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to him, an' put his hand on my head, an' tell me them my mite to the temptation that induced landlord and the comfort of going to the House of God, and the
THE SUNDAY BIDE,
very words, biddin' me remember 'em when I was grown landlady, for the sake of gain, to keep open-house for pleasure of the weekly rest in the home, with good books,
AND THE "TBAVB-IiLEB'S BEST." up allers to do my duty in the state God pleased to call the sale of drink; and every Sunday to pass what should or little folks, as a refreshment ?"
me to. Well, mum, so I've tried to do ; but, I've been have been hours of quiet thought or worship, in the "Little folks ! Why I'm sure when any of my neighbours
" AND so, Paul, you're off ? "
midst of such society as could only lower and destroy goes out pleasuring, as they call it, of a Sunday, it's a
"Why not, Susy ?" was my answer to my sister, cottsiderin'" and here Dick paused.
" What have you been considering ?" asked the their higher aspirations. These, and similar self-reproach- misery to hear the crying and the scolding when they
who stood, Prayer-Book int baud, at the door, ready
ful thoughts, pursued me on my homeward ride, and if get home again."
landlady.
dressed for church.
" Ah, such pleasuring as begins by defrauding others
" Whether you won't mind what I'm goin' to say, on my arriyal at the farm, I was not quite so light-hearted
She did not reply to me, and I started, impatient to be
of their Sabbath is sure to end badly. People cannot
gone. It was a pleasant morning in Jtae ; the shadows mum, I 'ope ? whether this sort o' life's what God's as at starting from it, it was no wonder.
" And what sermon did you hear, dear Paul, among go journeys without making the railway-porters and
from the elms and beeches about our home fell upon the pleased to call me to ? "
"How can you doubt it? You're an ostler, and I the fields ?" was the inquiry my sister Susan made, drivers, or the omnibus and cabmen, work instead of
ground, mixed with golden light, a soft breeze was astir
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among the boughs, and down the glade, the greenest of take it, will never be fit for anything else."
eating-houses or taverns, without causing the waiters and
" May be not, mum. I wor allers very fond o' 'osses, dinner.
green grass was yet wet with the raindrops that had
I related to her the conversation I had overheard at servants to work harder on that day than on all the other
fallen overnight, as cool drink for herb and tree, and an' if 'osses could speak, I'm thinkin' they'd talk somethe
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two places on the Sabbath-day that are delightful God's
ously at the prospect of a scamper, and chased round have their rest, as well as Christians, so they ought. future not to go to a public-house on a Sunday.
"A very good sermon, indeed," said my father, who was House, and my house."
and round the grey horse, eager to be away like myself; But that wasn't what I wor goin' to say. Do yon think
John looked puzzled as Smith spoke, and seemed tryso touching my. steed with the whip, and waving my God's pleased to call me to sich a life as this, helpin' sitting near us, with Herbert's Poems in his hand, his
hand in farewell to Susan, I started at a cheerful trot folk to go about an' get drink on a Sunday ? sich a life favourite Sunday book, " and one which I hope you, ing to understand a strange language, as his companion
through the home-plantation, out at the white gate, and as keeps me from church, or any time to think what I've Paul, will profit by. Dick was quite right, and if the added
" I can understand now how it is that the holiday on
across the twenty-acre field towards the lane that would coined into the world for ? If there's any good to be people who go now so thoughtlessly about on the Sablead me on to the wide stretch of moorland I loved so got out o' church-goin', why shouldn't / have a chance bath, killing their own rest, and disturbing the rest of 10th March has, as you say, put you out of conceit of
well to frequent, and that for many a mile surrounded as well as other fnlk ? An' why should you, mum, an' others, could be brought to proper reflection, it would be other days. You have no holiday. It is toil always,
my father's farm. What a joy was a ride on horseback mester, be forced to keep here among, the 'bacca an' ale good indeed.- It has been proposed, I believe, to close either work or worry. That was never meant to be our
to me I All the week confined to a desk and stool in a an' loose talk, when you ought to have time to call your all public-houses on Sunday, and I for one most heartily portion, John, in this world, but we defraud ourselves,
dark counting-house at my uncle's office, the Sunday if own ? I wish all' publics' were shut up o' Sundays." approve the proposal. What right has one part of the and we defraud others. Try my way. Begin next
" But you know as well as I do, Dick, that if we shut community to keep another part, without the strictest Sunday. Oh, it's such a nice happy feeling to get up in
at all fine, was a day to be looked forward to as a holiday,
a day of thorough enjoyment; and this day seemed just up this place on Sundays, we might as well shut it up necessity for so doing, from opportunity of advancement the morning and put on one's clean clothes, and sit down
made for me, as I said to myself while proceeding with altogether. I wish we could do so with all my heart, in the knowledge of Divine things, from all proper en- to breakfast without being hurried, and then to get off
joyment and appropriation of the Sabbath ? All who to a place of worship, and hear what does one good, and
head erect, and wide-open eyes, gazing on the spread-out but it's a Sunday-house."
" So it is, the more's the pity! Why did you ever have an inclination or desire to attend God's House, keeps off the cares and troubles of the week."
sunny land, untroubled by a single care or fear or annoy" What, go every Sunday ? " muttered John.
ance. Now and then, as I checked my horse's trot, and take to it, mum ? Knowin' as it was a Sunday-house ought to be able to do so, and the desire for worldly
"Yes, it's a feast. Just as the treat we had on the
gain should not be laid in their way as a stumblingstood up in the saddle to look the better across the for town parties ? "
There was no answer for a short time. Perhaps the block or temptation. That some are vicious, and prefer to rOyal wedding did not prevent our feeling hungry soon
country, the sound of church bells smote my ears, sweetly
chiming in the distance, sounding all the sweeter to me landlady was puzzled how to reply, perhaps she did not spend the day of rest in drinking, and in feeding unholy afterwards the feast I have on Sunday does not do for
passions is a lamentable thing ; such there are, and will the next. I'm hungry again, and I go to Him who has
like to confess. At length she said :
because so far away.
" We can't all do as we Like, Dick. But as I said be- be, I fear, for many long years to come, but why make promised to feed my soul with the ' bread of life.' And
With some pity, I thought upon the heated pew in the
old parish church, where I knew Susy and her Prayer- fore, if I'd known what I do now, no money should have the way to ruin so easy for them, not only on all other then when I get home we're all so happy, John. And
Book were by this time located, and wished she were with persuaded me. My mother told me how it would be, days of the week, but on this one day also, sacred as it if there should be any trouble, for sickness comes, and
me cm the broad moorland, where every breath seemed and wanted us to begin life in something quieter than a should be to thoughts on the highest and noblest sub- I've had my share of trials, as you know, but just as
to infuse new life into my veins, and every waft of wind 'public,' but we were silly enough to think it was a fine jects? All true lovers of good must see it to be an evil food strengthens the body for labour, so the provisions
to rub off some of the city pallor contracted during the opportunity to make a living. And now, how to get out on the Sabbath, since it deprives both sellers and drinkers of God's House strengthens the soul for endurance. Oh,
week's hard work at day-book and ledger. For some of it is the difficulty ! We should lose a deal of money of the great blessing of a breathing-time from the if my fellow-workmen were of my mind, there would be
hours, I rode on thus, trotting or cantering across the to part with it at present, and the Sundtiy work is more world's cares and distractions, in which they might listen no talk of making the Sabbath-day like the other days
to the voice of God within, or to the words of His of the week, and taking the sacredness out of it; the
open country, alternately cheering on, or whistling back, profitable to .us, than any other."
" That's what you've got to consider, mum. An' I've minister without. What does George Herbert say ? " working-men would show they valued God's gift as He
the dogs, as they gave chase to a rabbit or, bird, or walking slowly along by the side of a brook that wound lazily got to make out, as I said afore, whether God's pleased And he opened the page with the familiarity of a con- meant it to be valued, and they would keep it so holy,
and cherish it so dearly, that none would dare to put a
among whin and heather, on its way to the wider stream to call me to help to this Sunday pleasurin' an' drinkin.' stant reader, at once finding the often quoted lines :
profane hand on it. But while some smoke and drink
You've been a good missis, there's no denyin'; an' mester
that lay in wait to swallow it up, about half-a-mile off.
" Sundays the pillars are
its hours away, and others make a day of travelling and
Leaving the moor, I gained the high road, and was not might ha' been awus 'un, but I've about come to the cowOn which heaven's palace arched lies :
pleasuring, to the injury of multitudes of their fellowsorry to perceive that I was approaching a house, by the elusion to give it up, an' go where I shall get a 'our or two
The other days fill up the space
And hollow room with vanities,
workers, they show they have no value for it as a day
roadside, whose- 'swinging sign told me I could there on a Sunday, for summat else. So ! So-o ! " (This to
They (Sundays) are the fruitful bed and borders
obtain the refreshment needed by myself and my horse. the horse). And then thinking of me, no doubt,.he added
that is called
In God's rich garden."
"THE HOLT OF THE LOHD, HONOURABLE."
An unclouded sun had been shining upon us, and for " These young gents as travels about on a Sunday, when
miies we had no tree to give us shade ; Spanker and the they've no 'casion, don't think about sich things. If And what can we expect if we neglect these beds and And so there are constantly schemes to interfere with it."
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door of the ' Traveller's Rest,' and dismounting, I left out by themselves, an' trouble nobody. But I rethat you and your wife, and little ones, do look so comthe horse in charge of the ostler, and went inside to get member my grand'ther's words, I do 'Do your duty filled with vanities, and the lust for drink grows more fortable, that my wife has often said she don't know how
what I required. The bar was already supplied with in the state of life in which it has phased God to call powerful than the love for heaven, within us ? I am you manage it."
guests, and the small room I was shewn into, had had re- you' an' I mean to try if God haven't called ine to no glad of your resolve, my son, and you yourself will never
" Well, do you and her come with us next Sunday,
o.
regret it."
cent visitors ; it was close, and scented strongly with better nor this, an' so I give you notice, mum."
' A Sabbath well spent
tobacco and stale ale, so strongly, that unwilling to re"I hope you won't think any more of it, Dick ! [Publicans and their servants should petition Parliament
Brings a week of content,'
main in it, I took my glass in hand, and made my way You've been a good servant to us, and we can't part with
in favour of the proposed Bill for Sunday Closing. is our maxim. Try it, neighbour."
down the garden in front of the house, to a shady arbour you, we really can't. You shall have time to yourself
" I think I will," said John, slowly. The bell rang, and
The Liverpool Publicans have done nobly; 1400 of
at the further end, covered with blossoming honeysuckle, o' week days, if I can contrive it, and I'm sure if we
the men, who had been talking in their dinner-hour, went
them have signed the petition I ED. B. W.j
and protected from the road by a hedge of sweetbriar.
could afford it, you should have more wage."
into the workshop.
" Thank you kindly, mum. But that wouldn't settle
; While seated here, enjoying the coolness and rest, the
sound of voices came to my ear from speakers immedi- it noways. All last night I lay a thinkin' about it, an'
A TALK IN THE
ately behind the arbour. I had no need to listen, every I think I'm called to do duty somewhere else."
THE OPEN DOOR.
word was distinct, and the following conversation reached
Here a hoarse shout from the landlord, who if I mis- " WELL, we had a capital treat on the the 10th of March, " Behold, I have set before thee an open door." Rev. iii. 8.
me, while I drank my a'e, a-ul smoked a cigar. The took not, to judge by his red face, made pretty free with John. I think I never enjoyed myself so much in my
speakers I found to be the landlady, and the ostler who his own liquor, roused the landlady from her talk with life. Our children said they thought they should never
DOWN in a rugged Highland glen,
was giving water to my horse.
the ostler. "Missus, there's a dog-cart, and a shay be hungry again, it was such a bountiful feast."
Far from the busy haunts of men,
" It's a fine morning," began the gentler voice, " and coming down the road ! "
A poor old widow dwelt apart,
"Hah, ha, it's all very well for bits of young things to
we shall be busy enough directly, I'll be bound ! "
"Aye, aye," I heard Dick mutter, as his mistress went talk in that way, about enjoying theirselves, and never
Of cheerful hope, yet anxious heart,
" Yes, yes, mum/' responded the gruff organ of the away to attend to the coming customers. " This is Sun- being hungry again, and such like, but I say this, Mr.
For ah, her dear, her only child,
ostler, " Sunday's allers brings plenty o' folk, when it's day, this is!" "Luckily they will not disturb me," I Smith, a holiday for just once in a whole heap of years,
By base seducing lips beguiled,
fine. But for my part, I wouldn't mind if it was allers thought, as I heard the noise of their approach. So I re- and a feast just once, puts one out o' conceit of other
From virtue's path long gone astray,
wet on a Sunday, I wouldn't."
Lived in the city, iar away.
mained in the friendly neighbourhood of the sweetbriar, times when one goes on the same jog-trot way, like a
"Why, Dick?"
finishing my "refreshment," and congratulating myself horse in a mill. That dinner on the Prince's marriageHer child the yearning mother sought:
" There'd be fewer folk go a pleasurm', an we'd maybe that I had vacated the close sitting-room, and should day was very good I don't deny, but thinking o' that,
The prodigal might back be brought be able to get out a bit, like other Christians. I'm about have a few minutes longer quiet. The smoke of the won't keep off hunger ; and wearing of one's bits o'
The girl, now penitent become,
tired o' this work, I am, an' would like a Sunday's rest cigar curled before my eyes, up into the summer air, and best clothes, and sitting down with the neighbours, was
Was hopefully returning home,
sometimes."
went for aught I could tell to form an infinitesimal por- all very well, but it won't come again, as I see, in a hurry."
When, bound anew by folly's chain,
" Now, John, that's a little like grumbling. I don't
" There's no rest likely for either you or me, Dick ! tion of a cloud just defining into shape above me:
To her old haunts she turned again.
So we may as well be contented."
the bees in the honeysuckles murmured, busy and well feel as you say, for I don't consider a holiday such a rare
" I'm not one of your grumblin' ones, I'm not, mum ; pleased at their work, they at least thought it no thing."
Alone the .mother home returned,
leastways I was never reckoned sich. I can werk as wrong to labour on a sunny first day, as well as on
" Don't you, indeed ? why, grumble or not grumble,
Yet not alone she sighed and mourned,
hard as the hardest, an' never budge ; but an ostler's life a fourth or fifth, or any other ; or was 'it that they did you work hard enough, and you've mouths enough
For to the widow's God she cried,
at a inn 's like nobody's else's. He can't never have not think at all ? The pansies and marigolds turned to feed* If you're foreman, and I'm only journeyman,
With faith that would not be denied.
no rest, nor call a bit o' the Sunday his own. Why, I their beaming faces towards the sun ; birds sang; all I don't see that you're better off, for I've only myself and
reckon it's eight year come Wiiissuntide since I wor in a things rejoiced in the sun, and praised, in their way, the my wife and enough too ; and you've a matter of halfThe answer came. One sleepless night,
church."
Sun-Giver. " And what was'I doing ? " asked my heart, a-dozen children. I should think your holidays and
Beside the dying embers' light,
feasts ain't so many ? "
" Could this be called praising God ? "
. " You're no worse off than many others, Dick."
She watching lay, when hark a sound !
" Well, John, I've one every week."
I had begun to think it time to take my departure,
" No, so to speak, I know I'm not, mum. Not so
Was it a footfall on the ground ;
bad as some I know. There'& old Silas at the Grey- when again sounds of human converse met my ears,
" That's a crammer 1 I don't mince the matter, Mr.
Or had she been by dreams beguiled ?- .hound, i' Mayborough, has never seed the inside of a this time from the house : sounds of merriment, singing, Smith. I'm here as reg'lar as most, and I know that no
'Twas she, her lost repentant child ! church or chapel for eight-and-twenty year, he wor a and shouting, and other sounds also, by no means merry, man sticks closer to work than you so don't tell me
tellin' me the other day, but, then, he cares nought about of swearing and objurgation. And I at once arose, such bosh about holidays."
Surprise and full confession o'er,
it, he's lost the taste on't. It's different wi' me ; I'd like anxious to get away. As I neared the house, I perceived
" Don't be cross, John, and I'll prove it to you I've
" Mother," she sobbed, " that unlatched door
to be at home wi' Nancy an' the little 'uns, once now through the open window of a lower room, a company the Sabbath."
How came it open, prythee tell;
and then on a Sunday, an' to go to church wi' 'em tidy of men and women, smartly dressed, with glasses before
" Oh ! you're on that tack are you. Well, in our
So late, and in this lonely dell ? "
Nancy'.frets about it'sometimes, lean tell yer."
them on the table. The men were in various attitudes dead-and-alive quarter there ain't much pleasure to be got
?' We'd all like something we haven't got," responded betokening excitement, two were quarrelling about some out of that. I smokes all the morning, and then I goes
" My child," the toother prompt replied,
the landlady. " Do you suppose 7 don't find it hard to money-settlement, a difference of three-halfpence, I heard, and gets my pint or so of an evening, and precious dull
And pressed her darling to her side,
be tied here serving out beer and gin, and pipes, Sunday as I passed ; and one woman, in very gay pink ribbons, the day is to be. sure for of all the days that is, the
" I've never shut it, night nor day,
after Sunday, when I'd like to be-at church, and hearing had hold of the arm of her husband or lover, trying to women-folks is Grossest of a Sunday ; what wi' extra
The long long time you've been away,
a few words about something better ? But I put up restrain him from violence. An oath, uttered in a very cooking, and then begrudging a fellow his pipe, or prating
For ah, I feared lest you should come,
with it, though it's not what I was used to before I was savage voice, and a scream from one of the- women, about the public-house, or grizzling at having no fine
And, finding no fond welcome home.
married, and I may tell you, Dick, that if I'd known the shewed that a fight was impending. The landlady was Sunday togs it's a wranglingsort of a day, and I'm main
Might turn despairing from the door,
sort of life I was coining to, I would have gone out assuring a steady-looking middle-aged man in the pas- glad when it's over without a shindy that's what I am.
And never never seek it more."
charing for a living before I' d been mistress of the sage, as I entered, that " They had had drink before they Though if we've no stir in our own place, there is such
' Traveller's Best.' I was brought up to like a quiet came here, and were all half-tipsy ; " her face looked lots o' rows all round about us, that I'm sick o' Sundays
In this short tale, oh sinner, see
house on a Sunday as well as anybody, and to go regular anxious and perplexed, while the landlord was joking and for my part."
The love of Jesus Christ for thee.
to a place of worship, and on Sunday afternoons, when laughing with two young men, adorned in rings and
For thee He came, and bled, and died,
" Sick of Sundays, man ? Why you never have a Sunmy mother sat down in the parlour, with the spectacles "hung in chains," at the bar-door. What a bustling day in your way never !"
For thee was scourged and crucified ;
on her nose, reading her Bible, I've sat there beside her house it seemed! Full of noises, mirth and quarrelling,
And, still He mourns thy wayward will,
" Never have a Sunday ! " What do you mean,
by the hour, and heard nothing louder than the clock and suggestive of misery present and to come. Hastily Smith ? I've the same as you."
And yearns o'er the poor wanderer still.
ticking and the cat purring. Now, I've no peace from I paid my reckoning, passed out, and mounting my
Oh turn, repent, believe, obey,
" No, indeed, you have not ; you might have,xbut your
morning till night, and on Sundays it's worst of all, in fine horse, rode gladly away.
Forsake thy erring evil way,
way and mine are different. I go to church. Sunday is
weather, for you know what trouble them junketting
No more the waiting Saviour grieve,
As I went along, Dick's words lingered awkwardly my weekly holiday that my Heavenly Master gives me,
parties give us, let alone the rest. But" and here I in my ears. "These young gents that travels about on and He gives it to you, and to all. I go to His House
s. w. P.
-Enter the " open door," and live.
heard her give a deep sigh " I try to do my duty in the a Sunday, when they've no 'casion, don't think about to thank Him for it, and to enjoy it. And then I have
state of life in which it has pleased God to call me, as sich things." And were they not true? Had I ever time to talk to my children, and to sit comfortable in my
^* In the Press. How TO STOP DRUNKENNESS. By Charles
the parson says."
- " -.
thought about the welfare of innkeepers or ostlers when, home with my wife. I should not know very much of Buxtoa, Esq., M.P. There was a short silence, broken only by the sound of Sunday after Sunday, for the last four months, I had either the wife or the little ones, but for the Sabbath.
NOTICES TO COBB,ESPOJS"DEITTS.
the bucket being laid on the ground my horse I sup- wandered about on horseback, and had taken wayside God is our Father as well as our Master, and he knows
pose having drank what he needed.
refreshment just as I had been doing now ? It is true what feelings He has put into parents' hearts, and He WE cannot notice anonymous* Correspondents.
Then Dick resumed. " That's just what I've been I was not a noisy or quarrelsome guest, like those I had gives one day in seven for fathers and mothers and
g^> Supplies of small red Posting-bills for Workshops, Coffeeoic., may be had, gratis, and post-free, on application to the
houses,
o'
sort
good
a
was
considering mum ! My grandfather
left behind, but as far as my influence and example ex- children all to.be glad and rejoice together; T don't
Editor. These bills are also suitable for enclosure in letter*.
man, and when I wor ever so little had used to call me
know how you do your work, or bear your life without Address, No. 9, Paternoster Row, London. E.G.
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V/ELSH BOY A3STD HIS BIBLE.
" As I was travelling, not long since, on the mountains of
Conway, there passed on the road a little boy with a big
book under his arm. I asked him what book he had
but we could not understand each other. He was a little
Welsh boy, and the book was a Welsh Bible. He passed
on out of sight. Our party proceeded along the mountain
side, and shortly after stopped to sketch. A small voice
from a distance above us caught our ear. I said to my
friend, a Welsh pastor, who accompanied us, " Climb up
those rocks a little, and see who it is." He did so. It
was that little boy on the mountain top praying to the
God who made the mountain. His Bible was open before him. He reads and prays ; again he reads a few
verses, and prays again. He was asking God to bless
the town of Conway, and that on the morrow (it was
Saturday afternoon) many sinners might be converted,
and that God would bless His servants everywhere, as
they preached His word. Oh, what a glorious religion,
I thought, which can make that little boy a high priesl
of the Almighty. I felt strengthened in my work the
next day, and often since that, as I have thought that
many such precious little ones are praying for us." Rev.
Newman Hall.
"THEBE'S A BRXGHTEB FIBE AT
HOME."
As, marching sturdily along,
Giles Thresher sought his own hearth-side,
The cold north wind blew loud and strong
Across the moorland wide :
And, ere he gained the inn hard-by,
Misnamed, " The Good-man's House of Call,"
Dark, storm-driv'n clouds o'erspread the sky,
And rain began to fall.
The window, with its curtain red,
And brilliant light-gleam, seemed to smile ;
It bade him so his comrades said
Step in, and rest awhile.
All else was dark, so dark and drear,
I cannot wonder that he deemed,
When shouts of laughter met his ear,
That all was as it seemed ;
And longed to join that mirthful crew,
And sit beside that blazing fire,
The while the north wind stronger blew,
And sounds of storm rose higher.
" Come in, to shelter from the rain ! "
Cried host and hostess, kindly bent
On hospitality and gain
Giles Thresher paused and went.
But, on the threshold of the place,
Whence came those frequent shouts of glee,
He started at an upturned face ;
A child's hands clasped his knee :
»

And, sweetly heard above the mirth,
A voice said, "Father, I have come,
To tell you there's a brighter hearth,
And better drink, at home."
It was enough ; the father bowed
His stalwart form, he raised the child }
And, 'midst the laughter long and loud,
He stood erect, and smiled.
Her smooth cheek pressed his shaggy hair,
Her sweet breath cooled his fevered brow ;
He clasped her tight he did not care
For all their jesting now !
He turned again to face the wind,
Again he strode across the moor,
He left the inn-light far behind,
He gained his cottage door:
The while the child he loved to strain
Close to his warm and manly breast,
Lay almost hid from wind and rain,
Like bird in sheltering nest.
Beside the hearth, expectant now,
The mother sits, and softly sighs.
" So late ! " is written on her brow:
" Be patient! " in her eyes.
The door springs wide, the logs blaze high,
The wife's pure kiss is warmly given ;
The door is shut, the winds pass by : >
Storms do jnot enter heaven
And earthly homes of peace and light
Are types of that eternal rest,
Where all things sinless are, and bright,
And beautiful, and blest.
Night darkens grimly o'er the plain,
As, with a smile of honest pride,
The toil-worn man conies once again
'To this his own fireside.
Dry garments wrap his wearied frame,
His fond wife pours the fragrant tea \
The darling, who to meet him came,
Is seated on his knee.
Ah, better far than noise and din,
Than steaming glass, or foaming can,
This homely rest, this peace within,
For him for every man !
*
' *
*
*
Let every wife whose heart's desire
Is that her husband may not roam,
fire,
brighter
the
have
to
care
Take

And better drink, at HOME.

c. H.

THE DBTJNKABD'S BIBLE.
BY MRS. S, C. HALL,

"THERE is more money made in the public line than in
any other, unless it be in the pawn-broking," said Martha
Hownley to her brother ; "and I do not see why you
should feel uncomfortable ; you are a sober man : since
I have kept your house, I never remember seeing you
beside yourself; indeed, I know that weeks pass without
your touching beer, much less wine or spirits. If you
did not sell them, somebody else would. And were you
to leave ' the Grapes ' to-morrow, it might be taken by
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those who would not have your scruples. All the gentry
say your house is the best conducted in the parish."
" I wish I really deserved the compliment," interrupted
Matthew, looking up from his day-book. " I ought not
to content myself with avoiding beer, wine, and spirits ;
if I believe, as I do, that they are injurious alike to the
character and health of man, I should, by every means
in my power, lead others to avoid them."
"But we must live, Matthew ! and your good education would not keep you we must live ! "
" Yes, Martha, we must live ! but not the lives of vampires; " and he turned rapidly over the accounts, noting
and comparing, and seemingly absorbed in calculation.
Martha's eyes became enlarged by curiosity the small
low curiosity which has nothing in common with the
noble-spirit of inquiry. She believed her brother wise
in most things ; but in her heart of hearts she thought
him foolish in worldly matters. Still, she was curious :
and, yielding to what is considered a feminine infirmity,
she said : " Matthew, what is vampires ? "
Matthew made no reply ; so Martha who had been
" brought up to the bar " by her uncle, while her brother
was dreaming over an unproductive farm troubled as
usual about " much serving," and troubling all within
her sphere by worn-out and shrivelled-up anxieties, as
much as by the necessary duties of active life looked
at Matthew as if speculating on his sanity. Could he
be thinking of giving up his business, because of that
which did not concern him ! but she would "manage
him." It is strange how low and cunning persons do
often manage higher and better natures than their own.
" Martha," he called at last in a loud voice, " I cannot
afford to give longer credit to Peter Croft."
" I thought he was one of your best customers : he is
an excellent workman ; his wife has much to do as a
clear-starcher ; and I am sure he spends every penny he
earns here " such was Martha's answer.
And more!" replied Matthew "more! Why,
last week the score was eighteen shillings besides what
tie paid for."
" He's an honourable man, Matthew," persisted Martha. " It is not long since he brought me six'tea-spoons
and a sugar-tongs, when I refused him brandy (he will
mve brandy). They must have belonged to his wife,
for they had not P. C. on them, but E. something ; I
brget what."
Matthew waxed wroth. " Have I not told you," he said
" have I not told you that we must be content with the
lesh and blood, without the bones and marrow of these
)oor drunkards ? I am not a pawn-broker to lend money
ipon a man's ruin. I sell, to be sure, what leads to it,
>ut that is his fault, not mine."
" You said just now it was yours," said his sister sulkily.
" Is it a devil or an angel that prompts your words,
Martha ? " exclaimed Matthew impatiently ; then leanng his pale, thoughtful brow on his clasped hands,-he
idded : " But, however much I sometimes try to get rid
if them, it must be for my good to see facts as they are."
Martha would talk : she looked upon a last word as a
ictory. " He must have sold them whether or not, as
ie has done all his little household comforts, to pay for
rhat he has honestly drunk ; and I might as well have
hem as any one else. My money paid for them, and in
the course of the evening went into your till. It's very hard
if, with all my labour, I can't turn an honest penny in a bargain sometimes, without being chid, as if I were a baby."
" I am sorely beset," murmured Matthew, closing the
book with hasty violence " sorely beset; the gain on
one side, the sin on the other ; and she goads me, and
puts things in the worst light: never was man so beset,"
he repeated. > helplessly ; and he said truly he was
" beset" by infirmity of purpose, that mean, feeble,
pitiful frustrator of so many good and glorious intentions.
It is at once a blessed and a wonderful thing how the
little grains of" good seed" will spring up and increase if
the soil be at all productive, how it will fructify I A
great stone may be placed right over it, and yet the shoot
will forth sideways, perhaps, after a long, noiseless
struggle amid the weight of earth a white, slender
thing, like a bit of thread that falls from the clipping
scissors of a little heedless maid creeps up, twists itself
round the stone, a little, pale, meek thing, tending upwards becoming a delicate green in the wooing sunlight strengthening in the morning, when birds are
singing at mid-day, when man is toiling at night,
while men are sleeping, until it pushes away the stone,
and overshadows its inauspicious birthplace with strength
and beauty !
Yes ! where good seed has been sown, there is always
hope that, one day or other, it will, despite snares and
pitfalls, despite scorn and bitterness, despite evil report,
despite temptations, despite those wearing backslidings
which give the wicked and the idle scoffers ground for
rejoicing sooner or later it will fructify !
All homage to the good seed ! all homage to the
good sower !
And who sowed the good seed in the heart of Matthew
Hownley ? Truly, it would be hard to tell. Perhaps
some sower intent on doing his Master's business perlaps some hand unconscious of the wealth it dropped
perhaps a young child, brimful of love, and faith, and
;rust in the bright world around perhaps some gentle
woman, whose knowledge was an inspiration rather than
an acquirement perhaps a bold, true preacher of THE
WORD, stripping the sinner of the robe that covered his
deformity, and holding up his cherished sins as warnings
;o the World ; perhaps it was one of Watts's hymns,
earnt at his nurse's knee (for Matthew and Martha had
mdured the unsympathising neglect of a motherless
hildhood), a little line never to be forgotten a whisper,
soft, low, enduring a comfort in trouble, a stronghold
n danger, a refuge from despair. 0 what a world's wealth
s there in a simple line of childhood's poetry ! Martha
herself often quoted the Susy Bee; but her bee had no
wings ; it could muck in the wax, but not fly for the
joney. As to Matthew, wherever the seed had come
rom, there, at all events, it was, struggling but existing
)iding its time to burst forth, to bud, and to blossom, and
o bear fruit!
The exposure concerning the spoons and sugar-tongs
made Matthew so angry, that Martha wished she had
ever had anything to do with them ; but instead of
voiding the fault, she simply resolved in her own mind
lever again to let Matthew know any of her little transctions in the way of buying or barter that was all!
Matthew, all that day, continued more thoughtful and
ilentthan usual, which his sister considered a bad sign ;
e was reserved to his customers nay worse he told a
roman she shbuld not give pritfcto her infant at his bar,
nd positively refused, the following Sunday, to open his
ouse at all. Martha asked him if he was mad. He
eplied : "No I " he was "regaining his senses." Then
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Martha thought it best to let him alone he had bee
" worse" that is, according to her reading of th
word, " worse " before taken the " dumps " in the sam
way, but recovered, and gone back to his business lik
a man.
Peter Croft, unable to pay up his score, managed
nevertheless, to pay for what he drank. For a, whol
week, Martha would not listen to his proposals for pay
ment " in kind ;" even his wife's last shawl could no
tempt her, though Martha confessed it was a beauty, an<
what possible use could Mrs. Peter have for it now ? i
was so out of character with her destitution. She hearc
no more of it, so probably the wretched husband dis
posed of it elsewhere : this disappointed her. She migh
as well have had it; she would not be such a foo^
again ; Matthew was so seldom in the bar that he couk
not know what she did! Time passed on, Martha
thought she saw one or two symptoms of what she considered amendment in her brother. " Of course she
argued, " he will come to himself in due time."
In the twilight which followed that day, Peter Croft,
pale, bent, and dirty, the drunkard's redness in his eyes,
the drunkard's fever on his lips, tapped at the door of
the room off the bar, which was more particularly Martha's room it was in fact her watch-tower the dooi
half-glazed, and the green curtain about an inch from
the middle division; over this, the sharp observant
woman might see whatever occurred, and not one could
go in or out without her knowledge.
She did not say "Come, in," at once ; she longed to
know what new temptation he had brought her, for she
felt assured he had neither money nor credit left.
And yet she feared " Matthew made such a worry
out of every little thing." The next time he tapped at
the window of the door, her eyes met his over the curtain, and then she said, " Come in," in a penetrating
sharp voice, which was anything but an invitation.
" I have brought you something now, Miss Hownley,
that I know you won't refuse to lend me a trifle on,"
said the ruined tradesman ; " I am sure you won't refuse, Miss Hownley. Bad as I want the money, I could
not take it to a pawnbroker ; and if the woman asks for
it, I can say I lent it, Miss Hownley you know I can
say that."
Peter Croft laid a BIBLE on the table, and folding
back the pages with his trembling fingers, showed it was
abundantly illustrated by fine engravings. Martha loved
" pictures ; " she had taken to pieces a Pilgrim's Progress,
and, varying the devotional engravings it had contained
with abundant cuttings out from illustrated newspapers,
and a few coloured caricatures, had covered one side of
a screen, which, when finished, she considered would be
at once the comfort and amusement of her old age.
After the drunkard had partially exhibited its contents,
he stood by with stolid indifference, while she measured
the engravings with her eye, looking ever and anon towards the screen. " Very well," she said, uttering a
deliberate untruth with her lips, while her mind was
made up what to do " very well! what did you say
you wanted for it ? " He repeated the sum : she took
out exactly halfj and laid the shining temptation on the
table before him.
" Have you the heart, Miss Hownley," he said, while
fingering, rather than counting the money "have you
the heart to offer me such a little for such a great deal ? "
" If you have the heart to sell it, I may have the hear
to offer such a price," she answered with a light laugh
" and it is only a DRUNKARD'S BIBLE !"
Peter Croft dashed the money from him with a bitte:
oath.
" Oh, very well," she said ; " take it or leave it."
She resumed her work.
The only purpose to which a drunkard is firm is to
his own ruin. Peter went to the door, returned, took

the money " Another shilling, miss ? it will be in the
till again before morning."

Martha gave him the other shilling : and, after he wa;
fairly out of the room, grappled the book, commencec
looking at the pictures in right earnest, and congratulated herself on her good bargain. In due time the house
was cleared, and she went to bed, placing the Bible on
the top of her table, amongst a miscellaneous collection
of worn-out dusters and tattered glass-cloths " waiting
to be mended."
That night the master of "the Grapes" could not
sleep ; more than once he fancied he smelt fire ; and
after going into the unoccupied rooms, and peeping
through the keyholes and under the doors of those thai
were occupied, he descended to the bar, and finally entering the little bar-parlour, took his day-book from a
shelf, and placing the candle, sat down, listlessly turning over its leaves, but the top of the table would not
shut, and raising it to remove the obstruction, Matthew
saw a large family BIBLE ; pushing away the day-book,
he opened the sacred volume.
It opened at the 23rd chapter of Proverbs, and, as if
guided by a sacred light, his eyes fell upon the 29th verse,
and he read :
" Who hath woe ? who hath sorrow ? who hath
contentions ? who hath babbling ? who hath wounds
without cause ? who hath redness of eyes ?
" They that tarry long at the wine; they that go to
seek mixed wine.
" Look not thov apon the wine when it is red, when
it |giveth its crkiur in the cup, when it moveth itself
aright.
" At the '.4st it biteth like a serpent, and stingeth like
an adder } '
He dashed over the leaves in fierce displeasure, and, as
if of the/nselves, they folded back at the 5th of Galatians :
" Envy/ngs, murders, drunkenness, revellings, and such
like : of the which I tell you before, as I have also told
you in time past, that they which do such things shall
NOT INHERIT THE KINGDOM OF GOD."

" New and Old, New and Old," murmured Matthew
to himself " I am condemned alike by the Old and the
New Testament." He had regarded intoxication and
its consequences heretofore as a great social evil ; the
fluttering rags and fleshless bones of the drunkard and
his family, the broils, the contentions, the ill-feeling, the
violence, the murders wrought by the dread spirit of
alcohol, had stood in array before him as social crimes,
as social dangers ; but he did not call to mind, if he
really knew, that the Word of God exposed alike its destruction and its sinfulness. He was one of the many
who, however good and moral in themselves, shut their
ears against the voice of the charmer, charm he ever so
wisely ; and though he often found wisdom and consolation in a line of Watts's hymns, he rarely went to the
Bible for the strengthening and refreshing of his soul.
He turned over the chapter, and found on the next page
a collection of texts, written upon a strip of paper, in the
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careful hand of one to whom writing was evidently not
a frequent occupation.
Proverbs the 23rd chap. " For the drunkard and the
glutton shall come to poverty, and drowsiness shall
clothe a man with rags." 1 Corinthians, 6th chap. 10th
verse " Nor thieves, nor covetous, nor drunkards, nor
revilers, nor extortioners, shall inherit the kingdom of
God."
" Again that awful threat! " murmured Matthew ;
" and I have been the means of bringing so many of my
fellow-creatures under its ban ? "
1 Samuel, the 1st chap. "And Eli said unto her,
How long wilt thou be drunken ? put away thy wine
from thee." Luke 21 "And take heed to yourselves,
lest at any time your hearts be overcharged with surfeiting, and drunkenness, and cares of this life, and so that
day come upon you unawares."
" Ay, THAT DAY," repeated the landlord " that day,
the day that must come ! "
Ephesians the 5th chap. " And be not drunk with
wine, wherein is excess ; but be filled with the Spirit."
Proverbs 20th chap. " Wine is a mocker, strong drink
is raging, and whosoever is deceived thereby is not wise."
" Woe to thee who setteth wine to thy neighbour, and
mingleih strong drink to his destruction."
He rose from the table, and paced up and down the
little room ; no eye but His who seeth all things looked
upon the earnestness and agitation of that man ; no ear
but the All-hearing heard his sighs, his half-muttered
prayers to be strengthened for good. He said within
tiimself, " Who will counsel me in this matter ? to whom
shall I fly for sympathy ? who will tell me what I ought
to do ? how remedy the evils I have brought to others
while in this business, even when my heart was alive to
its wickedness ? " He had no friend to advise with
none who would do aught but laugh and ridicule the
dea of giving up a good business for conscience' sake ;
so it was, that it occurred to him "You have an
[mmortal Friend, take counsel of Him pray to Him
earn of Him trust Him ; make His BOOK your guide;"
and opening the Bible he read one other passage.
' Keep innocency, and take heed to the thing that is right,
r that shall bring a man peace at the last."
Pondering on this blessed rule of life, so simple and
>o comprehensive, he turned back the pages, repeating
t over and over again, until he came to the first fly-leaf,
wherein were written the births, marriages, and deaths
if the humble family to whom the Bible had belonged ;
and therein, second on the list, he saw in a stiff, halfmnted hand, the name EMMA HANBY, only daughter
)f James and Mary-Jane Hanby, born so-and-so, maried at such a date to PETER CROFT !
" Emma, Hanby " born in his native village ; the
ittle Emma Hanby whom he had loved to carry over
he brook to school by whose side in boy-love he had sat
n the meadows for whom he had gathered flowers
whose milk-pail he had often lifted'over the churchtile whom he had loved as he never could or did love
voman since whom he would have married, if she,
ight-hearted girl that she was, could have loved the tall,
ellow, awkward youth whom it was her pastime to laugh
,t, and her delight to call " Daddy " was she then the
rife the torn, soiled, tattered, worn-out, insulted,
roken-spirited wife of the drunkard Peter Croft! It
eemed impossible ; her memory had been such a sunbeam from boyhood up ; the refiner of his nature the
dream that often came to him by day and night. While
passing the parochial-school when the full tide of girls
rushed from its heat into the thick city air, his heart had
often beat, if the ringing laugh of a merry child sounded
like the laugh he once thought music; and he would
watch to see if the girl resembled the voice that recalled
his early love.
" And I have helped to bring her to this," he repeated
over and over to himself; " even I have done this this
has been my doing." He might have consoled himself
by the argument, that if Peter Croft had not drunk at
" the Grapes " he would have drunk somewhere else ;
but his seared conscience neither admitted nor sought an
excuse ; and after an hour or more of earnest prayer,
with sealed lips, but a soul bowed down, at one moment
by contempt for his infirmity of purpose, and at another
elevated by strong resolves of great sacrifice, Matthew,
carrying with him the Drunkard's Bible, sought his bed.
He slept the feverish, unrefreshing sleep which so frequently succeeds strong emotion. He saw troops of
drunkards blear-eyed, trembling, ghastly spectres,
pointing at him with their shaking figures, while, with
pestilential breath, they demanded " who had sold them
poison ? " Women, too drunkards, or drunkards'
wives in either case, starved wretched creatures, with
scores of ghastly children, hooted him as he passed
through caverns reeking of gin, and hot with the steam
of all poisonous drinks.! He awoke just as the dawn
was crowning the hills of his childhood with glory, and
while its munificent beams were penetrating the thick
atmosphere which hung as a veU before his bedroom
window.
To Matthew, the sunbeams came like heavenly messengers, winging their way through the darkness and chaos
of the Iworld, for the world's light and life. He had
never thought of that before ; but he thought of and
felt it then, and much good it did him, strengthening his
good intent. A positive flood of light poured in through
a pane of glass which had been cleaned the previous
morning, and played upon the cover of the poor Drunkard's Bible. Matthew bent his knees to the ground, his
leart full of emotions the emotions of his early and
Detter nature and he bowed his head upon his hands,
and prayed in honest resolve and earnest zeal. The
iurden of that prayer, which escaped from between his
ips in murmurs sweet as the murmurs of living waters,
was that God would have mercy upon him, and keep
lim in the right path, and make him, unworthy as he
was, the means of grace to others to be God's instrument for good to his fellow-creatures.; to minister to the
)rosperity, the regeneration of his own kind. Oh, if
jod would but mend the broken vessel, if He would but
leal the bruised reed, if He would but receive him into
lis flock ! Oh, how often he repeated " God give me
trength ! Lord strengthen me ! "
And he arose, as all arise after steadfast prayer
trengthened and prepared to set about his work, I
now quote his own account of what followed.
" I had," he said, " fixed in my mind the duty I was
;alled upon to perform ; I saw it bright before me. It
tvas now clear to me, whether I turned to the right or to
he left: there it was, written in letters of light. I went
lownstairs, I unlocked the street-door, I brought a ladder from the back of my house to the front, and with my
iwn hands, in the gray, soft haze of morning, I tore
.own the sign of my disloyalty to a good cause. ' The
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The Landlord of the " Grapes'1'1 emptying the casks and demolishing the bottles in his cellar.
Grapes' lay in the kennel, and my first triumph was
achieved. I then descended to my cellar, locked myself
in, turned all the taps, and broke the bottles into the
torrents of pale ale and brown stout which foamed
around me. Never once did my determination even
waver. I vowed to devote the remainder of my life to
the destruction of alcohol, and to give my power and
my means to reclaim and succour those who had wasted
their substance and debased their characters beneath my
roof. I felt as a freed man, from whom fetters have
been suddenly struck off; a sense of manly independence
thrilled through my frame. Through the black and reeking arch of the beer-vault, I looked up to Heaven ; I asked
God again and again for the strength of purpose and perseverance which I had hitherto wanted all my latter life.
While called a ' respectable man,' and an ' honest publican,' I knew that I was acting a falsehood, and dealing in
the moral perhaps the eternal deaths of many of those
careless drinkers, who had ' sorrow and torment, and quarrels and wounds without cause,' even while I, who sold the
incentives to sorrow and torment, and quarrels and wounds
without cause, knew that they ' bit like serpents and stung
like adders.' What a knave I have been! erecting a tern pie
to my own respectability on the ruins of respectability
in my fellow-creatures ! talking of honesty, when 1 was
inducing sinners to augment their sin by every temptation that the fragrant rum, the white-faced gin, the
brown bouncing brandy, could offer all adulterated, all
untrue as myself all made even worse than their original
natures by downright and positive fraud ; talking of
honesty, as if I had been honest ; going to church, as if
I were a practical Christian, and passing by those I had
helped to make sinners with contempt upon my lip, and
a ' Stand by, I am holier than thou !' in my proud heart,
even at the time I was inducing men to become accessories to their own shame and sin, and the ruin of their
families."
( To be concluded in our next.)

"Wash me throughly from mine
iniquity, and cleanse me from
my sin. For I acknowledge my
jressions: and my sin is
transg
before me. PSALM 11. 2, 3.

SLEEPEKS, AWAKE!

HOME MANNERS.

ONE Lord's-day afternoon, the late Mr. Fuller, of Kettering, perceiving some of his hearers to be drowsy, as
soon as he had read his text, he struck his hand three
times against the side of the pulpit, calling out, " What!
asleep already ! I am often afraid I should preach you
asleep : but the fault cannot be mine to-day, for I have
not yet begun! "

WE sometimes meet with men who seem to think tha
any indulgence in an affectionate feeling is a weakness
They will return from a journey, and greet their familie
with a distant dignity, and move among their children
with the cold and lofty splendour of an iceberg, surrounded by its fragments. There is hardly a more unnatural sight on earth than one of these families withou
a heart. A father had better extinguish a boy's eyes
than take away his heart. Who that has experienced
THE WIFE AT HOME.
the joys of friendship, and values sympathy and affec" OH, Jane, Jane ! " exclaimed a mother, who was the tion, would not rather lose all that is beautiful in nature's
wife of a working-man, as she stood at a neighbour's door, scenery, than be robbed of the hidden treasures of his
" you know I was out' charring ' yesterday, and earned heart ? Cherish, then, your heart's best affections
Indulge freely in
a shilling, which
the warm, and
was a little help
gushing emoto my husband's
tions of filial
wages, but what
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and
do you think!
fraternal love.
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God. Let it be
" Well, now,"
a studied object
replied
her
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mestic culture,
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to give them
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" I am truly
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You
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opinion,
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should be a
and love to man.
keeper at home."
Dr. Hall.
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Fault-finding. There is a disposition observabla
in some to view unfavourably everything that falls under
their notice. They seek to gain confidence by always
differing from others in judgment, and to depreciate
what they allow to be worthy in itself, by hinting at
some mistake or imperfection in the performance. You
are too lofty or too low in your manners ; you are too
frugal or too profuse in your expenditure ; you -are too
taciturn or too free in your speech ; and so of the rest.
Now, guard against this tendency. Nothing will more
conduce to your uncomfortableness than living in the
neighbourhood of ill-nature, and being familiar with
discontent. The disposition grows with indulgence, and
is low and base in itself; and if any should be ready to
pride themselves on skill and facility in this unworthy
science, let them remember that the acquisition is cheap
and easy ; a child can deface and destroy ; dulness and
stupidity, which seldom lack inclination or means, can
cavil and find fault; and everything can furnish ignorance,
prejudice, and envy, with a handle of reproach. W. Jay.
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In God have I put my trust: I
will not be afraid what man can
do unto me.
Thy vows are
upon me, O God: I will render
praisesunto thee PLALM ivi. 11,12.
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