, his medal was sent down tome; 
and here it is," she added, holding out a 
little case like a picture, where the medal 
was neatly framed and glazed with the 
inscription.

After looking at this memorial, one of 
our party said, "You have told us what you 
said, tell us how you felt, for it is seldom a 
person in humble life speaks to a monarch." 
The old woman's face kindled as she an 
swered, " I bless God I've been a Christian 
many years I love and honour my Queen, 
my gracious Queen! but I've been 109 long 
used to speak to the King of Kings to fear 
the face of mortal."

We were all silent at this testimony, and 
after a pause, she continued, " I'm not asha 
med to say I'm a Christian; my Bible tells 
me to glory in my Lord, and 1 often speak 
a word about their souls to parties that 
come here. Some seafaring gentlemen 
came awhile ago, brave-looking, gay young 
folks, they were drinking and laughing, 
thoughtless-like, and I said, ' You're going 
on the great ocean, you may some of you 
come back no more. Do you remember 
that as the tree falls so it lies? Do you ever 
think of death? Are you fit to die? For 
there's no repentance after death. Do you, 
dear young gentlemen, ever think of this ? ' 
They were all silent for a bit, and one of 
them came and shook my hand, with tears 
in his eyes, and they all said, ' thank you 
good mother, we'll think of your words.' 
You see, I grieved to see them careless and 
drinking."

' Ah! " said one of our party, " drink is 
the great curse."

" Yes," replied our aged friend, " it is, 
but I and my husband are free of it; we've 
been teetotallers twenty years. We lived at 
Axminster, when we signed, and we were 
the first, and for some time, the only teeto 
tallers in that town. Then we came here, 
and every one who serves our noble master, 
is free to follow conscience in religion and 
morals."

It was a great delight to some of our party 
to meet this aged Christian, and to hear 
;his noble testimony. We left, feeling that 
,he hoary head, when found in the pathf of 

righteousness, is truly a crown of glory. B,

less deep, and year 
after year elapsed 
without the mother 
having any tidings of 
her son. She occa 
sionally visited parts 
of the island remote 
from her own resi 
dence, and particu 
larly the metropolis; 
and, in whatever 
company she was 
cast, she made it a 
point to inquire for 
the ship in which her 
son sailed, if, per 
chance, she might 
hear any tidings of 
the beloved object 
who was always 
uppermost in her 
thoughts. On one 
occasion, she acci 
dentally met, in a 
party in London, a 
sea captain, of whom 
she made her accus 
tomed inquiries. He 
informed her that he 
knew the vessel, and 
that she had been 
wrecked; that he also 
knew a youth of the 
name of Charles    
and added, "He was 
so depraved and pro 
fligate a lad, that it 
were a good thing if 
he, and all like him, were at the bottom of the 
sea." Pierced to her innermost soul on 
hearing this account of her child, this un 
happy mother withdrew from the house, and 
resolved in future upon strict retirement, in 
which she might at once indulge and hide 
her hopeless grief. " I shall go down to the 
grave," was her language, "mourning for 
my son.'' She fixed her residence at one of 
the sea-ports on the northern coast. After 
the lapse of several years, a half-naked 
sailor knocked at her door, to ask relief. 
The sight of a sailor was always interesting 
to her, and never failed to awaken recollec 
tions and emotions better imagined than 
described. She heard his tale. He had 
seen great perils in the deep, had been 
several times wrecked, but said he had never 
been so dreadfully destitute as he was some 
years back, when himself and a fine young 
gentleman were the only individual, of a 
whole ship's crew, that were saved.

"We were cast upon a desert island, 
where after seven days and nights, I closed 
his eyes. Poor fellow! I shall never forget 
it." And here the tears stole down his 
weather-beaten cheeks. "He read day and 
night in a book, which he said his mother 
gave him, and which was the only thing he 
saved. It was his companion every moment; 
he wept for his sins, he prayed, he kissed 
the book; he talked of nothing but this 
book and his mother; and at the last he 
gave it to me. with many thanks for my 
poor services.

"There, Jack," said he, "take this book,

now to possess the precious relic. "No, 
madam," was the answer, " not for any 
money  not for all the world. He gave it 
me with his dying hand. I have more 
than once lost my all since I got it, without 
losing this treasure, the value of which, I 
hope, I have learned for myself; and I will 
never part with it, till I part with the 
breath out of my body."

A SAILOR'S BLESSING.
" THE Lord bless you, sir, in your work," 
said an old sailor to a minister, who had 
just got on board to see his son. "My 
poor old father put a Bible into my chest 
when I first went to sea; I read but little 
for some time, and practised still less; but 
that was the book which led me to know 
myself as a great sinner, and Jesus Christ 
as a suitable Saviour for such a sinner; and 
I hope, at last, to reach in safety the port 
of everlasting rest. I have a b>>y here, and 
sons in the other ships; and I cannot do 
better, I think, than follow my poor old 
father's good example, by putting into each 
of my boys' chests, a Bible."

gsf" With 600 Illustrations. A Complete 
Edition of the " Band of Hope Review,'' for 
the first Seven Years, in one vol. price 7>'-, 
gilt edges, (Js. 6d. post free.

The best Picture Book we know ol."   Alvllier i 
Friend.
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