! Registered for Transmission Abroad.

No- 115. July, 1864. Price One Penny.

THE VILLAGKB BLACKSMITH, AND THE KXNG'S MEESENQEB.

THE

458

BRITISH

WORKMAN.

July 1st, 1864.

Eeader, has this message of pardon, full and uncon
THE BALES OF COTTON.
though God himself besought you by me, receive Hi;
offers of pardon and grace, and be reconciled to Him ditional, through the mercy of God in Christ Jesus our THE Preston Herald, of Saturday, April 3Grh, gives an
No man who is reconciled to God talks as you talk. 0 Lord, been brought to you ?
account of the arrival on the previous Thursday of two
Many messengers bear it, and by various means, yet waggon-loads of cotton, consigned to the owners of
your deeds and ways I know nothing ; but your ow
it
may
be
you
have
never
heard
it
before.
If
not,
re
conscience will tell you whether you live, and speak, an
Farington mill, in the vicinity of Preston, which had
JEFFRY HATES was a persoji of considerable importance act, like a follower of the gentle, loving Saviour."
ceive it now : investigate it, it is worth the trouble. It ceased working for upwards of a year and a half. It is
in his. little neighbourhood, fur not only was he the
speaks as unto wise men : judge what it says with your pleasing to know that the long dependence upon charity
"Your horse is shod, Sir."
champion of every malcontent who braved a quarrel, and
"I thank you, heartily, for good speed and goo< calmest, deepest attention.
has not so demoralized the operatives as to make them
resolved to fight it out with the offender, but he had the work," said the stranger, placing the charge in the hand:
Or you may have heard but never heeded the message. careless whether they get to work again or not. The
first and surest news in days when armed horsemen did of the smith, " and I pray that, by the operation of th If so, you are involved by this in a more terrible re
the work now performed by rail and telegraph, and when grace of God upon your heart, your feet may soon b sponsibility than any previous acts of rebellion have following verses embody a description of the manner in
gossips bursting with impatience, rushed to the black shod with the preparation of the gospel of peace. Yoi created. Frofaneness, uncleanness, " covetousness, which which the villagers received the news of the coming of
smith's forge to hear from his lips the last report left cany on more than your mere trade in this workshop is idolatry "—these or other terrible sins of our age may the cotton, and how they welcomed it when it came :—
behind by some galloping rider who had been detained friend ; see to it that the record be written by Him wh mark the character of your rebellion ; or you may
What means this stir and bustle
,
while his horse was shod.
Along the village street ?
keeps a book of remembrance of them that fear the Lon happily be exempt from these sins, and in the quiet
Jeffry did not fail to make the most of such opportu and think upon His name. What a messenger yon patient discharge of duty you may sustain a blameless
And why do friends and neighbours
nities ; and at a time when insurrection had disturbed a might be of love and mercy from the Prince of peace reputation amongst men. But your guilt is—and this
With joyous faces meet ?
portion of the king's dominions, he was in the height of to those who come to talk with you here! "
will be esteemed the crowning manifestation of sin at the
For many dreary, weary months,
village popularity, dispensing news, and leading politics,
Has Farington been sad—
" They would not come for a sermon, I reckon," said judgment-seat of God—that you have refused to ac
and enjoying the well-earned distinction of being known Jeffry, attempting to laugh, as he looked round.
cept the Lord Jesus Christ as your Saviour.
And why to-day is Faringtou
as the best craftsman of his kind, and the most loyal,
This rejection of mercy involves consequences you may
So jubilantly glad ?
" Try it; and the next piece of iron you mould bj
to be found on the great London road.
yonder fire, liken it in your mind to a hard human heart well ponder.
One dark evening, as usual the bright fire from the cast under the softening influence of Divine love, and
From
house-roofs, doors, and windows,
It stamps your rebellion as voluntary and wilful. It
smithy of Jeffiy Hayes flung its ruddy glow across the reshaped by the omnipotent Creator for holy and happy will be vain to plead natural alienation from God, to urge
On the blustering breeze of spring,
highway, the sounds of labour had ceased, and several uses. Good night, friends all, and the Lord be with you.' that you became a rebel by the force of education, or
Flags, banners, shawls, and handkerchiefs
idle villagers were lounging round their oracle until he
Their
gaudy colours fling ;
example,
or
influence.
These
things
may
have
de
" Stop, Sir," said the smith, stepping after the traveller
should think proper to put out his fire, and adjourn with " who are you that talks to Jeffry Hayes in this uncom termined your moral position at the outset, but they do
Young men and maidens are bedecked
them to the nearest ale-house. The smith himself, with
With flowers and branches green—
not involve a necessity that you should remain wedded
way ? "
broad shoulders and muscular arm, was flourishing his mon
Does
Farington
this day await
to
evil,
when
good
has
been
placed
before
you,
and
when
" One who had a message from God unto you, and has
great hammer to the eager narrative of an angry youth,
The entry of a queen ?
you have been invited to the acceptance of all that is
who was telling-of an insult he wished to avenge, and delivered it," replied the stranger, as he rode quickly blessed in the favour of God, and holy in His sanctifying
" It is coming !—It is coming ! "
was enlisting the pugnacious sympathies of his athletic away.
power.
About
half
an
hour
afterwards,
as
Mary
Hayes
sa
Every man and woman cries,
friend, who praised his courage, and promised all honour knitting by her cottage fire, she was surprised by the
It will aggravate the penalty of your guilt. We are
With smiles upon their pallid cheeks,
able assistance on the occasion.
arrival of her husband full two hours before his usua" not permitted to know the character of the " worm which
Hope in their sunken eyes.
"Ay, I was sure you would stand by me ; and see time.
Being a person of good sense, she uttered no dieth not," the " fire which never shall be quenched."
The children gather in glad groups,
justice done," said the obliged challenger.
'
Their untold horrors are more fearful from the veil cast
comment,
but
set
his
chair,
and
while
hewashed
away
And answer back the cheer,
" That will I," said Hayes, warmly. " Fix time and
marks of his daily toil, prepared supper. Hayes over them. But we know that the bitterness of the sin
" It is coming !—It is coming !
place, and I'll be there to the minute, if the high-sheriff the
did not seem to have much appetite, nor disposed to be ner's final retribution will be enhanced by the conviction
In an hour it will be here ! "—
himself, on his majesty's errand, brought his horse to be very
but after looking at the fire for that it is the result of his own deliberate choice—that
shod, as no one but Jeffry Hayes can do it. But hark ! some communicative,
Heaven opened its gates for his entrance, and he, madly
time,
he
suddenly
spoke.
See
! the long white cloud of vapour !
here comes a horseman, and I hear by the foot-fall there's
spurning its glories, sped his swifter course to ruin and
" Mary," said he, " have we got a Bible ? "
Hark ! the locomotive's beat!
work to be done yet. Stand by my lads, and let the
" A Bible! Oh, yes ; don't you remember the big to Hell.
As the train sweeps to the siding
gentleman ride straight in."
!
This is the moral penalty. Other forms of suffering
that mistress gave me when we were married ? "
Behind the village street.
In a few seconds more a horseman rode up, and asked book
" Ah, to be sure! Get it, will you ? I want to find may follow upon final impenitence and unbelief!, but the
Up from the eager multitude
if a lost shoe could be replaced at once.
thought of this is enough and more than enough to make
in it."
There swells a joyous hum,
" Just in time, Sir," said Jeffry, stepping forward, and something
leaf after leaf was turned over in vain ; the Bible the boldest tremble, to quicken the apprehensions of the
Till, like a peal of thunder,
lifting the hoof, while the rider dismounted, and leaning to But
Jeffry Hayes was like a foreign land to one ignorant most careless. Oh, may it suffice to arouse you to re
Bursts the glad shout—" It is come ! "—•
against the door-post, surveyed by firelight the several
flection, to lead you, dear reader, to give earnest heed to
of geography.
persons ia the shed.
Yes, the welcome bales of cotton
"I can't find it," said he ; " can you, Mary ? Some your soul's eternal interests. "Knowing the terrors of
" You've ridden hard and far, Sir," remarked the thing
the Lord," we beseech you to flee from the wrath to
Have come to Farington,
about feet shod with the gospel of peace."
smith, as he proceeded to work.
And the gloom that hovered o'er it
Alas, Mary was not much better informed than her come. But more especially we again urge on your at
" Yes ; and must go farther still before I rest," re husband,
Is broken up and gone.
until she remembered that there was a passage tention the love and grace of the King's message : to
plied the stranger.
wit,
"
THAT
Gor>
WAS
IN
CHRIST
RECONCILING
THE
Once more the idle spindles
about armour in one of the Epistles, whereupon, with her
" Important business on hand, I suppose, Sir," said knitting-needle
WORLD UNTO HlMSELF, NOT IMPUTING THEIR TRES
Shall merrily go round,
to
glide
before
her
eyes
down
the
pages
Jeffry.
PASSES UNTO THEM.
* * *
FOR HE HATH MADE
And through the long-hushed village
verse
by
verse,
she
finally
settled
it
triumphantly
upon
"Very. lam a king's messenger, and must not the 15th verse of the last chapter in the Epistle to the HlM WHO KNEW NO SIN TO BE SIN FOR US, THAT WE
Shall the songs of labour sound.
loiter on my way."
..• MAY BK MADE THE RIGHTEOUSNESS OS1 GOD IN HlM."
Ephesians.
"If hammer could speak, that of Jeffry Hayes would
A band of matrons and of maids
" That's it! " said her husband ; and having read the
" This message as from God receive,
have borne witness to the right loyal grasp of its master's verse,
Come down the village street,
he read the chapter, and afterwards the Epistle too.
Ye now may come to Christ and live;
powerful hand, as he swung it with increased vehemence
Light are their hearts, and bright their eyes,
0 let His love your hearts constrain,
" Mary," said he again, after another reverie, " there
and precision on hearing this intelligence.
Nor suffer Him to die in vain."
And nimble are their feet;
is
to
be
a
fight
between
Young
Moss
of
the
Dell
and
Will
" Good news at court, I hope, Sir," said he, pompously.
To the thrilling strains of music,
Crofts
of
our
village."
ggf
The
foregoing
article
forms
one
of
the
^excellent
series
of
" The very best. A free pardon for all rebels."
And with a right good will,
" A fight! " exclaimed Mary ; and are you to be in racis issued by the " Young Men's Christian Association," 165,
" A free pardon ! " exclaimed all at once. " What!
They push the heavy waggons
Aldersgate Street, London, an Institution which has proved a
the thick of it as usual ? "
after all they have said and done ? "
To the store-yard of the mill.
" I promised to be with them, and see fair play, and 'lessing to tens of thousands of the young men of England.
; " Free, unconditional pardon," repeated the traveller,
Some kiss the bales of cotton,
''except it be considered a condition that they accept it." I must keep my word."
" Then what have you to do with the Bible and the
SUFFERING.
TEAWQUILLITY
And welcome them as friends
"They can't, surely, but do that," exclaimed Jeffry ;
Come
back once more to gladden them
" the very thought of such clemency ought to make them gospel of peace ? " asked Mary, quickly.
" I want to see if we can't have fair play, and yet MR. VENN was on a visit at the house of a very intimate
From Earth's remotest ends.
lay down their arms, and be true subjects for the rest of
no fighting," said Hayes, thoughtfully, " and I shall friend, where a lady of great piety was ill of a dangerous
The mothers clasp their children,
their lives."
and exquisitely painful disorder. The physician who
here for a way till I find one."
And
weep, they know not why,
" Yet, strange to say, that the fact, though quite cer search
Mary marvelled greatly, as her husband regularly attended her, one day observed to Mr. Venn, that he was
And some pour forth their gratitude
tain, does not do it."
home every evening to pursue that search, and quite at a loss to explain how she was enabled to bear
In prayer to God on high.
" What, are they going on in rebellion in the face of came
she remarked how much fewer were the profane or such a severity of suffering, as he well knew attended
pardon, and with no hope, either, of success to their angry
expressions which now mingled with his con her complaint, with so much tranquillity, and so little
Then, with one voice, the villagers
eause at last ? "
symptom of murmuring and restlessness. " Can you
The grand old anthem sing,
" Even so, except here and there one who sees things versation.
The day fixed for the fight at last arrived, and Jeffry account for it, sir ? " added he. " Sir," said Mr. Venn,
"Praise God from whom all blessings floic"
in a better light."
that lady happily possesses what you and I ought to
standing between the waiting combatants, and
Till hill and valley ring.
"Well, then, they deserve execution ; and why shonld Hayes,
pray
for,
—
the
grace
of
our
Lord
Jesus
Christ,
the
love
surrounded by an eager ring of village gazers, took a
" Praise him all mortals here below,"
not justice take its course ? " said the blacksmith, fiercely. hand
if God, and the fellowship of the holy Ghost."
of
each.
"
Well,"
said
he,
looking
from
one
to
Until the solemn strain
" My opinion is, that it's possible to be too lenient ; and the other, " which of you is the most like Cain ? which
Soars heavenward through the April sky,
loyal men look to governments to do their duty without is
prepared
to
show
himself
a,
murderer
?
"
And echo sings again.
fear or favour."
THE LITTLE GRAVE.
The young men, surprised and sullen, sought to
" You would have me believe that you are not a rebel withdraw
Men, women—all who labour,
their hands from the blacksmith's grasp.
"!T'S only a little grave," they said,
yourself, friend," said the stranger, in a low voice, to the
And strive for honest gain,
" Look you, my friends," said he, " I promised to
smith.
" Only just a child that's dead ;"
From
the highest to the humblest one
come to see fair play, and as I helped on the quarrel in
And so they carelessly turned away
" I! Yes, I would like to see the man who dares call the beginning, it is fit I should see the end of it. I tell
That toils with hand or brain,
From the mound the spade had made that day.
me a rebel," said Jeffry Hayes, with the voice of a you both, that fair play is to forgive one another, and
Forget
not how this village showed
Ah, they did not know how deep a shade
Stentor, and mingling his speech with many terrible the bravest of you is he who dares to forgive first. Come
Its
gratitude
and love,
That little grave in our home had made.
oaths ; " he should know something of this arm ; " and down, now, and talk it over with me at the forge, and I'll
And remember every blessing here
down came the hammer upon the anvil with a blow that prove to you that this is the right way of thinking.
Comes down from Heaven above.
E. P. s.
I
know
the
coffin
was
narrow
and
small;
made the roof ring again.
Good-morrow, friends ; there will be no fighting here to
One yard would have served for an ample pall;
" Then that dare I," said the traveller, boldly ; " and
day, I promise you."
And one man in his arms could have borne away
your own lips have condemned you."
A NEW CASTE IN CALCUTTA.
" You are making fools of us, smith," said one of the
The rosewood and its freight of clay ;
" You had better mount and be gone," whispered a youths, angrily.
OUR beloved Queen had not long been proclaimed
But I know that darling hopes were hid
villager, at the siaht of Jeffry's face like a thundercloud,
Empress of Hindostan, when two young men (brothers)
" No, no, you did that for yourselves when you quarrel
Beneath that little coffin-lid.
as he slowly lifted himself from bending over the horse's
left England in the good ship " Fairy," to seek their
nothing, and I want to see you wise men again."
hoof, and fixed a flashing eye on the stranger's face, who led"about
fortunes. After a protracted voyage, caused by storms
What a queer end to a fight! " exclaimed the disap
I know that a mother stood that day
nevertheless stood unmoved and undismayed, adding pointed
and contrary winds, they were favoured to reach Calcutta
villagers, as Jeffry Hayes marched triumphantly
With folded hands by that form 01 clay!
deliberately—
in safety ; and almost immediately obtained employment
Off the ground, with a stout, sheepish-looking youth on
I know; that burning tears were hid
"' Thou shalt not take the name of the Lord thy God
in a public company, as they had with them good testi
side. " Only to think of great Jeffry Hayes turning
'Neath the drooping lash and aching lid ;
in vain ; for the Lord will not hold him guiltless that either
monials, confirmed by the captain, who also stated that
peace-maker; it's as good as a fight to see it, so we
And I know her lip and cheek and brow
taketh His name in vain.' So runs the holy law, and haven't
they were zealous teetotalers. Drunkenness prevails in
altogether lost our time."
Were almost as white as her baby's now.
I call you all to witness that no loyal man trifles with or
four or five years afterwards, a passing visitor at
India to a fearful extent; Europeans die off in con
profanes the name of the prince lie- loves and serves. theSome
Hall
walked
through
that
village
with
the
squire.
sequence like rotten. ; sheep. Our young friends soon
I know that some things were hid away,
How say you, friends ; is it not rebellion against God The evening was drawing on, and the blacksmith's forge
began housekeeping, which involved six servants. It
The crimson frock and wrappings gay ;
willfully and continually to break and despise his law ?" was becoming conspicuous in the deepening twilight.
seems a large number for two young men. The native
The little sock and the half-worn shoe,
There was no answer, and Jeffry was busy with the " You must just look in here for a moment before we re
servants were much astonished to find that their masters
The cap with its plume, and tassels blue ;
shoe again.
said the squire, " for I am proud of our village
used neither intoxicants nor narcotics ; and in conversing
And an empty crib, with its covers spread,
" But," continued the stranger, " I told you that I am turn,"
smith,—he is a tamed lion ; once the most fiery, quar
with
other servants, said, " Our masters belong to a new
As white as the face of the guileless dead.
the King's messenger, bearing unconditional free pardon relsome fellow in the county, and a violent politician, too,
caste
from England, never before seen in India ; they
to all who will accept it. All have sinned, all are rebels ; with a frame strong enough to enforce any argument and
do not smoke, nor drink strong drink, neither do they
'Tis a little grave ; but Oh, have care,
but God, who is rich in mercy, 'so loved the world, that carry any bad majority ; but now the quietest, soberest,
swear ; and they speak and behave kindly to us : we
For
world-wide
hopes
are
buried
there
;
He gave His only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth and most Christian man I know of."
like the new caste well." After the brothers had
And
ye,
perhaps,
in
coming
years,
in him should not perish, but have everlasting life.' Is
been in the service of the company some considerable
Here they reached the forge, and were respectfully
May see, like her, through blinding tears,.
it not enough to silence the blasphemous tongue, and
time, two other higher situations became vacant, for
Jeffry Hayes.
How much of light, how much of joy,
make him reverence the God who loves like this ? Will greeted byfriend,"
which they applied. Oa the day appointed for filling
said the visitor, after looking at him
Is buried up with my only boy.
you accept free pardon, and act out your own views of for"aMy
the vacancies, about fifty applicants were anxiously wait
few moments, as if endeavouring to recall some
its consequences, my honest friend ? "
ing on the premises of the company, when an official
of the past, if I mistake not, you once shod
" Why ask only me ? there be others here who need recollections
Sure for Stammering.—A correspondent, who made his appearance, and, looking round, said, "I
my horse on a dark winter evening, and I"—-—
it fully as much," said the smith, in a surly tone.
" Sir, if I mistake not," exclaimed Jefhy, with a glow as long afflicted with stammering, and who had tried want the two teetotal brothers. Oh ! there they are."
" I do say it to all. ' Whosoever will, let him take of
arious remedies without success, states that he has been He beckoned them into the office and engaged them at
the water of life freely." I have no reserves on my list, of pleasure on his face, after an equally searching look lerfectly
cured by the following simple plan, viz., reading once, and dismissed the other applicants. It is gratify
but, according to my royal Master's will, I repeat His at the stranger's countenance, and an attentive ear to his loud in the
open air, for an hour or two daily for about ing to know that there are in Calcutta others belonging
own proclamation to every sinner,—' He that believeth voice, "if I mistake not, you are the King's messenger
At the end of this period the stam- to this new caste, one of whom recently returned to
on Him that sent me hath everlasting life, and shall not who bore the pardon for guilty rebels on that night. It wo months.
was a 'word in season,' Sir, and I have proved how good aering disappeared.
England, and communicated the above particulars to the
come into condemnation.'"
writer.
M. T. M.
" I thought you were on an errand from the real court, it was. It led me to turn from darkness to light, and
and not making up a tale to preach to us," said Hayes. changed the village firebrand into a meeker, happier man. The Water of Life-—"Whosoever will, let him
Just Published. With Illustrations. Price Is.
"It is no made-up tale ; it is solemn truth, as you And now, by God's mercy, the rebel blacksmith seeks to ake the water of life freely." But he does not always Window Gardens for the People, and Clean and
will one day prove; and as God, the King of kings, is be a King's messenger himself."
;et a draught at the first asking. But let him ask
Tidy Rooms. By Rev. S. Hadden Parkes, M.A. This book
•Will be found most useful for parochial and School Libraries.
real,—as heaven and hell are real,—I beseech you, as ,
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MABY DEA3ST.
YOUNG Mary was the fairest girl,
In'all the country round,
A gentler, or a truer heart,
Was nowhere to be found.
Her golden hair about her neck,
In soft rich tresses hung,
And when she spoke, her low tou'd voice,
With sweetest music rung.
Her bright-blue eyes, so truthful were,
Her cheeks like roses bloom 'd ;—
You'd ne'er have thought, that joyous heart,
To sorrow could be doom'd.
Her parents almost worship'd her !
They knew her good, - as fair,
That she might ever so be kept,
Was their continual prayer.
The poor,—they loved her very name,
And said there'd never been,
A better,—kinder friend to them,
Than little Mary Dean.
A youth who'd twenty summers seen,
Lov'd Mary true and well;
If Mary liked him in return,
She did not care to tell.
Ere long the young man came to ask
If Mary he might wed,
The old man ponder'd o'er his words,
And droop'd his silver'd head.
What ? give away his only child,—
His greatest joy on earth ?—
No,—not to W arwick's proudest Lord,—
Or one of nobler birth !
He paus'd awhile as though he rais'd,
His heart to heaven in prayer ;
For God was his Great Counsellor,—
He sought for wisdom there.
A tear was in his mild grey eye,
Kind words were on his tongue,
He tried to smile,—then meekly said,—I lov'd when I was young.
But soon to Mary sorrow came,
For both her parents died,
And in the thronged old churchyard, they
Were sleeping, side by side.
Twelve lonely, tearful months, roll'd by,
And Harry asked again,
•If Mary then would be his wife, —•
He did not ask in vain.
'She soon was his, a happy bride,
A loving trusting wife,
To guess his every wish, or whim,
The study of her life.
Her father's cottage, still her home,
How happy would she be,
'Twas there her infant days were spent,
On her fond mother's knee.
A change alas! came o'er her life,
Things were not as of old ;
She bore her sorrow patiently,
And kept her grief untold.
Time slowly pass'd, but left sad lines,
On Mary's cheek, and brow,
And many wondering, ask'd themselves,
Where are her roses now ?
One night, the clock had long gone twelve,
When Harry home returned ;
He stood,—and listen'd anxiously,
His cheek with anger burn'd.
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A MOTHER'S PBAYEES.

THE NAIL HOLES.

SOLDIERS.

SOME few years since, an East Indian trader was at
tacked while cruising in the Indian Ocean by a piratical
schooner, and the attack being sudden and unlocked for,
the merchantman fell an easy prey into the hands of the
pirates. The captain and several of the crew were slain
during the conflict, and the rest being,gagged and heavily
ironed, were laid in the pirates' boats for removal to their
own vessel, and then the murderous gang proceeded to
the ship's cabin, inteading there to complete the work of
destruction, and see of what treasures they could possess
themselves.
As they descended the companion-way, they heard a
soft voice evidently engaged in supplication ; and the
chief, directing his followers to halt at the entrance, went
noiselessly forward to ascertain whence the voice pro
ceeded. Bending low to avoid observance, he peeped
into a door that stood ajar, and there knelt a fair young
woman, with a beautiful boy at her side, one arm clasped
caressingly around the child, and the other raised in
earnest supplication. " Oh God of all mercy," said the
beseeching voice, as the face of tearful agony met the
pirate's view, " save the life of my child, if such be thy
holy will: but rather let him perish now by the assassin's
knife, than fall a, living prey into such hands to be trained
up to a life of sin and infamy. Let him die now, if such
be thy decree ; but Oh, let him not live to dishonour thee,
and perish at last eternally." The voice ceased, choked
with tears of agony ; and there stood the pirate, trans
fixed to the spot by the tumult of his own emotions. In
imagination he was again a child ; his own pious mo
ther's prayers and instructions, for long years forgotten,
rose before him, and God's Spirit sent such an arrow of
conviction to his heart, that instead of carrying out his
murderous designs, he sank upon his knees, and cried
out for mercy. After assuring the lady that no harm
should be done her, he hastened to the deck, unbound
the captive crew, and restoring them to their ship, re
turned with his men to their own.
Shortly afterwards he surrendered himself to the
British East India Government; but so great was the
remorse he suffered for his past crimes, that before his
trial came on, he was attacked with fever, that in a few
days proved fatal. Before his death he made a full con
fession of the crimes of his past life, manifesting the
deepest penitence in view of his guilt, and he expired
humbly trusting in Jesus for mercy and acceptance with
him. Thus were his pious mother's prayers answered at
last, and her erring child saved, as we may trust, even
at the eleventh hour. What a heritage for good are the
F. B. F.
prayers of a Christian mother.

" TOM," said a father to his son, one Monday morning,
fetch me a piece of board and a handful of nails."
The boy did as his father requested.
"Now, Tom," continued the father, "we are all of us
only too apt to acquire bad habits, and when once ac
quired, a strong effort is needed to get quit of them.
The first step towards reformation, is making ourselves
thoroughly aware of the bad habits in which we are in
dulging. I have noticed, with sorrow, Tom, that even
young as you are, you have fallen into certain practices
which, if not put a stop to now, will, if God spares yous
embitter all your future life. You will take this piece
of wood and these nails to your own room. Every even
ing, before going to bed, always say to yourself, 'What
are the bad habits of which I am guilty ? ' For every
bad habit of which you can accuse yourself, you will
drive a nail into this board. On Saturday night you
must bring the board to me."
Tom promised that he would do as his father had
ordered.
When Saturday night came, Tom presented the board
to his father. Five nails had been driven into it.
" What bad habits do these five nails represent ? "
asked the father.
" One of them," replied Tom, " is laziness in the morn
ing ; another, putting off time when sent on a message ;
another, idleness in school ; another, not coming
straight home from school; and another, inattention in
church."
" There are many others, Tom, that I am aware of,
but, in the meantime, these five will answer my purpose.
Take the board back to your room, try to reform, asking
God to assist you, and for every one of these bad habits
that you get quit of, draw a nail from the board. When
all the nails have been drawn from the board, bring it
to me."
Many weeks passed away, but at last, Tom brought
the board to his father, and said, "Look, father, the
nails are all out! "
" Yes, Tom, the nails are out, but the holes they made
are left. Let this board teach you this lesson, niy dear
boy,—the bad habits that we acquire in youth, although
we may shake them off as we grow up, always leave
their marks behind. The hours wasted in bed can never
be recovered, the time misspent by not going an errand
speedily, or loitering on the way from school, can never
be recalled, and the inattention in church, or at lessons,
can never be compensated for, although we may be ever
K. P. s.
so diligent and attentive in after years."

FOR several years past, we have occasionally forwarded
packets of books and periodicals, by post, for the use of
soldiers in the colonies, and distant parts of the world.
The following is a specimen of nurierous letters that we
have received in return. If any friends are disposed to
unite with us in sending monthly packets to soldiers, we
shall be glad to hear from them. At present the cost is
more than we can individually bear :—

A PLEA FOR DRINKING FOUNTAIN'S.
A TEXT A DAY.
A FATHER taught his child, to say
A text at breakfast, every day,
And ere at night he went to bed,
Again the little text was said.
Friend—have you tried this simple plan ?
If not—now do—I'm sure you can—
The youngest child will like to learn
And say his little text in turn !
Begin betimes to sow good seeds—
Or soon you'll see the noisome weeds,
How easy thus to teach a child
To be, like JESUS, meek and mild !
While you are teaching " GOD is love,"
He'll pour His blessing from above,
And while you thus your children train,
He'll send His grace like early rain !
'Tis easy work—if you begin
In early days—to wean from sin,
Then teach your children, every day
At least, one little text to say !
ALIXIUS.

LITTLE VINE-DRESSERS.

He thought some stranger must be there,
Eor Mary spoke aloud,
And to the open casement, he,—•
His throbbing temples bow'd.

BY A "WORKING MAN.

" Our drinking fountains are few and far between our
only wells are the public-houses."
" GIVE us water, pure water !" the trees all exclaim,
And the cry of the grass and the flowers is the same ;
"Then broadly and gaily our leaves will expand,
And our blades and our blossoms will gladden the land."
The deer know the pools of the clear mountain rill,
And the sheep and the cattle the stream of the hill;
The far-soaring eagle, the birds of the brake,
On water, pure water, their thirst ever slake.
When the sunshine looks down with a fierce blinding glare,
And the wild flowers droop in the hot, stirless air,
When the streams and the wells by the wayside are dry,
" Oh, for water, pure water ! " the travellers sigh.
" Give me water, pure water ! " the working man cries,
" Pure and clear as the light of the unclouded skies.
Far away from my lips be the thirst-raising beer !
Let me drink deep and free of earth's crystalline cheer !"
I toil all day long mid the dust and the heat,
Where no cooling breeze blows down the sweltering street,
On my sunburnt brows stand the big drops of sweat,
And I long for pure water my parched lips to wet.
What to me is the public-house over the way ?
It but strengthens the thirst that I fain would allay.
There are fountains I know, yet the nearest may be'
A long mile away from my labour and me.
I toil and I strive in the strength of my frame
For a share of earth's wealth, and a good, honest name.
Shall I squander the first, and the last shall I mar ?
Who seeks health or respect at a public-house bar ? "
In this great water question let all take a part,
Till by scores and by hundreds new fountains shall start,
And ne'er cease our toil till these words become true—
Our fountains are many, our drink-shops are few.
Let us hasten the time when in street, lane and square
Cool fountains shall leap in the hot dusty air,
When the gin and the beer-shop shall vanish away
And the workhouse and prison be left to decay.
Then shall the glad year of the prophet draw nigh,
When the world in the light of the Gospel shall lie,
When one prayer shall rise unto Heaven above,
And all nations drink at the fountain of Love.

"BE sure and trim the vines nicely to-day," said old
Mrs. Grant, as she looked kindly over the top of her
spectacles at the merry group of children before her.
They stooped and turned towards her for an explana
tion of what she had said, for they did not quite under
'So quiet was the country round,
stand. " Oh, I know, I know," said a bright-eyed little
Nor tree, nor leaf that stirr'd,
fellow ; " it was what you told us the other day. She
The husband listen'd breathlessly,—
means we must train the good vines in our hearts, and
These were the words he heard.
pull up the bad weeds."
" We will, we will," shouted a dozen voices, and away
"Lord ! thou canst change the erring heart,
they ran to enjoy their Saturday pic-nic.
However crimson'd o'er with sin,
Did you ever think, children, there is a vineyard in
And make it clean, and white as wool,
your hearts, over which you are placed as keepers, to
And pure as snow within.
watch and dress it ? The Adnes there are very choice: they
Oh ! save my husband from the snares
must be carefully tended while young. After they have
Of Satan's ever eager hand,
climbed and twined for years, and become hard and woody,
From vice, and wretchedness, and woe,
it will be next to impossible to change them. The time
Oh pluck him as a brand !
to begin your work is in the morning of life, in childhood ;
Lord !—break sin's chains, which bind him now, then the soil is rich and mellow about the roots, the vines
Teach him to know, that Jesus died,
are tender, and you may make them take any direction
Leaving for him, His throne in heaven,—
you choose. One of these vines is truth, which must be
Was mock'd and crucified !
kept from the rank weed falsehood, and it will become
OUR JACK TABS.
Oh! Eather, hear me,—while I kneel,—
far-spreading, and an ornament to the whole character.
A worn,—.sad,—suppliant at Thy feet,
Another vine is benevolence, to be guarded from penurious- WE have recently had many, cheering letters, stating
Bring ere my tears of grief are dried,
ness and selfishness ; another love; others, good-will, that the British Workman has proved a pleasant com
during their long voyages. We insert
Sailors
to
panion
This wandererJo Thy mercy-seat."
kindness, forgiveness, and many, many more. Take care
of these now, and in a few years they will be deeply the following as a specimen :—
rooted and firmly supported by principle ; but wait a
59, Cotton Street, Limehouse, E.
Her fervent prayer, pour'd from her soul,
May llth, 1864.
while, and you will have a vineyard all overgrown with
In tones subdued yet clear,
s. o.
weeds, and the hedges broken down,
To the Editor of the " British Workman."
Soften'd the erring husband's heart,
As each word caught his ear.
Sift,—Allow me the pleasure of calling your attention to an extract
His knock,—not loud,—was gladly heard,
He kiss'd her forehead fair,—
The strong man wept! and gently said,
Mary,—I heard your prayer.
Some years have pass'd, since Mary was
A lone, and anxious wife,
And now, a happy change has shed,
Bright sunshine o'er her life.
For Harry loves his God, and her,—
Her happiness his care ;
Peace reigns within their rural home 5
g. McB.
God answer'd Mary's prayer 1

LIBERALITY.
THE REV. DR. NOTT, the venerable President of Union
College, in an address to the students, said," I have been
young and now am old, and as I stand before God to
night, I declare that nothing I have ever given in charity
is regretted. Oh no. It is the riches we keep that per
ish ; that we give away abides with us for ever. It
impresses itself on our characters, and tells on our eternal
destiny ; for the habit of charity formed in this life will
accompany us to the next. The bud which begins to
open here will bloom in full expansion hereafter, to delight
the eye of angels and beautify the paradise of God. Let
us then now, and on every fit occasion hereafter, practise
that liberality which in death we shall approve, and re
probate the parsimony we shall then condemn."

from my brother's letter, who, until recently, was in one of H. M.
Ships that formed the Channel Fleet, and to whom I forwarded a
yearly part of your excellent periodical, the British Workman,
to absorb some of the spare time, which might otherwise hang
heavily on his hands.
He says,—" While I was away on leave, the book you kindly sent
arrived, and was received by my messmates; upon my return to
the ship, I left the book in the mess for their use, it was the con
stant companion of one or the other; they prized it beyond mea
sure, very carefully handling it lest they should soil or mutilate it.
It was the continuous picture gallery, with the short and pretty
tales, that caused such a constant demand for the book, and when I
left they begged hard that I would leave it for the use ot the mess."
You are at liberty to make what use you please of this, if you
consider it worth publishing. I hope it may stimulate those who
have dear ones ploughing the mighty ocean, to forward occasionally
some good wholesome literature, such as the British Workman,
ever bearing in mind the fondness of "Jack" for pictures.
Wishing' your wide-spread Workman a still more extensive
circulation. Believe me, Sir, very faithfully yours,

EICHAKP STEVENS SLY.

Ootacamund, Madras,
%lst April, 1864.
CAPTAIN EVERARD MILMANS begs to return his best thanks to the
Editor of Vn& BritishWorkman, for the kind present of an entertain
ing little book "A Tale of British India;" and to express his
heartfelt wish for the increased circulation of the British Workman,
which is above all other periodicals appreciated by the soldiers in
India, and is much delighted in by the sick in hospital, and bv the
soldiers' families.

ENCOURAGEMENT TINDER ALL
KINDS OP DISCOURAGEMENT.
THAT well-known invitation of our Lord's, " Come unto
me all ye that labour and are heavy laden and I will give
you rest," knows no exclusion. It addresses us by a
description which is common to humanity ; its boast and
glory is that it is intended for all who need it, all who
labour and are heavy laden. It does not even pry into
the cause of our restlessness ; it does not ask what oc
casions our distress ; it only enquires whether or not we
are the subjects of disquietude. In uttering it, our Lord
undoubtedly selected language which would meet the
condition, and fall soothingly on the ear, of every man.
His eye travelled over scenes and wastes of human woe,
in which He saw the struggles of poverty ; the disap
pointments of ambition; the misgivings of the selfrighteous ; and the exhausted efforts of the sinner lashed
by the reproaches of an angry conscience, and aiming to
escape from a load of guilt. His omniscience penetrated
every heart, and saw the tooth of care corroding the
peace, not merely of the poor and the afflicted, but prey
ing alike on the learned, the wealthy, and the mighty of the
earth. He beheld a storm in which every one was seek
ing for .shelter without knowing where to obtain it; and
voluntarily exposing himself to aH its horrors, he pressed
forth into the midst of it, and exclaimed, with a heart
which felt and bled for them all, " Come unto me and I
will give you rest."
This is an invitation from which no peculiarity in our
character or condition can possibly exclude us. If any
such exception could be named, it must be the peculiar
accumulation of our guilt or the amount of our misery ;
but this so far from excluding, brings us more completely
within the scope of its grace. Were it possible for a
man to unite in his own individual person, all the wants
and guilt and capacities of the whole human race, the
invitation would only address him in a mere personal
manner, and with a deeper emphasis of compassion. And
shall all this benevolence be lost on us ? In the name of
all that is tender and gracious He urges us to come. He
addresses us as if we had never offended Him, nor had
rendered it necessary that he should suffer on our account;
as if, in contemplating our wants, He had actually for
gotten our depravity and guilt. Indeed had He himself
been the offending party, and had entailed on us all the evils
we suffer, He could not have employed language more
affectionate, nor have manifested greater solicitude to re
lieve us. Had He descended from heaven to announce
only this single invitation to our guilty race, it is so graci
ously adapted to our condition, that it would have fully
justified the important mission, and ought to have en
deared Him to every human heart.—Dr. Harris.
NOTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS.
PENNIES AND POUNDS.—In answer to numerous Correspondents,
we beg to say that the cost of the horse was the price of the last,
or 32nd nail, and not of all the nails added together. We regret
that the article was not more explicit.
G3» To POSTMASTERS, &c.—The next No. of the " British Work
man " will contain an interesting and amusing article on PostOffice Savings' Banks, entitled " My Account with Her Majesty ;"
with a full page illustration, by Mr. J. D. Watson. We hope that
our readers will kindly make the No. widely known. It will, we
believe, be a very suitable No. for masters to present to their
workmen on pay night.
fid?" Supplies of small red posting bills, for workshops, coffeehouses,&c. may be had, gratis, and post-free, on application to the
Editor. These bills are also suitable for inclosure in letters. Ad
dress, No. 9, Paternoster Eow, London. E.G.
THE BRITISH WORKMAN AS A LOAN TRACT.—The Secretary of a
large Tract Society in Manchester writes to the Editor as follows :—
" We have circulated the ' British Workman' as a Loan Tract be
tween two and three years, and we find it answers exceedingly well.
It is not only well received by the people, but often asked for by
them. We generally put two or three copies in circulation in each
district along with the other Tracts."
A specimen copy of the " British Workman," done up as a Loan
Tract, will be forwarded on receipt of two postage stamps.

JUST PUBLISHED.
How Families are rendered Happy or Miserable.
By Uncle David,

cloth, Is. Illustrated.

How to Stop Drunkenness. By Charles Buxton, Esq.

JVI. H. Cloth, One Shilling.
Is Half Better than the Whole ? A Conversation be
tween John White and Kichard Jones, (two publicans) on the
Sabbath Question. One Penny. Illustrated.
The Wonder-working Bedstead. By the author of
" Buy your own Cherries." Id. Illustrated by Cruikshank.

>ry

of " Buy your own Cherries."
the author•of

Twopence. Illus.

ILLUSTRATED PUBLICATIONS.
K©" With about 900 Engravings. A complete Edition of
the British Workman for 1855—1863, bound in cloth, 13s. 6d.
gilt edges, 15s. 6d. The Nine Yearly Farts may also be had, se
parately, in illustrated paper covers. Price Is. 6d. each.
tUT" With 800 Engravings. The Volume containing
a Complete Edition of the Band of Hope Review (Old Series),
for the TEN YEARS, 1851 to 1860, in cloth, 10s., gilt edges, 12s.
8§* With 70 Engravings.—The 'Yearly Part of the
British Workman for 1863. With the Wrapper in Colours, Is. 6d.
Parlour Edition, cloth, gilt edges, 2s. 6d.
gg?"The Publisher will forward packets of the " British
Workman" to any part of the United Kingdom, Chan
nel Islands, Shetland and Orkney Isles, France, or
Belgium, POST FREE, as" under : —
4 copies for 4d., or for one year
PAID
12s,
„
Is.,
„
24s.
„
„ 2s. Od.,
orders, (accompanied with remittances), to be
addressed to SAMUEL W. PABTRIDGE, No. 9, Paternos•>
ter Row, London, £!.Ci
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WORKMAN
THE ARAB'S PROOF.

SOME years ago, a Frenchman, who, like many of his
countrymen, had won a high rank among men of science,
yet who denied the God who is the author of all science,
was crossing the great Sahara, in company with an Arab
guide. He noticed with a sneer, that at certain times his
guide, whatever obstacles might arise, put them all aside,
and kneeling on the burning sands, called on his God.
Day after day passed, and still the Arab never failed,
till at last one evening the philosopher, when he rose
from his knees, asked him, with a contemptuous smile,
" How do you know there is a God ? " The guide fixed
his burning eye on the scoffer for a moment in wonder,
and then said, solemnly, " How do I know there is a God ?
How did I know that a man and not a camel passed my
hut last night in the darkness ? Was it not by the print
of his foot in the sand ? Even so," and he pointed to
the sun, whose last rays were flashing over the lonely
desert,." THAT footprint is not that of a man."

GOD'S PROVIDENCE.
SIR THOMAS GRESHAM, who built the Royal Exchange in
London, was the son of a poor woman, who, while he
was an infant, abandoned him in a field. By the pro
vidence of God, however, the chirping of a grasshopper
attracted a boy to the spot where the child lay ; and his
life was by this means preserved. After Sir Thomas
had, by his unparalleled success as a merchant, risen to
the pinnacle of commercial wealth and greatness, he chose
a grasshopper for his crest; and becoming under the pat
ronage of Queen Elizabeth, the founder of the Eoyal Ex
change, his crest was placed on the walls of the building in
several parts, and a vane or weathercock, in the figure of
a grasshopper, was fixed on the summit of the tower.

THE FARMER'S LAD.

BY THE LATE WILLIAM HUNT. ESQ.

THE FARMER'S LAD.
I'M certain that I do not know
A better little lad than Joe,
More kind and open-hearted 5
It seems as if the sunny skies
Had to his youthful heart and eyes

Their warmth and light imparted.
He is beloved by every one,
And gladly will their errands run
Whene'er he has the leisure.
Honest in all his words and ways
Right joyfully he spends his days,
And toil to him is pleasure.
A few short years will pass and he
Will guide the plough along the lea,
And help the spring-time's sowing ;
With sickle firm set in his hand
Will lead the sunburnt reapers' band
When autumn winds are blowing.
A few short years—he'll join the strife
And struggle of his manhood's life,
With heart that knows not quailing ;

Trusting in heaven, all undismayed,
He'll battle on when earthly aid
And hope seem unavailing—•
Unto such lads as little Joe,
A debt of gratitude we owe,
Because his brave example
Shows that the honest, willing mind,
In work and toil will ever find
A joy and blessing ample.
'Tis such as Joe that swell the ranks
Of those who have the wide world's thanks—
The hardy sons of labour—
The heroes of the bloodless fight
With poverty—the men of might
Who bear not gun nor sabre.
Toil on my lad with smiling face—
Brave, honest toil ne'er brought disgrace—
The future lies before thee ;
Go, meet it with a purpose high,
And, though temptations round thee lie,
R. P. s.
God ever watches o'er thee.

FIRE! FIRE!

"PRAY WITHOUT CEASING."

A CORRESPONDENT calls our attention to a cheap and
simple mode of rescuing persons from fire, which has
been adopted in some instances with the most gratifying
results. A large hay-rick sheet (a strong double blanket
will often answer the purpose) is stretched at the four cor
ners by four strong men, into which the inmates of the
burning house throw themselves. In the absence of the re
gular ' fire-escapes,' this plan cannot be too widely known.

A NUMBER of ministers were assembled for the dis
cussion of difficult questions ; and, among others, it was
asked, how the command to "pray without ceasing"
could be complied with. Various suppositions were
started, and at length one of the number was appointed
to write an essay upon it to read at the next monthly
meeting; which being overheard by a female servant, she
exclaimed, " What! a whole month wanted to tell the
meaning of that text ! It is one of the easiest and best
texts in the Bible." " Well, well," said an old minister,
'"Mary, what can you say about it ? Let us know how
you understand it ; can you pray all the time ? " " Oh
yes, sir." " What! when you have so many things to do? "
" Why, sir, the more I have to do the more I can pray.'
" Indeed ; well, Mary, do let us know how it is ; for most
people think otherwise ? " " Well, sir," said the girl,
" when I first open my eyes in the morning, I pray, Lord,
open the eyes of my understanding ; and while I am
dressing, I pray that I may be clothed with the robe of
righteousness ; and when I have washed me, I ask for the
washing of regeneration ; and as I begin work, I pray
that I may have strength equal to my day ; when I begin
to kindle up the fire, I pray that God's work may revive
in my soul ; and as I sweep out the house, I pray that
my heart may be cleansed from all its impurities ; and,
while preparing and partaking of breakfast, I desire to be
fed with the hidden manna, and the sincere milk of the
word ; and as I am busy with the little children, I look up
to God as my Father, and pray for the spirit of adoption
that I may be His child, and so on all day ? everything I
do furnishes me with a thought for prayer." "Enough,
enough," cried the old divine, " these things are revealed
to babes, and often hid from the wise and prudent. Go
on, Mary," said he, " pray without ceasing ; and as for
us, my brethren, let us bless the Lord for this exposition,
and remember that He has said,' The meek will He guide
in judgment.'" The essay, as a matter of course, was
not considered necessary after this little event occurred.
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ENGINE-DRIVERS AND STOKERS.

ENGINE-DRIVERS AND STOKERS on our Eailways often
suffer most severely from exposure to the weather. Some
of the Eailway Companies have adopted a screen (with
glass eye-holes) similar to what is shown in the 'above
engraving. This screen has been found to be invaluable to
an important and ever-increasing class of public servants.
From the dust of summer, and the snow-storms of winter,
the drivers and stokers have thereby some protection, and
INDIAN BRICKLAYERS.
the public safety is also promoted. We commend the sub
ODE illustration shows some Indian bricklayers at work ject to Railway Directors, and hope to find before long
on a bamboo scaffold. The length, strength, and light that "covered locomotives " are common on all our lines.
ness of the bamboo, peculiarly adapts it for purposes of
scaffolding, which, however, is constructed without any
regard to symmetry, and with very little to safety. The
ladders which are made of the same, are also so rude in
construction, that it seems difficult to understand how
they can be used without extreme peril. The trowel and
Trust in the Lord for ever;
hod are much the same as those in use with us, but the mor
for in the Lord Jehovah
tar is mixed with a sort of hoe instead of a shovel. The
is everlasting strength.
bricks also are rather different, being usually larger than
sun-baked.
being
quantity
ours, and less baked, the greater
Buildings exposed to the fierce sun of India, become
baked into a solid mass in the course of years, which is
strikingly observable in the ruins of the old buildings
about Kajmahl, and other towns on the banks of the
Ganges, where the water has sapped the foundations of !
massive piers of landing places, temples and palaces. WILBERFORCE AND THE SCEPTIC.
The bricks used in their construction have become fused
together by the great power of the sun, until they ap ON one occasion, when a parliamentary friend called
pear as solid, and look like rocks, and their being partly upon the late Mr. Wilberforce, he was found reading his
hidden in the water favours the delusion ; in this state Bible. He began to rally him for taking up his time
they have existed for many centuries, and will probably with that old musty book, remarking that we saw the
course of nature going on as usual, and that there was no
for many more.
The native bricklayers build with great rapidity ; an reason to expect that those future events the Bible spoke
suffi
assertion difficult to believe by any one-seeing them at of would ever take place. Mr. W. replied, " It is just
work. One holds an umbrella over his head, and handles ciently singular, that what you have been saying, isThen
his trowel with the other hand, as though it were some the accomplishment of what I have been reading." this
Knowing
thing to play with and pass away time. Still the im turning to 2 Peter iii. 3, 4, he thus read, " scoffers,
walk
mense numbers employed upon one building compensate first, that there shall come in the last days
for the deficiencies of individuals, and houses rise up as ing after their own lusts, and saying, where is the pro
all
if by magic. An apology may be offered for the manner mise of His coming ? for since the fathers fell asleep,
of the
in which the Indian bricklayer performs his labour—the things continue as they were from the beginning
at the
great heat of the climate almost forbids the performance creation." The coincidence powerfully struck
made,
was
remark
the
whom
to
gentleman
the
time
of work exposed to the sun. European bricklayers
per
would be totally unable to stand it, and the native will " though I never heard," adds Mr. Innes, " that any
manent effect was produced."
only do it in his own way.

IHCIAH BRICKLAYERS.
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