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•• LIKE CURES LIKE ;" 
OR, A PLEDGE FOR A PLEDGE.

" HOLLOA, Tom."
" Is that you, Joe ? I haven't seen'you this long time."
Joe was returning home with his tools slung over his 

back. Tom was walking towards the town with a clock 
under his arm. Their path lay together, so they 
walked on.

" Where are you going, Tom ? "
" On a bit of an errand for my missus."
" What! the timepiece wont go ? "
" Well, not exactly that."
Then followed a few minutes silence.
" Tom," said Joe, earnestly.
"Well? Speak on man."
" Maybe, I shall offend you if I do But I was just 

going to say ; you 're not going to the ' Golden Balls ' 
with your clock, are you ?"

" What if I am," said Joe, trying to laugh. " It will 
make the tenth pledge ticket for my missus to hide up 
so careful as she does on the mantelpiece ; and then she 
says to me, iTom, the house gets bare as the pledges do 
increase, and then there's the interest on 'em to pay.' 
' But,' says I,' what's a man to do ? The wages is low, 
and the food's dear, and if the two ends wont meet, why 
they wont, that's all."

" Aye, my wife and yours would tell a different story," 
said Joe. " I pledged something once my missus did 
say it was the best thing in the house too, though I don't 
know for that but this I know, she cried for joy when 
she saw the pledge-ticket; and best of all, there was no 
interest to pay. Somehow, it's paid me interest each 
week since, so that we 've got along quite handsome like. 

" Here 's fine talk ! none of your jokes, Joe." 
" It's no joke at all, Tom, but sober, earnest, every 

word, and, if .you like, I'll explain. I need n't tell you, 
Tom, that I knew the inside of the ' White Lion' once, 
as well as ever you did."

" That's true, and a fine fellow you were for a song

MONEY WELL EMPLOYED.

AN active and laborious joiner, who had gained much 
money, contented himself with frugal fare, clothed him 
self and his family with simplicity, and took great care 
to avoid all unnecessary expense. " Tell me," said his 
neighbour, who was a turner, " what do you do with all 
the money you constantly earn ? " The joiner answered, 
" With part of it I pay my debts, and the other part I 
put out at interest."

" Bah ! " cried the turner," you've no debts, nor in 
vested capital."

" It is as I tell you," replied the joiner ; " but let me 
explain the thing to you. All the money that my father 
and my mother have expended on me since I was born, 
I regard as a sacred debt, and one which it behooves me 
to discharge. On the other hand, all the money I spend 
on my children in order to educate them well, and to 
place them in a respectable position, I consider as a 
capital which they will reimburse with interest when I 
become old. As my parents have spared nothing to give 
me a good education, I will neglect nothing to secure the 
same for my children ; and if I regard as a debt the 
pleasure I experience in rewarding my parents for their 
kindness, I hope that my children will discharge what 
they owe me with as much exactness as if they had en 
tered into a legal contract.

Parents should seek their children's good, and chil 
dren show their gratitude.

too we've missed you thisiong time."
"It's been, net a 'miss,' but a friend to me," said 

Joe, laughing, " a silver mine nigh at hand, even in my 
own pocket. But to explain I was looking over some old 
books one day outside Bean's shop, and took up one that 
seemed to be medical-like ; so, thinks I, I dbn 't care for 
you. But just as I was shutting of it, I saw these 
words, ' Like cures like.' That's odd thinks I. Like do 
cure like ?  whatever do it mean Well, then, these 
words stuck to me, and I turned 'em over and over in 
my mind, but no meaning like seemed to come out of 
them. Well, one day, in comes our district lady. ' Oh, 
Bridge,' says she, ' are you in ? I am so glad to find 
you at home ;' and then she talked to me a bit, very 
pleasant-like, and presently she marked a picture over 
the chimney, and said,, how pretty-like it was."

"That .belonged to my mother's mother," said I, 
" and I thought never to part with it." 

"And I hope you never will," says she. 
Says I, " It's what I shall have to do afore night." 
" Oh ! " I'm so sorrr," says she. " Are you obliged 

to pledge it ? Can nothing be done to save it ? " 
" Not as I know," says I.
She looked a bit smiling, and said, " I think I know 

what would. Some doctors say ' Like cures like,' and I 
think there's some truth in it. What will you say if I 
suggest a pledge for a 'pledge, as a remedy ; the total 
abstinence pledge for the pawnbroker's pledge ? "

" Well, with that it came down upon me like thunder, 
that here was the meaning of, ' Like cures like.' I'll 
try it,' says I, ' that I will,' and with .that if I didn't 
hear my wife whisper, ' Thank God.' " 

" When," says the lady. 
" May be next week," says I.
" I thought you were going to pledge your picture to 

night," says she.
"And so I am," says I. '
" Then my remedy will be too late next week," says she. 
" Well, it's coming down pretty sharp upon me to do 

it, all of a moment though."
" I don't wish to hurry you," says she, " only it seems 

to me the choice will be to-night between whether you 
will pledge yourself, or your picture. On the one 
pledge you will be paid interest, namely, the weekly 
amount of your hard earnings with which you now help 
to make the publican rich ; on the other you must pay 
interest."

" It's true as I'm alive," says I, and I'd sign this very 
minute if I could." I

" You can," said she, laying down the paper before 
me with these words : 

" I hereby promise, by God's help, to abstain totally 
from all intoxicating liquors as a beverage." 

And with that I took and signed it. 
" And now," says she, " let us kneel down and ask

ONE DROP AT A TIME.
" LIFE," says the late John Foster, " is a constant ex 
penditure ; we have it, but are continually losing it; 
we have the use of it, but are constantly wasting it. 
Suppose a^hian confined in some fortress, under the doom 
to stay there till death ; and suppose there is there for 
his use a dark reservoir of water, to which it is certain 
none can ever be added. He knows (suppose) the quan 
tity is not very great; he cannot penetrate to ascertain 
how much, but it may be very little. He has drawn 
from it, by means of a fountain, a good while already, 
and draws from it eveiy day. But how would he feel 
each time of drawing, and each time of, thinking of it ? 
Not as if he had a pere-nnial spring to go to. Not, ' I 
have a reservoir, I may be at ease.' No! but I had 
water yesterday    I have water to-day ; but having 
had it, and my having it to-day, is the very cause that I 
shall not have it on some day that is approaching. And 
at the same time, I am compelled to this fatal expendi 
ture !" So of our mortal, transient life ! And yet men 
are indisposed to admit the plain truth, that life is a 
thing which they are in no other way possessing than as 
necessarily consuming ; and that even in this imperfect 
sense of possession, it becomes every day a less possession!

ANIMAL AFFECTION.

THE contractors engaged on the Boston, U.S.Waterwork 
had a valuable cart-horse injured some time ago. Th 
animal was led home to the stable, where about fift 
horses were generally kept. The ostler had a watei 
spaniel, who for some months had been constantly abou 
among the horses in the stable, living on terms of grea 
intimacy with .them. Immediately after the disable 
horse was led in, he lay down and began to exhibi 
signs of great distress. The spaniel at once ran to th 
horse, and commenced fawning around him, licking th 
poor animal's face, and in various other ways manifest 
ing his sympathy with the sufferer. The struggles an 
groans of the horse being continued, the dog sought hi 
master, and drew his attention to the wounded anima 
and showed great satisfaction when he found his maste 
employed in bathing the wounds, and otherwise minis 
tering to his wants. The ostler continued his care of th 
horse until a late hour in the night, and then called th 
dog to go home, but the affectionate creature would no 
leave his suffering friend, and continued with him al 
night. Forty-eight hours after the horse was injured 
the faithful dog had not left the stable, day or night, fo 
a minute, not even to eat; and from his appearance i 
was believed that he had scarcely slept at all. He wa; 
constantly on the alert; not suffering any one to comi 
near the horse, except those attached to the atable anc 
the owner of the horse ; his whole appearance was one 
of extreme distress and anxiety. He often laid his heac 
on the horse's neck, caressing him and licking arounc 
the eyes, which kindness the poor horse acknowledged 
by a grateful look and other signs of recognition.

This fact furnishes a remarkable and affecting exhi 
bition of animal kindness, and should cover with shame 
the unfeeling men, who beat and abuse that noble anc 
most useful of animals, without stint or remorse, anc 
are utterly destitute of sympathy for the whole -brute 
creation.

TAKING STOCK.
AT this season of the year, the tradesman makes up his 
accounts, and takes a summary of his stock. If he neg 
lect to do this, his affairs will get into confusion, and 
loss, perhaps ruin, may ensue.  

If the tradesman is thus careful about temporal things, 
shall the Christian fail to be careful about spiritual 
things ? Dear reader, we ought all at this season to 
take stock. Let each and all look inward at the state of 
the soul. Take the Gospel light and search out the con 
dition of your fcelmgs. Is your faith in God as firm? Is 
your love to Jesus as warm ? Is your hope of immortality 
as bright as in past years ?

Or have you to mourn over coldness and loss ? If so, 
be not utterly cast down, " a broken and contrite heart, 
He will not despise."

The careful trader has to/ieal with a hard world. The 
Christian with a gracious Saviour. The trader must 
make up, or abide by his losses.

The Christian has but to name his wants to God, and 
they will be all supplied out of the riches of His grace in 
Christ Jesus.

So, reader, take stock of yourself. If you have never 
done so, do it now. And rest assured spiritual prosperity 
in a large measure, will be given you during this new

" POOR, YET MAKETH MANY RICH."

THE owner of a fine estate, and of a large fortune, one 
evening took a walk near his mansion. Though sur 
rounded with blessings and rolling in wealth, he was in 
sensible to the claims of God, and careless about his soul. 
Upon the border of his estate, there was a miserable hut, 
in which dwelt a large family, very poor. As he passed 
by the doOr, he heard a voice, the sound of which con 
tinued for some time.

The curiosity of the gentleman was excited, and he 
drew near to listen. He found that the poor man was at 
prayer with his wife and children, and he heard him 
thanking God for His mercy in giving him food to eat, 
and raiment to put on, and the supplies which their im 
mediate wants required. The conscience of the gentle 
man was affected. "What," said he, "does this poor 
man, who has nothing but the meanest fare, and that 
too, by the severest labour, give thanks to God for his 
goodness to himself and his family, and I, who enjoy 
ease and honour, and everything which makes life de 
sirable, have hardly ever bent the knee, or made any 
acknowledgment to my Maker or Preserver."

This reflection was the beginning of a new life. He 
became penitent before the throne of grace, and he ever 
after continued to devote the benefit he had received 
from his Creator, to His glory and honour.

" 'Tis greatly wise to talk with our past hours, 
And ask them, what report they bore to heaven."

the Lord Jesus Christ to put His seal upon it, and 
strengthen you never to break it."

" And," added Joe, in a reverent voice, " I bless God, 
though that was my first prayer, it has n't been my last. 
When a man has drink in him he can't pray. But since 
I came to my sober senses, the Lord has seemed to teach 
me like, and turn my heart to hate, not only the drink, 
but all manner of sin, by letting me see His blessed son, 
rny Lord Jesus Christ, wounded to death upon the Cross 
for all the evil that ever I had done. And now, as I go 
about my work, and think of Him up there in glory 
at the right hand of the Heavenly Majesty, and all the 
while not forgetting a poor sinner like me, but sending 
His Holy Spirit down into my heart to comfort like and 
help me, and make me strong against the tempter, it do 
make me so lightsome that I go singing for joy of heart."

" Joe," said Tom, suddenly standing still, and turning 
round, " I'll go back, I'll not pledge this clock, it's the 
wrong thing. It's myself I'll pledge and save my 
clock, that I will."

"Bravo, friend ! " said Joe, grasping his hand.
" Come along home with me," said Tom, " Come, and 

write out for me what you signed, that I may sign it too, 
and hear my wife say,' Thank God.' "

And so she did. And from that day the pledge 
tickets began to disappear, and the furniture to re 
appear, and the bare room looked homelike again.

And Joe and Tom, now fast friends, were often seen 
together talking earnestly to a brother workman, and the 
burden of their talk was,

" LIKE CURES LIKE ;" 

OR, A PLEDGE FOR A PLEDGE.

[The above article forms No. 1. of the " CHUHCH OF ENGLAND TEM 
PERANCE TRACTS," issued by Messrs, Weeks and Co. We have 
pleasure in commending the series to the notice of our readers."!

THE CREAKING DOOR.
" BOB, shut that door," said my father. I can't stand 
that creaking."

So off I trotted, and had just come back to my seat, 
when my mother said,

" Robert, did you ever hear the story of the creaking 

door? "
" Oh, no, mother, do tell me ! " 
Well, once upon a'time, there lived an old gentleman in 

a very large house. He had servants, and everything he 
wanted. But with all this, he was not happy, and if 
everything did not go just as he wanted, he would grum 
ble. At last all his servants left him, so he went off 
grumbling to a neighbour to consult him as to what was 
best to be done.

" Well, now," said his friend, " oil yourself a little." 
"What? Oil myself?"
" Well," said his friend," listen. Once I had a creak 

ing door. No one liked to go in or out of it, because it 
creaked so. So, one day, I oiled it, and now it is used 
as much as ever.

" Well," said the gentleman, " how am I like your 
creaking door ? And if I were like it, how could I oil 
myself?"

" Oh, very easily," said my friend. " Go home now ; 
get a servant, and when he does a thing to please you, 
praise him. When he does badly, .don't grumble. Oil 
your words and tones with the oil of love."

So off he went, and the last I learned of the old gen 
tleman was, that he used so much oil, that not a creak 
ing sound was to be heard in his house."

Every family should have a bottle of this oil, and 
use it at the first intimation of a creaking-joint.

A BLACK cloud makes the traveller mend his pace, and 
mind his home ; whereas a fine day and a pleasant way 
waste his time, and that stealeth away his affections in 
the prospect of the country. However others may think 
of it, yet I take it as a mercy, that now and then some 
clouds come between me and my sun, and many times 
some troubles to conceal my comforts ; for I perceive , if 
I should find too much friendship in my sun, in my pil 
grimage, I should ?oon forget my father's house, and 
my inheritage. D. Lucas.

FAR from the haunts of men, in deserts weary, 
The faithful Prophet must from Ahab hide, 

And in the solitude, so lone and dreary, 
Awhile abide.

No voices there the savage echoes waken,
Save the fierce lion's roar and jackal's cry ; 

Yet even here he is not quite forsaken,  
Help still is nigh.

The dusky ravens, every morn and even,
Though ravenous birds, neglecting their own brood, 

Strangely become the messengers of Heaven, 
And bring him food.

Punctual as morning dawns and twilight gathers, 

Their welcome wings across the Cherith spread, 

Bearing from far, with blackening, broadening feathers, 

Both flesh and bread.

Brother, is thy path rugged and beclouded ?
Doth wolfish Want stand darkling at the door ? 

By inky rack ev'n hope's horizon shrouded, 
All bright before ?

She, at thy side, so mute and uncomplaining ;
They, round thy knees, so helpless and so dear ; 

Thy own poor timid nature scarce restraining 
Its doubt and fear ?

Yet, ah, distrust not; Heaven shall still befriend thee,

In faith the path of duty bravely tread : 
God can command the strangest hands to tend thee ; 

Thou shalt be fed.

Though all be desolate and dark around thee,
The cloud shall pass, thou shalt not be forgot; 

Thine is, however grief awhile confound thee, 
No orphan lot

A loving Father, pitiful and gracious,
Hears all thy prayers and them who pray for thee ; 

And, in His own good time, in pastures spacious, 
Thy place shall be.

Oh when was confidence in Heaven confounded ? 

~ When was the path of duty vainly trod ? 
He shall be glad again, with joy unbounded,

Who trusts in God. s. w. p.

CHRISTIAN SELF-DENIAL.
To the Editor of the "British Workman."

SIR, There have been so many calamities in collieries 
and by fire and shipwreck during the last six months, 
 that the means of those who are affluent people are 
seriously exhausted.

Yet when trouble comes to a particular class, it is 
God's appeal to those outside that class, to render aid to 
the sufferers. That appeal must be heard, that voice 
must be obeyed by all who call themselves Christians ; 
for we are commanded to " bear one another's burdens, 
and so fulfil the law of Christ."

Musing on this, and having but little to give, and yet 
wanting to help in this time of distress in Lancashire, it 
occurred to me, that ladies of small incomes might dis 
pense with some luxury, and give the proceeds to the 
fund now raising for Lancashire. Ladies may demur to 
going with a gown or bonnet less, as that would injure 
trade, already much depressed ; but those ladies who 
take a little wine or ale, at the very lowest estimate that 
abstemiousness suggests, must incur an expense of from 
two to three shillings a-week. This sum given by some 
hundreds or thousands for the next two months, to the 
fund in aid of the distress in the cotton districts, would 
be si great relief, and realty injure no one, as our wine 
merchants and brewers are rich.

I am not a wine drinker, but my two shillings a-week 
is ready, if some ladies will join me in giving the cost 
of their abstemious drinking in aid of the sufferers from 
the cotton famine.

I enclose my name and address, and, am P"\
Yours, A CONSTANT KEADER.

THE ' BRITISH WORKMAN' AS A LOAN TRACT,
THE " British Workman," by being folded up Vie a 
map, and glued into an ordinary sized tract cover, may 
be circulated as a Loan Tract. It has frequently been 
ihe means of inducing working-men to abandon their 
drinking habits, receive religions tracts, and attend a 
Dlace of worship. The Editor hopes that Tract Socie- 
;ies will lend their aid in promoting its circulation 
amongst tha masses.

" In many cases the British Workman is gladly acceute-2 where 
ordinary tracts are refused. When I have distributed copies i.n the 
lap-rooms of public-houses in my parish, I have found them liked 
nstead of a newspaper." Incumbent of St JPav.J'f, Derby.

" I find the British Workman everywhere meets with the ap- 
>roval of the working-classes, and is welcomed by all, often win 

ning its way where a tract would he insultingly refused. Curate 
yf All Saints', Derby.

A Tract Distributor who circulates the British Workman as a
.can Tract, write? i " I find some fruit of my labour so far as the 
ormation of habits of thrift are concerned. Some have said, 
Tour paper has quite cured me of smoking ;' or. ' Just come and 
ook what a nice Bible I have bought with my beer money.' On 
ne occasion I was requested by a parent to look at the ' nice 
tockings 1 ' which had been purchased for three children out of 
our-penny pieces saved in snuff, and which had been deposited, 
rom time to time, in a snuff-box, instead of being thus expended."

Supplies of the BRITISH WORKMAN, done up in Tract Covers, 
nay be had (directfrom the Publisher only.
A specimen copy of the BRITISH WORKMAN, done up in a Tract 

!over, willbe forwarded, post-free,on receipt of two postage stamps.
Illustrated Covers (for circulating the BRITISH WOBKMATI as a 

>an tract only) may be had at cost price, viz. 2s. per 100, if 
rdered direct. This charge does not include carriage.

THE Hindoos extend their hospitality to their enemies, 
saying, " The tree does not withdraw its shade even 
from the wood-cutter.

HON. C. P. VILLIEBS, M.P.
recently forwarded the Yearly Part of the "British 

Workman," for 1862, to The Hon. C. P. Villiers, M.P., 
^resident of the Poor-Law Board, in order that he might 
;e some of the expressions of sympathy felt by Gui 
lders on behalf of our distresspd Lancashire'brethren, 
'he following letter from.him will be read with interest 

by many of our readers : 
DEAK SIR, I am obliged to you for sending me the Yearly Tart 

for 1862, of the British Workman. I have examined its pa«es 
with much interest, and have been struck with the excel 
lence of the pictorial illustrations, as well as with the singular 
adaptation of the matter to elevate the moral and social condition 
of the " sons of toil."

It gives me special pleasure to find that the readers of the Bri 
tish Workman are uniting with other classes of the community, in 
manifesting sympathy with the unemployed operatives of Lan 
cashire, whose'severe privations call for our help, while their pa 
tient endurance claims our admiration. I am, dear sir,

Yours faithfully, 
To the Editor of the " British Workman." C. P. VILLIERS.

ILLUSTRATED SHILLING BOOKS.
Hints on Household Management. By Mrs. Balfour. 

Bachel; or, Little Faults. By Charlotte Elizabeth. 
Kindness to Animals, a Mother's Lessons on. 40 illust. 

The Governess; or,The MissingI'encil-C-ase. By J. T. Barr. 

The Gardener's Daughter; or, Mind whom you Marry. 

The History of a Shilling. .(Jy Mrs. Balfour. 8 Illust. 

"Wanderings of a Bible. By Mrs. Balfour. 8 illustrations. 

Two Christmas Days, &c. By Mrs. Balfour. 4 illust. 

Confessions of a Decanter. By Mrs. Balfour. 8iihist. 

Our Moral Wastes, and How to Beclaim them. 
Illustrated Handbills. Nos. 1 to 50, bound in cloth. , 
Widow Green and her Three Nieces. By Mrs. Ellis. 

Toil and Trust; or, the Workhouse Girl. By Mrs. Balfour, 

John Hobbs; a Tale of British India. By George Dra-^o. 
Prince Consort, His Life and Character. By J. H. Wilson. 

The Sick-Koom and its Secret. By Mrs. T. Geklart. 

The Giants and How to Fight them. 8 Illust; ; .uons. 

Cousin Bessie; or, Youthful Earnestness. 
A Mother's Stories for her Children. 4 Illustrations, 

Voice from the Vintage. By Mrs. Ellis. 
Leaflets of the Law of Kindness. Heund.

SIXPENNY ILLUSTRATED BOOKS.

The Bible the Book for all. By Jacob Post. 12 illust 

Scrub ; or, the Workhouse Boy. By Mrs. Balfour. 6 illust. 

Story of tho Two Apprentices. By J. T. Barr. 
Never Give Tip! a Christmas Story. By Nolsie Brook. 
The Victim. By Mrs. Balfour. 4 illustrations. 
The Warning, a Narrative to Mothers. By Mrs. Balfour. 

Leaflets of the Law of Kindness. Edited by Elihu

Burritt. In Packets, 
Trie Drunkard's Death. 4 illustrations. 
Cattle Tracts for Little Polks. Sixpenny Packets. 

Peace Stories. In Twelve Books. Ey Kate Pyer. 

A Peex> out of a Window, and what became of it.
By Mrs. Balfour.

S. W. PARTRIDGE, 9, Paternoster Row. 
May be had through all Booktetter*.
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DISTRESS IN LANCASHIBE.
WE rejoice to find, on the last day of the " Old 
Year," that the contributions of our readers for 
the relief of the sufferers in Lancashire, have 
reached the noble sum of TWO Thousand Pounds !

" British Workman " Relief Fund.
Committee:

THE EARL OP SIIAFTESBURY, President. 
SAMUEL GURNET, ESQ., M.P., Treasurer.

H. F. BARCLAY, ESQ. I HON. A. KJNNAIRD, M.P. 
F. CROSSLET, ESQ., M.P. | JUDGE PAYNE.

MR. T. B. SMITHIES. 

Hon. /Sec. MR. R. H. BURDEKIN.

Those of our readers disposed to contribute towards 
the relief of the famishing thousands in our manufac 
turing districts are invited to remit to the Treasurer, 
Samuel Gurney, Esq., M.P., No. 9, Paternoster Row, 
London, E.G., as above. The full amount received 
will be remitted to Lancashire without ANY deduction 
whatever for expenses. Collecting Papers maybe had 
by sending a stamped and addressed envelope.

The Treasurer acknowledges, with thanks, the following 
additional contributions, up to 31st of December: 

Weekly Contributions at the Services, Britannia Theatre (three 
weeks) per S. Morley, Esq., 101. ISs. 5d.; Workmen of Lord Le- 
confield, 41. 13s.; Collected by Mr. John Sellers; 51. Os. 8jd.; Mr. 
Ashby, 11.; Independent Sabbath-school, Ty'nygwndwn, ll. 17s. 3d.; 
Renfield Street United Presbyterian Sabbath Morning-class, 
Glasgow, 21. 5s. 3£d. : Mrs. Kempson, 21. ; E. Heselline, Esq., 21.; 
Larkfleld ' Band of Hope',1/. 10s.; MissBrightman, 21. 10s.; Miss 
A. M. Clarke, 11.; British 'School, Carshalton, 11. 10s.; A Subscri 
ber, 21.; Mrs. Egleton, IMs. ; Mr. A. Penrose, )/. Is.; Collected 
by John Lyell, Esq., M.D.; 61. 16s. Id.; Collected by Charlotte 
Ingleton, " a much afflicted Christian," 21.; Collection, Independent 
Chapel Door, TheVfield, SI,; Collection, Wesleyan Chapel Tralee, 
4?. 12s. 6d.; Captain H. King, R. N., ll. Is ; Temperanc-e Meeting, 
Colnbrook, ll. 8s.; Independent Sabbath-school, Jedburgh, 41. 17s.; 
Northampton Temperance Society, 21.; Mrs. E. M. G. Mann, 11.; 
Christian Soldiers and Sailors' Institute, Malta, per Thos. Holmes, j 
Esq. 201. lls. 9d.; A Fireside Collection, ll.; Collected by Mr. 
J. Pattinson, 21. 14s.; Mr. Thos. Dannatt, 21.; Mr. Edwin, ll.; Miss 
L. Harris, (3rd contribution); 10^.; Mrs. Uuchan, 21.; " 1 John 

-iii. 16.17," 501.; J. G. R., 21.; Collected by Mrs. W. II. Fuller, 11.; 
Trinity Boys'School, Eastbourne, 11. 2s. 2d.; Proceeds of German 
Lessons,Isle of Alderney, 21. 5s.; Collected by Mr.H. J. Dyer, 31.14s.; 
Collected by Mrs. E. Bray, 21. 9s.; Primitive-Methodist Chapel, 
Burton Leonard, ll. Os. 3d.; W. Hardwick, Esq., 11.; Rev. T. W. 
Simpson, 1(W.; Servants of Saml. Gurney, Esq., M.P., 11.; Garden 
ers of Saml. Gnrney, Esq., M.P., 1?.; Servants of Rev. Dr. Taylor, 
Dedham, ll. 17s. 6d.; Wesleyan Day-school, New Leake, 11. 2s.; 
Parishioners of Aylmerton and Runton, 11. 12s. 3d.; Glenluce Mu 
tual Improvement Society, 11.; Employes, Messrs Field and Sons, 
St. 8s. lid.; Library, Lorrimore Road, 61. 5s.; Second Collection in 
Soberton Church, 21. 3s. 3d.; Collected by Mr. Jas. Harding, 31. 4s. 
Redruth' Plainangwarry 'Band of Hope,' 21. 5s.; St. Barnabas Day 
Schools, King Square, E.G., 21. 4s. 6d.; Messrs. Horsnaill & Catch- 
pool and their Employes, 41. 4s. 9d.; Collected by Messrs. Jones 
andHinton,3Z.; Paper Mill, Little Darenth,2Z. 10s.; Trinity Schools, 
Eastbourne, 11. 16s. 6d.; Sacramental Collection, Stepleton Iwerne, 
41.; Nurses and ethers, Upper-floor West, Greenwich Infirmary, 
11. 4s. 6d.; Heroes of the Loom, ll.; Girls of St. Silas Sunday- 
school, Liverpool, 11. 10s. 10d.; Collected by Mrs. Brown, 11 lls.; 
Collected by Messrs. Hay and Phillips, 21.; Mr. E.Richardson, 11.; 
Employes, Messrs. John King and Co., 11. 13s. 2d.; Moiety Weekly 
Offerings at Millwall Chapel, 11. 5s. 4d.; Miss A. H. Broomhall, 11.; 
Collected by Mr. Bingham, Forest Row, 41. 18s. 8d.; Pupils of Mrs. 
Carter, Erith, 11. 2s.; Mrs. Essington, 11 Is.; Misses M. and L. 
Smith, 11.; Collected in Parish of Monkton, Dorsetshire, 31. 2s. 6d.; 
House-to-house Collection, Elton, 41. 2s. 6d.; Workmen of Mr. 
Francis Hedges, It. 17s. 9d.; Ebenezer Auxiliary Sunday-school, 
Swansea, 11.; A Sabbath Class in East Lothian, ll. 14s.; Work 
men, &c., Eston Mines, 11. 8s. 3d.; Collected by Junior Pupils, St. 
James's School, Kings Lynn, 11. 2s.; Mr. J. Rooke.U.; H. H. Alien, 
Esq., 51.; Collected by Mr. John Hall,3Z. 16s.Id.; Mr. J.E. Saunders, 
11.; Collections at Saturday Evening Entertainments for the 
Working-classes, Tottenham, 21. lls. 6d.; Mr. Bennett, It.; Col 
lected by Mrs. Ford, ll. 3s. 7d.; Miss Lamplough. 21. 10s.; Em 
ployes, Messrs. R. E. and C. Marshall, Cheltenham, ll. 3s. 7d.; 
Mr. J. Boorman. ll.; F. W. H. Norwich, 10?.; Weekly Sub 
scriptions by employes at Taylor's Depository, S. W., 21. ISs. 6d. 
Collected by Warsash Infant School, 11. 5s.; A Cat's-meat Man, ll.; 
Employes, Messrs. Hayward, Tyler and Co., 11. Is.; Operatives, 
Turkey Paper Mill, Maidstone, 21. 6s. lid.; Mr. Watts and Em 
ployes, 21. 5s.; Printing-Office of the British Workman, 31. 2s. 5d.: 
District Collection, Barnton, by Rev. E. W. Burton, B.A. (4 weeks) 
151. 3s. Id.; Workpeople and others, Bethel Street Clothing Works, 
Norwich, 11. 12s, 10d.; Employes, South Metropolitan Gas Light 
and Coke Company, 101. 4s. 2d.; Employes, Messrs. Andeison and 
Cattley, 11. 8s. id.; Employes, Mr. Warne, Penge, 11.; Gre- 
ville House Reading Rooms, 11. 4s. 8d.; Messrs. Cox and Hussoy 
and Employes, High Wycombe, 21.; Employes, Standfast ColUery, 
Dean Forest, 21. 10s.;.Pupils, Escombe School,nr. Bishop Auckland, 
31. 5s. 6d.; Collected by Mr. J. H. Tilley, 61. Os. 6d.; Working-men's 
Club, Duck Lane, Westminster, 11. 7s. 5d.; T. W. and H.,Tetbury, 
SI. 16s. 8d.

Sums under £1... .......£66 2 5J
Collecting Papers. John B. Gedge, ll. is. 9d. ; Thomas 

Haines, 11. 6s. 6d. ; John Birkett, 31. 5s. 8d.; John Roberson, 
2Z.8S. 2d.; Z. Peskett, 31.; John Terrise, 21. 7s. 9d.; J. Trenery, 
11. 15s.; A. T. Burton, 21 4s. 3d.; John Lighbody, 71. 14s. 3d.; 
Miss Richardson, 41. 18s,; James Brown, 31. 7s. 9^d.; William 
Small, 11. 12s. 2|d.; A. M. Clarke, 11.; James Bland, 11. 2s. 3d.: 
Mrs. Mayer, 11. 10s. 6d.; Miss Colls, 11. 14s. 2d.; J. H. Fowler, 
11. 6s. 6d.; S. Lewin, 11. 4s.; J. and H. A. Percy, 11. 9s. 7d.; M. 
Ponsford, ll.; M. and S. A. Burton, 11. lls. 5d.; Wm. Borton 
11. Is.; M. A. Lowton, 21.; C. C. Hine, 11. 8s. 6d. ; Hy. H. Batt, ll. 7s. 8d.; C. Croucker, Jun. 11. 2d.; A. and E. Parker, ll. 6s. 6d ; 
Wm. Varvill, Jun., ll. 14s. 8d.; Agnes Steggall, ll'. 8s.: Mr. and 
Mrs. Clark, Jun., 31. 16s. 6d.; Miss Bellamy's Sunday-school Class, 
21. 3s. 10d.; L. E. Wollstein. 11. lls.; W. G. G., Rosalre, U.; 
Pupils of Mr. J. M. Horsley, 11. 13s. 7d.; Benj. Oriel, ll. 12. 7d.; 
Lady Burrell, 21. 2s,; John McDonald, 11. 13s. 6d.; Edward Grubb, 
11. Is. 4d.; Scholars at Independent Sunday-school, Melton Mow- 
bray, 21. 7s.; A. T. B. Turner, 11, 10s. 10d.; John Wilson, 11. 3s. 2d. 
Scholars, British School, Dorking, ll. 6s. 6d.; Mr. J. Gibbins' 
Children, 11. Is.; Ann K. Young, ll.; Mrs. Castlev, 31. ; John 
Crook, Jun., 11 17s.; Mr. J. B. Edwards (Employes, Messrs. Knight 
and Mawkes), 21 12s 7d.; Wm. Constable, 11 Is. 6d. ,* Peter 
Grant, 11 6s.; E, Stnignell, 21 lls.; S. Wagg, 31 12s.; Henry 
Cook, 21. 2s.; Julia Eogers, 21 13s.; Alfred James Bale, 11 8s.; 
Thom-as Tate, 11. 10s.; Lucy Brown, 11. 14s. 8d.; David Norman 
11. lls. 6d.

Sums under £1 .........£80

COTTAGES FOR FARM SERVANTS.
WE have much pleasure in extracting the following 
paragraph from the Kdso Mail. Many landowners, 
are following the good example of the late worthy Duke 
of Bedford, by erecting healthy and commodious .d'mell- 
ings for their agricultural labourers. Capitalists who 
provide decent homes for the labouring classes, are bene- 
fators to their country: 

" The Earl of Lauderdale has, within the last year or 
two, erected new hinds' houses on a large number of his 
farms, including Lylestone, Newbigging Walls, Hunt 
ingdon, Thirlestane, Barns, Bowerhouse, Collielaw, 
Blythe, &c. They are neat erections, and are very com 
modious. Each cottage consists of a kitchen, parlour, milk- 
house, pantry, and attic, and is provided with grates, 
fire-irons, and beds. The inmates speak in high terms 
of the increased comfort they afford compared with their 
former dwellings."

A GOOD WIFE.
A MODEST, chaste, and an obedient wife

Lifts her poor husband to a kingly throne ; 
What though the livelong day with toils be rife ?

The solace of his cares at night's his own. 
If she be modest, and her words be kind,

Mark not her beauty, or her want of grace ; 
The fairest woman, if deformed in mind,

Will in thy heart's affection find no place. 
Dazzling as Eden's beauties to the eye,

In outward form, foul is her face within. 
Better in dungeon, bound in chains, to lie,

Than mark at home a wife with frowning mien. 
Better bare feet than pinching shoes. The woes

Of travel are less hard than broils at home ; 
Contentment's doors upon that mansion close,

Whence wrangling women's high-pitched voices come.

THE BIBLE PATTERN OF A 600D WOMAN-NO, XI,
VIGILANCE.

"She perceiveth that her merchandise is good: her candlegoeth 
not out by night."

" She layeth her hands to the spindle, and her hands hold the 
distaff." Prov. xxxi. 18,19.

THERE is an error into which some pious women fall: 
that is, they suppose that trust in God exonerates them 
from any great watchfulness or care on their own part. 
We are nowhere told that 
God will interpose to do for 
us in any special way, what 
it is our duty to do for our 
selves. We are commanded 
to use means, to watch 
as well as to pray, to work as 
well as to wait. We must 
exert all the power that God 
gives us in fulfilling our 
duties, and then rely on our 
Heavenly Father for His 
blessing. And sometimes 
that blessing may come

Thou shalt eat the labour 
of thine hands: happy 
shalt thou be, and it shall 
be well with thee. 

PSALM cxxviii. 2.

that.it would be nearly use-less. How bitterly she re 
pented her hasty and most foolish purchase. The tears 
were in her eyes when her husband came into the room, 
and finding her in trouble, he began to question her. It 
was a bitter vexation to her to have to tell him of her 
want of judgment in this matter, so soon after their mar 
riage. She feared it would shake his good opinion of 
her carefulness. He was a kind husband, and they had 
married from pure affection, so he was not likely to speak 
harshly ; but when he heard the sum of money that had 
been paid for the box of faded ribbons, he certainly 
looked rather grave. The best of husbands may be ren 
dered suspicious and anxious by anything that looks like 
squandering, in a wife. Every sensible man knows that 
it is almost in vain to work and earn, if the wife spends 
foolishly. But there was no hiding of the truth in this 
case the folly was frankly owned, bitter as it was to | 
have to do it, and it was evident that no words of his 
were needed to impress the remembrance of that bad 
bargain on the young wife. So, with a kindly smile, 
he said, " Cheer up, Maria, you've been cheated, forcer- 
tain, this time, as the wisest maybe once, but don't grieve, 
lass, jou may make a good bargain yet, out of this." 

" How ? " sobbed Maria " how ? I could n't dare to 
put off these soiled things as good."

" By no means no that would n't be honest, but if 
this makes you keep a sharp look out in future, it won't 
be a bad bargain."

" Ah, trust me, Edmund, you '11 not catch me buy 
ing a box of ribbons again, I can tell you. But if it's 
not honest for me to try to sell them, it was not honest 
of the shopkeeper to sell them to me5 and he said that 
I had them for a quarter their value."

" Oh, my dear, how could you think he could keep his 
shop open, selling things at a quarter their value? How 
should we live if I was paid a day and a-half for six 
days' work ? Let's be fair and square in all things. 
Give a fair price, and get a fair article, that's my motto." 

And so the ribbon did not cause either deception or 
strife, as it might have done i-n many a household. When 
they returned to the country, Maria never could produce 
or dispose of her ribbons. She put them away, bitterly 
repenting her folly, yet hoping that according to the old 
saying, in seven years they would come in for something  
but they never did, for anything useful; her merchan 
dise was not good.

I know a woman at this present time, and my readers 
know some who are like her, who has a bad habit 
of buying little expensive dainties for the table. Often 
when there has been but a wretched dinner for the hus 

band, she will have some 
fish with her tea ; or, still 
worse, when there is hard 
work to get a good sufficient 
meal, she must take her beer 
or spirits. She will wear 
an old gown, and shabby 
slip-shod boots, rather than 
deny herself these costly and 
dangerous luxuries. What 
a shameful selfishness there 
is in this wicked indulgence of

husband to his bed or a chair, and then sings (Heaven 
only knows the pathos of those cradle-songs;) sings 
her baby to sleep. Ah! 'tis well is it not ? to sound 
among the nations the names of those w-ho, with the 
world's expectant gaze upon them, have been braced up 
to grasp great deeds. But who shall tell of the great 
army of women, who, in silence and. solitude, uncheered, 
unsynipathized with, unsustained, have bent their feeble 
shoulders every morning for another day's heavy burden, 
and staggered under it, they scarce knew how, till night, 
and sleep, and forgetfulness came! These women, for 
giving until seventy times seven, and after weary years 
dropping into unwept graves at last, who shall tell of 
these? Oh! if there should be written in letters of 
light, by some pitying angel, a truthful record over every 
grave, how would towering monuments dwindle out of 
sight, and sunken headstones become luminous with the 
halo of heroic deeds! When will the world's filmed eyes 
be opened to the shining soul-raiment of those, who 
passing through the fire, have come out like thrice-tried 
gold ? Fanny Fern.

Amount previously announced 
Received from 1st to 31st Dec.

9 If 
...-£1416 
......£619

Total ...£2035 14 7i

In a small village in the New Forest, a party of carol-singers, 
themselves very poor, brought all the money they received to the 
Clei'gyman of the parish, to be sent by him to the aid of the dis 
tressed Lancashire weavers. Surely, in H's sight who said, " She 
hath done what she could," such gifts will tie accepted with the 
same favour as the rieli man's gold, and will bring a blessing on 
both giver and receiver.

Amongst the numerous pleasing contributions, we have to ac 
knowledge " 21. 9s. 6d. for our distressed Brother Workers in Lan 
cashire, collected by G. Thompson, from the Excavators on 
Tregantle Fort, near Devonport.

A beautiful collection of Water-colour Drawings of " Wild Flowers of Italy," have been sent us by a Lady; and a Gold fin, by a " Grocer's Assistant," to be fold for the benefit of the Lan- 
tathirt Svfftrtrt.,

such a way that it looks like a punishment rather than a 
reward.

It has been my aim to show my dear readers that God 
is glorified in small things as well as great, and that the 
lowly duties of a humble woman's life, if performed in 
a right spirit, honour Him. Nothing is common or un 
clean that comes in the way of duty.

It is sometimes women's work to be providers for their 
families widows, or women whose husbands are afflicted 
in body or mind, often have to perform the duty of earn 
ing the daily bread for the household and a hard duty 
it is. Every one should strive by kindness and consider 
ation to make the lot of the widow, or the wife straggling 
with affliction, as easy as possible. The burden of life 
lies so hard on such women that they have a special claim 
to every aid from those who are in more prosperous cir 
cumstances. I have heard of lone women being op 
pressed, and it has always seemed to me one of the 
grossest instances of defiance of the positive command, 
" Bear ye one another's burdens, and so fulfil the law of 
Christ." But, as a rule, the man is the bread-winner for 
the household ; and the duty of the wife her solemn 
duty is to make the very best of his wages by her skill 
and economy. The money is won by her husband's toil, 
it is a sacred trnst that devolves 1 on her to lay it out 
wisely. The woman described in the Bible, for our imi 
tation, saw that her merchandise was good, and this in 
our humbler way, we should also do.

A woman who saunters out to look at the shops, and 
is led to buy some article because it is pretty, or cheap, 
when she does not want it, or cannot afford it, is a squan 
derer ; or if it is some dainty for the table, that costs 
more than can be spared, and causes the want of some 
plain nourishing things that are needful for the corafort 
of the household that woman's merchandise Cmarket- 
ing) is not good.

I once knew a young woman, who, soon after her mar 
riage, came up to London to see her husband's friends. 
One day during her visit, she was walking in a 
great city thoroughfare, and there was a fine shop 
window, covered with large tickets " SELLING OFF !" 
" WONDEKFCTL , SACRIFICES!"  "LESS THAN COST- 
PRICE." She was in amazement ^t some of the goods, 
particularly some ribbons, that seemed to her to be mar 
vellously cheap. She looked at them, took out her 
purse to see what money she had. The ribbons were so 
cheap, she thought she could dispose of them among her 
friends in the country, and have a bonnet trimming for 
herself. On inquiry, she found she must take the whole 
box of ribbons ; they would not allow her to unrol 
them, lest she should soil them, so, what with the persua 
sions of the shopman, and her own earnest desire, she 
resolved on buying them. The purchase only left her 
with sixpence, which would just pay the omnibus back 
to her friends.

When she reached her destination, she did not at first 
display what was in the box she carried. She went up 
to her room, to have a good look at her bargain. When 
she uncovered it, somehow the patterns and colours did 
not look so well as at first sight. Certainly the ribbons 
were very wide, and not a quarter the price that she had 
always given for a similar quality, yet it then occurred 
to her that there were fashions in such articles, and that 
what might be broad and good, might not be modern. 
Full of misgiving, she began to unrol them, and found 
to her dismay that the faded and discoloured parts were 
rolled up inside, and that every piece was so damaged

appetite. The heart of that 
woman gets hard, and she 

is likely to become a glutton or a drunkard, or both, and 
then ruin must befall her family. " Every wise woman 
buildeth her house, but the foolish plucketh it down with 
her hands." Besides this vigilance as to marketing, there 
is watchfulness over the household required. Just as 
the husband and father must go out in all weathers and 
work hard, earning his bread by the sweat of his brow, 
so the wife must not be idle. If she has young children, 
she will be the last to bed, and the first up in the house. 
It is not just that a man's rest should be disturbed if the 
wife can, by good management, prevent it. She should 
strive to have a quiet, orderly home, that when her hus 
band enters he may feel that he is at rest from the toils 
and cares of life. That his burdens are lightened, and 
his joys doubled, by being shared by his wife.

The distaff and spindle belong to the things of the 
past. The great manufacturing towns are spinning and 
weaving for all. But the needle remains woman's im 
plement of industry, by which she keeps her children 
neat, and all around her respectable. Every woman, as 
a most important part of her duty to her family, should 
aim at being a good, quick, managing needlewoman. I 
know a mother of nine children, most of whom are now 
grown up, and she makes the garments of her sons, as 
well as of her daughters. The best coats of her husband 
and sons are made at the tailors ; she makes all the others, 
and a better dressed household it would be hard tit find. 
The father of this family began life a working-man, he 
is now a thriving tradesman, and he is wont to say, 
" Under God, I owe everything to my having had the 
blessing of a good wife." So be instant in season and 
out of season, taking your share in life's burdens with a 
cheerful spirit, looking unto Him who will help you in 
everv time of need.

LITTLE THINGS.
Do something for each other 

Though small the help may be ; 
There's comfort oft in little things 

Far more than others see !  
It takes the sorrow from the eye,

It leaves the world less bare, 
If but a friendly hand _come nigh

When friendly hands are rare ! 
Then cheer the heart which toils each hour,

But finds it hard to live ;   
And though but little's in our power,

That little let us give.

We know not what the humblest hand,
If earnest may achieve ; 

How many a sad anxiety
A trifle may relieve :  

We reck not how the aged poor
Drag on from day to day, 

When e'en the little that they need
Costs more than they can pay ! 

Then cheer the heart that toils each hour,
Yet finds it hard to live :  

And though but little's in our power,
That little let us give. CHARLES SWAIN.

THE UNSEEN HAND; 
OR, THE SWEARER REFORMED.

IN a certain district of the great county of Yorkshire, 
there lived a prosperous farmer. Now, of all conditions 
in life, that of a farmer who is thriving and well-to-do, 
seems the very happiest. He lives amid the pleasant sights 
and scenes of country life, beholds his fields rich in ver

CATCHING- MONKEYS.
IN a French paper, on recent discoveries in Africa, the 
following fact is recorded : 

'•' The inhabitants of Senaar make use of a singular 
method for taking monkeys alive. They place under 
a tree, well-peopled with monkeys, a wooden pitcher 
full of a sort of beer mixed with honey. The crea 
tures come down, take a long draught of the liquor, 
which completely intoxicates them ; the monkey-catcher 
appears, and carries off all those whom he finds lying 
drunk on the ground."

Are not men and women sometimes .caught in the 
same way in England ?

"FATHER IS DRtTNZ."
IT is a sorry sight, that of a working-man reeling home 
on Saturday evening, having invested a great part of his 
week's wages in drink. It is sorrier yet to look upon 
his little children, who have run out with eager feet and 
outspread arms to meet him, and see them slowly turn 
ing homeward, with shame-flushed faces, to carry the 
tidings that " Father is drank," to one wb-j, by patience 
and industry, has earned a quiet Sunday's rest. One 
can fancy the cloud of misery gathering over the poor 
woman's face, as she looks at the little suits she has 
washed and mended so thriftily, and her despairing 
murmur, " It's of no use it's of no use! " and so the 
wife really thinks; but as the frightened children hide 
in corners, or cower under her skirts, the mother, 
smothering her despair and sorrow, rises, and helps her

dure and fruitfulness, his barns full of plenty, his cattle 
fat and flourishing. Every object that meets his eyes, 
has something to interest and please him.

But it is not what a man sees around him, in the 
beauties of nature, and the bounties of Providence, that 
can make him happy. It all depends on the spirit in 
which he beholds and receives his daily mercies, whether 
they are enjoyed or not.

Farmer Ralph (as we will call him), in all his pros 
perity, was not a happy man. His spirit was discon 
tented ; and as out of the fulness of the heart, the mouth 
speaketh, his heart being full of bitterness arid wrath, it 
overflowed in wicked words and shameful oaths. No 
habit grows more upon a man, than the habit of swear 
ing. Farmer Ralph when the weather was bad, swore 
at the weather ; when the days were fine, he swore at 
his men. When any mistake occurred at his home, he 
swore at his family. The poor dumb creatures on his 
farm, were not free from his curses. Nay, many times 
of every day, he swore at himself.

It could not be said that holy names were not men 
tioned by him, but, I tremble to write it, they were pro 
fanely used to curse with.

"FARMER RALPH, THE SWEARER," was a name he 
justly merited. As he rode upon his gentle and saga 
cious horse, and was followed by his faithful dog, how 
much below these dumb creatures he degraded himself 
by his vile words! Every faculty the poor beasts had, 
was wisely used in the service of their master the 
strength and fleetness of the horse the courage and 
affection of the dog, were gratefully given to him. How 
did Farmer Ralph serve his Master ? He blasphemed 
His name, he defied Him, he used the great gift of 
speech to call down curses on his own head and on others. 
If the great and holy God who inhabiteth eternity, and 
before whom the angels veil their faces with their wings, 
had answered the awful words of this profane man, he 
would not have had eyes to see with, or limbs to use ; 
for many times of every day did he imprecate God's 
wrath upon every member of his frame.

Many people were shocked and indignant at this 
swearing man. They avoided him, or if they were 
obliged, in the way of business, to" meet with him, they 
talked about his foul tongue among themselves, but none 
had the courage to speak to him.

One servant of Farmer Ralph's was a pious man. He 
never heard the oaths of his master without a shudder, 
and an inward prayer that he might be led to see the 
exceeding sinfulness of his sin. Poor pious John was 
richinhis Saviour's love. He had felt the burden of his sins, 
and carried them to the foot of the cross, and there they 
had been all taken away, and his soul was set free. When 
he felt the joy that filled his own heart, he longed that 
others should feel the same ; and having been long in 
the service of Farmer Ralph, he made it a matter of 
special prayer, that his master might be brought to see 
his sins in their true colours, red with the reflection of 
the lurid fires of Hell!

Once as John rose from hifc knees, a thought entered in 
to his head. He dared not speak to his master on the 
subject. He could not write such a letter as would be 
read by him. Yet he felt he must do something to try 
to arouse him. A tract called " The Swearer's Prayer," 
had fallen in his way. John read it carefully. Yes, the 
swearer prays, but it is not for salvation, but for perdi 
tion. He prays, not that he may escape the wrath to 
come, but that it may fall on him and burn him up for 
ever. (

So, getting an envelope, John put this trart into it, and
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Little 
Kindnesses.

THE humble 
current of lit 
tle kindnesses, 
which, though 
but a creeping- 
streamlet, yet in 
cessantly flows, 
although it glides 
in silent secrecy 
within the do 
mestic walls, and 
along the walks 
of private life, 
and makes nei 
ther appearance 
or noise in the 
world, proves in 
the end a more 
copious tribu 
tary to the store 
of human com 
fort and happi 
ness, than any j 
sudden and tran 
sient flood of de 
tached bounty, 
however ample, j 
that may rush | 
into it with a 
mighty sound.

IT is a great 
point to get ha 
bit on the side 
of virtue, it 
will make every- 
thing smooth 
and easy.

Advice—Advice 
is like snow ; the 
softer it falls, the 
deeper it sinks.

In mournful strains they speak to some, 
Borne down by grief and care.

And bid them seek another Home, 
But do not tell them where.

In harsher tones they tell again
Of man's relentless heart, 

Appeals to which are made in vain,
The answer is Depart!

'•' This House to Let"—but time would fail,
And language would be spent, 

Did we pursue each varied tale, 
And picture each event.

'' This House to Let " oh ! pass not by,
As thou hast done before, 

But while the words attract thine eye, 
Ponder their meaning o'er 

For speak they not to every heart,
Of its own home of clay, 

Which, when the tenant shall depart,
Will fall into decay ?

Then pray that thou, and all mankind.
When notice shall be given, 

To quit these frail abodes may find
" Mansions " " prepared " in heaven.

May find " a house not made with hands "-
That passeth not away  

That on the Roch of Ages stands,
And never shall decay.

LIGHT THE LAMPS!
THERE are in the world about eight hundred millions 
of human beings. Suppose that instead of eight hun 
dred millions of souls to be brought to God, there were 
eight hundred millions of lamps to be lighted. If lighted

in his very best 
hand - writing, 
with great care 
lie wrote his 
master's name 
on the outside, 
putting   the 
 words, " From 
a friend," in 
the corner. He 
placed this just 
inside the barn 
door, where it 
would be seen 
when Farmer 
Ralph entered. 

Early the 
next morning 
the master 
went alone in 
to the barn,

and the first thing that met his eyes was the letter. 
"Why what's this ?" said he, taking it up and looking 
at it in great perplexity ; he turned it about, and at 
length opened it.

" The Swearer's Prayer "* the name " swearer" smote 
his heart ; yes. that was himself, nothing could be plainer. 
He was constrained to read. " Prayer," what did that 
mean? a calling upon God. And had he really in his ! 
horrid oaths and deadly blasphemy been praying for 
curses on himself, his family, his possessions ? Yes! j 
that's what he had been, and what he was constantly doing;. | 
A profuse sweat broke out upon him, the bright rays of 
the blessed morning sun as they fell upon him seemed to 
scorch him as with fire. He could not look up, his 
knees trembled under him, and with the paper shaking 
in his hand he fell down saying, " Oh, what shall I do? " 
It was a dreadful moment every horrid oath he had 
uttered seemed ringing in his ears. He could not bear 
his feelings.

Eeader ! God always opens a door of escape for every 
one who really wants to leave his sins.

Farmer Ralph rose from his knees, wiped the moisture 
from his face, and set off to call on the nearest minister, 
taking the letter with him. We need not detail his further 
career ; suffice it to say that it was the turning-point in 
his history. From that time he became a changed man.

* We purpose inserting the " Swearer's Prayer " in our next No.

The Proud Christian. An old writer remarks : 
" You may as well talk of an honest thief, an ignorant 
philosopher, or a cowardly hero, as of a proud Christian.

HOUSE TO LET."

•' This House to Let"— though day by day
We pass that notice by, 

How very few of us can say 
WT hat these four words imply '

In many a case they simply mean
Just what they say no more,  

' A house to let,' which may be seen, 
Inquire at number four.

J3ut oh ! how variously tkey tell
Of Life's eventful scenes, 

And unto those who read it well,
How much that notice means !

Keep Good Company. Intercourse with per 
sons of virtue and excellence is of great importance in 
the formation of a good character. The force of example 
is powerful. We are creatures of imitation, and by a 
necessary influence our habits and tempers are very much 
formed on the model of those with whom we associate.

POOR POLLY!

AN affecting incident occurred in Bermondscy, London, 
a few months ago. A shopkeeper was aroused out of his 
sleep in the middle of the night, by his parrot calling out 
loudly, " Master ! master ! " Tlic strong smell of fire 
caused the startled shopkeeper to jump quickly out of bed. 
He found that the house was in flames ! Engine and 
fire-escape men were soon on the spot. The shopkeeper 
and his family happily escaped from the burning house, 
but, sad to tell, poor Polly was burnt to death !

" This Home lo Let"—another change  
Again a home to seek  

Once move to feel forlorn and strange  
Such language do they speak.

" This House to Let"—how many a tale
That notice might reveal, 

Could we but gently lift the veil, 
Could we but break the seal !

How many a disappointing scheme 
That once had promised fair,

Has failed to realize the dream, 
And placed that notice there !

How many a scene of Death and woe,
Common to mortal man, 

Is daily passing here below,
And changing every plan !

' This House to Let—the notice brief,
May tell in language plain, 

That, (adding to the mourner's grief) 
Fortune is on the wane.

" Tliis House to Let'' -ah ! who can tell
What pangs of deep regret 

May be the lot of those who dwell 
Within ' this house to let! '

These words a thousand tales convey,
To such as read aright; 

They speak the language of dismay 
Or tell of prospects bright.

at the rate of five a minute, it would take between seven 
and eight hundred years to light them all. But, if every 
single lamp, when once lighted, had the power of lighting 
others at the same rate of five every minute, the first 
minute five lamps would be lighted ; the next minute 
each of these would light five; the third minute there 
would he twenty-five, each lighting five; the next 
minute there would be one hundred and twenty-five, 
lighting five each ; the next minute there would be six 
hundred and twenty«-five, each lighting five, and so on.

By this method of lighting the eight hundred millions 
of lamps, how long would it take, think you ? Le-ss 
than, fifteen minutes!

Oh that every Christian were a spiritual Lamp-lighter !
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British Workman for 1855 -1S62, bound in cloth, pricu 12s., gilt 
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in illustrated paper covers. Price Is. Cd. each.

:W With. 70 Engravings. The " British Workman," for 
1SG2. Illustrated by John Gilbert, Birket Foster, Henry Anelay, 
Harrison Weir, L. Huard, &c. In illustrated paper cover, price 
Is. Cd. Superior Edition, cloth, gilt, 2s. Cd.

i1®* With 100 Engravings. The " Children's Friend," for 
18G2. In illustrated cover, Is. 6d. Plain cloth, 2s., gilt edges, 
2s. Gd. This is an attractive present for the young.

?®" With 70 Engravings. The " Band of Hope Review," 
for ISGiJ. Illustrated cover. Is. parlour edition, cl. git., 2s.

In the press.
Cousin Bessie; a Story of Youthful Earnestness. 

By Mrs. Balfour. Eight Illnstrations. One Shilling.

The Giants and how to Fight them. By the Rev. R. 
Newton. D.D. With u, Prefacs by the Editors of the " Children's 
-Friend." Eight illustrations by John Gilbert. Cloth, Is.

THE KIWI-KIWI.

How wonderful are the provisions made by the Great 
Creator for the wants of the animal world. The Kiwi-Kiwi 
is a striking instance of this. It feeds chiefly on worms, 
thereby rendering essential service to the tiller of the 
soil. With its large and powerful bill, it can readily 
penetrate several inches into the earth, and it seldom fails 
to find its favourite food.

In this bird, there is scarcety the slightest trace of 
wings, a peculiarity which has gained for it the title of 
Apteryx, or wingless. The general colour of the Kiwi- 
Kiwi is chestnut-brown, each feather being tipped with 
a darker hue. The height is about two feet. When 
about to sleep, this curious bird sticks its long bill in the 
ground to prevent its "toppling over."

The Kiwi-Kiwi is a native of New Zealand, but a 
fine specimen has been brought over to the Regent's 
Park Zoological Gardens.
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man" to any part of the United Kingdom, Clumrel Islands. Shet 
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A NOVEL HOME.

Chester, we are enabled to give our readers an engraving j ''whose care letters for the Editor should also be addressed.
of a novel cottage (formerly  - 
a prison), near the village of
New Mills, Derbyshire. On
a sign-board over the door
is the following inscription :  

A Drunkard's 
Reform.

A working-man, a 
teetotaller for ten 
years, who was for 
merly a notorious 
drunkard and a no 
torious poacher, has 
recently invested his 
sober earnings in the. 
purchase, of the town 
prison, which he has 
converted into a com- \ 
fortable dwelling- \ 
house. Frequently an j 
inmate whilst a 
drunkard and a \ 
poacher; he is now j 
owner of the whole, , 
and occupier of tJie i 
premises. |

THOMAS HANDFORD. | 

j A.D. 1854.

IT would be a happy day for 
Old England if all our prisons 
were turned into such' homes.' 
We fear, however, that the 
continued increase of public- 
houses will occasion the erec 
tion of many new prisons.
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