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PREFACE.

e O

In the preface to a work entitled “The Odious,
Despicable, and Dreadful Condition of a Drunkard,”
by Junius Florilegus, published in London in 1649,
the writer — not dreaming that an American would
borrow it two hundred and thirty years after — says:

«Experience teaches that mo one thing (be it the
violet) will please every one. That nothing is more
easie than to finde a colour of exceptions. That men’s
censures are as various as their palats. That some
are as deeply in love with vice as others with vertne.
That crossed wickedness proves desperate, and in-
stead of yielding seeks for revenge of its own sins
upon others’ uprightness. Shall I then make myself
the subject of every opinion, wise and weak? Yes,
I had rather hazard the censure of some than hinder
the good of others. Again, if T do ill, no plea can
warrant me; I cannot be discouraged with any cen-
sures; my desire is to satisfy all honest minds’
Therefore, the medicine must be fitted to the dis-
ease; the wedge proportioned to the timber; for the
harder and more kuotty our hearts are, the harder
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vi PREFAOR,
g;nd*stmnger must be the blows and wedges that
rl.ve them. . . . There needs neither reasong to be
glven, nor excuses or apdlogies to be made, where
the word is our warrant, and the benefit of our ’fellow-
men our aim. Thus most humbly beseeching God to
bless this effort, I leave itg success to Him, and itg
use to the world.” o T

.So, borrowing the preface of Junius Florilegus
‘ertten in 1649, I send out my book, earnestly hopinof
1t may be of benefit to some, and harmful to none, i

JoEN B. Govau.
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ILEN the noon of life is passed, and
the shadows begin to leugthen, as
the bustle and worry and excite-
ment are less active, we look hack
and ask the question, “Ilave we
lived the threescore years?” Tt
A 2% L is worth while to remember, as
b&"?@“&ﬂ) 7 years increase, that onr lives are not

S measured by the years we have existed,
but by the years we have lived.  The time that has
been misapplied, devoted to mere scll-indulzence, to
the gratification o unworthy appetites, is lost, and
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time lost is not lived; so that the question comes,
How much have T lived? not, How many years have
I existed? Tuller says, “He lives long that lives
well.”  Seneca says, “ To live well i is a gleatel benefit
than life itself.”

There is a right ring in the go‘od old question and
answer in ‘the Catechism — “ What is the chief end

of man? To glorify Good and to enjoy Him forever.” .

If we could comprehend at our starting-poiut more
fully all that is involved in “ glorifying God,” that it
is to be in entire harmony not only with eternal wis-
dom and beneficent law, but especially with their
Source and Author, surely onr lives might be filled
to the brim with happy usefulness; and move on with
no more friction or jar than do the processions of the
seasons. ‘ 7 -

With the conviction that often the experience of
years may be helpful to the young, and hoping that
the reflections and recollections of a life that has been

for many years so fully among men may be profitable

to those who have all of life before them, I venture
to gather the incidents and experiences of these years,
and, without apology, present them to those who may
choose to accept them. A writer has said, “ There
are few minds but might furnish some instruction and
entertainment out of their scraps, their odds and ends
of thought. They who cannot weave a uniform web
may at least produce a piece of patchwork which may
be useful, and not without a charm of its own.” So
I venture on my patchwork by jotting down obser-
vations, thoughts, and conclusions, gathered from
wayside opportumties and sources in the course of
a long experience.
Shakspeare agserts: “There is a divinity that shapes’
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our ends, rough-hew them as we will.” Canon Farrar
S: e overruhng prowdence of God is so clearly
in the progress’ of human events that the
an hardly needs any further proof that there
and that guides More incisive yet are the
st man’s words: “A man’s heart deviseth his way,
he Lord directeth his steps.” All our personal
'érien@Les reveal to us the fact of an overruling
idence; that we are not the creatures of chance.
\ very trifling incident may change the whole course
of our lives.

During a retreat of the English army, when closely
rsued by Marshal Soult, about the year 1809, my
her, then about thirty years of age, was a soldier
: ‘the Fifty-second Light Infantry. - He had been
nshghtly wounded in the chest, and though his wound
was 1ot considered fatal, it was painful and irritating.
The army had suffered fearfully from exposure, fam-
, andcthe heavy fatigues of an active campaign. .T
1 lemember my father saying to me, “Jolin, you
ill never know what hunger is till you feel the two
des of your stomach grinding together.” In that
ampaign, men mad with hunger fought like wolves
over the half-decayed hoof of a bullock; and often
when one of these poor animals, overcome with weak-
ess and starvation, was staggering as if about to
fall, the ready knife was applied to the throat, and
the fainting soldiers, eagerly catching the blood in
thelr hands, and hardly waiting for it to congeal, made
it' take the place of food. . In this retreat, the Fifty-
second Regiment became — to use the American term
— demoralized ; and while they staggered on, my
father threw hlmself out of the ranks, under the
shadow of a large rock, to die: he could go no
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farther. Lying there, he took firom his inner pocket a
hymu-hook (which T have to-day, with all the marks
of its seventy years upon it), and began to read the
hymn in which is the verse —

*When in the solemn hour of death
L own Thy just deeree,
Be this the prayer of my last breath
O Lord, remember me.”

He must die — it scemed inevitable — though far fiom
home, in a strange land. Ie was a Christian, and
endeavored to prepare himself for the change.  Sud-
denly a large bird of prey, with a red neck growing
out of a ruflle of feathers, came swooping along,
almost brushing my father’s body with its wings;
then cireling up, he alighted on the point of rock,
and twned his blood-red eye on his intended vietim,

As my father saw that horrible thing watching, and
waiting to tear him in pieces even before life was ex-
tinct, it so filled him with horror and disgust that he
cried, “I cannot endure this: it i too terrible. When
I am unable to drive that fearful thing away, it will
be tearing my flesh. 1 eannot endare it!”  He rose
to his feet and fell, then crawled and struggled
away, till at length he crept into a poor hut, found
salety, and soon after joined his regiment. Though
he was very, very ill after that frightful c¢pisode, he
recovered, and died in 1871, at the remarkable age of
nincty-four years,

I enjoy tracing some of these experiences in my
own life. 'When a boy doing crrands for a family
about to cmigrate to America, the lady, who was in a
very good humor, said, “John, how would you like to
go to America with us?” It was said jestingly, yet
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that playful word grew into the decision that made
me an Aumnerican citizen.

In 1832 or 1833, two boys sought employment at
the same establishment, in the same week. One was
duly engaged as errand-boy in the office, the other
as crrand-boy in the bookbindery. The first was
thrown mto good socicty, among vefined, Christian
people, and brought under restraining influences. The
other was surrounded by an entirely different atmos-
phere — nothing elevating, very little that was “pure,
lovely, or of good report.” The office-boy, cncouraged
by good adviscrs, grew in the right dircetion, obtained
an education, became a minister, a professor in a col-
lege, a celebrated Greek scholar, and died leaving
behind him a splendid reputation.  The  shop-boy,
with mo restraining influences, naturally impulsive
and yiclding, went sadly astray, until he became as
near an outcast as a young man could well become,
with only a limited education, while all the natural
powers God had given him were running to waste.
For yeurs he groped in darkness and almost despair,
One of these became the Rev. Dr. MceClintock; the
other is writing these lines to-day.

It is true, as the prophet records — and we would
not have it otherwisc — that “ the way of man is not
in himself;” yet it is undonbtedly a fact that a man is
i a great degree the arbiter of his own fortune. I
know I have a will to do, or not to do. Loclke says,
“We are born with powers and faculties capable of
almost anything, but it is the exercise of these powers
and faculties that gives us ability and skill in any-
thing.” "'We are conscious of possessing a will that
can consent or refise to excrcise these facultics.

I Imow that here we trench on a great mystery,
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God’s plan and man’s will — a mystery we have nai-
ther skill nor ability to unravel. T remember once,
when confrronting some of these knotty problems, —
sneh as the origin of evil, and the eternity of sin, —
I went fo my dear friend Do Wi M. Taylor, of New
Yorlk, and asked him to give me some light.  Putting
his hand on my shonlder, he said, “Jolm, lay t hcxe
things on the shelf. We shall see light by and by,
when IIe shall reveal to ns the deep things of 1lis
wisdom.” So I have come to the conclusion that iy
great aim must be to bring my will into snhmission

to Iis, in perfect harmony; believing that all I do not. »

know now I shall know in Iis right time, who knows
the end frrom the beginning. I therefore seek to pnt
away all that childish rubbish that hedges np a belief
in what I cannot understand; inasmuch as the insolu-
ble perplexities of nnbeliel are far greater than any
that hover abont faith and trust in God

Napoleon Bonaparte, when intoxicated with sne-
cess and at the hcight of his power, 18 reported to
h:n'o sald, “I make cirenmstances.”  Let Moscow,

Glba, “flto 0o, and St. Helena, that rocky isle where
hc. was caged until he fretted his life away, testily to
hix ntter helplessness in his Immiliating downfail.

We cannot create cirenminstances, but we can malke
the best of thein when they come.  Their power is
not despotic, and, by God’s help and omr own en-
deavor, we may make them onr servants.  How mnch
ol the snecess or failare in life depends on the man-
ner in which we are able to deal with the cirenm-
stanees of our carly life!  Cowper has written that
“The color of onr whole life is gencerally such as the
first three or fonr years in which we are onrr own mas-
ter, walke it.”  The results of enrly truining, reading,
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study, scll-control or indulgence, are rarely overcome.
In very carly life, Little’s poems were Lowd Byron's
favorite study.  “Ilcigho!™ he exclaimed in a letter
dated 1820, “I believe all the mischief I have ever
done or sung, has been owing to that confonnded
book.”  As I look hack to the carly years of my life,
when at the age of fourteen I was my own master, —
so farr as the control of my leisire was involved, —
I attribute mmeh of the influence leading me in the
wrong direction to the smronndings of thAL first shop
into which I entered.  Mark, I do not wish to exense
or palliate any wrong into which I drifted, hut simply
to state the fact tlmt a boy, coming [10.511 from the
country and the restraints of home, nutainted, igno-
rant of the world, and “green,” I was bronght into
daily companionship with men zl('qnzlintcd with, and
many of them adepts in the vices of a laloe city.
There I saw the mystery of wickedness; there I
learned to like the drink; there T became soi led;
there I took the wrong direction, — and thns secds
were sown that blought a bitter Ilnit and a wretched
harvesting. I will not linger on this page, only to say
that I began the drifting into darkness, hopelessness,
and the sunless gloom of moral ni; >]1L but “there
is a tide in the aflairs of men w 111(11 taken at the
flood, leads on to fortune,” and a kind Providence
Wi 1)1 inging me imconscionsly to it. “3Man’s extrem-
ity is Grod’s opportimity;” and in the darkest hour of
my life, —mno light, no snn, no stars, not a gleam of
hope, no expectation of a (11(11100 only a dl cary and
restless waiting for the end, — the miracle of morn-
ing came to me, heginning with the dawn.

When the night has reached its1 imit, and its visions
are broken, how great is the change made by the first
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line of morning light!  Most things are more clearly
defined by the lights but in the experience of many
the welconte and unwelcome visitations of” night have
only vanishing outlines, and lose shape as morning
orows into day.

Thirty-cight years ago ushered i the dawn of
such a morning to me.  The night had been one
of seven yearg length, and filled with murky condi-
tious; but thongh clonds were not absent from my
horizon, the breals of a new day had ecrtainly come,
and 2 total change in the direction of my life’s jom-
ney must be taken.  Ienceforth, though the path
promised to be steep, T resolved to reach higher
levels, and get away from the poisoned air and
treacherous ooze of that deep morass into which the
seven years” night had led me.  After this, to feel the
ground firm under foot; to sce the sinlight touching
the swmmits of the hills of life; to have conscious-
ness of growing purpose to reach these sate dis-
tances, in the strength of the Mighty Hand reached
down to help,—is hest comparable to the opening
morning of" a new day.

Thus for all these years, though T have scen storms
and sometimes cloudy skies, in difliculty and danger,
in changes varions and experiences manifold, it has
never heen davk: in the gloomiest hour theve has
heen a conscionsness of sunlight heyond the cloud.
Thongh sorely tried, T have never despaired. In
weakness T have experienced the trnth that e
giveth strength to the febles ™ and T have the con-
sciousness of having been enabled to help some to
a hetter life, to encournge some desponding hearts,
and 1o lift up some that were sinking.  For this T
am ozt devoutly thankful, and put forth these expe-
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riences, observations, and opinions, hoping that the

cause of truth and right may thereby he advanced.

I pretend to no literary ability, and wm aware that
I am more at home on the platfoma than with the
pen. Thns T pay little regard to the “unities,” or the
chronology. My book will be somewhat desultory,
one thing leading on to another. My aim is to inter-
est, perhaps amuse, and, above all, to help.
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(K; EELING the nccessity of vest, after
7 thirty-six years of almost unbroken hard
work, I determined to revisit England,
see my old and valwed friends, accept
the mmmerous offers of hospitality, and
spend perhaps two years in Enrope. In
answer to repeated and urgent recquests, I
i proposed giving thirty lectures while in
England, and to pass some months on the
Continent. So on the 10th of July, 1878, Mrs. Gough
and myself sailed from New York for Liverpool, two
of our nieces accompanying us.
On our landing, we were met by a committee of
the “National Temperance League,” of the ¢« United

Kingdom Band of ITope Union,” of the “ Good Tem-
32
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plars,” who prescented me with a beautifully engrossed
address of welcome; and a deputation from the “Liv-
erpool Temperance Union,” and from the “Liverpool
Popular Central Association.” My dear, good {riend
William Logan, who went home to heaven on the last
day I spent in Glasgow, came from Scotland to greet
us, and John M. Cook, Hsq., rendered us valuable
assistance.

It had been pleasantly arranged that there should
be a social gathering of the fiiends to meet me, before
commencing my public work., By the kind permis-
sion of the Dean aud Chapter, a garden party was
given in the College Gardens of Westminster Abbey.
Itwas a peculiarly gratifying oceasion, especially con-
sidering the high social position of those who gave
me their greeting.  The American minister, Hon. M.
Welch, was present; also several dignitaries of the
Church, some members of Parliament, and a splendid
representation from the different temperance organ-
izations.

Tea and coffee were served in a marquee, and dur-
ing refreshments the band of the Royal Greenwich
Hospital performed a sclection of music. It was a
most enjoyable affair.  Many of owr dear old friends,
and many new ones, were there; yet we missed sey-
cral fmmiliav faces that owr hearts yearned again to
grect. But I will not dwell on this very pleasant
cpisode, and only say that after speeches by Samuel
Bowly, Esq., his Excellency the American minister,
Canon Duckworth, Dr. Richardson, Canon El]isdn,
Sainnel Morley, Esq., M.P., Dean Stanley spoke a few
words of welcome, and offered to conduct us through
the abbey, which he did to our great delight. That
beautiful garden, the smooth lawn, the surronmdings—

3
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-gide the gray towers of the venerable abbey,
e 'other the clock-tower an 'ctona tower
of -the Parliament houses — the wh _ 80
c¢harming, will never fade ﬁom my memory
Any attempt to describe Westminster Abbey would

be presumptuous, following the many who have so-

eloquently succeeded. If it is trme that there are
“ sermons in stones,” — and that there are, we have the
authority of Shakespeare, —where shall we go for a
better sermon than to Westminster Abbey? standing,
as it does, gray and hoary and majestic, rich with the
memories of the past, and consecrated with the bones
and ashes and reputations of the great! All that
Britain contamed or contains of the illustrious or
good of gemus;or culture, have trodd’ “’1ts a' 1 s,have

esty, amldst pomp and splendor, has assumed the
crown, and, amidst equal pomp and circumstance, has
laid it down; here the nation has mourned the bard
whose verse is as immortal as her tongne; and here
she has wept over her gleateststatesnlen—dead

In the neighborliood of the abbey we are in the
centre of Enghsh civilization, and near the brain of
government — that Downing Str eet fronm which Eng-
land, Scotland, Ireland, ay, and. lands far _remote,
peopled by alien races, professing alien creeds, speak-
ing alien tongues, are ruled. Royaltyles1des in close
proximity; and in ermined gown and solemn wig and
official pomp the prond peers of Britain assemble to
legislate, not a stone’s throw from this sacred shrine.

It was arranged to.commence my public work at
the Metropolitan Tabernacle (Rev. Mr. Spurgeon’ 5)
on Tuesday, September 22d.  Adfter spendmg a week

FIRST LECTURE. 35

our dear friends Mr. and Mrs. George Brown,
oughton, Hunts, we started for the Contment
but after four weeks of almost incessant wet, Weather,
we returned to London, and took lodo*mgs at 185
Plecadﬂly, resting till the important evening should
arrive. What an audience, and what a greeting! It
was overpowering. The papers stated that seven
thousand were present. It was a happy beginning of
our allotted work. The chairman on that occasion
was Sir Charles Reed, honored as chairman of the
Londen- School Board, former ly M.P. for the borough
of Hackney,* a leading man in every good word and
work. He is the second son of the celebrated philan-
Lhroplst the late Dr. Andrew Reed, who was sent as
a deputation to America by the English ConO'rega-
nalists as far back as 1833. Sir Charles is a
pefoiinder in Aldersgate Street, and was intimately
associated with our 1llustrlous Peabody, of whose
estate he was the executor. He is also one of the
l ading men in connection with the Sunday School

fon. - He is a prompt man of busmess, always
1 ahagmg to come at the right time, say and do the
right thing, and then be off to another meeting or
i mmlttee elsewhere I—Ie is a brother-m-law of Hon

1‘ the “TLeeds Mer cury.” Sir Charles has been a
ccessful man through hfe, and for years has been

lirection, but as he refrained from comlng forward as
a a]derman of course he cannot rise to that dignity. .
His hair is white, his form erect, and there is a hearty

* Elected i in 1880 as a member for St. Ives.
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glow on his henevolent face, which shows that hig
work agrees with him.  Tle has an casy aid natural
Way of speaking.  What he says seems to coure to
liim naturally and with little effort.  1Te is very pop-
ulae, and is generally hailed on his public appearances
With hearty applause.

The chairmen of my other meetings have impressed
apon me the conviction that never before las the
Temperance canse heen more thoroughly allied to the
highest culture. Vividly do I recall Samuel Morley,
MP. for the city of Bristol, one of those merchant-
Princes who are the glory and pride of Tondon, and
of England. Heis a tall, well-made mau, with rather
4 serions, but extremely intelligent and  attractive
face, with a warm henrt and a smile for every car-
nest worker in the canse of humanity. Nor is this
all.  ITig purse is as big as his heart, and he arely
"cfuses a handsome donation in every case of real
distress. To him many have been indebted for the
Muilding of a chapel, Wesleyan, Baptist or Congre-
Zhtionalist, and the ercction of mission halls or coffee
palaces; to the establishment of school and college,
or to special efforts made by the Bible and tract
societics, and the « Sunday School Union.” T think
he is almost seventy years old, and he scems to have
an immense power of work in him yet, lnoking much
younger than his years. I am told that of hic in-
come, which is set down at £70,000 a year, half of
it is spent in charity. In politics he is one of the
liberal leaders in the city. Ie is a dissenter, and a
Congregation:l.list. As o man of business he has few
¢tals. His factory is at Nottingl.am; his warchouse
in Wood Street, Cheapside; and he has a superh resi-
dence some way from town, in one of the most hean-
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tiful districts of the county of Ient. Ile does not
malke long speeches, but what he says is always to
the point, and comes from the heart.

In spite of his great wealth he always dines in the
middle of the day, as his young men, of whom there
are some seven or cight hundred, dine at that time.
Such a habit gives him ample opportunity to devote
his evenings to useful, philanthropic, and religions
work.  This dinner-hour was recommended to him,
when quite @ young man, by his uncle, who said to
him, “ Now, Samucl, never give in to the fashion of
late dinners; it you do, you will never be able to do
any good in the world.”  And Mr. Morley has ever
since avoided late dinners, and thus devotes the time
he has gained to the promotion of the welfare of his
fellow-man and to the glory of God. A more sincere
Christian man I know not.

In the city he is an earnest supporter of the Tem-
perance movement. e was also one of the frst
members of the London School Board. There is a
great deal of drinking in London mercantile life.

The great houses have their buyers, and these buy-

ers are exposed to great temptations.  The agents of
the manufacturers invite them to heavy Iunches, or
graud dinners, where the wine circulates freely, and
business is transacted over the flowing bowl. Against
this custom Mr. Morley ever utters a conscientions
protest, and he will not sanction it in any way, as he
has scen w0 muceh of the mischicf, and the menal,
bodily and spiritual ruin it creates. He is president
of the “Band of Hope Union,” and often stands side
by side with the noble Tarl of Shaftesbury in the
cause of ragged schools.

One sees Mr. Morley driving about in a fine mail
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phaeton, as if he were some thirty or forty years
younger than he really is. I can quite understand
his desire to take things a little easier, but it seems
that people will not let him; for instance, he wishes
to retire from Parliament, but the Bristol people in-
"sist on retaining him as their M. P.

In one thing he is especially interested, and that is
in the Brackley Street Mission. You must know that
though they are pulling down all the old houses, and
all the unhealthy, fever-breeding tenements in London,
as fast as they can, many of them are still left. Oné
of these is in Brackley Street, a-very low part of the
city, where a great number of the costermongers live,
not very far from the grand warehouses in Cheapside
and Gresham Street. In this street Mr. Morley’s
employeq have established a mission church, where a
city missionary preaches every Sunday. A flourishing
Sunday school has also been established, where all the
agencies connected with such places are worked by
'“\Ir Morley’s young men. At Christmas time a grand

dinner of roast-beef and plum-pudding is provided for

the poor people connected _with the mission hall and

plesents are given to the c,hlldren ~and Mr. Morley

is sure to be present on such oc casions.

There is another institution in the suburbs of Lon-:
don, almost entirely supported by Mr. Morley and his
brother, viz., the Protestant Deaconess’ ‘Institute, at
Tottenham, just opposite the spot where dear old

Isaac Walton, the angler — as he tells us in his boolk,

— loved to refresh hlmself when he went fishing in-
the direction of the river Liea. There Dr. Losereau,

a medical man, has found a nice old-fashioned house,
which he has converted into a hospital, and in which
he appoints a certain number of respectable, rehglous
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younf*‘ women of the middle class, whom he trains to
the swk and at the same time to minister to

between Flance and (Jrermany, and whatever
T the)7 have been for good has been chleﬂy due

lften if 4 givesa hundred pounds to some chal ity,
Bigives another to prove himself as good a man as

ed the names of the donors, and to put it down

er the head of advertisements. Mr. Morley is

~a man of that class. Nor is he like a wealthy
’ther of whom I heard the other day. He be~
ged, it seems, to the Baptist denomination; and,

n an intimation to the church of his desue to be"
apart for ministerial training, a deputation was
ointed to confer with him on the snbject. After
and anxious deliberation, they returned with their

ort. It was to the effect that the young man in
stion had one great talent which might be usefully
mploycd for the good of the community, for the ser-
e of the church, and for the honor of God; and
iat was the gift of giving. Mr. Morley has that
alent in perfection, and he makes a noble use of it;
but he has other and greater and better gifts as well.
Another chairman was Canon Farrar, the author of -
the most successfiil “Life of Christ” that has appeared
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m onr day. Ile is the son of a clergyman, and with
his delicately chiselled face and fair complexion, looks
every inch a gentleman.  Originally he devoted more
time to teaching than to preaching. Ile was onc of
the masters at that beantifnl ILwrrow school, where
Lord Byron and Sir Robert Pecl were trained.  Mr.
Farrar was appointed head master; he is now, how-
ever, oe of the canons of Westminster, and oue of
the most attractive and fascinating orators in the
English Chmrch, IIe has a calm and gentle, and yet
very telling way of speaking, and when he preaches
at Westminster, the grand old abbey is crowded in
every part. Ile is qnite in the prime of life — indeed
he looks very yonng, considering the work he has
done and the reputation he has gained.  ITis hooks
have a great sale, and so have his single sermons.
ITe has also written some good stories for boys.

ITe presided twice in Excter Hall at my lectures.
I heard him speak only for a few minutes, but there
wus a magnetism about him making us long to hear
more. Ilis utterances for temperance are not uncer-
tain: he is thoronghly in carnest, and speaks power-
fully and very cloquently. e has spoken in the
Sheldonian Theatre, Oxford; and at Cambridge,
Edinbnrgh, Glasgow, and Aberdeen mmiversities, and
is doing a very important work. Ile told me that all
his children had signed the total-abstinence pledge.
He is a most valnable acquisition to the temperance
canse in Kngland, and his influnence throngh his pub-
lished speeches is extensively acknowledged in this
conntry.

Another chairman was the Lord Bishop of Excter,
a great coutrast to his predecessor, the renowned
Tory, Bishop Philpots.  Dr. Temple was at one time
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master of Rngby Grammar School, the snccessor of
Dr. Arnold, whose life was admirably written by Dean
Stanley while a professor in Oxford, and who raised
the reputation of that school to the very pinnacle, —
Rughy made so familiar to ns by Thomas ITnghes in
his “ Tom Broww’s Schooldays.”  Bishop Temple
reminds yon not a little of Dr. Cnmmings, of the
Scotch chireh, in his best days. e is dark in com-
plexion and hair; he has an eeclesiastie, scholastic,
and high-bred appearance. There was what I have
heard called a “ tremendons row,” when he was made
Bishop of Excter, as he was onc of the seven who
wrote the “Hssays,” which some years ago made so
much talk, and were the theme of so mnch disenssion
in Bngland, on the Continent, and in America. The
doctor has ontlived the odium theologicum, per-
haps one of the most virnlent forms of himnan ani-
moxzity, and is universally estcemed and respected.
His speech on temperance was very attractive and
decisive; he impressed me as a man with profonnd
convictions, who kuew what he was talking abont,
and uttered cvery sentence with a decision that im-
pressed you with his sense of the importance of his
own utterances.  Iis langnage was perfection. Ie
was received by the andience at Plymonth with great
enthusiasm.

Another, who presided at my lecture at Croydon,
was the Lord Bishop of Rochester, who has one of
the sweetest faces T ever looked upon.  Ie is small
in person, bnt great in effort, dignified bnt not stiff,
exceedingly conrteons and genial, and the perfect
gentleman, A short time since, he was a hard-work-
ing Idnglish clergyman; now he is an evangcelical
bishop in oune of the busiest of Iinglish  dioceses.
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His specch is grave but forcible and to the point.
He said emphatically: “I deserve neither praise nor
plty for being a total abstainer. I do not deserve
praise, because I never did a better thmg for myself
in all my life; nor do I deserve pity, for it has doubled
my working power.” He is held in high esteem, and
is universally respected and ‘beloved. He spoke to
me of the great delight which he has always expe-
rienced in his repeated visits to the United States.
The Bishop of Bangor presided at my lecture at
Carnarvon, but, owing to his late arrival, I saw but

little of him beyond the personal formahtles of the

immediate occasion.

The Bishop of Bedford pre81ded at my lecture in
Oswestry. He preached the Tempelance sermon in
‘Westminster Abbey for the League, in March last.
Canon Ellison presided for me at Oxford; Canon
‘Wilberforce, at Southampton; Canon Connor, at
Newport, Isle of Wight; the Dean of York, at York;
the Dean of Durham, at Newcastle; the Lord Lleu-
tenant and father of the House of Commons, Hon.

Mpr. Talbot, at Swansea; the Lord Mayor of Dublin,

at Dublin. What a4 change in public sentiment in
twenty years! when it was rare to obtain the service
of a clergyman to preside.

Another chairman was Benjamin "Whitworth, a man
who has made his own way in the world, and who is
now, or was till lately, one of the largest employers
of labor in England. He is a «nan of middle helght
gray hair, pleasant i in aspect, calm and convincing in
speech.. Said a friend of mine to.one who knew him

well some years ago, “ How did Mr. ‘Whitworth make
all his money?” “ Why, by borrowing half a:sover-

eign,” was the reply. My friend said to me, “ Pm
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afraid that cannot be the secret of his success, as I

went at once and borrowed a sovereign, and yet I am
far from having made a fortune. It requires financial
genius to make a fortune out of half a sovereign; but
that genius Mr. Whitworth has in an eminent degree,
and it has made him a member of Parliament; and a
man of mark.” {He commenced his speech of intro-
ditction with a few very pithy remarks, announcing
himself as the oldest total-abstainer perhaps in the
world, as- he was sixty-two years of age, and had
never. tasged intoxicating drink in his life. With
such a record, he carries a great deal of power; and,
theugh rich and of commandmg influence, he is very
simple in his manners, thoroughly the gentleman
without any superciliousness. I was very much at-
tracted to him, and enjoyed meeting him exceed-
mgly

I had the pleasure and privilege of meeting Sir
Wilfred Lawson, the president of the United Kmov-
dom Alliance, who was the chairman at my third
lectire in Mr. Spurgeon’s tabernacle. He is oné of
the wittiest men in the House of Commons. T am
told that his income from land alone is £100,000 per
annum. If he were not a teetotaler, he would be a

“jolly good fellow,” perhaps, in the bacchanalian sense

of the term; as it is, he is a “jolly good fellow ” in a-
higher and nobler sense. It is impossible to converse
Wlth him for five minutes without being affected by
his goodness and humor. He overflows with what
Lord Beaconsfield terms “gay wisdom,” and is even
more witty in private than in public life. His wit:
scems to be hereditary. Many years ago, when Henry
Brougham canvassed Cumberland, Sir Wilfred’s grand-
father was his vigorous supporter. On one occasion,
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observing that the conservative side of the hustings.

was crowded with clergymen, the old gentleman

stretched out his hand towards them, exclaiming,

“The Lord gave the word, and. great was the company
of the prcachers,” — an allusion that was extremely

well relished in the hustings. Sir Wilfred takes ‘the

world easily. He is good-tempered, and makes you
good-tempered as well. He has a fine, manly pres-
ence, and looks as if he might do good service to the
cause of temperance and righteousness for many years
to come. ' As a speaker, he is very fascinating, and at
once put his audience en rapport with himsclf. When-
ever you see a speech of his reported, you find con-
stantly the notice “ [roars of laughter] ”; not that he

is flippant, by any means; but he introduces sidé hits .

that are irresistibly funny; and seems to do so some-
times with an utter unconsciousness that he has said
anything lundicrous; and his half inquiring, half sur-
prised look at the convulsed audience only adds to
their merriment. He exhibits in his speeches sound
common-sense, unanswerable argument, logic without
a flaw, and what in other men would be a break or
digression, with him is~ only. reaching out for and
employing some outside implement to drive home the
truth. His good-nature is unshaken by ‘opposition;
and when sometimes he utters an uupalatable truth,
— for he is fearless in his expressions of belief, —
there may be a sto‘I"m of hissing, he is perfectly im-
perturbable, and will quietly introduce a story or
illustration so pat, so apt, as to throw the laugh upon
his opponents.  This he does so gracefully that the
objectors arc to be seen laughing &s heartily as the
others at their own discomfiture, reminding you of
Charles Lamb when he hooted and hissed as loud as
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any of the audience who ‘condemned the farce on

- he had bnilt such hopes of emolument.
I heard ‘him twice: once at a meeting of the
Whnited Kingdom Alliance, and again when he pre-
sided at Mr. Spurgeon’s tabernacle. I was very
mﬁkidus that he should speak at length, and ~acc91‘d—
ingly asked him.to occupy as much time as Posslble.
I'thoroughly enjoyed his speech. As a specimen of'
his style, though his manner is unapproachable and
inidescribable, I give a few sentences from one of his
gpeeqile§on the liquor traffic. He said: “The pub-
licans, if you read their speeches at their dinners,
gﬁﬂd"'&ll&f tell you that they are licensed by the law
as the guardians of public morality; and we all know
that the police are the guardians of the public peace.
Thercfore we may say, with regard to this licensing
question, and this conjunction of publicans and police,
fha’r;;,righteousness and peace have kissed each other.”

He is a strong liberal, and often introduces a hit,
very keen, but very smooth, at the 'opp{osition‘. One
of ;the’mottoes of the conservative party in reference
to the mission to Berlin, is, “ Peace with honor;” 50
ifi speaking of the publicans, he said: If you read
thieir speeches as I have done, you would say that the
whole toner of them is, that they are great.public
benéfaétors, unappreciated by a hard-hearted world,
who would retire and take refuge in some less philan-
thropic and arduous business;, where they might find
“Peace with honor,” —here he was interrupted by
cheers, laughter, and hisses, when he finished with—
“if it were not for their burning desire to minister to
their own comfort, and promote the happiness and
well-being of the people.” Take him for all in all, he
i§ one of the most effective speakers for the legisla-
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tive temperance questlon in England. He has pun-
gent sarcasm without bitterness, meets opposition
with unfailing good-humor; his wit is sharp, but
never causes a rankling wound. He is immensely
popular, and the very announcement of his name
creates enthusiasm. I met him at the dinner of the
Medical Temperance Society, at Langham Hotel, and
was charmed by his easy and gentlemanly courtesy.

I venture to give a short extract or two from his
speech at the Tabernacle, believing it will be interest-
ing to many:

“ anhes and Gentlemen: I was at a large meeting last mght ]
took up the ¢ Echo’ newspaper Jjust befora I came here this evening, ang
I saw a paragraph in which it stated that Sir Wilfred Lawson made &
‘tolernbly long 'speech.. I am afraid there was n little misprint, andl
that the writcr meant an intolerably long speech. [Laughter.] I shalf
take war ning, and not make you an mtolern,bly long speech to-night;
but Mo, Gough kindly wishes me to say a few w01ds before I have the
jplensnre of introducing him to this magnificent meeting, [loud cheers,]
for it is the grandest meeting which ever I had the pleasure of address-
ing.  [Renewed cheers.] I thunk those- gentlenien who have promoted
this meeting for having done me the honor of asking me to preside over

it. ' I feel tlmt it is an honor, and move than that, it is a lnxury; for I

am more in the habit, at these meetings, of speaking than of listening.
To-night I shall have the trent— which will be all the grenter because it
will be shared by the many thonsands whom I see around me — of hear-
ing. ... .. And another reason why I feel it pleasant to comp to this
meeting, is because I am in the habit of about five times a week attend-
ing another meeting, [laughter,] which is held at St. Stephen’s; and I
agsure you I.do not attend it with much plenasure, for the business which
we.are engaged in, in that great nssembly, is one which is enough to
wound ‘the heart of any man of feeling. [ Hear, hear."] There ‘we
are, day by day, and night by night, densmcrvmeans for the tortnre and
the slaughter of .our fellow-men.” [Uproar.]

In speaking of the results of drink, he said:

«Take lunacy. Lord Shn,fnesbuw, himself’ a lunacy commissioner,
has told us that drink is one of the “prin¢lpal causes of madness in this
country. By the by, while I am talking about lunacy, there comes into
my mind a remark which was made in this very borough, I’ think, or
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great friend of your member’s, who sits by my side.

nd was Mr. Morgan Howard, who, making a speech at &
:_;- not long since, assured his audience that during the
r; Gladstone was in office there were more lunatics in the-
is country than at any other period. [Laughter .] T state
‘ you the enormity of the evil, because I am quite sure you
¥ ee with me that, since the present government came in, the

n't néed to tell you to hear him; what I do tell you, is to heed
nke to heart the counsels which he will give you, and to.send
ack, when in a short time:he goes ncross the Atlantic, to the
ic of ‘fhe West, w1th a message that we intend to live hencefm th

oW l:lmt foul and degrnded system, based on prejudice, on tyran-
ubtom, and on wijust laws, which at present is the greatest hin-
“in all the paths of virtue and holiness and of true glovy, which
locks the way of the two greatest nations of the wo11d " [Ap-

1in ]]110'1and rely very much for medical testi-
agdmst alcoholic dr mks is Dr. Rlchardson, and

1l over the world where the Enghsh lanO‘ua ge 1s
ken; moreover, his works have been tl'anslated
 several foreign languages. He hails from the
ty of Leicester, and was born in the year 1828.
_education was chiefly in Scotland. In 1855 he
rinated the first sanitary English journal, the
urnal of Public Health, and Sanitary Review,”
ch he edited for several years. In 1856 he gained
Astley Cooper prize of three hundred guineas for
I essay on the coagulation of the blood, and he be-
me a member of the Royal College of Physiciaus.
A’s a lecturer and writer on the diseases of modern
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life, on the influence of aleohol aud other matters of
similar character, no one is more popular or more siic=
cessinl than Dr. Richardson; and he speaks with the
more suthority and cfiect, hecanse at one time he he-
liecved in and used wine, and recommended its use.
ITis mumerons works speak for him.  ITis style is
very attractive. I heard him lecture. once in Excter
Hall, and was fascinated from the first utterauces to
the closing words; and so intense was the interest
whivh he awakened, that at his conclusion, when the
spell was lifted, there was left the regret that T conld
not hear it all again.  To those (snd there are many
in this country) who have vead his works, T necd not
say how chamuing as well as vigorous is his style.

e is not very tall, vather stout, but well formed,
and with a face of vemarkable intelligence and geni-
ality.  IIe was one of the first to greet me on wmy
arrival in IZngland, and T found him a sincere friend
and cordial ally. The last evening I spent in London
was at a farewell veception in his house, where T
met 2 delightful company; among them the venerable
s. C. IIall, known for two generations as an aunthority
on matters of art,-the editor for years of the “Art
Journal,” and a good worker for temperance; hiswile,
Murs. Amma Maria ITall, who has written very clo-
quently on social reform, was detained by ill-health.

Auother medical man claimed by the total abstain-
ers, (Iwas not so fortunate as to meet him,) and
received as an authority by those who are engaged in
the temperance work, is Sir Hemry Thompsou. e
was born in Framlinghaw, in Sufloll, the son of a
grocer and draper, and. becne in conrse of time,
when a youug man, a partner in his {ather’s husiness;
but he soon left it, and entered himsell as a student
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at University College, London, with an aim to stady
medicine.  IIe passed successfully through all lis
classes, aud then went to Paris to study the Freneh
language and surgery. " Ie retmmed to London, mar-
ricd Kate Loder, the celebrated pianist, set np in
practice in Wimpole Street, in the fashionable quarter
of the town. Ilere his essay won the Jacksonian
prize for the yeav, and he at once hecame a man of
mark. IIe was brought under the notice of the King
of the Belgians, on whom he performed a successiul
operation, where snrgeons in Paris and London had
failed. . The result was that he rose at once to the
fivst rank in his profession. The King of the Bel-
gians gave him, so I have heard, £3,000. The Queen
of England made him a knight, and nobles and great
men consulted him; and it is said that his practice is
worth £20,000 per year. Ilis letter to the Arch-
bishop of Canterbury, on the evils of moderate drink-
ing, begging his Girace to use his influence to stop it,
created an immense scnsation, aud did much to open
men’s cyes, aud couvince them of the evils of the
moderate use of alcohol.  Siv Menry has great talents
as an artist, and has been a frequent exhibitor in the
Royal Academy. His Thursday dinmers, at which
the artists and wits assemble, ave among the most cele-
brated in London. e is tall, thin, gentlemanly, with
a gray, thick wmoustache, a dark eye that looks you
through and through, aud a clear, emphatic manner,

- Which males the patient {eel that he is safe in his

hands. Calm, imperturbable as he is, Sir ITenvy fecls
much. Tt is said that at the end of a very diffienlt
operation he has exclaimed, “There’s another nail in
my coflin.”

I was brought into contact with these men by my

4
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connection with them as chairmen at special efforts in
the temperance cause. My list would be incomplete
without mentioning one of the noblest men of England.
I refer to the then Lord High Chancellor, Earl Cairns;
the man who stands next to the throne in official cir-
cles; the chairman of that august assembly, the House
of Lords; a man who would not bind himself to any
cause that was not a noble one; who has all a law-
yer’s caution; who has in his bearing that hardness
which constitutes a man of the world, before whom
sophistry and sentimentalism plead in vain. It was a
beautiful sight to see him, in the height of the London
season, — when time was with him most valuable,
when his mind was most strained with important
state affairs, — devote one afternoon to preside at a
lecture of mine in Exeter Hall, and, with chastened
cloquence and matured wisdom, earnestly commend-
ing the cause of which I was the advocate, and with
which I have been identified so many years. In his
gown and wig, on the woolsack in the House of
Lords, with his gold mace before him, the Lord High
Chancellor is a very formidable personage. Even as
a plain man in the streets, you would notice Lord
Cairns by his stateliness and calmness, indicative of a
temperament and resolve of iron, which has lifted him

up, the son of a clergyman, to the very topmost pin- -

nacle of the London world. When such a man is
delighted to lend the weight of his name and influ-
ence and presence and speech to such efforts, how
great has been the progress of temperance principles
in the highest circles of the old country! And
what a personal triumph, to be thus honored for my
work’s sake in the land where I was born to so low
a lot!
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Truly the progress in twenty-five years has been
amazing and remarkable. At Rochdale, where I spoke,
the Mayor of" the city was in the chair, the Mayor of
Bury supporting him on one side, the Mayor of Old-
ham on the other, giving their countenance, in their
official capacity, (for they wore the massive gold
chains and insignia of office,) to the temperance
cause. In Glasgow, the Lord Provost Collins pre-
sided and entertained us at his residence. He is
thoroughly devoted to the reform, gives liberally, and
is always ready to give his whole influence most
heartily to the work. On January 1, 1879, he enter-
tained eight thousand of the unemployed at a sub-
stantial meal. Several of the largest halls in Glas-
gow were engaged for the occasion, and appropriate
speeches were made by ministers of the Gospel and
by others. In many ways he has manifested his deep
interest in and sympathy for the poor people, espe-
cially the deserving working class.

The Duke of Westminster had engaged to preside
at my meeting at Chester, but a severe attack of
bronchitis prevented. He is the wealthiest man in
England; a small, thin, dark-complexioned man, not
celebrated as an orator, but a nobleman who mani-
fests a deep interest in the temperance cause, and
who exerts a powerful influence. He has been the
means of reducing the number of public-houses on
his large estates. He is a personal abstainer. Though
occupying so high a position, he is very unassuming,
as all truly great men are. A friend of mine, who
was a stranger to his Grace, was one day at a musical
sotrée in the great reception-rooms of Grosvenor
House, and as he was standing with some others in
the doorway, a gentleman asked them to take a



52 DUKE OF WESTMINSTER.

seat in the next room, “where,” he said, “you can
hear just as well.” ¢“Oh,” said my friend, “I dou’t
care where I sit, 50 long as I can hear what the
Duke has to say for himself.” ¢ Oh,” observed the
stranger, “I will let you know When I am going

to speak.” My friend was talkmg to the great Duke

himself.

I was delighted to meet again my dear and honored
friend, Samuel Bowly, Whose tall, erect, and mauly
presence shows how well teetotalers can bear the
heat and burden of the day, and who has for many
years constantly and liberally devoted his time and
means to the promotion of every good work. Iu his
advanced age, he is as useful and powerful, and I
believe more influential, than ever. With his high
social pos1t10n, he has done a great work for the tem-
perance cause among those who. could not otherwise

have been reached, by his very successful parlor-meet-

ings at the houses, and in the drawing-rooms of the
Wealthy and educated, introducing teetotalism into
many a circle where it was once a thing to be scoffed
at. As a deputation for the National Temperance
League, of which he is the honored president, he has
presented the cause all over the country by his excel-
lent and persuasive platform speeches, and by his
agency the principles are honored and revered where
they were once held in contempt. I know of no man
more universally beloved than dear Samuel Bowly of
Gloucester.

Robert Rae, Secretary of the N ational Temperance
League, is one of the noble self-sacrificing workers
that inspire with new courage those who are ready to
faint; always hopeful, ever striving for an object,
constantly organizing for some new effort, he is in-
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valuable.to the association. . One of the most patient
yet.;[;géfsistent men I ever knew; holding his own,
when' convinced he is right, against all opponents
without flinching, yet with wonderful equanimity;
never dictatorial, but always firm; a reliable friend,

and?a generous enemy; bold in denouncing sin, yet

tender to the sinner, with a stern rebuke for the per-
gistent transgressor, but with deep sympathy for the
untortunate; never compromising. wrong, yet very
gentle to the Wronged He is one whom all respect .
and many love.

A grand worker and representative Scotchman was
Thomas Knox of Ediuburgh, whose sudden death last

December was felt as a national loss, and most keenly

mourned by the temperance friends who had known
him for so many years as a firm adherent to our prin-
ciples. He once said to.me, “I believe persistence to
be one of the cardinal virtues;” and most thoroughly
did he exhibit that virtue. When I was in Scotland,
as early as 1853, he was writing powerful articles in
the secular papers on education, and proposed the
introduction of temperance lesson-books. He was
strongly opposed by one section of the community,
and barely tolerated by another, while many of the
friends of temperance looked coldly on his scheme.
But he persevered, and for twenty years worked for
this object, with small encouragement from any source,
and lived to see his plan becoming popular, — lived to
see temperance literature introduced into many of the
schools of his beloved Scotland, and to know that his
scheme is extensively advocated and adopted, not
only on the continent of Europe, but in the United
States. He was a genial man, one for whom I have a
stroug affection. He has encouraged me when de-
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sponding, cheered me when sad, comforted me when
sutlering, ielped me when T neceded it. Tle wax my
firm, true, tricd, and trusted friend, and T shall alway:s
thank God that T ever Tmew Thomas nox.

As I pen these recollections of good nien, T

them coming in troops before me, and I inust forhear,
or I should fill my book with the outpouring of my

heart towards the dear, true friends of my life.
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935 this book is intended for, and will be
read principally by, Americans, T ven-
tore to introduce many of my expe-
Y riences and jottings in London and
5 Bngland.
%\r London is a fruitful theme; every
~ year a fresh crop of material springs
ﬁcﬁf up. I do not say that he who has scen
Londou has seen the world, but T do say,
that to all of Anglo-Saxou or igin on the face of the
wide world, there is no city fuller of interest and
excitement than London.  The traditions and archives
of our race are treasured there. To us, when we
55
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cross the Atlantie, London holds out a friendly hand;
and I say of London, as Cowper said of England, —
for I have tasted its hospitality, partaken of its gen-
erosity, and been familiar with its people, —

¢ London, with all thy faults, I love thee still.”

Yes; London, the great metropolis whose street
scenes so fascinated me; London, with its contrasts,
its squalid poverty and its cnormous wealth, I ex-
plored London with great interest, becoming more
attracted with a closer acquaintance. How foyw know
London! Though I spent days and nights in ny
explorations, I know but very little of the great me-
tropolis. Out of America, I had rather live in London
than in any city in the world. You cannot know it
by merely spending a few weeks in a lodging-lhouse
or hotel, and “ doing the sights:” you must cxplore.
By simply skimming the surface, you know nothing,
comparatively. It is a place that grows in interest on
acquaintance. At first, it scems darker, duller, noisier,
and more bustling than any ordinary town or city.
Ifew like London on a first visit; no one who has long
lived there but leaves it with regret. The fairest of
England’s daughters, the manliest of LEngland’s sons,
all press to London as the fitting arena of enterprise,
conquest, or display. London drains the country,
and from it the country is supplied. Go to the Land’s
End, or the Scilly Isles, and sce field after field grown
with vegetables; inquire, and you arc told “they are
for the London market.” In the most remote parts of
Scotland, ask the sportsman shooting grouse the des-
tination of those wagoun-loads of game, and you are
told “they are for the London market.” Cross to
Ireland, that butter and thosce pigs on the quays of
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Dublin and Cork are for the London market. Sail up
the remotest bays and fiords of old Norway, and ask
whither they are sending those lobsters, crabs, and
salmon; plant yourself in some picturesque part of
Normandy, and ask why they are filling these vessels
with potatoes and cggs, the answer is still thic same, —
¢ for the London market.”

In the shops of London, the finest and rarest
productions of the world are to be found. In Covent
Garden you may buy green peas, ripe strawberries,
and exquisite flowers the year round; and, as I said,
it is from London that the country is supplicd. Per-
haps you are dining with a gentleman two or three
hundred miles from town, by the scaside 5 you ask
where he obtained so fine a fish, he tells you it was
brought by train from London. I was at ouc time
engaged to speak near Loch Leven. The gentleman
who entertained me said, “I shall give you a rare
treat for supper to-night, — Loch Leven trout.” ¢ Not
very rare to you,” I replied, “for you must have themn
m abundance during the scason.”  « Indeed,” said he,

~“we do not; we who live here cannot obtain them {or

love or money, except on special occasions, and this
is onc. The tacksman sent me a fine disl of them,
that yon might cat trout on the borders of Loch
Leven, which we very seldom do.” In reply to ny
inquiry, he told me that all the fish were contracted
for in London at a certain rate, on condition that none
should be sold under any circulustances; and that the
disposal of a single trout for money would break the
contract; and said he, “if we want Loch Leven trout,
We must obtain them from Loundon.”

London is a very fascinating place to most who
have resided there long, in spite of its smoke, dirt,
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aud fog. Charles Lamb, in a letter to Manning, '11?
refereuce to a jouruey in the country, thus speals of
Londou: “Streets, streets, streets, markets, theatres,
churches ; Covent Gardens; shops sparkling with
pretty faces of industrious milliners, neat scamstl'e.‘sses,
ladies clicapening, geutlemen behind counters lying ;
authors i the streets with spectacles; lamps lit at
night; if you happen to wake at midnight, cries of
fire! and stop thief! inns of court, with their learned
air, and halls, and Dbutteries, old book-stullhs, Jcrc_m.y
Taylors, Burtons on Melancholy, and Religio Medicis
at cvery stall;— these are thy pleasures, O London!
and for these may Keswick and her giant brood go
hang!” .

Dr. Johnson could live nowhere else but in London
with comfort. London is several cities rolled into
one. If you walk along Regent Street, it is a city of
gorgeous shops; if you turn to the W(,'.St, of pa.rks
and palaces; if you travel St. Giles, of gin a.nd (.111'?;
in Belgravia, it is rich and grand; in I.’ln.lhco, it is
poor aud pretentions; in Russell Squuf'e 1’? is well-to-
do, — successtul professional men abiding in what 1)[1'.
‘Wilson Croker called its unexplored vegions. You
will find between each ncighborhood a regular line of
demarcation. “When I consider this great city,”
wrote Addison, — and the language is applicable now,
—“in its several quarters.and divisions, I l.ook upon
it as an aggregate of various nations, distinguished
from cach other by their respective customs, manners,
and interests. The courts of two countries do not so
much differ from one another as the court and city of
Londou, in their peculiar ways of life and conversa-
tion. In short,” he says, “the inhabitants of St.
James, notwithstanding they live under the same
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Jaws, and speak the same lauguage, are a distiuct
people from those of Cleapside, by several clinmates
and degrees, in their way of thinking as well as con-
versing.”

Fashion migrates to the west; actors and musi-
cians live about Brompton; the medical students take
possession of whole streets in the vicinity of their
respective liospitals; the inns of court are chiefly
inhabited by barristers; France, Italy, Huugary, Po-
land, you will find represented by the cafés and cigar-
shops, billiard-rooms and restaurants of Leicester
Square; Wapping, Rotherhithe, and the Commercial
Road abound with sailors of every nation under the
sun; Quakers live about Edmonton and Stoke-New-
ington; Jews congregate in Houndsditch. In short,
the swells in the parks, the millers in Mark Lane, the
graziers in the new Cattle Market, tlie prim, pale lads
in the city, the silk-weavers of Spitalfields, or the sugar-
bakers of White Chapel, really form distinet commu-
nities, and seem absolutely localized in their ideas.

The late Dr. Arnott, one of the greatest sanitary
reformers of the age, used to say, that though Lon-
don was not a place where the rate of mortality was
very higly, yet it was a place where 10 “one enjoyed
very good liealth. There is more and more danger
every year of its health being diminished, by want of
fresh air.  People live out of town, rents are too high
in the city, and, in consequence of its rapid extension,
the great and growing evil is the want of fresh air.
It is stated, in confirmation of this fact, that every
year the hospital surgeons in Loundon find it more
difficult to cure wounds and ljuries to the human
body, on account of the growing impurity of the

London air. A few years ago there was such a fog
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in Loudon, not only in the city, but at the Agricul-
tural Liall at Islington, that fat cattle worth hundreds
of" pounds— cattle that had won prizes at various
fnirs — were  actually suflocated. Long  ago, that
fraons man, Count Rumford, used to estimate the
amount of coal suspended in the London air as some
mithions of chaldrons. It is a curious fact that S
Rutherford Alcock, when he visited the great wall in
China, brought back with him a couple of hricks;
onie of these bricks he put outside a London balcony.
Tn two years it ad gone entirely to picees, heing
disintegrated Dy the action of the atmosphere.  This
materially affects out-of-door monunments in particu-
lar, and strect architeeture in general. They have
Leen compelled to cover the Obelisk on the Embank-
ment with a preparation, to preserve ity as it began to
cruinble. :

The people in the London streets, by day or night,
are Lazciating to me; and I never weary of strolling
about and watching them. It is very casy to gather
a2 crowd: a liorse falls down, and in a fow minates 1t
requires a policeman to clear the street. One cycning
T started in a cab from the Midland Raithway Alation
for Piceadilly, accompanied by a lady.  We had
passed the Five Dials, aud were in Gerravd Hireet,
when (he horse staggered and fell. At once @ crowd
ol wen, women, boys, and girls gathered rosnd ns.
“ 3 oUs hmp, cabby?”  “ Wy, don't yer see vots hup ?
My Corse is down; that’s vot's hup” “Yah, hes zot
ihe staggers, Dlest if he asn't.” “"Old fard, hold
feller;™ to the horse, who was struggling. Mow,
then, stupid, do you vant your Dlessed legs broke
vitl them “ere ‘eels?” € Vot are ye vipping him for?™
«%un of ye sit on s “ed, and vee'l get fimoout ol the
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shalts in a Jiffy.”  Such a din! boys laughinw, wanea
gereamning at cevery fresh struggie of the wretehed
horse, or pitying him with, “poor thing!™ = vet a

shame!?”

The poor, beer-soaked cabuian was perfeetly
bewildered, the crowd and confusion increasing, =ome
one cried out, “’ere’s the perlice,” and by his direc-
tion we transferred our Inggage to another cab; and,
paying half a crown in fees, beside the cabby's fare,
we got away, leaving the poor horse on the ground,
and the crowd undiminished.  You hail a cab, or
hansom, where there is a stream of passers-hy, and
immediately a group of persons will stop to see you
get in. Stand stock=still, and stare in one direction,
and a dense crowd will soon be formed; ask a man,
“What is the matter; swhat are the people standing
like that for?™ Ile doesu’t know, he says, and yet
e is staring as carnestly as any.

The street folks are casily excited. In some parts
of the city, in the evening, you sce an organ-erinder
at work, and young girls dancing with as keen an
enjoyment as the fashionable lady at the stylish hall.
These street boys and givls ave uncontrollable. I
found them, after twenty years, just the same,—
keen, sharp, impudent.  Coming through the Strand,
a flake of soot fell on my moustache. I began to run
my fingers throngh the hair, when a ragged, little bit
of a hoy looked up at me and said, with a perfectly
sober face, “Tt Jooks wery nice, sir)”’

1t 15 to be hoped that the compulsory education by
the school hoards will he effectual in vepressing them
i some degree; but it is wonderful the numbers
who evade the provisions of the School Act, and
every day the “I3ohbices,” as they term the policenen,
arc comunissioned to arrest a truant. It is vastly
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amusing when a policeman undertakes to capture one
or more of these wild boys or girls, as they rush
about, followed by the panting “ Bobby,” out of
breath, and altogether too heavy to cope with such
small fry.  The little one has the game in his own
hands, and he knows it. Policeman has no chance in
a fair race; at a long distance, the odds might be in
his favor. Ile has long legs; he has, perhaps, more
than an average amount of bone and muscle; but he
is not fairly matched: he can’t dodge under horses;
“he can’t crawl between the wheels of a street-car, or
an omnibus; he can’t hide his portly form behind a
pillar box; and his pursuit is like a buffalo chasing a
butterfly, which gencrally ends in failure, and perhaps
the last act of the farce is the little rascal taking a
sight at him.

Occasionally one is caught; and now let us question
‘the poor little fellow. You find he is shrewd, quiclk,
sensitive, yct thoroughly wicked, —a waif of the
streets. Read his history before you pass judgment.
Iis home is a cellar; his mother a shameless beggar;
his father a drunkard; his sisters, with Hvid, withered,
sad faces, ply their dreadful trade. His family are
vagaponds and outcasts. e dwells amid unclean-
ness and cruelty, catching the contagion of sin, and
in sympathy with polluted humanity in every form.
His history? It is one of darkness, without one ray
of light; a history which, if traced in tears and written
in blood, none of us would have nerve enough to read.
Born and brought up in the midst of such horrible
surroundings, he is what he is. Iow can he grow
Grod-like, while all the influences of his life tend to
make and keep him morally hideous? Take one of
your own dear ones, and give him the education that
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boy has had, with all his woful experience of life, and
he would be as he is—mno better, no worse.  Would
you he what you are if yowr infancy and childhood
had been passed among all the horrible influences that
have surronnded him?  Think of this, and look at
him as he is; and do not sweep him away with the
pitiful leavings of the street, but help him, give him
knowledge, teach him the Lord’s Prayer, tell him of
Jesus.  That boy may be made a Barnabas, instead
of a Barabbas. As we know more of such neglected
ones, the less critical and the more loving we shall be.
He who knew the hearts of all was the most gentle
in dealing with ignorance. HHe, the undefiled, en-
deavored to win the hearts of the guilty, because Ile
loved them; and surely we may be patient— ay,
even believing and hoping —in all owr efforts to
lift up the unfortunate, and thus do Christ’s work on
earth. Solomon says, that “ Foolishness is bound up
in the heart of a child;” and what is to be expeeted
of thesc boys born and bred in the streets? I have
seen the children from a Christian home go astray.
Some of the sons of the wealthy and refined have
become poor and coarse; but these children of the
drunkard and the thicf never had a chance.

A poor working-man in Lambeth, when returning
one Sabbath afternoon from a ragged school, found a
little boy sitting in a very destitute condition on a
door-step, took him home, and asked his history. The
lad was about ten years of age; his mother had died
when he was a baby, so that he had no recollection
of her; his father had been dead about twelve months
— partly from the cffects of drink. The furniture of
his room was sold the day of the funeral to pay the
expenses.  When the lad returned from the grave,
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he found a man busy removing the poor sticks and
rags from the wretched apartment, making it more
desolate in its emptiness. The boy left that room an
outcast. The first night he slept in a court; then he
found refnge in a railway arch; then in the boot of
an omnibus. Such was his story. Is it wonderful,
when we think of these things, that there should be
.vice and crime in London? Sixteen hundred of these
poor little waifs were gathered from the streets, and,
on examination, one hundred and sixty-two confessed
that they had been in prison — not merely once or
twice, but several of them many times; one hundred
and sixteen had run away from their homes; onc¢ hun-~
dred and seventy slept in the lodging houses; two
hundred and fifty-three had lived together by begging;
two hundred and sixteen had neither shoes nor stock-
ings; two hundred and eighty had no cap or covering

for the head; one hundred and one had no linen; two

hundred and forty-nine had never slept in a bed;
sixty-eight were the children of convicts. How did
they live? Why, as they conld: by sweeping cross-
“ings, turning somersaults for the amusement of
passers-by, selling lucifer matches, oranges, tapes,
or ballads. Onc boy, during the inclement winter,
passed the greater part of his nights in the large
jron roller in Regents Park. As an illustration of
the low rate of morality, I would merition what
passed at a ragged school, to which some fourteen
or fifteen boys were admitted. One Sunday evening,
when the clock struck eight, they all arose. The

master took one little fellow by the arm, as he was _

leaving, and said, “ You must remain, the lesson is
not over.” The reply was, “ We must go to busi-
ness.” The master inquired what business; the an-
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swer was, that they must be off to “catch the people
as they came out of churches and chapels.” In short
sy were pickpockets. -
. Lord Ingestre says, in his “ Meliora,” that he vis-
1~1:e'd some low dancing-saloons. In or;e, a man was
pointed ?llt, respectably dressed, who gained his livinr;«
by drawing pictures of a ship or steam-engine‘ on thz
pavement. These pictures were sold to boys at one
§h11111}g each. The man made several of these dray-
Ings in various localiti ‘ ’
s 414 vers Went.les before people were about,
N In L01.1d_on there is an immense variety of methods
for making money. A lady was ‘one day drivin
al.ong:,one of the green lanes that are stil] to be me%
with in the vicinity of London, and saw a poor woman
gathering some chestnut-leaves. She stopped and
asked for what purpose ; the reply was, that the
lfsaves were sold to the fruiterers in Co&relit Grarden
.tqrput in their baskets of fruit. On another oceasion,
it came out that women and children tore down the,
plgcal'ds in the streets at night, and thiis made a
Frlﬂe by selling them as waste paper. One man dives
in ‘.che. sewers for what may be washed away A
capitalist buys up all the dust and ashes of the .eit
and they are sifted by women so black and grimy’
that you .could scarcely tell them to be women at ally’
rZ‘[‘here 18 no waste in London; everything is picke.d
up and turned to account. One man buys old bones;
anc.)ther, old rags; another buys cigar-ends for snuff»"
—1n short, there is nothing so mean or filthy but is,
made r.nercha.ndise by the poor of London. One man
Kadvertlses for old postage-stamps that have been use‘d
on tbe pretence that some crusty old parent will not:
let his daughter marry till she has collected a million.

=
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The pretence is a hoax; the old stamps are pasted
together, and in some of the obscure parts of the
town are offered you at a reduced price. The post-
office authorities have issued a new pattern of stamp,
because nearly one-third received had been cancelled
and renewed. There are five or six hundred boys and
girls called “ mud larks,” who live by searching the mud
of the Thames for bones, coals, and other articles. You
often see men who may be called «J ack-of-all-trades,”
who run “herrands,” “’o0ld yer ’oss,” — reminding you
of Billy Downey, in the “Unfinished Gentleman,”
who sold clothes-props and pins. Then in the literary
line, carrying round newspapers, spreading knowl-
edge and information. Then in the « wagabone ” line,
a “hactor,” performing the «’ind legs of the helephant
fifty-three: successful nights,” till the chap “vot-done
the forelegs” and he happened to get into a fight
“vile they vos hin the helephant; ” and the « conse-
kens vos, they hupset the ’ole concern,” and in course
he got the bag from the theatre; ard now he “’olds

’osses, runs herrands, blacks boots,” and makes him-

self generally useful.

Not long since, some children were poisoned by
drinking some belladonna. It appears they had stolen
it out of a case in the street off Covent Garden, had
put it in a bottle with water, and sold it to other chil-
dren at a pin for a spoonful, thinking the belladouna
was Spanish liquorice; and in this way had carried on
an active business.

Some of these little arabs are too restless and irri-
table to be easily reclaimed; the monotony of decent
life is almost insupportable. If you reclaim them,
many will contrive to get away again.

A gentleman by. the name of Driver, who had been

‘TEASING POLICEMEN. 67

for. years engaged in endeavoring to reclaim these
littlesurchins, says that on one occasion he met some
of them, all dirt and rags, near the Nelson Monu-
ment. Said he: “I addressed myself principally to
vne boy, whom some time before I had pulled from
underneath a tarpaulin in Covent Garden Market in
the middle of a winter’s night. He had been twice
under my care for short periods, but gave the prefer-
ence to a street life. I said, ¢ Well, Jim, are you not
tired of this sort of life?” ¢N. o, he answered with a
grin, ‘not yet; and when I am, sir, I will come o
you’  ¢Very well, I replied; ¢I suppose you will
have your game out first.” ¢Now, siv, I'll tell you
the real truth. I’'d come to you to-morrow, if you’d
give me an ounce of ’bacca a week, some ha’pence in
my pocket to spend, and an hour’s holiday every day;
it would not be worth my while to do it under that —
it would not, indeed, sir!’” '

All these ragged urchins have an object — and, I
fear, but one object— of terror, and that is a police-
nan. They will teach their dogs to bark furiously at
the word “Bobby” or “Peeler.” They will tease
them in- all possible ways. A policeman brought a
boy before a magistrate on a charge of insulting him.
“What did he say to you?» « Oh, he said nothing
fo me.” “What did he do?” “Well, he pointed at
me, and asked another boy if he ever see a rabbit-pie
made out of mutton.” « Oh, I cannot entertain such
a charge as that” At every accident to a policeman
their delight is uncontrollable. ¢ J. em, hil Look
ere! come’ere! sitch a lark! Hooray! Ohmy! ’ere’s
a perleeceman fell down on a slide! Hooray!!”

To a flashily dressed snob they are very provoking.
“Oh my! hi! there goes eightpence out of a shil-
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ling!” If on horseback, so much the worse. “' I
therc! you'll tumble off the shop-board!” If l.le is a
timid rider, “Billy, sce, ’ere’s a swell; let’s frighten
is "oss!”

As witty a thing as I ever heard, was a remark
made by one boy to another, as a showily dressed
person passed, evidently vain of his appearance:
«Hi! ’ow does that ’ere chap’s hat stay up, without

nothing hunder it?” Ask this ragged little wretch,

«“ Can you read?” “Noj; but I can stand on my ’ed
and drink a glass of gin” A judicious old lady said,
when a boy accosted her with “Stand on my ’ed,
ma’am, for a penny,” “ No, little boy; there’s a penny
for keeping right side upwards.” Another bo:).f,——
«Now, my little man, what would you say, if I
should give you a penny?” “Vy, that you vas a
jolly old brick.” ¢ Punch?” gives some very graphic
descriptions of this class of boys. '
A stroll through the streets amazes you at the vari-
ety of methods for “turning a penny.” Everytl-ling is
a penny, — cigar lights, pencils, sham jewelry, ingen-
ious puzzles, and very questionable publicati'ons, which
yield enormous profits, one of them realizing for .the
ignoble owner many thousands a year. At one time
it is the “Devil ” that is put for sale at the price of
one penny; at another, “London Life,” ¢ London
Gossip,” or “Town Talk.” There is also always a
great sale of prints and photographs, all at one penny.
The run on the evening papers — particularly when
there has been a sensational murder, or a divorce case
with spicy details —is immense; and as edition after
edition is worked off, the streets are filled with men
and women, lads and girls, offering them for sale. In
this way a good deal of money is made, cspecially by
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the venders who manage to get first in the neighbor-
hood of the HExchange and the Mansion House, and
thus reach a class of customers who are not particular
in the matter of change. Uuprotected females, as
they walk down Cheapside, are exceedingly annoyed -

by the impertinence of some of these fellows, who

thrust the “ Matrimonial News” before them, as they
bawl in stentorian tones, “ Want an ’usbaid, marm?
Lot’s of 'usbands to be had. Only a penny!”

One thing to be noted is the temporary character
of these penny salable articles. Some are to be met
with all the year round, such as studs, cigar lights,
pocket-books, diaries, almanacs, beetles (which, at-
tached to an india-rubber string, dance about as if
they were alive), india-rubber balls, specimens of
geology, stecl pens, note-paper, German toys, refresh-
ing drinks, bird-whistles, &e.  Others are dependent
on the season, and you get wonderfal flowers, — ca-
mellias made of turnips,— apples, pears, oranges, wal-
nuts, and slices of pineapple; and the costermongers
who thus cater for the million are indeed a blessing,
as they supply the poor of the metropolis with cheap
fruit. In the summer you have the retailer of sherbet
and the penny ice and shell-fish; in the winter the

‘same man deals in roasted chestnuts or baked pota-

toes, or keeps a coffee-stall. All the year round,
some enterprising individuals supply the public, who
need to have their blood purified, with penny sarsa-
parilla drinks.

‘When Lord Beaconsfield came back from the Ber-
lin Congress, there was a card hawked abaut called
the “ European Mysterjr,” and the puzzle was to find
Lord Beaconsfield in the picture.

One of the most curious efforts I heard of in Lon-
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don for “raising the wind™ was the “Continental
Advertising Relreshment Plate Company,” the aim
of which was, to distribute necatly designed adver-
tisements on the rims of refreshiment plates, dishes,
saucers, &c., made of porcelain, china, earthenware,
or other material, among the different hotels and
cafés and restaurants in the various cities and towns
of France and Belgium. It was reckoned this was
to be the cheapest way of advertising ever knownj
and to carry it out only £5,000 were asked, which
the promoters, however, probably failed to obtam, as
the company was never started.

CHAPTER IV.

IIGII ANXD LOW LIFE IN LONDON. — CABMEN AND
COCENEYS. ‘

Cabmen of London: their Great Nmnher — < Exact Fare ® — < T shan't
farmet the Thiz” — A Dandy dizcomtited — Wealth of London —
Men who have risen — ¢ Cats’-Meat” — Where the Dend TTorses
go— Fortmes Dy Sharp Practice — Loguery redneed to a System —
The Wine Bosiness — Tricks of Trde — Iigh Art — Auctioncers
— Jockeyism and TTorses — Bonght  his Own Ilorse — Londoner’s
Self-Exteem — ¢ Connoisscurship in Wines ” — Tricks of Professional
Begears — The Blind Man who conld  see — « Liddiditin’ Dogs
-—The Lord Mayor’s Show — Iardships of the Lord Mayor's Office
— “Who is TTe?” —Self-made Men — Lord Rothschild’s Remark on
“Sclling Matches ” — Schools of  the  Corporation — Disvespeetful
Children — = 'Ow s yer "ERh?” — Inconvenicenee of the Letter I,
— The Gentleman’s Story — Mecting with an < Iawful ITend ” —
Dilemma of the Alderman’s Danghter — The Omuibus Conduetor’s
Voeabulary, . . . . . . . . . . . N1

stood than the cabmen of London.
l,i;é The general verdict 1s, “Oh, they'll
' overcharge and Dbully you whencever
they get a chance.”  Not more than
: the hackmen of New York. It is to
eridiy 2 e expected that, among twelve thou-
v v;\.w sand or more men, with few advantages
@7 and constant exposnre, meeting and dealing
with all shades of character, that there will be some
hard cases, aud a good many. DBut in my experi-
ence, with only a few exceptions, I have found them
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civil, and ncarly always grateful for liberal treatment.
To the screw who will pay them the “exact fare” —
and there are many who pride themselves on always
paying the “exact fare” of one shilling with two
persons for a two-miles’ ride — they sometimes give ¢
little chafling. Onc of this class, who had paid the
“exact fare,” was asked, “ Beg pardon, but arc you
all pretty much alike in your family, sir?” < Well,
yes, a little s0.”  “Oh, all right; T shan’t forget the
phiz, and blowed if any of you will ride in my cab
again.”  On one occasion two ladies had paid the
shilling for the two miles, with one fourpenny-bit,
two threepenny-picces, one penny, aud two hallpence:
cabby looked at the coins, and turning them over in
his hand, said very insinuatingly, ¢ Well, how long
might you have been saving up for this little treat?”
They can discover the weak points in any they choose
to chaft: as, when an exquisite dandy had handed two
ladies into a cab, and drawled out, “Dwivah, dwive
these ladies to 44 Manchester Square, — just two
miles, — and here’s the shilling,” cabby said, “All
right; but, I say, mister, you ain’t sent them oats
round to our place yet, that we ordered;” which took
him down most essentially. ¢ Punch” gives some
capital hits at, and illustrations of the peculiaritics of
the cabmen.

The wealth of London is enormous, and the for-
tunes accumulated are in their extent bewildering;
yet many of the wealthy men in London have risen
from obscurity. A certain late Lord Mayor, when a
hoy, swept the office of which he became the head.
There was a meniber of Parliament, and a man of
wealth, who once cleaned the shoes of one of his
constituents.  As you walk along: Cheapside, you see
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warchouses of vast extent, filled with the costliest
productions; the owners of many of these places live
in magnificent villas, yct some of them came penni-
less to Londou. It is stated that Lindsay, the well-
known ship-owner, was a wretched, half-starved boy
in Liverpool. Jolnson Fox, who became the mem-
ber for Oldham, was a Norwich weaver-hoy. The
late. chairman of the Oriental Steam Navigation
Company was a poor Iighland laddie. I have
heard John Cassell, the publisher, say that he came
to London with three halfpence in his pocket; and he
died leaving a splendid business. I suppose, from -
the days of Whittington, such cases have been fre-
quent.

In America we know that very many of our rich
men rose from obscurity and poverty; but the oppor-
tunities and advantages for such a rise are a hundred-
fold greater hiere than in England.  Princely fortunes
are made by trifles in London, as well as in New
York. Out of the profits of his Vegctable Pills,
Morrison purchased a splendid estate; Iolloway, of
the world-renowned *Ointment, drove in one of the
handsomest “turn-outs” you will mect in the Strand.
I was once riding in the suburbs, when one of the
prettiest comntry houses I ever saw was pointed out
to me; the grounds were laid out, and the very rails
of. the iron fence were gilt. T was told that the pro-
prictor was actually a dealer in “cats’ meat.” Ile
bought up old, sick, or dead horses, and T assurc you
he made the most of them. I was informed that he
cut up the flesh for «cats’ meat;” ‘that, hesides the
hair and hide and bones, — the uses of which we can
all understand, — the nostrils and hoofs were used for
gelatine, and the blood was employed in the manu-
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facture of ketchup, to which it is supposed to impart
a delicions flavor; the livers were burned, to be
mixed with coffece. So we sce a great deal can be
made of a dead horse.

There, as here, fortunes are sometimes made by
sharp practice. An intelligent lawyer once said that
he did not believe there was such a thing as commer-
cial morality at altogether a too sweeping asser-
tion; but there is an enormous amount of unfair
dealing, in adulteration and various other methods of
dis’honmty The Bankruptey Court has developed
an immense amount of villany.  The number of
those who live by rascality is ver y great, and astound-
ing disclosures are made of the almost perfect system
by which their roguery is accomplished. There are
no limits to the tricks and deceptions of trade. In
one shop there is a sale going on at an enormous
sacrifice, — but the pur Ch{lb(}l' not the seller, makes
it; in another, new goods are sold as second-hand.
Tins is a favorite and very snccessful trick with the
pawnbrokers. But of the wines, the plc-tm es, I can
hardly timst myself to speak. Th ¢ wine, whcn it is
brought into England, and before it is taken to the
wine-merchant’s cellar and pays duty, is kept in the
docks. It undergoes a wonderful transformation. In
one case, some wine deposited as very superior sherry
was found to have been transmogrificd into very rine
old port. In another case, some wine that had been
in the dock a few years, in spite of leakage and what
had been subtracted Im' samples, had in a most re-
markable nianner increased in bulk. I saw an account
of an action in which it came out that a man had
contracted to turn a certain quantity of British wine
into genuine sherry.
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As to pictures, the mock-auction in which paint-
ings —not by the old masters — are sold, is generally
held in some leading thoroughfare. The aunctionecr is
well dressed, facctious, flnent, and well up in the slang
of art; he can talk of the tone of this picturc and
the coloring of the other, of the chiar-oscuro, &ec.
The Vel‘d‘lllt proviucial steps in, and sees what he
believes to be a genuine picture worth hundreds
going for as many pounds; he bids, and immediately
there is a farious competlhon. Ar ound him are con-
federates, whom he imagines to be str angers like
himself: they bid against him; lie becomes excited,
and finds himself the possessor of a copy worth but
little.

It is the same with other auctions; where the stran-
ger sees the bidders quarrel, and the anctioncer re-
fuses to interfere, he thinks the sale must be genuine,
and buys — his belief to the contr ary —at a costly
rate.

The deceptions in the horse-trade are still holder’
and more ingenions. Very often a man does not
know his own horse when he gets it into the dealer’s
hands. T have heard of cases in which a man has
unknowingly bought back a horse, at a high figure,
which he had ])1cv1ously disposed of as almost worth-
less. You read in the “Times” (and wheunever a
Londoner wants to know where to buy anything, he
is sure to look in the advertising columns of the
“Times”) that a horse, quict to ndc and drive, the
property of a gentleman who has no firther nse for
him, is to he parted with; you are referred to a cer-
tain livery stable; you sce the animal, as strong and
Qhowy a beast as yon can possibly desire; mdcod it
is vamped and doctored in a wonderful nianner; if
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slow, it is made to 1run fast, if lame, to walk; the
horse strikes you as like Barry Cornwall’s Gamana —

“8Strong, black, and of the desert breed,
Full of fire and full of bone,
All his line of fithers known;
Fine his nose, his nostrils thin,
But blown abroad by the pride within;
His mane a stormy river flowing,
And his eyes like embers glowing
In the darkness of the night;
And his pace as swift as light,”

‘While yon arc admiring this creature of man’s in- -

genuity, a groom in livery comes into the yard for
some well-known nobleman, or public character anx-
lous to secure this horse at any price; but the dealer
has offered him to you, and he won’t deviate firom his
word. You buy the animal, and, when you get him
heme, you find ont your mistake.  Sometimes the
confederate is a commercial traveller: he happens to
come into the yard just as you are examining the
horse; he scems so respectable a man, and so fond of
hiz horge, and so rcluctant to part with it, that you
are completely thrown off your guard.

The Londoner of a certain class, however, is never
deprived of his seclf-cstcem; he is a judge of every-
thing; especially he prides himself on being a jndge
of wine, spirits, and porter. I give you a fact. Three
gentlemen were dining together at the house of one
of them, and after dinner a bottle of claret was pro-
dnced.  The connoisseurs turned up their noses, and
declared it would not do. Their host was very sorry;
apologized; said he would give them a bottle of a
better sort: he stepped down into his ccllar, and,
without their knowledge, gave them a bottle of the
same kind.  “ADh!” gaid the connoisseurs, «that is
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beautiful; that has the real bouquet; that is the real
thing!” So much for connoisscurship in wine. Every
London tavern-keeper could tell scores of similar
tales. A great judge of wine, a nobleman, had placed
before him a bottle of champagne and a bottle of
gooscberry wine.  The noble lord was requested to
judge which was the genuine article. He, after much
consideration, gave the preference to the gooscherry
wine. In England, at dinner time, when wine is
served at table, the custom was for one gentleman to
say to another, or to a lady, “Sir, (or madam,) may
I have the pleasure of taking a glass of wine with
you?” «“With pleasure.” The glasses are then filled,
and, as they drink, they look at each other and bow.
Theodore Hook was once observed, during a dinner
at Hatfield House, nodding like a Chinese mandarin
i a tea-shop. On being asked the reason, he said,
“When no one asks me, I take sherry with the
epergne, and bow to the flowers.”

As I am speaking of drinking, I would here refer
to the cclebrated “ whitebait,” — a sound very musical
to Cockney cars. To the large taverns at Blackywall
and Greenwich gourmands flock to eat «whitebait,”
—a delicious little fish caught in the reach of the
Thames, and directly netted out of the river into the
frying-pan.  They appear about the end of March,
or carly in April, and are taken every flood-tide till
September.  The fashion of cating them is sanctioned
by the highest authority, from the Court of St. James
in the west, to the Court of the Lord Mayor in the
east. The Cabinet winds up the parliamentary ses-
sion with an annual whitebait dimmer, to which they
go in an ordnance barge or government steamer.
‘Whitebait are eaten with lemon and brown bread and
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butter. I believe that, after all, there is not much in

them, but that gentlemen make a whitebait dinner an
excuse for a run out of town, little bit of holiday, and
for drinking champagne and iced punch. :

London is not a cheap place to live in; yet an

economical man, I believe, may live as cheaply there

as in any city in the world. He may read all the
newspapers and magazines for a penuy; he may pass
the day in exhibitions and museums without spending

a farthing; he may find a decent bedrcom for five
shillings a week, and may dine comfortably for a shil~
ling. Mr. Wellesley Pole used to say it was impos-

sible to live in England under £4,000 a year. Mr.
Brummel told a lady of rank, who asked him how
much she ought to allow her son for dress, that it
might be done for £800 a year, with strict economy.

Mz Senior, in an article in the “ Encyclopedia Met-
ropolitana,” stated that a carriage for a woman of-
fashion must be regarded as one of the necessaries of .

life; and every young swell must have his brougham,
his man, and his own establishment. But a great
deal is done on credit. ‘“ What a clever man my son
is! ” said an English gentleman, speaking of the well-
known Tom Duncombe. “I allow him £300 a year,
and he spends £3,000!”

The tricks of the professional beggars are almost

inconceivable. They will simulate every disease under

the:sun. Sometimes they are thrown off their gnard.

Asman was standing with a board in front of him,

with the inseription, “I am blind,” when a gentleman
threw a shilling on the ground: the blind man in-
stantly picked it up. The gentleman said, “ Why, I
thought you were blind.” The fellow, after a mo-
ment’s hesitation, looked at his board, and then said,
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« P blessed if they haven’t made a mistake, and put

aswrong board on me this morning! T'm deaf and
dumbi1” A man, being led by a dog, was accosted
by:a policeman: “ You’re not blind.” ¢ Vell, vot if
I ain’t?” ¢ What are you going through the streets
for with that dog?” ¢ Vy, Lor’ bless ye, I eddicate
dogs for blind men.” : ,

I must say a word or two about the Lord Mayor,
and the Lord Mayor’s Show, which I saw during my
recent visit, and which seemed to me more popular
than ‘ever, and about as silly. For the day, business
is almost suspended. At an early hour the leading
streets are closed to traffic; the shop-windows are
filled with young people and their papas and mammas
and older relatives. The streets are crowded with
spectators all the way from the city to Westminster
Hall, where the Lord Mayor is officially introduced to
the judges, and invites them to dinner. I suppose
a million of people come to see the Lord Mayor’s
Show, which returns by the Thames Embankment —
a tamous place for a crowd, and where generally, in
spite of' the police, there is a good deal of horse-play
on such occasions, as it is there the riffraff of the
metropolis love to meet. The Lord Mayor of Lon-
don, for the time being, is the first man in the city;
and by the city I mean the busy hive of industry de-
voted entirely to business, in which few people live,
sitnated between what was known as Aldgate Pump,
in the east, and Temple Bar, in the west. He has
usually a hard life of it, as for the year of office he is
chairman of almost everything that goes on in the
city; even his Sundays he cannot call his own, as on
that day he is generally expected to attend, in state,
some city church on the occasion of a charity sermon.



S0 LORD MAYOR OF LONDON.

ITe has the Mansion House to live in, and has =ome
twelve thousand pounds allowed him to spend, which
he gencerally spends, and often a good deal more, T
have been informed that he gives a hond of £4,000
for the plate.  Tle is mmeh thonght of in foreign
parts —more than in London, where it is the fashion
of the great city merchants to look down upon the
corporation, and where the city is, as regards size and
population, snch a small section of the great metrop-
olis itself; but to the eyes of foreigners, the Lowd
Mayor of London is a mighty personage il.ldt‘Cd.

Earl Russell told Lord Albemarle that when, as
a young man, the late Lord Romilly visited Paris,
at a time when he was giving promise of making a
figure at the English bar, some French friend said to
him, “To what dignities may you not aspire! Yon
may become Lord Chancellor; who knows? even,”
he added, “Lord Mayor of London!” Twice the
Lord Mayor has paid the French metropolis a visit,
and on cach time great was the sensation he pro-
dnced.  On the first occasion, — that is, after the
Exhibition of 1851, — the “Journal des Debals™ ob-
served that his “physiognomy implied deference and
respeet.”  Another spoke of his appearance as indi-
cating the possession of good and loyal sentiments.
As the municipal procession made its way through
the streets, the “gamins ™ in the erowd shouted, “4
bas Tevistoeral”  There was one person, however,
whom all conspired to honor, and that was the Lord
Mayer's coachman, in his state livery, all gold and
silver, silk and velvet. I suppose he is more orna-
mental than useful, as the grand grooms on cach side
of the six horses tale care that they shall go right ;
but he is a sight, with his gold cap and grand bonquet
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of costly flowers, his silk stockings, and his shoes
with silver buckles, his scarlet face, — for he is gen-
erally what is called a good liver, though his own
Tiver may be ever so bad. “ Who is he?” anxiously
asked the French, as he passed along.  The reply of
one, who appeared to he —or pretended to he
better informed than the rest, was, that he was the
Lord Mayor’s chicl chasseur, who attended his lord-
ship on all his hunting expeditions ! T can assure
you the Lord Mayor of London finds very little time
to go a-humting, even if he had the inclination and
the means.  Many of the Lord Mayors are sclf-made
men, and began the world quite low in the social
scale.  In all Eneland, as everywhere clse, “it is the
hand of the diligent that makoth rich; 7 and the
people who begin the world with half a crown in
their pockets, and so make a fortune, are almost as
plentiful in London as they are in America, or any-
where clse, and deserve as much credit, if obtained
honestly.

One day, a lady who was scated next to the great
Rothschild at a dinner party, kept tormenting him by
asking what business she shonld put her son to, in
order to make a fortune, ¢ Madam,” was the reply,
“selling matches is a good business il yomu sell enongh
of them.” And so it is. Only a year or two ago,
there died in the city of London, a Jew who was
worth a million at the time of his decease. Tle began
with lucifer matches, thence he went on to pencils,
and so on till he got into the wool trade, and died
rich, as T have said. Tt is from such men as these
that the ranks of the Lord Mayors of London arc
recruited.

There are many schools b and about Loudon, be-

6
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longing to the great city companies, under the patron-
age ol the Lord Mayor and Aldermen, who visit them
on the oceasion of the distribution of prizes. 1 have
been told that it ig occasionally quite amusing, after the
Lord Mayor and his friends have left, when the core-
mony is over, to find the scholars — especially the girls
— taking off the defocts of their illustrious visitors,
saying to one another, “’Ow ig yer’elth 27 « Give
us yer 'and.” T am told that such is a fact often tak-
ing place, and will be, till the corporation of London
is reformed, and Loyd Mayors are clected by a wider
mass of eitizens, and not ag now by a mere handfyl.

It is really comical the work the cobknoys make
with the letter > not only the cockneys, but marny in
other parts of the province. I was once at g gentle-
maw’s house, surrounded with all that wealth could
procure, — pictures, plate, an elegant residence, —
and the gentleman said to me, “IHe met with an
hawful hend; he was riding near the railway, and ’ig
‘orse threw ’im hover Is ’ed, and the hengine run
hover ’im, and masheq 'im to hattoms.”

I was told that not long since a London alderman
gave a grand garden party at his beautiful seat in the
picturesque village of Highgate, where Coleridge
lived, and where Lady Burdett Coutts now lives.
The Alderman had 4 handsome daughter, who, when
taken out to lunch by a West End swell, quite per-
plexed him hy Imocently asking him, « Do you think
I get pretty?” She was thinking of « Highgate,”
and not of herself”

I heard of an omuibus conductor that was calling
out, —

“’Hre ye are, ‘ighgate, ighgate; hall for ‘ighgate.”

Soine one said, —
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“You've dropped something.”

“Vot ’ave I dropped?”

“Only some H’s.”

“Oh! that’s nothing; Tl pick ’em up ven I gets to
Hislington.” .

Two costers were looking at a railway time-table.

“Say, Jem,” said one of them, “vot’s P. M.
mean?”

“Vy, penny a mile, to be sure.”

“Vell, vot’s A.M.?”

“’A’-penny a mile, to be sure]”
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'HE Old Bailey is one of the institu-
tions of London, associated with greasy
squalor, and crime of every 'descrip-
tion; a cold, bleak-looking prison, with
an awful little iron door, three feet or
so from the ground. The, Central
ERNEr S Criminal Court {s « par excellence” the
criminal court of the country. It is saiq
that more innocent men -are charged with
crime, and more guilty men escape, at thé Old Bailey,
than at any other court in the kingdom. It is said
that the Old Bailey barrister is loud of voice and in-
solent in manner. The Ol Bailey is very compact,
8¢
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You can be detained there between the tin}edofﬂ}lrour
éoﬁlmittal and your trial; you can be trle1 A (‘e.rec,l,
sentenced there, and comfortably hange.d and 11?11@
theve. Since there are no more public execu1 1f)ns,
there 15 no occasion to go outs1d:e th.e four walls ; as
some one has said, “ You are tried in the dr:imwmg_
room, confined in the scullery, and hanged in the
i en.” . :
bai‘ c}?iﬁ}ilnal trial is a fearfully interesting sight, —a
real sensation drama; as the case draws to a close, it
grows more exciting: the charge to 1.;he jury; t}l:e
waiting for the verdict; the sharp, anxious lookd.t :
prisoner casts around him as they render the ver 1cd.
see the compressed lips and contracted brow, an’!
listen to ghe great, deep sigh as ITe learns the worst
Then the .sentence! The silence is awf:ul,—brokin,
perhaps, by a woman’s shriek; and aEll is over, as t }z;u‘
as the spectator is concerned. It is said that the
atmosphere of the dock invests .the. very countenance
of one who may happen to be in it. A,W.ell-knowg
counsel who ‘was defending a singularly ill-favore
prisoner said to the jury, « Grentlemen, you must noZ
allow yourselves to be carried away by any effec
‘which the prisoner’s appearance may }.1ave upon kyo;l.
Remember he is in the dock; and I will undertake ﬁ
say, that if my lord were to be t.aken from tl'le benc
and placed where the prisoner is now .sta.ndu']g, yo;.l
would find, even in his lordship’s .face,’ lllfilcatlons h0
crime which you would look for in vain in any other
1 3 )
Slt&‘fé:: is a curious tale of a youth whose ragged
head was frequently to be seen in t_he dock of "the
Old Bailey. It turns upon the .aﬁ‘ec‘mon <?f .the cr 1r11)1;
inal for his pet counsel, and his utter dislike to be



86 BOW STREET POLICE-OTFFICE.

defended by any one else.  The youth had appeared
in the dock after having been at large ounly a short
time, aud immediately objected to the case being pro-
ceeded with, as he was not properly represented by
counsel. The judge pointed out to him that that
must not be allowed to delay the trial. The pupil of
Fagin replied, “ That won't do, my lord; my connsel
is M. , (naming a well-known barrister,) and
I caunot be tried without him.” The judge postponed
the case till the next day, when the same little scene
was enacted, and the young rogue maintained that he
had paid for his counscl, and that he would be de-~
fended by %im, and by no one clse. At length, after
several similar delays, the case was adjourned until
the next session, when the barrister whom the “young
gentleman” had paid for appeared, and succeeded in
obtaining an acquittal.

In the many police-courts of London are to be wit-
nessed some queer scenes, and some phases of lhuman-
ity that can be scen nowhere else. Go to Bow
Street or Worship Strect; and there, as has been said,
sits an educated gentleman, receiving £1,200 per
year, settling petty squabbles between quarrelsome
woren, as part of the duties of his office. The most
ludicrous scenes take place during the testimony.
Take the following as recorded. A woman appears
as a complainant for an assault: the defendant is

placed in the bar.

His Worship: “ Well.”

‘Woman: “Please yer ’onor, this woman at the bar,
if she can call herself such —”

“Now, no reflection on the daefendant, if you
please.”
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«Well, sir, ever since last Tuesday week, come last
Christmas —”

« Never mind about Christinas; tell us what hap-
pened.”

¢ Please yer worship, she told Mr. Waters —7

« Don’t bother us with what she said to Mr. Waters;
tell us what she said to yow.”

“Well, sir, Mrs. Finch told me —”

“ Never mind what Mrs. Finch told yon.”

¢« Please yer worship, 'm a lone, "lorn widder, with-
out an 'usband to pertect my character, and I lives by
working ’ard at the tub for the support of nine chil-
dren, four living and five dead, and cver since that
female,” &e.

The magistrate was compelled to let her tell her
story her own way.

Take another reported case. A forlorn-looking
Trishman, accompanied by his wife and two children,
is found begging, contrary to law. When brought
before the magistrate, they are examined scparately,
the wife first, the others being out of the court.

“ Now, my good woman, that’s your husband, is
it?”

“Yes, please yer ’onor; and a honest, hard-work-
ing —”

“ Never mind that. 'When were you ‘married to
him?”

“When, yer onor? Well, about ‘twelve years ago,
and I —"

“ Where did the marriage take place?”

“Did ye say where? Yes, siv, I think it was in
Tipperary, and hard work it was —”

“ What is your husband’s name? ”

“Ilis name, yer 'onor? Macarty, yer 'onor.”
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“ What was your name beforc you were married to
him?”

“ Cromartie, yer ’onor.”

“Are these your only children in twelve years?”

“ Well, yer ’onor, they are the only darlings left to
us; or there would have been five, but for the three
that were talen from us by the typhus; and a trouble
it was to raise the money —’

“Call in the man.”

“What’s your name? ”

“Kelly, yer *onor.”

“Oh, I thought it was Macarty.”

“So it is, yer ‘onor; I didw’t know it was my other
hame ye were axing' for.”

“And so this woman is your wife, is she? ”

“Yes, yer onor; and a hardworking ——”

“Wait a bit. 'What was her name before you were
married? ”

“Well, yer ’onor, I hardly remember, for it was
a long time ago.”

“A long time ago? ”

“ Not exactly that; T meant about geven years ago,
and it’s a long time to remember a name that you have
no further use for.”

“ Oh, then you've been married seven years?”

“About that; but if ye’ll ax my wife —”

“ Where were you married? ”

“I'm not sure, yer onor; I've a bad memory; but
if ye'll ax my wife —”

“Surely you remember where you were married? ”

“Well then, I think it was Dublin, to the best of
my belief.”

“Then if your wife said Cork —”

“Oh, certamly; yes, Cork it was.”

“TM NO SCHOLAR.” 39

“ How many children have you? ”

“There is the two darlings in court to-day, yer
’onor.”

“ Oh, but haven’t you lost some children? ”

The woman, who has remained in court, slyly holds
up three fingers.

“ Please yer ’onor, I did not think of the three that
died with the measles.”

“ But Low many have you had? ”

The womnian holds up five fingers; the man mistakes
her meaning.

“Well, T never thought to mention the five we
have in scrvice.”

“How many childven do you make of it alto-
gether?” '

“ Please yer’onor, I'm no hand at calculations; but
if ye'll ax —

“I think I can help you. Two here to-day, three
dead, five in service, — that makes ten, — ten children
in seven years! Can you explain that?

“Well yer onor, Pm no scholar; but if ye’ll ax my
wife 7 —

“Stand down; put the boy in the box” —

“Now, boy, look at me; where’s your father and
mother?”

“Please sir, my father’s in jail, and my mother sells
oranges in the street.”

And so it turns out that these children are rented
at sixpence a day to these street beggars, and they
are comitted as rogues and vagabonds.

One can always see or hear something amusing in
a police court. When I was in the city, the follow-
ing dialogue took place between a sweep, who was as
black as an African, and the presiding magistrate.
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Said the latter, “My good man, how often do yon
wash yourself ?”

“Omnce a week, regular, whether I wants it or not.”

“Well, you might wash yourself more often, I
think.”

“I cleans myself of a Sunday, sir.”

The sweep was cvidently a striet disciplinarian;
there was no shrinking from the weekly tub, no
namby-pamby thoughts that perhaps it might be as
well to postpone the painful operation till a warmer
day. No,the sweep was above all that. And you can
see some heart-rending cases of brutality, especially
to women. Drunkenness brings nine-tenths of the
cases to the police court. A few weeks ago, a cler-
gyman of the Church of England was bronght up
and fined five shillings for drunkenness. The next
case was a physician, fined the same sum and costs
for the same offence; and in another court that day,
one, who called himsclf a gentleman, and refused to
give his name, was committed for drunkenness. Ah!
If T should go on, I could fill page after page with
the records of the doings of drink. v

Some people are easily taken in. In horse trades,
all tricks seem to be lawful. It is just the same in
London with the birds. The latest example of this
kind of swindling was exposed lately in a London
police court. The swindler was charged with obtain-
ing a watch from a pot-man, by palming off on him a
painted sparrow for a piping bullfinch. When the
next morning came, the imposition was detected.
There was a further charge against the same person
of obtaining a diamond ring, value £10, from a
medical student, by pretending that a common star-
ling was a rare American bird. Of course the pris-
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oner was convicted; but doubtless he had taken many
people in, in a similar manner. ’

The glorious uncertainty of the law was illustrated
about the same time, in the case of a William Smith,
charged with walking off firom Covent Garden with a
basket of cherries without the owner’s consent. In
mitigation, he pleaded that the porter ought to have
stopped him sooner, and not to have allowed him to
go so fur. The vindication apparently satisfied the
court, and he was discharged, when he said, ¢ Vould
yer lordship give me a few coppers, as I have only
twopence-halfpeuny in the world.” Actually, the
judge and jury and counsel took up a collection for
his benefit. There is another tale told in which the
casc did not end quite so happily for the defendant,
who had stolen a piece of bacon, and was asked how
far he had carried it. “O, only a hundred yards or
so, yer lordship,” was the man’s reply. “Ah, well,”
said the judge meditatively, “then I am afraid you
have carried the joke a little too far. Three months’
imprisonment.”

It was Dickens who gave the name of Barnacle to
the officials and employees in the public offices; and
I believe that many are still making John Bull bleed
pretty fieely, by giving him as little work as they
possibly can for their money. In 1857-58, the sum
required for the civil service was £14,300,000. In
1877-78, the estimates were £23,400,000, being an
increase of £9,000,000 during a period of what was
termed reorganization and retrenchment. A little
while ago, a new writer was appointed to work with
the Barnacles in the custom-house. Ile says that
when he took to his work in the way he was accus-
tomed to do it in the city warehouses, every eye was
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turned upon him, with an expression of the deepest
pity and amazement.  Suddenly, a bit of paper {ell upon
his Dhool; the writing on it ran tlus, — “ A nod’s as
good as a wink to a Dblind horse.” The new hand
says he went on with his work harder than ever.
Then came another bit of paper, — “ Why work so
desperately hard?  Nobody works hard here.” Re-
gardless of the advice, he kept on writing as if he
were in a conmmercial warchouse in the city.

In a few minutes, an angry voice sonnded in his
ear: “Tor God’s sake, man, don’t work like that:
you'll have the whole oflice against you, and you
won't do yourself a bit of good.”

“Indeed!” was the reply.

“Yes, it is a fact. Nobble’s got to give you the
next book when you’ve done, and he won’t be ready
for you before next Saturday.”

Now the natural query of the new employee was,
how he shonld kill the remaining time.

“Why,” said the older Barnacle, “look about you,
read the papers, do a bit, then stop and rest. If you
don’t, all the fellows in the Barnacle office will he
dead against yon.” It was there, the man tells us,
that he first learned his lesgon in “how not to do it.”
IIe began to look about him, and to dawdle over his
work. Somechow lie discovered, as he confessed, that
to look about him and to daily giumble, are the chief
occupations of her Majesty’s Barnacles.
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OSTERMONGERS deserve a passing
notice. They are a large and varied
class, numbering some sixty thousand,
secen nowhere clse but in London or
some of the larger towns of Ingland.
aAS They pick up their living in the street,
53&33 sclling any thing by \\huh they may, as
their saying is, “pick up a crust.”

Charles Knight, in his “ London,” says: “The cos-
termonger was originally an apple-seller; a particu-
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lar kind of apple, called a costard, gave them their
name.”

The working life of a coster is spent in the streets,
and his leisure very much devoted to the beer-shop,
the dancing-room, and the theatre; yet there are ex-
ceptions, some ol them being very sober, orderly,
God-fearing people.  Home has few attractions to a
man whose life is a street-life.  They have their own
beer-shops, theatres, and other places of amusement.
They arc rather exclusive, and like to be let alone.
They are true to each other, If a coster falls ill, and
gets into the hospital, he is visited by scores of his
fellows.

Religion is rather a puzzle to the costermongers.
They sce people coming out of church, and, as they
are mostly well-dressed, they somchow mix up being
religious with being respectable, and have a queer
sort of a feeling about it. They will listen to the
strect-preacher; but T think the most unimpressible
of all with whom I have been brought into contact,
on purely moral and religious subjects, are the Lon-
don costermongers. They do not understand how it
is possible that you can feel any interest in their spir-
itual welfare; but if you relieve the necessities of any
one in distress, you are at once popular.

Once near Houndsditch I saw some poor, pinched
little creatures playing in the gutter. I said to one,
“Do youn want an orange?” The child looked up,
half timid, half scared, and said nothing. I stepped
up to the stand and took an orange, and offered it to
the child; it was at once taken; and then they flocked
around me, and I must have given twenty or thirty
oranges away, when I saw a group of costers looking
on. As I left the crowd, the men gave a hurrah, and
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said, “ That’s a gentleman;” whereas if T had offered
them a tract, I might have had some chaffing. But
the city missionaries, of whom I shall speak in another
chapter, are doing great good among them.

The life of a coster-boy is a Lard one from morning
till night: at first hallooing for his father, then in

‘business for himsclf with a barrow; next he looks

out for a girl to keep house for him. Very many are
not married to the women ‘with whom they live, yet
they are very jealous, and sometimes behave very
badly o the girl. One fcllow about sixteen said to
Mr. Mayhew, “If T seed my gal a-talking to another
chap, I’d fetch her sich a punch of the ’ed as ’ud
precious soon settle that matter.”

These boys are very keenj as an old coster said,
“ These young ’uns ave as sharp as terriers, and learns
the business in half no time. I know vun, hate years
old, thatll chaff' a pecler monstrous sewere.”

As T said, they have strange ideas about religion.
In the “London Labor and London Poor” there are
very many interesting details in reference to this class,
and several conversations between Mr. Mayhew and
the street-folk are reported. One of them said, “I
’ave heerd about Christianity; but if a cove vos to
fetch me a lick of the ’ed, I'd give it.to ’im again,
vether he was a little vun or a big *un.” The ideca of
forgiving injuries and loving enemies scems to them
absurd. One said, “I'd precious soon see a henemy
of mine shot afore I'd forgive ’im.” Said another,
“I’ve heerd of this ’ere creation you speaks about.
In coorse God Almighty made the world, but the
bricklayers made the ’onses; that’s my opinion. I
heerd a little about the Saviour: they seem to say Ie
vos a goodish sort of a man; but if He says that a
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cove is to forgive a feller as ’its ’im, I should say that
e knows nothing about it.” Another said, “ I know
they says in the Lord’s Prayer, ¢ Forgive us our tres-
passes as we forgive them;’ but no coster can’t
do it.”

The coster-girl’s life is very sad: her time, from her
earliest years, is fully ocenpied in doing or getting
something. “ Edncation? vy, that von’t earn a gal a
living!”  Mind, heart, soul, all absorbed in the sirug-
gle to live! One of the coster-girls said, in reply to
some questions, “Ifather told me that God made the
world, and the first man and woman; but that must
have been more than a hundred years ago. Father
told us that the Saviour gin poor people a penny loaf
and a bit of fish vonce; which shows Ile was a werry
kind gentleman. IIe made the ten commandments
and the miracles.” When questioned on the principle
of forgiveness, she said, “I don’t think I eould for-
give a henemy. I don’t know vy, excep’ I'm poor and
never learned.” Said another girl, “ It seems to me
vonderful that this ’ere vorld vos made in six days.
I should have thought that London vonld have took
up double that time. If ve cheats, ve shan’t go to
‘even; but it’s werry ’ard on us, ’cos customers vants
happles for less than they cost us, so ve’re forced to
shove in bad nns with the good ’uns; and if we’ve to be
shut out of ’even for that, it’s werry ’ard, isn’t it, sir?”

There are grades among the coster-mongers, some
of them more intelligent than this; sometimes they
keep donkeys, and are occasionally very kind to them.
Driving up IHolborn Hill, one of these donkeys, in
spite of all coaxing, rcfused to go farther; so the
man took the animal ont of the shafts, and began
pulling the cart up the hill. Some one asked why he
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did that. “Oh, I'm trying to shame ’im into it.”
Some drive a barrow, and many earry their loads on
their heads.  They are a peculiar folk, and we mourn
over the ignorance and immorality of this large class;
but we shall be less surprised at it if we visit their
places of ammsement, or what may be called their
“ educational institutions.”

Victoria theatre is the great place of ammsement
for a coster-monger. By a little management, we get
a scat in the side or sixpenny gallery. On an attrac-
tive night, the rush to the threepenny gallery of the
“Vie” (as it is called) is awful. 'We have a good
view of them. It is the largest gallery in London;
it will hold 1,500 to 2,000 persons. The majority of
visitors are lads from twelve to fifteen years of age,
and young girls are very plentiful. "When the theatre
is well pacleed, it is nsual to sce crowds of hoys on
each other’s shoulders at the back of the gallery. As
you look up the vast slanting mass of heads, each one

~appears on the move. The huge heap dotted with

faces, spotted with white shirt sleeves, almost pains
the cye; and when they clap their hands, the twinkling
nearly blinds you. The men take off their coats, and
the bonnets of the women are hung over the iron rail-
g in front; and onc of the amusements of the lads is
to pitch orange peel and nntshells into them — a good
aim being rewarded with shouts of laughter. "When
the orchestra begins, you cannot hear the mnsie. It
is langhable to see the puifed cheeks of the trumpet-
ers, the quick sawing of the fiddlers, the rise and f{all
of the drum-sticks, and to hear no music. But we
have not come for music or performance, but to sce
this wonderful audience,— to he scen nowhere clse
than in the galleries of the “ Victoria.” Ilear them!

7
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«Bill, Holloa!” «What's hup?” « Where's Sai?
« Fa, ha, ha. Bob!™ < Holloal” Look! sece that
boy coming actually over the heads of the mass; he
must roll over into the pit below! No, they catch
him! Sce the confusion!  There’s a fight; every
man rises from his seat; a dozen pair of arms fall to;
and the whole gallery moves about like cels, with
shouts, and screams of “ Bravo!”

Tn the midst of all tlis uproar, the curtain rises,
when there are cries of “ Order:” ¢ Silence;” “ Down
in front;” “Ilats hoft” They fall into their places
as merry as if nothing had happened. If the curtain
is not high cnough to suit them, they will sing out.
«Pull hup that ’ere vinder-blind;” Higher the
blue; ? “Light up the moon” To the orchestra,
the minute the curtain is down, ¢ Now, then, catgut-
serapers, give us a pennyworth of liveliness.” The
«Vie ” gallery is not moved by sentiment; a hornpipe
or a terrific combat is sure to be encored. A grand
banquet on the stage is certain to eall forth, “Ilere,
give us a bit of that ’ere?” All affecting sitnations
are interrupted with, ¢ Blow that,” or else the vo-
ciferous ery of ¢ O-r-d-a-r-e.” The lieroine begging
for her father’s life is told to “ 3peak hup, hold gall”
But il the heroine should turn up her cufls, and seize
on one or two soldiers and shake them by the collar,
the enthnsiasm wounld know no bounds, and “ Go it,
my tulip,” would resound from every throat. Comie
gongs and dances arc popular; and during a highland
fling, the stamping of feet, heating time, and the
whistling drown the music. But the great hit of the
evening is when a song is to be sung in which all ean
join in the chorus. While the solo is rendered, all is
still.  If any one should break in before the time, the
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cry is “O-r-d-a-a-r,” and at the proper time the noise is
almost deafening. Sometimes the singer on the stage
will give the cue, “ Now, then, gentlemen, the Iexeter
all touch, if you please,” beating time with his hand,
to their uncontrollable delight, and there is sure to be
an cncore to that. Occasionally, a heavy tragedy is
tolerated, and sometimes in parts listened to; but a
terrific combat must be introduced in something of
this style, with accompaniments.

Actor. “Ha! saycest thou?”

Audience.  (Get over on Uother side.)

wctor.  “Aye! by the masgs.”

Audience.  (Cut away, hold feller.)

Actor. “Ilave at thee, then.”

Audience. (Go i, lights.)

Aetor.  «Thy lifc or mine.”

Audience.  (LPlay hup, fusic.)

Actor.  “Blood shall wipe out blood.”

And at it they go, striking one another’s swords:
the more fire they strike out, the better. One, two,
thiree; keeping time, advancing and retreating; one
nfakes a Llow at the other’s fect, who, jumping a yard
high, comes down with his hands on his knees, erying
out, “No, ye don’t,” to the rapturous applause of the
andience, after a sword cxercise, reminding you of
“ Crummles ” in “ Nicholas Nickleby.” One falls; the
other, about to dispatch him, is prevented by some
heroine; they separate with —

“We shall meet again, Sir Count.”

. Then, if' the tragedy is very heavy, they ‘will hear
it, especially if the actor mouths and rants, This is
a favorite style:

“ITIa-ha-ha-ha, what have I — ha-ha

ha-ha — with — ha-ha — happiness.”

to .do — ha-
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Sometimes they will join in a running accompani-
ment, and woe to the actor who shall lose his temper.
The great object seems to be to make the tragedian
laugh. Some poor luckless wight perhaps is cast for
Richard IIL., and the performance commences some-
thing like this:

“Now is the winter of owr discontent —>

(“Louder! Louder! ’old leup yer ed.”

“Made glorious summer by this sun of York.”

(“Hooray! Brayvo, old Jeller!™)

“And all the clouds that lowered above our house ”

(“Meavw; Bow-wow ; Hooray! ™)

“In the deep bosom of the ocean buried.”

(“ Blow that ’ere; hoff, hoff, hooray ! did yer go to
the funeral?”) aud so on, whenever this poor victim
makes his appearance. Sometimes these actors are
mere sticks. I heard of one who rendered the pas-
sage —

“Instead of mounting barbed steeds,
To fright the souls of fearful adversaries,” &e.,
thus —

“ Instead of mounting bare bedsteads,
To fright,” &e.

Let us take a run down to ‘Whitechapel, past St.
Paul’s, through Cheapside, strike up. Cornhill, cross
Grace Church Street! Oh, how fascinating to me is
a night ride or stroll in London streets! We cross the
Minories and we are in Butchers’ Row,* Whitechapel.
The gas glares from primitive tubes on a long vista of
meat, meat, meat everywhere — legs, loins, shoulders,
ribs, hearts, livers, kidneys — buy, buy, buy. Along
the whole line are every description of butchers cry-
ing out “buy, buy.” Women are here by scores,

* Part of this description I have borrowed from “ Household Words.”
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pretty, ugly, old, young —all chaffering, higgling,
beating down, and joking. On the opposite side of
the pavement arce the interminable lines of trucks, bar-
rows, baskets, boards on trestles laden with oysters,
vegctables, fruit, combs, ballads, cakes, fried fish, arti-
ficial flowers, chairs, brooms, soap, candles, crockery-
ware, iron-ware, cheese, walking-sticks, looking-
glasses, frying-pans, Bibles, toys, fire-wood, and so
on. Here’s a woman fiercely beating down the price
of carrots, while that newly married artisan’s wife,
who has just begun life as a housekeeper, looks on
bewildered and timid. Here’s a blackguard boy, with
a painted face, tumbling head over heels in the mud
for a halfpenny. Oh, the noise of Butchers’ Row,
‘Whitechapel, especially on a Saturday night! Yelling,
screeching, howling, swearing, fighting, laughing.
It’s a combination of commerce, fun, frolic, cheating,
begging, thieving, deviltry, short pipes, thick sticks,
mouldy umbrellas, dirty faces, and ragged coats.
Here are gin palaces in profusion. The compaiy
such as you see nowhere else, yet, as I said before, the
samencss is sickening. In some of them it is hardly
safe to venture without a policeman; very few bar-
maids — men, strong, stout, fighting-men dispense the
liquor. »

Let us step into this penny gaff or theatre. We are
now past Butchers’ Row and out in High Street,
‘Whitechapel.  “Vun penny, if you please, hunless
you takes a stall, and them’s tuppence.” We take a
stall; the place is horribly dirty. A low stage at one
end, and the body filled with the company. Oh, what
a company! Some light their pipes at the foot-lights
— for two-thirds are smoking. The curtain rises, a
man and woman sing a comic duet; they quarrel, they
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fight, they make up again; but towards the close —
ugh! it’s too vile, let us come away.  We leave just
as a young lady, in a cotton velvet spencer, short,
white calico skirt, bare armg and neck, is received
with screams of applause. ¢« Fepe’s your pannyram-
mer,” says a man with g blackened lace, at the door of
a dirty den,— « lionly a penny;” and we enter., We
sit for a few minutes, but we cay make neither heaq
nor tail to the matter; but we are here to see the
company, and it is the same ag at the gaff,

Cross over the street — there’s another. Hear the
doorkeeper — that little stinted, pockmarked man,

with small keen eyes, —“’Ere’s the legitimit dram; v

threepence for the stalls if you please.” There’s a
fellow on the stage, cvidently doing a heavy business.
Hear him rant to the awe-struck audience.

*May you blew Evin a
Pour o down rew-ing g
Hon the tarator's %ed. »

That’ll do. We come out, and before we tury down to
Rateliffe Highway, take another look at WVhitechapel,
shops, gaffs, thieves, and beggars.

Ratcliffe Highway lies contiguons to the port of
London, and always has a strong offensive, sickening
odor of fish fried i oil.  As we Pass down the
street, you notice the shops, and the character of the
wares: enormous boots, oil-skin caps, coats and trow-
sers, rough woollen shirts, compasses and charts, huge
silver watches and glaring jewelry, fiied fish, second-
hand clothes. Evel'ything has a nautical adaptation.
The ballad-singers deal iy hautical songs. See that
poor, half-naked man, with an old tarpaulin on his
head. Round him gather a crowd of men, women
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d children. He sings with more energy than 'har-
c . . y 1 !
. nv, and bawls more fact than poetry. Hear him
mony, y

« Come all good Keristians
And give attenshin
Unto thgcse lines I will unfold
With heartfelt feelinks
To you I'll menshin.
I'm sure that it will make
Your werry hearts’-blood run cold.

The good ship Mariar, she
Sailed from the Humber
On the twenty-fourth of October,
i red 'ty-three,
Eighten hundred and forty :
Her crew was seven men and a boy in rfumber,”
‘Which was all swallowed up by the raging sea.

Hartley Coleridge said ¢ There is certainly nof;hmg
¢ : ked voice of a ballad-singer
so lugubrious as the crackec : onger
b g nig
in a dull, ill-lighted back street, on a rainy nig
: »
November. N
i i ’ sailors o
- Up and down Ratcliffe Highway, the . > ©
Negroes, Lascars, Britons, Ital-
every country stroll. Negroes, ; v, Hal.
ians, Yankees, Danes, men who worship a hun o
: an 1 s walk
gods and men who worship none. Now let us o
fn i ¥ . S we ex-
refnlly, taking no notice of any remarks a .
Jlore, "Hereis k is “taken in and
plore. Hereis where poor Jack is “t: o
done for.”” Whatever Jack may be at sea, on s °
he is often the weakest and simplest of men, anc
e is ¢ of men, and
there is but little need to cover the hook mthllf;ltoue
i When ashore, he seems to have bu
gt . , 7in as short a time
idea, that is to spend as much money in as .ﬂ o time
, * in Plymouth tolc
51 otographer in Ply
as possible. A photog ! d me
that a shock-headed, jolly-looking, but 1‘)‘yI Ino I i
1 i ay, — “ Here -
handsome sailor, came in one day, er 3 -
futtergruff, as ’andsome as hever y
mate, I want a futtergruff,
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can make it.” The “futtergruff ” was taken. « That

me? That’s too blessed hugly; I want it for my

mother and sister, and I shan’t send such a looking
chap as that ere down, as me. Take another.”
Another and another was taken, but none was satis-
factory, and by his wonderfu] efforts to look handsome,
the pictures were anything but flattering. At last,
looking at the pictures on the wall, he said, « Why
don’t you make as ’andsum one as that ere?” point-
ing out the most genteel among them a]l. « Come,
shipmate, sell me vun of them;” and he actually
bought and paid for one — frame and all, and went

away happy to think he had got a “futtergruff »

thal would do him credit at home. . R
Every few yards we come to a beer-house, or gin-
shop, doorways temptingly open; from the upper
rooms come the tramp of feet and the sound of the
violin. Attached to many of the houses is a.crew of
infamous women to tempt Jack in to treat them. His
drink is drugged, and against their villany he has no
chance. It is said that many so-called respectable’
people have made fortunes there, .Grog and dancing’
meet us at every turn. Women—wild-eyed, bois-
terous, cheeks red with rouge, flabby with intem-
perance, decked with ribbons of gayest hue, all coarse,
insolent, unlovely — dancing in the beer-shop, drink-
ing at the bar, all bent on victimizing: the poor
sailor. , ‘ i ’

- Let us take a peep into this Music Hall. See how
crowded it is with sailors and women seated with pots
of porter before them; every tar, and some of the
women, with pipes, listening to songs, and witnessing
-performances of a very questionable moral character,
and uot very artistic. Some of thege places of amuse-
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ment are of too. low a_ character to be described,A yet
i’i'lcensedf Act of Parliament. By-and-by the grog
will do itsiwork. Then unruly tongues are lo.osed ;
' squarrels and blows; heads bl'o.ken; cries of
“ polié%é:,, “victims for the hospital, station-house, or
lunatic-usylum; and perhaps some poor wretch, mad-
dened by driuk and shame, plunges into the mut'idy
waters. of the nearest neighboring dock, seel.nng
véi ' the oblivion never found in the dancing, drink-
ouses-of Ratcliffe Highway. ' '
made some-explorations among the beggars and
thieves of London; sometimes with police officers, at
c’)‘tner times with city missionaries in the thieves’ dis-
tuc,t You gét more information in company with a
missionary than with a policeman; for while the latter
Knows almost every thief in the city, the thief knows
e‘*&*éf'y policeman, whether in uniform or not, and they
are generally reticent while in their presence.

Come with me, and I will show you where the
lowest class live; come down this narrow street, as
we advance, picking. our way through kennels? stum-
bling over heaps of rubbish and: oyster-shells. All
the vepulsive and hideous features of the place are
disclosed before ns. Every human being seems bru-
talized and degraded. 'We go down this dark anfi
noisome alley; as the detective lifts the latch o‘f the
door, we enter-a sort of kitchen, — this is a thieves’
ken or lodging-house. On one side ther.e is a long
table, at which sit a number of men of sinister aspect.
The principal light is afforded by a candle Stl.]Ck
against the wall. In one corner, with his head f'estlng
v & heap of coals, lies a boy as black as a chimney-
sweeper, — that is the waiter. “ Here’s some com-
pany come to see you, lads! Here you, stand up
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and take off your cap.” You sec the thief cowers
before the representative of law, lawless as he is.
Lot the officer simply say, “ My lad, I want you,” he
would probably turn to the others and say, ¢ Good-
by, coves,” and march off without another word. As
we turn to leave them, we see by the expression of
their faces that we are not wanted.

They have but very little mercy on their victims.

I was told that a countryman was leaning on the
parapet of one of the bridges in London, when he
was accosted by a thief. '

“ Nice river.”

«Tes, Pse been looking at it awhile; wot lots of
ships!”

“Tord love ye, them ain’t ships, they are boats; vos
you never in London before?”

«No, I never was.”

« Youll have to look out sharp.”

« Why, what for?”

«Tor the thieves; the pickpockets will get all your
money.”

“«No, they won’t. I aren’t afeard of a pick-
pocket.”

“Perhaps yon ain’t got no money.”

«Oh, ces I have. I got a sovercign.”

«Vere do you keep it?”

« Ah, that’s telling.”

«Oh, I know; yon keep it in yer handkerchief back

of yer neck.”
“No, I don’t.”
« Then you keeps it in yer stocking.”
«No, I don’t. I don’t mind telling where I do
keep it; hal hal I've got it in my mouth, right agin
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my cheek, away back; and no thicf will get that, I
know.”

“Yourc a deep one, you are.  Good day.”

In a short tine, a boy runs up against the country-
mai, and drops a handful ol coppers, with one or {wo
picees of silver,—* Oh, dear! ol, dear! my money,”—
and commences to pick it up, assisted by the country-
nwn and others, who gather as a crowd will gather at
a moment’s notice i Liondon.  Still, when all the
picees had been returned to the boy, he cried, “ O,
my money! my money!”  Some one said, “ave you
not got your money?”  “Oh, no; I 'ad a sovercign!
I’ad a sovercign!”

Up steps the thief, who had come, mingling with
the crowd.  “You've lost a sovereign, "ave ye?”

“Yes, sir. Oh, dear! oh, dear!”

“Vy, Isce that chap there,” pointing to the coun-
tryman, “pick up somcthing, and put it in his
mouth.”

At this the countryman stands bewildered, till some
onc cries out, “ IFFind out whether he'’s got it; 7 another
catches him by the throat, and squeezing him till
nearly choking, to save himsell” firom strangalation he
ejects the sovercign, which is given to the boy, with a
great deal of sympathy. The poor countryman is
hustled by the crowd, and nrry consider himsell Incky
if’ he escapes a ducking in the river.
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ONDON and its people are an inex-
haustible theme. The different opin-
ions of different people about London
would fill volomes. Dr. Johnson says:
“I have often amuscd mysclf with
thinking how different a place London

A is to different pecople. A politiclan
® thinks of it mercly as the secat of gov-

ernment; a grazicr, as a great mart for cat-

tle; a man of pleasure, as an assemblage of taverns

and theatres; a mercantile man, as a place where a

prodigions amount of husiness is done upon ’Change;

but the intellectual man is struck with it as compre-
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hending the whole of human life in all its variety, the
contemplation of which is inexhaustible.”  The same

" great authority declared that Fleet Street contained

«the most sublime and picturesque combinations of
objects within the periphery of our terragueous ball.”
On another occasion the sage exclaims: ¢ Sir, no man
that is at all intellectual will leave London.  No, sir.
‘When he has exhausted London, he has exhausted
life; for there is in London all that life can afford.”
“ The literature of England, of Enrope, of the world,
at any place or any time,” wrote the author of “Mod-
ern Babylon,” “contains not a page, a volume, or a
book so mighty in import, so magnificent in explana-
tion, as the single word London.” DByron called
London “one superb menageric;” Cobbett called it
“a great wen;” Thackeray called it “ Vanity Fair.”
Charles Lamb, IHorace Smith, and other wits, counld
live nowherc but in London. As these men loved
London for its society, so other men love it for its
quiet. “A man of letters,” writes the elder D’Israeli,
“ more intent on the acquisitions of literature than on
the intrigues of politicians or the speculations of com-
merce, may find a deeper solitude in the populous
metropolis than in the seclnsion of the country.”
Gibbon in the same spirit tells us: “ While coaches
were rattling through Bond Street, I have passed
many a solitary evening in my lodgings with my
books. I withdrew withont reluctance from the noisy
and extensive scene of crowds without company and
dissipation without pleasure.”

The philanthropist may contemplate with delightful
astonishment the amazing charitics of London. All
thoughtful forcign visitors are struck with the mu-
nificence and charitics of London. What a noble
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array of charities for the sick hody, the suddenly dis-
abled by accident, the means of cure for blinded
eyes, for deafened ecars, for the congh of the con-
sumptive, and the tearing fingers of cancer!  In
short, there is a refnge in London for almost every
bodily ill, where all that science, skill, and experience
can do is freely given to the poorest. IHHow these
streams are Lept in a perennial flow yon see by the
words carved high on all these noble institutions:
“ Supported by volnatary contribution.”

T have dwelt Jong on the darker shades of’ London
life, on some saddening pirts of it. I have given yon
my experiences, the results of observation and inves-
tigation; deseribed to you scenes I have looked on,
and shown you pictures of a certain phase of life in
the great metropolis; I haye brought before you what
are termed the “lower classes,” hétween whom and
the higher classes, the avistocracy and nobility, there

is a “great gulf fixed,” across which I have wever
attempted to pass, and should probably have heen

foiled i I had. T can tell you nothing of the halits,
manners, or customs of that class, and will only say
that among them there are some of the noblest and
some of the meanest of mankind, the most liberal and
the most conservative, the most sympathetic and the
most heartless. We know this {from their work, not
by contact with them, except on occasions when their
benevolence and desire to advance the interests of
the people have bronght ns together for a brief space.

But between the two extremes of society we find
most of the active benevolenee, the saving inflnenees;
and it is delightfnl to know that in London, with all
its crime and poverty and degradation, there are so
many thousand rills of loving and holy effort to heal
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the moral sicknesses. We can only faintly pichire the
honschold fires gleaming warin and bright on gronps
where enltivated parents so train and gnard the chil-
dren as to sce themr walle the path of life with un-
spotted garments.  Space wonld fail to record the
pure pleasnres, the Tovely social gatherings; the quict
plans of employers to make those who scrve {Tiem
wise concerning the good, and simple concerning the
evil; the scores of meetings every night pulsating
with hearty effort to dry np the fonmtain of sin and
suffering, and to get help firom above in a work that,
in the aggregate, is enongh to appall the most conr-
ageons benevolence. I eonld tell yon of Exeter ITall,
now prurchased by the Young Men's Christian A sso-
ciation, the name having heen for years the synonyme
for henevolent and reformatory effort. This Excter
ITall infinence on religion and reformatory progress
was unwillingly avowed when, in a moment of vexa-
tion at its blocking his path in some degree, a great
man called it, in his place before the people, “he
bray of Excter Hall.” We will show yon some of
the modes of operation ontside the direct teachine
and influence of the chimehoes. 7

The City l\Ii.&:.asiomn-io,«_; are indeed a self-denying
clugs: of men, living on a bare pittance, and often
sharing thehr poor crnst with the destitute, They
are not “ Stigwinses,” nor Chadbands,” nor < red-
nosed shepherds.”  From my heart T pity those who
can find no better vepresentatives of these Clivistian
E}Oltll\]tliq “CIS::d, ?2;11?;]‘],.0\:111%’ 1'1.'011.1 'fthc “« R()mm.l(:c
Ay Breets, ating 0 & missionary: “ During

teen years he worked in one of the worst . districts
of the metropolis, in the rear of Lisson Grove. In
onc street, known by the name of ¢ Little Hell, he
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attended eighiy-{ive cases ol typhus fever.  As a

commont visitor mong divers discases, e Tias never
pevsonally sntiveed, but Tis childeen have wore than
once heenr prostraded by infection carvied home, In
thiv dnfhmous rookery he wallked safely at all Tiones
aong (he hanuts of tlic most vicions of” our race, so

he respect and confidence of the

completedy were {
inthabitauts gnined, There was not a rullian in the
cutive length of the xtrect who wenld not have de-
fende:d the “parson” by word and hand, Iiad occasion
arisens”

One mny asle what possible good can a religiows
o L=

teache e do amonyg this class. Frequently one of these

Nbaininies zecms (o be qualified in o remackable de-

aree fin this woeks Tt s not by hig soft specch nor
.

1

his polished clegitence, but often in a blung, vough-

and-rendy woeys Le will lose no chanee of warning
the youneer ones of the evil of their ways.  All these
are wonderful men, caing about their hininess e a
cheeriuly hopeful way, humming snatehes of hyinns,
Fomectimes the adsionary will resene a wile out of
the crreel Tands of her hratal hushand, when poliec-
men ave loath to inferfere, Que of them told me that
he Tl never fost auything but onee, thouglh he had
. thene sixteen years; and then o boy

worked amongs
Lronsht his handierchicl hack o him the next day,
rizing that i was a uew boy that tool it, “vot

:11)()](7;

didn’t Lnow the missioney”
ey, Charlhes Bovel said, inowspecelt ab Bxeier
all: = Passing

Il kerehics was exiracted from my pocket by alad,

down Boscensry Lane, obe night, a

whe ra aoway witluit, Saon alteryads, hoswever, he
returid and soid, * Please, sivy s this yours? ™ hes,
150, T oreplivds “Make ity said he, and then adided,
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SPlease, sir, give me something for hringing it hacl.
“No, my oy, Lsnid, €L uust not do that; hut will
leave a little hook fer you with my fricud here The
boy came the next day to the house of my {riend; and
S:li“(], ¢Please, siv, was not that a minister? ™ Yes)
was the answer. <AL, well)” said the boy, <1 will
never roh a parson, for God's sake.”

It is pitiful to know that so many are trained as
thicves. A eity missionary has described how they
arce schooled.  1Te says: <1 found a room in my dis-
trict in which children of both sexes were instructed
on the doll.  The image of a lady or a4 wentleman was
dressed and suspended from the cciling. A4 purse
coutaining sixpence was placed in the pocketsy a bell
was iz on a spring in the inside of the fignre; the
youth who could extract the pusse without rvinging
the beil, got the sixpence.”

One man who puisued his mission among  then
said, that what renders their caxse almost hopeless s
the fact that they have no faith in the sinccrity, hon-
esty, or goodness of lmman nature; they believe
other people are no hetter than themselves, and will
do a wwrong thing when it snits their purpose s
readdily as they wille Only those who have tried the
experiment can tel! how difficult it is to imake a thict
belicve you are dizinterested, and mean him well,
They have an ingrained conviction that you  are
wrong — not ey, You are wrong i appropriating
the good things, leaving none for themy, bul snchi as
they can steal. They ave taught that he cleray are
hypocrites, the magistrates  tyrants, the policeman
their natneal foe, and all Tonest people their bitter
enenies,

With the ity missionary, you may oblzin information

.

8
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fromn them.  For although they call him the < CGospc
erindes,” they arve often (nite free in their communi-
cations to him and before him. Oace, exploring with
a genlleman who ad been very snecessfnly, he said,
“These boys you sce pitching pennies are thicves,
Pt call one of then, and ask him same anestions,
Sdem!t Nl “Come here AN vieht, <1
waut yon (o give this ge m](*m.m some mformation.”
CAN vight ye are again, sir” ¢ What males boys
thieves?"  <Vell, s, ]w(-:msv they von't let a bhoy wet
an “onest living.” < How’s that? < Vel 1 ten ver

Suppose my faiher, e says, “Jem, yon 2o out and
‘oller them 111;’:111.~:; yeir bring me hack so naweh
noney o1 cnengh ingnns to make yomr acconnts
square, or Il vallop ye;™ and boys don’t like val-
loping, it "urts. So I goes hout and "ollers the inguns.
I gets tired. Tve heen at it all day, and don’t scli
none, I sees a voman a-standing at her zate. T
think she's 1" so I says, “Please, ma'am, do you vant
to by any inzims ol a poor boy? ™ < Ilow d'yve sell
em?” she says. < Phreepence ha'peimy o bhineh,
mam.” < Il give ye threepence.”  “Couldn’t let
ye Tave ‘em for threepence.”  “Then I odon’ wvont
en.” Wow, vol vould a ha’penny be to her? - Noth-
ing; but its a good deal to me; so I goes on u-
ollering.  Another vonan, she says, “’Ow do ye sell
hinguns? ™ “Threepence ha’penny a buneh, ma’anm.”
“TN give ye threepence ha'penny, iff van throw a
ceuple of inguns i Vell, T laven™t sold any. I'm
tived, and T thinks perhaps T make it np ofl” some-
body else; so T lets “er Jave em, and P ha'penny
shorty; and so it goes ony everybody thinking I'm
making a fortin selling ingnns, and everybody heat-
ing on yer down. So T goes home short, and my
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father vallops e, and sends me to bed awithont
nothing to cat, and ve precions soon finds ont it's
asicr to prig han it is to get anlonest living, ven
everybody s beating on yer down.”

One hoy not twenty said to me, “There :1i11’l‘ no
gening in picking a pocket; thats ()11]) sleight of Tand,
anybody conld do that. Il tell ye vere the genins
is.  Ven yow've got a gent’s vipe out of his poclket,
and he torns round and says, < Somebody’s picked my
pocket,” and you look “im right in the face and says,
7 As there, sir? that werry Tard on you, s That’s
cheels; that’s gening.”  Another said, “The hest lay
we 'as s where they stick up, “Beware of pickpock-
ets!”  Venever yon sce that advertisement, there
youwll find the pickpockets; —in the post-oflice, roind
the bank, or the railway station.  Yon sce, sir, some
cove ‘as been to draw iz dividends, or get noney in
the Corn Exchange.  Arter he gets Yis money, he
goes into the post-office or railway station, and ven
he sees that “ere advertisement, he says to hisself)
‘Beware of pickpockets, so T mnst;” and then he
puts Tis Tand vere Yis money is, and ve sces 'im, and
finds out that hes got something, and vere he eeeps
it; and them ere two pints gained, the resali is v Crry
hobyions.”

To retien from the dicression.  We ask what eood
can be accomplished by Christian workers?  One
point to gain s to make them dissatisficd with pres-
ent circamstances. Then you create a desire for
something better. A youthful thief said of (he mis-
sion work: “Phis "cre has done me a deal of harm.
T tell yon why. Me and some of my pals here get
our living how we can; canse w hy? weve got no
characters, and nobody won’t employ us. Ve can’t
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starve, don’t yon know, and vot’s a cove to do?
Well, they're always preaching about CGiod sceing
you, and the like of that. It makes a cove aleard, —
it takes all the pluek out of mwe, T know. I never
thieve now, unless T'm forced to do it from Ihanger.
I T go arter a handkerchief, when the pinch comes,
I begin to think about God Abnighty; for as they
say, you kuow, fear malkes cowards of us.”

There are missionaries who visit the public honses:
read a description of one. A writer says: “Instead
of a shabby-genteei, white-neckerchicted creature of
the preacher type, as T expected to fiad, he was a
thick-sct, determined-looking being, who, with the
Bible in one pocket and a bundle of tracts in the
other, went forth to work among the dens in a very
matter-of-fact fashion.” Ile is preparved for opposi-
tion, and argument or objection; but he is impertur-
bably good-tempered, - and possesses  an amazing
amomnt of courage and tact, often receiving a rebufl
and then again a word in reply revealing a degree of
interest, and some conscience. A peor drunkard, a
young mai, haggard, squalid, and ragged, received a
tract, when the missionary laid his hand on his shoul-
der, and said in a whisper, “We must all give an ac-
count of ourselves to God.” A pretty account mine
will be,” was the answer, and so the way was open
for a talk. A missionary offered a tract to a young
medical student, as ie was chatting witl some of his
friends.  TTe took it, and when he discovered what it
was, he said, “Please take it back; T have just passed
my cxamination, and I am out for a sprec. T am not
i a fit state to have it; Tam afiaid T shall turn it into
ridicenle.”

Sonietimes the good influence extends to the land-
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lords. Some roughs were evidently in a bad humor;
gsomething had ruffled them. “Ie won’t scrve you
now, if youre only a bit tight; and if you let slip a
word, he says, ‘Now; then, that won’t do in this
house.”” “ Well, he wasn’t always so,” said another;
“he used to be as good a chap as any, and could
swear a bit. DIve heard him.” <« AhL,” said a third,
“he’s not fit to be a publican now. What made him
do so, do you know?” “Ilnow! yes, to be sure I do.
‘Why, them missionary fellows walk bang into the
beer-shops now; and one’s been in there, taking his
religion and his tracts with him, and he’s go worked
on the landlord’s mind that he’s quite turned it, and
now he treats his customers in this way.”

Sometimes the surprise of on-lookers at these
operations is singularly cxpressed. One said, “ My
stars! a public-house is a rum crib for spouting in.
Forty years I have been in and out of these eribs,
and never heard a spouter before. What next, I
wonder, after this?”  One of the London newspapers
remarks: “ When we first heard of missionaries visit-
ing public-houses, it struck us forcibly as casting
pearls before swine, aud exposing men to unecessary
tsult and certain failure, but we were soon convinced
to the contrary. In these dens of iniqnity the agents
seck out the very refise, — the dregs of humanity, —
and with the good old Book in hand, carry to them
the news of a divine hope, even for the vilest of man-
kind. Tt may secm almost beyond belief, but such is
the tact, the conrage, and ceflicieney of the agents cm-
ployed in this particular work, that when they become
known to the habital frequenters of any house, insult
or attempted injury would be instantly hooted down
by the company; and, more strange still, the publicans
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themselves often welcome the Society’s agents to their
doors, and do all that lies in their power to obtain a
quiet hearing for them. Ie is a bold, good man, who
in the excitement of battle, with the eyes of the world
upon him, and with the hope of the Victoria Cross
before him, rushes into the ranks of the enemy to
rescue a comrade from death; but he is a bolder and
‘nobler man who, without excitement, and with no
Ihmman rewards provided for him, can appear amid the
recking orgics of a low London tap-room, and speak,
not only of wasted health, scattered wages, and de-
serted homes, but of souls lost, and to be redeemed
by the most costly offering that Bounty could bestow
for their salvation.”

In some of the localities inhabited by costermongers
and the very poor, the missionaries’ work has been
prodnctive of great good. It is rcally delightful to
visit the renovated homes of some of these people.
Here in a poor apartment, with but very little com-
fort, we find a man unable to earn a living, sorely
afflicted and a cripple, with his Bible, and cheerful ‘in
the prospect of a better inheritance. A woman who,
after paying her rent, has two shillings left for the
week, and a little bread and tea twice a day being her
customary fare, says she is “ thankful for that.” From
the often despised city missionary she has received
something better than earth’s riches or-prosperity.
Here in another room we find a costermonger and his
family, practising cleanliness and sobriety; and he is
only a type of many others brought under the influ-
ence of the Gospel by the missionary, which has pro-
duced in him self-respect, so that he is striving after
an honest independence, and often under difficulties.
Onc of the costers said, “ Can’t be religions nohow;
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ean’t let the barrer be lazy on Sundays.” But when
they accept the Gospel, you hear them exclaim,
«PDon’t work on Sundays now, sir. A good day for
trade I know, sir; but I likes to trade with heaven oun
Sundays, and learn a little about my soal there.” One

‘will say, “I ain’t a eddicated person, but I knows
~ wot’s wot, and I know God never meant the likes of

us to be religivus. Vy, don’t yer see it couldi’t be
done!” Yet when such are reclaimed, their Christian
profession becomes very siucere, and their life a
zealous service. “I allus felt ashamed of myself,”
confessed a converted sweep, * when I seed the people
comin’ out of church, and I'd been a cussin’ and
swearin’.  Now, mates, you want to get to Heaven.
Il tell you how to get there. Trust in Jesus Christ;
He'll never forsake yer. I, a poor sweep, am glad to
wash my face when my day’s work is done; but how
much better to have Christ to wash your black soul!”
“ How do yer know you’re going to Heaven?” asked
one of his old mates. “ Well,” said he, “how do you
know.whether you’ve got sugar in your tea?”

The missionary must understand the method of ap-
proaching those he would help, and adapt his disconrse
to the condition of his hearers. Approaching a com-
pany of cabmen who were gathered round a public-
house, one of them said, “Here’s the parson, men,
vot goes round to make people religious.” The mis-
sionary said, “I want to tell you rather a queer tale
about a young chap that thought he could be a cab-
man before he knew about the city,” and then he quite
humorously described the poor fellow’s perplexity
when he tried to find the Great Western Railway, and
hunted for it down Shoreditch, and then &t the Bank,
and then at Whitechapel Church, and so on.
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T'he men were very much delighted with the graphic
description of the young man's blunders, and unani-
mously voted him a fool for driving round, when he
only had to ask, and almost anybody would have set
lim right. - When he had got them to this point, he
cricd out, “Now you're all driving wrong, and you
shonld be civil to any onc who knows the road, and
would set you right. Ilere is God’s road-hool,”
opcuing the Bible. “Let me tell you how sinners
may drive straight to ITeaven.,”  This was within the
compass of their intellect, and they thanked him, and
voted him to be a good sort of a fellow. One of
these self~denying and uscful men relates that on one
occasion, when he called at a house where a large
nmumber of rough men were gathered, oue cricd out,
“I =ay, mates, here’s the genmmman vot talks to poor
people about summut better;” then to one who was
six {eet tall, he said, “Now, Buster, my hinfant, I
vants you to ’car the old buffer, ’cos you knows a
thing or two, it's regular stunning, and vot’s more, 1t’s
somctinies cutting.”  « Come, mister, give these ’ere
gents a stave; let’s car summut about that young
rascal vot bolted away firom his poor old father; that
is a regular good thing, that is. Buster, my hinfant,
come hand over the cushion; and mister, you don’t
object to our taking a smoke;” and the missionary
read the Parable of the Prodigal Son, with conunents;
and alter half an howr he asked if they were tired,
and all eried out, “Go on! go on!”

CHAPTER VIIIL

WAR WITH VICE. — TEMPERANCE WORK AMONG TILE
DESTITUTE AND DEPRAVED.

Strect - Preachers — Fitness for their Work — A Strikine  Seene —
« Musie with no Meclody, Taughter with no Mirth ” — ¢« Murder, Mar-
der, Police!” — The Street - Preacher and his Aundience — 1lain
Preaching and its Power — « Reformatory and Refuge Union” —
Thirty-four Benevolent Institntions nnder One Control — Good Worle
of i Brewer’s Son — Lambeth Baths — 1Toxton ITall — A Converted
Building — William  Noble’s Mission —The Blne - Ribbon Army —
An Andience of Reformed Men— “ London Tines” on Gongh in
Tloxton ITall-— Report of the * Record ® on the same Meeting —
Four Great Branches of the Temporanee Work — United Kingdom
Alliance — Temperance in Politics — ¢ Medieal Temperance So-
ciety ” — ¢ London Temperanee Hospital 7 — Bight Thonsand Paticnts
in Six Yenrs — Medicine withont Alcohol — Resnlts.

HILE the missionaries’ work is
exceedingly interesting and fasci-
nating, I pass on to speak of the
street preachers, for the missionary

< proper does not preach so much as

R visit and make personal appeals.
€ The street preacher may not be

27 suited to a fustidions audience. e

may understand no rules of rhetoric,

but he talks from his experience, and uses langnage
easily comprehended by the audiences that listen to
hini.

A discourse should always be adapted to the char-
acter of the hearers, and no onc can listen to one
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of these street preachers, at the “Seven Dials,” or
“ Grolden Lane,” or “ Ratcliffe Highway,” and note
the earnest attention of the ragged audience, with-
out feeling that the speaker understands his audience,
and that they understand him. What if they do
mispronounce their words? "What if they do drop
their “h’s” when they are needed, and take them up
when not wanted? What if they do sometimes con-
struct a sentence contrary to the rules of syntax?
Their influence is nome the less powerful.on those
who listen to them. I think I never saw a more
striking effect produced on an audience than I wit-
nessed once in the streets. I stood with a detegtive
and two gentlemen at the junction of three streets,
listening to the din and confusion of that very bad
neighborhood. The detective had said, “Now, gentle-
men, yon stand here by me: do not answer any question
that may he put to you, nor make any reply to any
remark, but stand by me. Take care of your valia-
bles, and listen.”  The raw night brecze bronght to
our ears the wailing cry of meglected children, the
hoarse voice of blasphemy and cursing, the shnflling
of feet, music with no melody, laughter with no
mirth; when suddenly we heard a cry of “murder,
murder, police!” and a half naked woman dashed
past us, her hair dishevelled, her face streaming with
blood. “Stand still,” said the detective, “this is an
occirrence of every half hour. It is a fearful place
this. I have brought missionaries from Afiica here,
and they tell me there is no heathenism in Afiica
equal to this in Christian London.”

Soon we heard a clear, distinct voice, all out of
place in the din, and the detective said, “ Follow me,
and I will show you something worth looking at.”
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“We went down the dim street, and soon came up to a

gronp, cvidently composed of some of the worst class
of thieves and beggars, surrounding a plain-looking
man in a fustian jacket, who stood with his back
against a lamp-post; at his feet sat seven bleared,
bloated, gin-soaked women on the curbstone. While
we stood there he preached. IHolding a pocket Tes-
tament in his hand, he said, “ I’ve come down here to
bring yer good news. It may seem strange that I
should come to a place like this ’ere, to tell you good
news, but the book what I hold in my hand says it’s
glad tidings of great joy: which is to all people, and
that means us.”

Then he went on to tell of one that was “ King in
Heaven, who had all that heart could wish; the very
angels bowed down afore Him, and covered their
faces when they spoke to Him: and He looked down
on this ’ere world, and e hecard the people a-crying,
and He seen ’em suffering, and He came down to help
’em; but they wouldn’t have nothing to do with Him.
They slapped Him in the face, they spit on Him, and
then hung Him up between two thieves.” Then he
said, “ Why, my friends, He might have sent for
twelve regiments of His Father’s soldiers, and swept
His enemies off the face of the earth, but He didn’t.
Oh no, He suffered for just such poor creatures as
you and me. Now I want to tell ye more about Him.
He never turned Ilis back on a beggar; nobody ever
came to Him, that He told ’cm to go away. There
ain’t a thief that e wouldn’t welcome, if he’d coom
to IIim. There ain’t one of these poor women with
her face blackened by the last night’s fight, but His
heart is full of sympathy for just such as she is.
‘Why, my friends, they bronght a woman to him, what
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had been doing Wrons and they were going to stone
her to death ~ccording to their law. What did e
gay to per? Why, He didn't say nothiug till every-
body was gone, se0s He didn’t want to shame the poor
creature.  And when they was all gone, He spoke to
her just as He would to His own mother; -¢ Woman,
where’s them what's accusing of yer?’ And she
And He said, ¢ No more
don’t I, my poor child. You go away, and don’t do'so -
“That's what He <aid to her” One
woman lifted up her hands, and said, « Oh, my God!”
another swayed herself to and fro; another covere
her face with her apron; one man dashed his hand
across his eyes— 1t was too much for him. That was
a sermon, powerful in its application to the class who
heard it. Many of these street preachers are mechan-
ics and working-men, who have been gaved them-
selves, and now, in the true spirit of the Grospel, are
gtriving to save others. '
Space will not permit me to el
nevolent institutions that are relieving SO much dis-
tress. 1 give you some stafistics of one association,
ublished some time since. This is the Reformatory
e thirty-four institu-

and Refuge Union.” There wer
with and controlled by it such as

girls, for criminals, for
for vagrants, for

.

said, ¢ Therce ain’t none.’

any more.

umerate all the be-

tions connected
refuges for destitute boys and

the neglected, for the homneless,
young girls exposed to temptation and out of employ-

ment, for children of vicious Or criminal parents, for
deserted children, for poor servants out of employ-
ment, for destitute working-melt, for those discharged
from hospitals, for crippled and destitute girls, for
women discharged from prison, for degraded outcast
boys, for orphan street-boys, &C- &e. Then there
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are “Dr. Barnardo’s East-Find Juvenile Mission,”
“Home for Boys” at Stepney, and the “ Girls’ Home ” at
Tiford. The “Midnight Meecting Movement,” ¢ Friend-
less and Fallen Refuge,” the “Boys’ Home,” Dept-
ford, “Poor Cabman’s Society,” “Dock-Laborers’
Mission,” ¢ Destitute Children’s Dinners,” « London
Medical Mission,” “ Cow Cross Mission,” ¢ Sick Chil-
dren’s Dinners,” “Sermon Lane Free Breakfasts,”
“ Woman’s Mission to Women,” &e. In short, the
benevolent and Christian enterprises are amazing in
their extent. ,

Then there is Charrington’s Mission. Mr. Char-
rington was the son of a brewer, and gave up a for-
tune for conscience’ sake, and now supports a nightly
meeting, and is doing a great work. Then the Cen-
tral ITall mectings every evening, to provide for the
people rational amusement and instruction without
the appendage of drink, under the dircction of Mr.
Ling. Then the meetings at the « Edinburgh Castle,”
once a very immoral music-hall, now, under the super-
intendence of Dr. Barnardo, a place for Christian in-
struction. Then the Lambeth Baths, where the Rev.
G. Murphy has the charge, and provides two thou-
sand people, principally of the working classes, valu-
able instruction, both secular and religious, every
evening from November till May, (the rent of the
Baths paid by Samuel Morley, Bsq.) Then there are
scores of Temperance and other meetings constantly
held in various parts of London, all of which it is
impossible to describe, but intensely interesting to
visit.

I must not pass over Hoxton Hall. On March 29,
1878, Hoxton Music Hall — which had been a nui-
sance to the neighborhood, and the ruin of many
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people, old and young, of both sexes — having become
2 music-hall of the lowest type, and lost its license
through the abominations practised there, was hired
by Mr. William Noble and a committee for three
months, as an experiment. The object was to convert
a place famous for its vileness into a place for instrue-
tions in righteousness, by holding continuous gospel
temperance meetings.  The plan was so eminently
successful that it was deemed advisable to take the
hall for a further period of twelve months. . ]
At the expiration of that time those engaged in the
good work must cither purchase the hall or give up
possession, when a friend who had taken great inter-
est in the work came forward, and by his gencrosity
the frechold was purchased and vested in five trustees,
thus giving a permancnt centre to the good work so
successfully inaugurated.  The hall is now being im-
proved and repaired, soon to be opened and devoted
to the same great pwrpose. Under the auspices of
the « Blue Ribbon Army,” (the name given to the
temperance society grown out of the work,) there

have been held 1,335 meetings, with an aggregate

attendance of 813,830 persons. This is an entirely
unsectarian movement, and has been the means of
rescuing thousands from the grasp of the destroyer,
Strong Drink, and many who were apparently lost
have been by the influence of these gospel temper-
ance cfforts brought to the saving knowledge of the
truth. ,

T visited Hoxton Hall several times. Perhaps I
can give a better idea of the work, if I ‘venture to
insert the following notice of my last visit there, from

the « London Times” of October 6, 1879:

HOXTON MUSIC ITALL. 131

*On Saturday Mr. Gougl, tlie temperance leeturer, addressed n
andicnee at the IToxton Temperance Music Iall, TToxton Sll(,Lt cm.'nn
posed muainly of ‘reformed men and women.’ The hall was Lln"onw;
an liour before the time announced for the lecture.  The andicnee \T/(::
composed, with very few exceptions, of workine-men snd wonllerll 'Lr‘nj
when the .R[.t\'. J. Jolinstone, in the prayer pl'(»ﬁlcri)ntr the address l;elr:r +l
fon.' the Divine gnidance of those who had fled fr(?m the Lemu)i';tiolrlh'ﬁb}
drink, a fervid <Amen’ was mrnmred from nuny lips S‘Lil't.:(l "b:“
nnder the leadership of Mr. Williun Noble, the 11(;no;‘11' .flil‘e It“{':’?
the gospel temperance movement, were sune very 1.,(,.‘2,1-“1 4 (1 . t;)
people, and Mr. Noble then nsked all those who Tl.’u] Sivned. l:l;e ))l -lljfr ‘le
that Lall to stand np. Newly the wlhole of the zuldimcnce 1‘osi tl[nnlolm
procecded fo swy that ameng those were many reformed dm.nlé'l‘.'lt* o
well as reformed men and women who lLad been moderate (l;'ilrikb" ?‘S
He :Lskcfl them to repeat their vow, and they, npstanding s‘olemlll “Sl
I 1)1:011115(-, by God’s hiclp, to abstain from all iIlLUt\'iC:LDL;nW“( uol‘y‘ St“(i
to disconntenance their use in others. The Lord lhelp m: tolkceh’ .tlln‘(
vow for Cliist’s sake. Amen.’ Mr. Noble went on to say tl tpM“S
;}onr,iv'h l]:u! given npwards of thirty addresses to the \VOI‘kiI'l")"r cl-tZses ol;
P ) r (3, . eV ] Y . 3 ° ’
ln:.z_,.;;:.lSl‘l‘_.::lel[(l)'nt fee or rewaed, and in these the Iloxton people had
i L‘l‘ M. Gm]lgth hn.ld told the committee of the Blue Ribbon Army, that

ley cared to take a Luge hall and make o ehar M ission, i
address shonld be in aid of Tllc fund to (‘:u-r_ly'bo; i}::tlt(olrleliIs‘(;o.llldl'ltlllblbl'(;'nyl1“5
haud done so there wonld have been ten thousand people to 11(;'1:1' 11(11 : '111)(3,
the committee liad decided tohave a meeting whereat the peo' le v rl“, 1 'n(;
been benefited by Mr, Gongli’s labors conld :-Lssemhlc to bid llill)ll F‘fl'leo ]:lll
Mr. James Rae, Tnte of tho Royal Artillery, Mr. Morean, and 1\11'. I’(‘)‘{:‘ l‘.
Rue, the secretary of the Nutional Temperance Le.'l.:ue ’tllvn S o.kL ud
acknowledged the serviees of Mr. Gongh to the T(‘.DTPEIZ.'LHCO c'l.Il)mee. "

“On behalf of the mission, Mr. Jolin Smith, n l"rcncll—pol‘isl;cl.' g
sented Mr. Gongh with an albmn containing portinits of those wl : I])]'e(i
firmly enlisted themselves in the Blne Ribbon Army. When-Mr\ éo mh
stood forward to receive the gift, a poor woman pressed to the ﬁ.'o l(:mgd
presented Mrs. Gongh with a bonqnet of antuninal flowers, My Gn "::;1
who was rescived with repeated cheers, said lie was 1m(,-q1.1:tl to ‘tlleOItl-D ];
of making a speech that night, for he was quite exhansted. Tonel 'Ili'
}loweveré 11]1)0n1tlllc fact of finding devoted gentlemen :Lct.inO' 'LS‘“(;::;-]"
eepers to that hall, he said hie wonld rather be i : itio i )
than have all the profits of the lareest ]'}111't0111 I)L‘Iv]l]:lz]\:';tlpof:f”f)l? lmr“)sc.]f
He wonld rather have the lowest menial position in a \3701'1' likiytl) L::Llsf:
l:h.e Bhie Ribbon Army, than lold the highest position in a \:'(11'1' e o 10d
with any action whicl would do leum to a sinele soul I*.Ie )1'0;* ?}1'1)1 io
a(l(ll'css.llis andience upon the pledge whicl) tll?:y haud ;'cpen.téd 'L(Jhb'; :(ﬂs p
remarking that it was thirty-seven years sinee he had sirrnm’l ;L ;in.lil-el
pledge, he added that though le could not excuse drunLTen;:tess: yct'Liz

-]
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must he allowed that the cirenmstances nnder which dimnkards were
made were different. The appetite for deink, once obtained, never
wholly forsool men. It wonld come to them with maddening force, and
they nmst pray, not to be kept from drmnkenness, but from the appetite
for drink. Mr. Gonglh resumed his seat mmid lond cheers; and My, T. I1.
Ellis detailed the steps which were being taken to enlarge the hall, to
carry on the mission weelk-days iind Sundays.”

I give a short extract from the “Record” relating
to the same meeting:

“We may state incidentally that the hall has now been opened for
more than five Imndred and eighty conscentive nights. The frechold of
the bnilding has been pnrchased, and shortly the place will nndergo
repairs, which are estimated to cost £1,000, of which money, the ITon.
Sce. stated, the fricnds now stand in need. Indeed, Hoxton IIall fell
into the hands of its present ocenpiers in a very dilapidated condition,
and with the odor of its former Zabilucs strong about it. It was once a

so-called place of entertainment, Some years agowe remember to have '

secn in a newspaper an account of how it was opened as n ¢ fumily
theatre,” and then it was stated that the proprictors intended to condsuct
it in a manner that shonld secnre the snpport of the well-to-do working,
classes. Whether this intention was honestly adhered to or not we are
unable to say; bnt when we next hemed of the ‘Iloxton Theatre of
Varieties’ it was ns a nmsic-hall of the lowest character. Ilowever, in
spite of the drink, in spite of the gewgaw of the stage, and the obscenity
of the ‘comie’ songs, and the profits which this combination is nsually
thonght to bring, the place el into diffienltics, and in a happy moement
it was secnred for the gospel temperance work which My, Noble has
since carried on,

“Tt was to this place that Mr. Gongh repaired on Saturday night, and
was reccived with a hemrtiness which showed that his intense sympathy
with the stimggling classes is not misplaced and is not mappreciated,
Somie of the procecdings were a little singular. For example, we do not
remember ever to have heard a lady open n meeting with prayer, and
yet this was the case here. Neither do we remember snch hearty sing-
ing, or the impressive ocemrence of a number of men rising in the body
of the meeting and repeating the text of Seripture nppermost in their
minds, — perhaps from the very fact that they were those which had
bronght the most comfort to their own sonls, Somec of these texts were
snggestive.  ¢Hitherto hath the Lord Lelped me,’ said one; ‘God be
mercifill to me, a sinner,” said another; ¢ Do thysell no harm,’ said a
third; ¢ ITc that cometh to me I will in nowise east ont,’ snid a fourth;
‘Bless the Lord, O my sonl,’ said a fifth; « Keep thy heart with all dili-
gence, for ont of it are the issnes of life,’ said a sixth; and the whole of
this exercise was closed with the Doxology.” ’
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I would state that on Sundays three meetings are
held, one of them a Sunday-school; that women’s
mectings and Bible-classes are also held; so that
there are many gatherings in the course of the week.

There are fonr great branches of the Temperance
work to which I will barely allude before I close
this section of my book: the National Temperance
League, Samuel Bowly president, Robert Rae sccre-
tary; the United Kingdom Alliance, Sir Wilfred Law-
son president, Thomas Barker secretary; the United
Kingdom Band of Hope Union, Samuel Morley, Esq.,
president; and the Scottish Temperance League for
Scotland, Hon. Wm. Collins (at present the Lord
Provost of Glasgow) president, and Wm. Johuston
secretary.  All these are in full and active operation.

The United Kingdom Alliance, under the indefati-
gable labors of its secretary and excecutive board, are
constantly agitating the political question. The Band
of Hope Union principally among the children, and
the two Leagues for the promotion of total-abstinence
principles and prohibition of the liquor traffic. Then
the Good Templars are rendering ecfficient service.
The enterprises formed as auxiliaries to the great
work are very numerous.

There is the “Medical Temperance Society;” and
nearly every town and religious denomination in the
kingdom has its cfficient socicty. Then the ¢ London
Temperance Hospital” has been in operation about
81X years, and during that time about cight thousand
patients have passed under treatment, eight hundred
of whom have required continual nursing and clinical
treatment. Aleohol has been excluded from all these
eight thousand cases, with one exception, and in that

one case the result was nnfavorable. So that while
9
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intemperance abounds, there are earnest, self-denying,
noble cfforts to dry up this fearful ulcer, this moral
pollution,* which, if unhealed, must constantly and
powerfully increase the corruption and hasten the
decay of the nation.

As we rejoice in these efforts, and in so much of
success as has crowned them, let us remember that
other eyes than ours have been watching thesc efforts
to save. KEven the eye of Christian faith sees but
dimly the “joy among the angels over one sinner that
repenteth.” But as we remember this, there come
these blessed companion-words of Holy Writ: «“IHe
that converteth the siuner from the error of his way
shall save a soul from death and shall hide a multitude
of sins;” and remembering also that * prevention is
better than cure,” we will thank God and take courage,
believing that in His own good time He will crown
every good work with Iis approval; and then, though
we may have sown in tears, we shall reap in joy, and
as we go home laden with sheaves we shall be wel-
comed as co-laborers with IIim in preventing sin and
saving men.

CHAPTER IX.

TRAGEDIES. — TIHE SHADY SIDE OF LIFE,

Power of Kindness — The Scotelh Minister and the “Brute " — « 'l kick
yon down stairs ” — * The most God-forsaken Wretell on Earth * —
Perseverance rew:rded — « Clothed and in his Right Mind* — The
States Prison Convict — “ The Cold, Glittering Eye ” — The Ilurd
Heart melted —The Mother’s Influence — Scene in Gray’s- Inn
Lane — The Excited Crow/l —The Tattered Gronp, and Death
among them —The “ Bnllet-leaded Man ” — «*Ere’s a Swell vants
to know vat’s the Matter” — Alone with the Mob-— An Easy Es-
cape — Men beyond Sympathy —The Toad in the Stone— The
Murderer in the Portlind Prison — Celebrating his Release by a
Booze — IInman  Parasites — Tramps — Sonp-Kitchens — Getting
Something for Nothing — Able-bodied * Sponges on thie Generons.”

kindness has been fairly exercised
where it has not subdued the enmity
opposed to it. Its first effort will not
probably succced, any more than one
shower of rain will reclaim the burn-
ing desert; but shed the dew of

o holy influence repeatedly on the revenge-
”ful soul, and it may beconie beautiful with
the flowers of tenderness. Let any person put the
question to his soul whether nnder any circumstances
he can dohberately resist continued kindness. Good
is omnipotent in over coming evil. I know there are
hard cases, —men who will resist and resent every
approach; but, {from my experience and observation,
135
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I believe there are few so hardened but persevering,
Judicions kindness will touch some spot in the heart;
for they are human.

A minister of the gospel — a parish minister in
Scotland — told me that when he first went to Glas-
gow he determined that he wonld call on every indi-
vidual in his parish, every one.  But there was one
man of whom he was afraid.  His friends said, “ Do
not call on him; he may do you a misclicef; it will do
him no good; he is a brute.” «Well,” the minister
said, “thongh I felt ashamed of my cowardice, yet
day after day and week after week passed, and, while
I visited every one clse, T did not call on this an.
One morning, fecling exceedingly well, — the sky was
bright, the sun shining, the trees lovely in their foli-
nge, just the morning when a man feels the warm
blood healthily conrsing throngh his veins, — I said,
‘I will sce that man to-day; I am in Just the right
trim for it”” Ile went, np three or four pairs of
stairs, knocking at the door. No answer. e
knocked again,—no answer; yet again,— no an-
swer.  Ile opened the door and went in.  As he saw
the poor crcature cronching by the empty fireplace,
he Dbecanie somewhat alarmed, and wished himself
away.  The maw’s hair was tangled, his clothing in
rags, his person filthy, a four-weeks’ beard on his
face, his cheeks sunken and cadaverous. As he
turned towards him, there was a wild glarc in his
ficree eyes that fairly made his flesh ereep.  The first
words the poor wreteh nttered were:

“Who are you?”

“I am the nginister.” _

“ Minister!  What do you want?”

“I have called to sce you.”
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The man rose npon his feet. “And then,” said ‘the
minister, I expeeted a struggle, and bcg'zm to Lh?n.k
where I should take him, for I was determined not to
ojve him np.” The man, coming closer, stretched
gut his hand and said:

«Yon've come to see me, have yon? Then sce me!
Do you like the looks of me?  I'm not mnch to see,
am I? Come to sce me!”

Then he came a step or two nearcr, and t‘he hot
breath steamed into the minister’s face as he said,

« Now I'll kick yon down-stairs.” ‘

“ Stop, stop! Don’t kick me down 'the stair's now,
for T have a call to make above, and if you kick me
down now, I shall be obliged to come all the way up
again, don’t ycu see?  Now, lf"lt will be any gl'utl]ﬁ-
cation to yon to kick the minister down-stairs, who
lhias come to yon ont of pure kindness and g(?od-wdl,
let me go. and make my visit, an.dl th?n I will place
mysclf at your disposal.  That’s fair!” ‘

« Well, you arc a rum one!” and he shnflled back
to his scat. ‘

The minister made his ecall, and npon returning,
opencd the door and said:

“ Now, my man, here T am. I told.yon I wonld
call agnin. If it will be any gratification to yon to
kick me down-stairs, T am at your disposal.”

“Did yon come to sce me?”

“Yes, I did.”

“Sit down;” and he began to talk with him, not as
if he were a brate, bnt as a man and a brother.  Soon
the poor creature cried ont, while the tears yan down
his face, “Oh, sir, T am the most God-forsaken wretchl
on earth!” Then he told of a wife and children, of
sorrow, sin, degradation, and despair. The minister
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poured the oil of sympathy into his broken heart.
Many other interviews followed; and now, restored
to wife, children, and society, he has been for some
years a constant attendant on the ministrations of the
man who by persevering kindness had tonched the
fountain of feeling in the heart so long hard. It pays
to persevere.

In my own experience, I have found among those
who scemed the most reckless and hardened some
spot in the heart that was vulnerable, some clord
that can be tonched. Once while speaking to the
convicts in one of the State prisons, a man sat before
me with a face almost demoniac in its expression: it
was a face that repelled and yet attracted me; it was
what some one has called the “attraction of repul-
sion.” As he fixed his eye on me, cold and steely,
with the cynical curl of the lips and a sneer, hie almost
fascinated me, and I thought of Coleridge’s lines in
the “Ancient Mariner,” —

* He held him with his glittering eye.”

My wonder was, Who can he be? Evidently a man
of large brain, of more than average intelligence;
and while he fascinated, he embarrassed me. The
thoughts that flashed through my mind while I was
speaking were, “ I cannot move this man; my words
fall on him like soft smow on a rock. I wish he
would not look on me.” I became almost confused,
and saw a smile pass over his face,—a half-con-
temptuous smile, — as if he were conscious of the
power he possessed. Seemingly, by concentrating all
his powers of will, he had almost gained coutrol of
me. I turned from him with an effort, and said,
“There may be some before me who think they ave
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hardened, are past feeling; God only knows whether
they are or not; but often we cultivate that hardness,
when the world turns against us. There may be
some here who had a good mother; and even 1'101’(3,
when alone in your cell, in the silence of the night,
you remember that mother, and the l'ittle prayer
she tanght you as you knelt at her side, and her
gentle, loving hand rested on your head. You almost
hear the words whispered in your ear; and no human
eyc sceing you, the tears come, and you are melted
into tenderuess; but in the morning you harden your-
self again into recklessness.” I said something like
this, steadily keeping my face turned from the man,
when I was interrupted by so bitter a ery,—*Oh, my
God!” —that I turned, and the man, who had risen
to utter the exclamation, had sunk in his seat and was
andibly sobbing. I was told by one of the officers of
the prison that he was onc of the hardest cases, the
most repelling, the most oblivions to kindness of any
man that had ever come under his supervision. The
remembrance of a mother whose heart he may have
broken melted the strong man, and he became as a
little child.

Sometimes, even among those whom society throws
out as things unworthy of love or pity, a kind word
may prodnce a wonderful effect: among thossa who
prey on socicty, thieves or worse, an expression of
sympathy, or an act of Kkindness, will touch the one
vilnerable spot in their hearts, and the social tiger
becomes human.

On one occasion, some years ago, I was strolling on
a tonr of observation up Holborn Hill, — this was be-
fore the splendid Holborn viaduct was engineered, —
and I turned into Gray’s Inn Lane. On the opposite
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ing to a miserably-looking faded creature, with three
or four ragged children clinging to her skirts, said:

“ That’s the woman that's lost her husband.”

T was startled by this time to find that the crowd
had closed in upon me, and T nmst confess 1T was
frightened; my knees grew wealk, and I felt a dryness
of my lips and throat from apprchension. Quickly it
flashed throngh my mind — quicker than I can write
it,— “Ilere T am in the midst of a crowd of the worst
characters in London. I am shut out from all help;
no policeman near should they see fit to assault me.
I have a gold watch in my pocket, gold and silver
in niy purse.  Some of these men and boys are thieves
by profession; I do not like it. They might strike
me a Dblow, drag me down this court, and no oue
wonld be the wiser. I should be missing,” &e., &c.
All this was very foolish, perhaps. The bullet-headed
man was close to me, and I did not like that; my
sensations were not agreeable.

Summoning up courage, I turned to this man, and
pointing to the woman, I said:

“TIs this woman very poor, sir?”

Ie veplied, savagely:

“Vat do you mecan by that, hey? DPoor? God
Almighty help the woman!  Look at her, vill ye??”

I did look: all the womanhood apparently crushed
out ol her.  So Tholdly pulled out my purse, as T said:

“Well, she looks as if she needed hielp; poor thing,
I am willing to help her. TIE give her a half sov-
creign, if" it will do her any good. Shall I give it
to you, sir, or to some of these women, or shall T
give it to the poor woman herself ?”

“God bless yon, sir,” said one of the women; “ give
it to ’er, she needs it bad.”
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“ Thank you, sir,” said another.

One with a blackened eye said, holding up a child:

“ Here’s one of the children, sir.” I turned to go
away. A passage was opened for me; and thongh
I am convinced there were men there who would
have garrotted me for a shilling, or brained me with
a life-preserver for half a crown, yet cvery man,
as I'passed out of the crowd, touched hig rag of a
cap, and said, “Thank ye, sir;” and even my friend
with the belcher, and the cat-skin cap fitting close to
his ecropped head, looked more like a human being
than an animal.

Yet I am compelled to the conviction, that there
are men and women thoroughly hardened — we
might almost say, heartless. No kindness can move
them, no sympathy touch them; who glory in their
hardness, and seem proud that they are * past feel-
ing.” The anthor of the “Mock Doctor ” says: “Some
men have hearts so thoroughly bad as to remind us of
the phenomena often mentioned in Natural History,
namely, a mass of solid stone, only to be opened by
force, and when divided, you discover a toad in the
centre, lively, and with the reputation of being ven-
omous.” There are those that seem to become stolid,
obtuse, or case-hardened by a continual course of
recklessness, when the moral sense becomes stultified.

I give a fact as an illustration. A man in the Port-
land prison, England, was convicted of manslanghter
(it should have been murder), and sentenced for five
years. In a pnblic-house brawl he had killed a man.
He said he had no animosity against the man, and
that if he had been sober he would never have hurt him;
and yet this man, who knew that drink had made him a

“murderer, was so callous and degraded, that as his
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term of imprisonment drew to a close, he boasted that
the gratification he promised himself after his release,
was a drnnken booze at the very tavern which had
been'the scene of the murder. Let us hope such

“cases are very rare. Yet we know there are men,

and women too, who trade on the benevolence and
generosity of the soft-hearted, in whose breasts there
is no responsk to the kind word; in whom all ap-
preciation of kindness is dead. Such become the
parasites of the body politic in civilized communities;
and every bit of benevolent effort towards them only
hardens them, till they sink into the mean begging
letter-writers, or the not less mean sponges on the
generons. ,

Of this class are many of the tramps that have
been like an incubus on the industrious and prudent.
These persons are ever to be found at the soup-
kitchens, frree breakfasts, mingling with the deserving
poor, and often obtaining the lion’s share of the
charity,— able-bodied men who will not work, whose
sole business it is to get something for nothing; so
that the system, sustained by the benevolent as a
charity, tends to pauperize, rather than to stimulate to
effort and industry.

I have more than once offered able-bodied men
work, and they have given some frivolous excuse. I
have indnced some to work, and with the first resunlt
of honest labor in money, they have, on some pretext,
left for the town, only to indulge in a heavy drunk.

A year or two since, at a fiee breakfast given to
four or five hundred of these men out of employment,
Sirr Alderman Carden offered to give work at three
shillings per day to any really desirous of earning a
living. A number of hands were held up, and some
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sixty or seventy finally resolved to accept the offer.
Not one of them continued at work for a year, and
most of them gave out long before the expiration of
that time. The soup-kitchen, the casual ward, the
chances of what they can pick up in the streets, arc
preferred by such men to honest labor.

A friend of mine met one of these loafing gentr5
begging.

“ What do you want?”

“ A job, if you please.”

« Well, what will you come and work in my garder
for?”

“Half a crown a day.”

“Well, yon come to-morrow, and I will give you
three shillings.” '

The man went away apparently delighted at the
thought of earning three shillings a day; but he
never came near the place again. One of the surest
ways to get rid of such leeches is to set them to
work. Real helpless deserving poverty often hides its
rags, and shudders at publicity; but the idle “mne’er
do well,” without a blush go straight to the poor-box
or the soup-Kitchen.

CHAPTER X.

AMONG THE POOR. — THE TRAFFIC IN DRINK.—
SOCIETY’S CURSE.

Sunday-Morning Breakfasts for Waifs — Homeless Multitudes — A
Stiange Audience — Economizing for a Drink — The Man who
loved Beer — His heroic Sclf-Defence — A Pint every Two Ilours
— « Breakfast for Nothing ”” — Thirty Years lost — Drink, the Cause
and Curse of Poverty — Soup-Kitchen in Glasgow — Free Sunday-
Morning Breakfasts in Edinburgh — Seventeen Hundred Vietims of
Drink — « We get ITot Victuals at Home” — * Ducks and Green
Peas” — « Good Times” turncd to * Ilard Times” — Extravagance
of the Poor — Sutire of * Punch” — The Irish Famine — Distilleries
at Work — *Irish Distress, Irish Drinking” — Burton-on-Trent —
Bass’s Beer-Mills — Bass’s Annual Beer-I’rofits £450,000 — The Drink
Bill — London Paper upon Mr. Bass, M.P.

T has been the custom for years to pro-
vide a breakfast of bread and cocoa on
Sunday mornings at the Iield Lane In-
stitution in London for the waifs who,
sleeping in the casual wards of the
workhouse, are literally without house
or home; and the large room, capable of
seating seven or eight hundred persons,

/ is generally crowded. They are admitted
about ten o’clock. A simple religious excrcise lasting
an hour is closed soon after twelve. Then a meal is
served, snfliciently substantial to appease the pangs
of hunger, but not appetizing enongh to tempt those
who are not absolutely in need of it.

147
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The Field Lane institution is truly a Christian
work for the benefit of the poor, and has been exten-
sively useful in educating thousands of children who
would probably have grown up in ignorance, and
perhaps crime. It has provided shelter and food for
multitudes of homeless wanderers who scemed “ready
to perish;” while boys in large numbers have been
apprenticed to trades, and hundreds of girls have
“received suitable training for domestic service. Many
illustrations can be given by the officers of the insti-
tution of the great good their agencies have been the
means of accomplishing.

One Sunday morning I went by invitation to speak
to the poor creatures who came in for the free brealk-
fast. A lady who was present that morning wrote a
letter in the evening to a friend, in which she says:
“All day long I have secn the faces of that andience
before me,— the hopeless, the careless, the weak in
purpose, the improvident, those just plunged in the
hungry gulf, some with the inherited stains, and all
together such a mass!” It was a painful sight, and

when I rose to address them, I felt—as I always do-

before such an andience — a strange embarrassment.
I felt for them a deep sympathy, and yet there were
some to whom the scanty charity was not “a means
of grace,” who were the morc hardened by the be-
nevolence, and who simply endured the simging, pray-
ing, and speaking for an hour that they might get the
cocoa and bread without spending the money they
needed for the drink. At the close of my short
speech a lady said to me, “ There’s a man who wishes
to speak to you.” I went to the corner of the room
“where he was seated, and I noticed that three or four
men who sat near him had a strange look of expec-
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tanc'y, and the man had an assured look of confidence,
— such a look as one might have on the eve of a vic-
tory: he had evidently sent for me to chaff me, and
the other men were confident that their mate would
let the *temperance bloke ” down a few pegs.

The man began in quite an impudent style, “ Did I
understand you to say that-you would take away the
poor man’s beer?” and without waiting for any reply,
he continued, “Do you suppose I am going to give
up my beer? No, sir, no! I couldn’t think of such
a thing, — oh no, sir, couldn’t possibly thiik of such
a thing! ha, ha! No, sir! Give np my beer?” and -
with that voluble chaff tickling his mates, who wore a
broad grin on their faces. “ Let me see: I shall have
work next week, and then I'll have a pint of beer
every two hours, — a pint in all every two honrs, — a
half-pint every hour all next week! Would you take
that away from me? Only think, a pint every two
hours! T can get a pint for twopence: a half-pint is
three halfpence; so I get more for the money by
taking a pint every two hours;” and so he went on
awhile.

I stood mute till he rested; then I said, “Do not

.suppose, my man, that I shall interfere with your

beer-drinking; it is nothing to me, personally, what
or how much you drink. Drink a quart every hour,
if you can getit; but don’t you think it is shockingly
mean, and miserably contemptible, to brag about how
much you will drink next week, and sneak in here to
get a breakfast for nothing, — to boast of a pint every
two hours for twopence a pint, while yon hold in your
hands the bread and cocoa provided by charity for the
hungry and destitute? Had you not better save one
or two of the twopences to buy a breakfast for your-



148 FIELD LANE INSTITUTION.,

The Field Lance institution is truly a Christian
work for the benefit of the poor, and has been exten-
sively uscful in cducating thousands of children who
would probably have grown up in ignorance, and
perhaps erime. It has provided shelter and food for

multitudes of homeless wanderers who scemed “ready |

to perish;” while boys in large numbers have been

apprenticed to trades, and Tundreds of girls have
received suitable training for domestic service. Many
llustrations can be given by the officers of the insti-
tution of the great good their agencies have been the
means of accomplishing.

One Sunday morning I went by invitation to spealk
to the poor creatures who came in for the free break-
fast. A lady who was present that morning wrote a
letter in the evening to a friend, in which she says:
“All day long I have scen the faces of that audience
before me,— the hopeless, the carcless, the weak in
purpose, the improvident, those just plunged in the
hungry gulf, some with the inherited stains, and all
togethier such a mass!” It was a painful sight, and

when I rose to address them, I felt—as T always do

before such an andience — a strange embarrassment,
I felt for them a decp sympathy, and yet there were
some to whom the scanty charity was not “a means
of grace,” who were the more hardened by the be-
nevolence, and who simply endured the singing, pray-
ing, and speaking for an hour that they might get the
cocoa and bread without spending the money they
needed for the drink. At the close of my short
speech a lady said to me, « There’s a man who wishes
to speak to you.” I went to the corner of the room
where he was seated, and I noticed that three or four
men whe sat near him had a strange look of expce-

UNDESERVING POOR. 149

tancy, and the man had an assured look of confidence,
— such a look as one might have on the eve of a vie-
tory: he had cvidently sent for me to chaff me, and
the other men were confident that their mate would
let the “ temperance bloke” down a few pegs.

The man began in quite an impudent style, “ Did I
understand you to say that.you would take away the
poor man’s beer?” and without waiting for any reply,
he continued, “Do you suppose I am going to give
up my beer? No, sir, no! I couldn’t think of such
a thing, — oh no, sir, couldn’t possibly thiiik of such
a thing! ha, ha! No, sir!  Give np my beer?” and -
with that voluble chaff tickling his mates, who wore a
broad grin on their faces. “Let me sec: I shall have
work next week, and then T’ll have a pint of beer
every two hours, — a pint in all every two homrs, — a
half-pint every hour all next week! Would you take
that away from me? Only think, a pint cevery two
hours! T can get a pint for twopence: a half-pint is
three halfpence; so I get more for the money by
taking a pint every two hours;” and so he went on
awhile.

I stood mute till he rested; then I said, “ Do not

-suppose, my -man, that I shall interfere with your

beer-drinking; it is nothing to me, personally, what
or how much you drink. Drink a quart every hour,
if you can get it; but don’t you think it is shockingly
mean, and miserably contemptible, to brag about how
much you will drink next week, and suneak in here to
get a breakfast for nothing, — to boast of a pint every
two hours for twopence a pint, while you hold in your
hands the bread and cocoa provided by charity for the
hungry and destitute? ITad you not better save one
or two of the twopences to buy a breakfast for your-



150 PAUPERISM.

self next Sunday morning, than to sit with the de-
serving, honest recipient of this charity?”

The man’s face was white, and as I turned to go
away, one of the men said, « Well, Jem, you got it
hot this time!” SR

The great difficulty in dispensing these charities is
to keep out those that are undeserving, and who make
“capital of, and trade on, the benevolence of these in-
stitutions. At the close of the service, and after
breakfast, a man wished to sign the pledge. As he
took the Iien, he said, “I wish I had done this Fri~
day,” as he had spent twelve shillings in drink on
Saturday night, and had nothing left to pay for bed
or breakfast.. Another man came up and said he had
‘heard me thirty years ago in New York, and he
wished from the bottom of his heart he had taken the
advice then. In all, thirty-nine names were regis-
tered on the pledge. This reveals.the cause of the
terrible degradation and suffering to be seen in our
great cities, and the constant call for help.

Sir Wilfred Lawson said in Bxeter Hall last year,
« Pauperism, that great sore of the body politic!
why, you all know that drink is almost the only cause.
I do not wish to overstate the fact of panperism in
this country.” -The same may be said with truth in
America. = A late editor in Philadelphia said, “ Close
all the grog-shops in the United States, and all the
poverty could be relieved by the present existing pra-
vate charities, and in this republic there need not be an
almshouse.” In the winter of 1878-79 an immense
soup-kitchen was established in Glasgow; the Lord
Provost took charge of it. Thousands and thousands
of people went through his hands, he giving them
relief. He tcok the trouble of inquiring into the
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eases individually, and he found that there was not
one teetotaller who came to ask for soup.

~John Butters, Esq., in a letter to the Lord Bishop
of Peterborough, says that “in Edinburgh there is
an average attendance of twelve hundred every Sun-
day-morning at the free breakfast, who are, with the
exception of a mere fraction, vietims of drink. On
New Year’s Eve there were assembled ‘in ‘the Drill-
hall of. Edinburgh seventeen hundred and fifty of
these people, old and young: with fewer than fifty
exceptions, they were ‘all drunkards, or the suffering
offspring of drunkards.” ‘

A little fellow was asked by a lady, “ Why do you
not come for cold victuals any more?” and replied,
“Father’s signed the pledge, and we get hot victuals
athome.” .
~ 1 need not multiply evidence: 'the people know
that drunkenness and consequent improvidence is the
cause of seven eighths of the poverty here and in
Great Britain. T ‘have ‘it -on good authority that
during the “good times,” as they were termed in
Higland, three or four years ago, men who earned
from five to six pounds per week had nothing by
Thursday or Friday. One man bought a whole suit
of ‘expensive sealskin, and was found in the gutter
drunk, and the sealskin soaked with the refuse of the
gtreets. '

Men who were earning large wages — five, six, or
geven pounds a week — were, many of them, the first
to apply for charity when the hard times came. They
had lived extravagantly: as a lady said to ‘me, they
Wguld have ducks and green peas before their em-
ployers thought they could afford ‘them; they would
drink champaix)le, and spend in treating on their pay-~
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night two or three pounds. Some wonld keep doge
for the purpose of fighting, and many, even when
receiving charity, retained the dog, and fed that while
the children were suffering. The improvidence of a
certain class of workingmen is frightfully reckless.
That satire in « Punch” had truth in it, in which a
lady complains to the greengrocer that pineapples are
t<?o expensive for her. ¢ Why, seven shillings for a
pl.neapple? I must wait till they are cheaper.” A
miner came by in his rough clothes, and criea, “Give
1t to me; Tl give ye ten shillings for it, if ye’ll tell
me how to cook him.”

There is, and has been for some time, great distress
among the nnemployed in England; and in Ireland it
seems to have ‘culminated in a famine, and calls are
‘mad‘.e for help, to which the people of this country
have grandly responded. God forhid that I shonld
say one word to check the flow of charity, or to
depreciate’the suffering that calls it forth; but will
t}.lere be one gallon less whisky distilled for the scar-
city of food? Will one fire of a distillery or brew-
ery be extinguished? Not all the tears of starvine
thousands can stop that business. In the last famlz
ine, of 1848, it was stated that many million quar-
ters of grain'were destroyed in Ireland for whisky.
When children were found dead with the sea~weed
they had been sucking for nourishment between their
teevth; when, as T was told in Brandon by the rector,
they dreaded to go out at night for fear of stumbling
over a dead body ; when lie fed at his gate three hundred
of the poor creatures every day, and was compelled to
sprinkle the stones on which they sat with chloride of
lime, for fear of infection from the famiue fever which
Was raging; — at that very time the smoke of the dis-
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tilleries was darkening the air and intensifying the
horror of the famine.

A nobleman has made some sensible suggestions
that universal abstinence from whisky is a remedy for
the Irish distress. Lord Longford says, “If all
classes or individuals, without waiting for others,
would spend on relieving the wants of their poorer
neighbors, to their own credit, what they now spend
on whisky, to their own destruction, it would be less
necessary to make frantic appeals to the government, -
to the landlords, or to private charity. Temperance
is its own government, its own landlords, its own
Board of Works.”

The “Irish Heclesiastical Grazette” says: “Every
one who lives in Ireland knows pretty well that the
causes of its chronic distress really are (1) over-
population, (2) overdrinking. In every town from
which the cry of distress comes the public houses and
their owners prosper.” The present trouble arises, as
we all know, from the failure of the crops for the past
five years; yet the drinking habits of so many in-
tensifies the evil. But that should not hinder our
charities. I would feed a hnngry man or woman,
even though I knew their poverty was directly caused
by drink. I only speak of the drink as one of the
causes, and as an aggravation of the suffering we
deplore and are ready to relieve. The “ Gazette”
concludes a long article with these words: “Those
who discourage emigration, temperance, and honest
industry, and foster in the Irish people the insane
earth-llunger, the waste, the improvidence, the love
of political excitement, rather than patient, plodding
industry, — the sin, the misery, the nation’s degrada-
tion, lie at their doors. They are the cause of the
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Irish distress.” I merely quote these words for what
they are worth.

I have before me an appeal to the Irish people,
dated « Cork, Feb. 19, 1880,” entitled, “Irish Dis-
tress, Irish Drinking.”  After alluding to the dark
cloud of poverty hanging over so many homes, the
unfavorable harvest, the great loss in the entire failure
of so much of the expected crop, it states that “drink
is panperizing the people to a far greater extent than
the failure of the crops,” and then asks the question,
“ Why talk of poverty, when £5,000 every week are
spent in Cork alone in drink? It’s all nonsense.”
These are not my words, but the words of ‘a com-
mittee in Cork who have issued this appeal. In Eng-
land there is great distress, but we do not hear so
much of it: whether the English have greater powers
of endurance, I know not. But spite of distress, the
business of brewing and manufacturing strong drink
is active and lucrative.

Burton-on-Trent is almost wholly given up to the
manufacture of beer. The place is nothing more
than a huge brewery, or nest of breweries. Beside
the lesser ones, here are the beer-factories of Alsopp,
Ind & Coope, Worthington, Nunnely, Robinson, rep-
resenting millions of barrels of beer. Then there is
Bass— his- extensive beer-mills covering a hundred
acres of land, and using two or three hundred quar-
ters of malt every day, requiring the barley grown on
sixty thousand acres of good English land, besides
the hops grown on two thousand acres — yearly rolls
into the groggeries of London and othei great towns
in England something like a million barrels of beer.
He owns five miles of private railway in Burton, and
pays £2,000 every week in wages. He is a member
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of Parliament, and the profits of the firm in 1878
were £450,000.

In 1878, the people spent £160,000,000 for drink,
half of which came out of the pockets of the poor.
In one city, the amount sold across the counters of
the public houses was £20,000 per week; while at
that very time £10,000 were raised to care for the
puverty-stricken.  Paupers who received out-door
relief of half a crown per week, in several instances
have been known to spend it all in one evening, and
live by begging till the next day for their relief came
round.

I quote from a London paper:

“Of all the sickening announcements we ever read, the announce-
ment that Mr, Bass, M.P., will find cmployment for men who have lost
their work tlirongh bad trade is the most revolting. Mr. Bass is the
most noted brewer, and that faet explains onr revulsion.  Trade is bad,
but drink mmnst be made; commerce is depressed, but beer is still de-

“manded; profits have disappeared, buot fuddling is well to the front !

‘This is the horrible revelation wlhich is made by Mr. Bass. It discour-
ages us. It shows that, so far as our social economy is concerned, the
tast enemy that shall be destroyed is drink. The festive Chancellor of
the Exchicqner s been dining with the licensed victuallers at Excter,
ind talking vinons nonscnse to the beery horde. IIe lis abused their
“raflic and patronized it in the snme breath.  IMe has told the vietnallers
10w 1nineh better they are than their trade, and then that their trade must
e watchied and clinined, and hiave o cordon of restrictions around its
whole scope. Instead of damuning it with the ardor of o patviot, lie pets
it and lumors it like @ receiver of taxes. He talks ngninst revolutionary
measires, and warns the country inferentinlly against the Permissive
Bill, forgetting that » revolution is better than destruetion, and that to
be withont drink is better than to be withont character. The Licensed
Victuallers' Benevolent Association | What cruel irony ! What pitiless
and bitter mockery to many hearts !
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E are often told that the excuse for
drinking among the poor is their
wretched homes, the want of air
and ventilation. T grant it1s almost
an impossibility to give more than
a faint idea of the homes of the
London poor. Hundreds of people

hve under Lhe surface of the streets,

in rooms to which apertures not nine
inches above the footpath, and not more than six or
seven inches from the front of the building, afford the
only means of light and ventilation. In addition to
the want of light and air, these places are in most
instances intolerably damp, and the back kitchen is
156
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generally used by the numerous tenants of the house
for washing. In eight cases out of ten, the badly-
formed drains allow gases to escape and quietly poison
the inmates. : : 4‘ :

Some time ago, a court in Gray’s Inn Lane was
cleaned up and made meet for hmman habitation by
Lord Shaftesbury’s excellent society for improving
the condition of the working classes. Take the fol-
lowing literal description of what it was before it was
reformed. The shutters and doors were broken;
from most of the windows projected a well-known
drying apparatus for the day’s Waéh' the pavement
was irregular, retaining decomposing. ‘matter to con-
taminate the air; while the basement ston‘y of all the
houses was filled with fetid refuse, of which it had
been the receptacle for years. In some.of: the houses
it scemed scarcely possible that human bunos conld
live: the floors were in holes, the stairs bloken down,
the plastering had fallen; nevertheless they were
densely populated, and as much rent- pald for the
rooms as ought to have obtained for the; tenants’
decent accommodations. In one, the roéf had fallen

n; it was driven in by a tipsy woman one njght, who
h‘xd sought to escape over the tiles from her! Husband.
The foul effluvia in this court actually 1endp_r ed it im-
possible for the workmen to proceed for some time
after the surface had been broken up, and many of
them were taken ill. It was in this court, which still
bears his name, that Tyndal, “the true servant and
martyr of God,” as Fox called him, translated the
Bible; there, where Stowe wrote:

<
v

« And men and maids went Maying in the glad spring time.”

In the London hospitals, {rom ten hundred to eleven
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hundred cubic feet of space are allowed to each person.
In some of the houses of the poor, the cubic space
afforded is less than a hundred and fifty feet per head.
In the east of London, houses are several feet below
the level of the Thames. IXven the rich and refined
pay a terrible penalty for the neglect of proper sani-
tary regulations. They speak correctly who make
King Cholera sing:

“ What is my court? These cellars piled

With filth of many a year; ‘

These rooms with rotting danps defiled,

These alleys where the sun ne’er smiled,
Darkling and drear,

These streets along the river's bank,
Below the rise of tide;

These hovels set in stifling rank,

Sapped by the earth, danp, green, and dank;
These cesspools wide;

These yards where heaps of dust and bone
Breathe poison all around;

These styes where swinish tenants grown

Half human with their masters, own
A common ground.”

The Hon. Maude Stanley published a book entitled
“Work in the Five Dials,” in which she says:

“Such is the scarcity of rooms, that once the workingman has got
one, he gladly keeps it; and I have known women to be months and
sometimes years trying to get into better quarters. In a house I knew
well, for years the drinking water was drawn from an old beer-barrel
without a lid, which stood between an unglazed window and an open
door in the basement, and under a butcher’s shop. Through the window,
which was on a level with the street, every breath of wind would blow
in the refuse, the germs of suimal disease and animal life, so that in
summer the water was alive with animinlcule visible to the naked eye.
Can we wonder that the father should go to the public-honse, preferring
beer there to foul water at honie.

“In another case, the death of & most excellent woman was eansed
by the condition of the water and the drains. Her husband had been in
a wholesale business in the city, and she had lived in a good house of her
own. Ier husband lost everything by failure in the city, and died. Her
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sons were taken care of by friends, and her daughter served in a haker's
shop. The mother had taken a poor, little place, trying to earn a seanty
living by selling a few groceries. Last summer she felt languid and il
from the bad odor outside the house, which c:une in through the open
door. In vain she applied to the landlord. Nothing was done. At Inst
she wrote to the Sanitary Inspector. The tank, which was under an oil
and tallow chandler’s shop, was emptied. At the bottom was found two
inches of mud, the decomposing bodies of fourteen rats, o bar of soap,
candles, and many dead beetles; and from this tank the poor woman had
to get all the water she nsed. Soon the poor woman was taken to the
hospital, where she died. Might not such hardships make them more
drunken and immoral?

I am well aware that to the poor denizens of these
miserable tenements, the public-house, warm, well-
lighted, and cosy, offers a strong temptation; and I
have the deepest sympathy with these. poor unfortu-
nates, whether brought to such straits by their own
act or their parents’ neglect. Still the fact stares us
in the face, that you may search through London in
its worst localities, street after street, comrt afier
court, alley after alley, and you will find but an almost
infinitesimal portion of the inhabitants of these stifling
dens are total abstainers from drink. Almost the first
jdea that takes hold of a man or woman when deter-
mined to be free from the drink, is to get out of the
slums; the tendency at once in most cases is to clean-
liness, and the struggle commences to get clear of
their surroundings. I have seen, and so have all who
have visited these localities, the poor attempts at com-
fort and personal cleanliness, with some little attempts
at ornament, perhaps a poor flower in the window, or
a cheap picture on the wall. Thave spent many hours
in company with city missionaries in visiting low
localities.

The Hon. Maude Stanley sent me her book called
“Work in the Five Dials,” which led to an interview
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with her, and under her guidance I made a tour of
observation in Princes Row, Grafton Street, Porter
Street, and several alleys and courts in the vicinity of
Five and Seven Dials.  She has done, and is doing, a
noble work in efforts to ameliorate the condition of
the people. I spoke to an audience of four hundred,
gathered together from the different streets in the
neighborhood; and after the address, a temperance
society was formed. It was a motley crowd, an au-
dience of great contrasts: there was the Right Honor-
able and the costermonger, the Countess and the
unfortunate, the nobleman and the beggar, the re-
fined and the degraded, the gentleman and the thief,
the rich and the poor meeting together, and the Lord
the maker of them all.

The temperance society is flourishing, and a few
weeks ago I received a letter from Miss Stanley giving
very gratifying accounts of the success, and the open-
ing of a coffee-palace, called the Stanley Arms, by
Dean Stanley and other gentlemen interested in the
work. Wherever this work has been carried on, an
evident improvement has been manifest in the habits
of these people; many have become Christians, and
the drink maniacs have been found clothed and in
their right mind, sitting at the feet of Jesus. Not-
withstanding the fact admitted by all total abstainers
or otherwise that drunkenness is the chief cause of
the misery of the poor, there are many — too many,
for the credit of the Christian church — of God’s own
saints hiding their sufferings and their privation, and
bearing and enduring enough to appall the stoutest
heart. ‘

Why should we be ever hearing of one side? and
that the worst of the poor ones who perforce are com-
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pelled to dwell in the horrible surroundings of some
of the slums, just take the following well-authenti-
cated fact.

One day, a little girl, living with her father in a
court of ill-repute, picked up a pocketbook containing
bank-notes of the value of forty-five pounds. The
other contents of the packet included the address-
card of the owner; and consequently a day or two
after, a very poor-looking old man called at the gen-
tleman’s office, left his address, and requested Mr.

“— to pay him a visit, if he had lost anything.

On receipt of this welcome news, the owner of the
property hastened to the court designated — a place
which. was seemingly a rendezvous of thieves and
loose women. The intruder found himself interro-
gated by an apparent descendant of ¢ Bill Sikes,” who
in peremptory tones desired to know his business;
but mentioning the name of the man wanted, he soon
appeared on the scene, and the two made their way
into one of the dens of an upper story, where a brief,
whispered conversation ensued.

“ Are you the gentleman I called on this morning?”

“Yes.”

“ Have you lost anything?”

“Yes; I have lost my pocketbook.”

“ What was in it?”

“ Forty-five pounds.”

“Qh, that’s all right,” the man went on. “Well,
Ive got it up-stairs, under my bed. You go and walk
up Holborn, and T’Il follow you. Don’t say nothing
about it to nobody; they’re all thieves. Be off as
quick as you can, and don’t look as if you thought I
should follow you, but walk right away.”

Obeying these injunctions to the letter, the gentle-
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man was goon overtaken by the old man, who handed
him his property from a bundle of rags. “There,
there it is,” he said. “My little girl found it, and
brought it to me; and as I found your card in it, I
came straight off to you about it. You’ll find the
money all right, and all the rest of the things just as
she picked it up. But don't say nothing about it;
cos if them fellows knowed I’d done this, they’d make
the place too ’ot to ’old me. They are all thieves, and
I was afiraid that they might smell a rat if you stopped
there.”

When he received five pounds’ reward, and five
shillings for his daughter, the old man was, if possi-
ble, as much dazzled at the liberality of “ Verax,” as
the latter was surprised at so uncommon an example
of honesty. As regards the finder of the book, no
words can express her consternatioa at the sudden
turning up of so grand a personage as the city mer-
chant. She sobhed as though her heart would break,
supposing she was about to be imprisoned for the
crime of finding so much treasure. The father even
offered an explanation by way of apology: “Shc so
often hears of her companious being quodded, that
she thought it had come to Zer tmrn.” This is a
highly gratifying, but by no means solitary example
of* heroic honesty among the very poor.

On anotlier oceasion, three hundred and fifty pounds
were picked up by a newspaper seller, and were faith-
fully restored to the owmner.

Passing down Bishopsgate Street, one Saturday
evening, I saw a group collected around a poor
woman, who lay on a door-step, apparently very ill.
I asked what the matter was, as the poor creature
was groaning. How sad that drunkenness being so
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common, my first thought should be, “She’s drunk.”
As no one answered my question, I stooped over her
to ascertain, but I detected no smell of drink; and
after paying for a cab to couvey her home, I twrned
to go away, when a man apparently of the poorest
said, “That’s a real case, sir; some is sham. Al, I’
know a good deal about it, sir.” I said, “ What do
you mean by sham?” “Vell, sir, I s’pose yon know
there’s a wariety of dodges to get a little. Vell, poor
things, I don’t blame ’em; they ’as ’ard lines — vot
with ’ard times and the drink, and von thing and
another, ve all of us ’as ’ard times. Now, sir, you’d
‘ardly think that I ’aven’t put a drop of liquor to my
lips for twelve years, and yet I'm werry often *ungry;
i’s so ’ard to get work.” I said, “T’ll give you a
couple of shillings to help you on.” He said, «“No,
sir, I thank you, sir; I don’t need it to-night. I had
a job of work this week, and I'm going to get my
money, eight shillings, and I expect another job next
Thursday, and I'll get on werry well till then. I
shouldn’t find it so ’ard, but I'm keeping my old
mother.”

At this T urged him to take the money, or more if
he needed. He said, “Vell, sir, you may think it
hodd, but I have a principle never to take moliey
unless 'm hawful ’ard hup, and caw’t get along no-
vays without it. Now, sir, you give that money to
somebody vat’s vorse off than me. You’ll find ’em.
I can get along, and I'm principled agin taking
money if T can get along without. I don’t think it’s
right.” And though I pressed the money on him, he
refused, and said with a smile, as I left him, “ Thank
ye all the same, sir; it isn’t a vim, it’s principle.
Good night.” T said, “ You’ll shake hands with me?”
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and T gave him a hearty grip of the hand, and left
him a gentleman of principle.

A gentleman — a clergyman — said to me: “Ihave
visited at the houses of the rich, and stood by the
bedside of the wealthy. But never have I been so
Yifted up above myself and stimulated to a better

life; never have I seen such grand examples of pa-

* tience, trust, and endurance; never have I seen such
cheerful submission to that which, when witnessed,
amazes us that any poor human being can exist under
its severity, than by the side of the bedridden, the
crippled, and the suffering, who are in the midst of
poverty, not knowing what would befall them on the
morrow, living actually by faith, yet rejoicing and
thankful in the midst of privation and suffering.”

Come with ‘me; turn under this low doorway;
climb these narrow, creaking stairs; knock at the
door. A pleasant voice bids you enter. Yon see a
woman sixty-four years of age, her hands folded and
contracted, her whole body crippled and curled to-
gether, as cholera cramped, and rheumatism fixed it
twenty-eight years ago. For sixteen years she has
not moved from her bed, nor looked out of the win-
dow; and she has been in constant pain, while she
cannot move a limb. Listen — she is thankful. For
what? TFor the use of one thumb; with a two-pronged
fork, fastened to a stick, she can turn over the leaves
of an old-fashioned Bible, when placed within her
reach. Iear her: “I'm content to lie here as long as
it shall please Him, and to go when He shall call
me.”

Miss Maude Stanley, in her book, says:

« As in looking into a small pool of water remaining in the gutter of
the dirtiest court. after a heavy shower of rain, we may see reflected the
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clear blne sky and the fleeey clond, so may we see aunongst the poorest
and the most suffering, the reflection of Divine love and of Divine en-
duorance. These sights may he hidden from the eyes of some; if so, let
them enltivate their minds by literature and art, and they will lighten
their own work and bring brightness to the homes they visit.

* And will my readers think with me that there is poetry in the story
of Thomas Wright? They wonld find him in a low-roofed room of a
London honsc; the walls are covered with dirty paper, the ceiling secms
never to llave been whitewashed. On the bed hias lain for seven years a
poor woman so disfigined that none will look on her willingly for the
second time. And why is she here? Becanse she has an old husband
and « strong son, who love lier tenderly. Often has the relieving oflicer
offered to take lier into the Infirmary; bntno, the young nian, who is
past thirty, says he will never tire of working for his mother. For ler
sake he has never married. Ide and his father sit all day together at
their benely, sewing and stitching away at the boots which bring them
daily food and the few comforts they ean get for the sick womsan.

“ For her sake, the son cultivates a few plants outside the window, so
that the breeze may be scented as it comes to her lying on her poor bed.
The father is past seventy, so that lie enrns but little; the son works
enrly and late, for he wants all lie can get to keep himself, his father and
his mother.  IHis rent is fonr and sixpence a week, and he pays a neigh-
bor to come in every day to make his mother’s bed. The bed is as nice
and clean ns it is possible for them to keep it. The neighbors tell me
that Thomas will work hard till ten, and then he will go ont and walk
up and down the street smoking the pipe, which he has denied himself
before.  If yon spenk to ifm of his mother, lie says simply that lie will
work and work for her, for he conld not bear to think of her being in
the worklionse away from him. To me this seems a long enduring de-
votion that few sons in eomfortable houses equal or surpass.”

I give you one other description from her book.
She says:

* Let ns go up a dark and winding stairease, and there, high np, over-
looking the roof, you will see a tailor sitting all day at his window cross-
legaed on liis beneh.  He is always stitching at his work; and often yon
will see beside him the little child asleep; it has erept up to be near the
father it loves so passionately. IIe is & Cumberland man, and in all the
weary toil of his London life he will often tirn his thonghts to those
blne bells and those breezy moors which lie has left forever. In another
room, smaller and more erowded, yon may hear of the lttle boy who
gets np of a cold winter’s morning long before his brothers and sisters
are awake to light the fire, so that father shonld have a warm enp of tea
in bed. The father is good and loving to his children; he works at liome
with his cldest son of nincteen at bootmaking. In this same room lives
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his wife, a gfil of fourteen, and three small boys. The room is small,
the walls have dirty paper, but within it there is a wealth of love, spring-
ing from that little Christopher to his ailing father.”

Truly there are heroes in humble life. Poverty has
its heroes not a few — its victims many. Sometimes
victim and hero are blended in one poor, sinning, suf-
fering, sacrificing, lovable soul. Oh, the stint that
comes from the want of a penny! waste of life through
want of food; death made gall and bitterness by the
thought of dear ones left destitute! And yet poverty
sometimes evolves the - noblest heroism, touching
bruised hearts with tenderest emotions, guickening
poor souls with hope, evoking self-devotion, and ex-
ercising the magnanimity that doeth all it can, and
giveth all it hath. Oh, ye whom God has enriched
with many blessings, remember it is His will that pure
hearts shall sympathize with His lowly, though erring
ones; and that ready hands be stretched forth to
succor and to save.
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— Statesmen and the Sabbath — The Old Book — Liberty under Lavw.

UBLIC opinion does not always deter-
mine what is right. Let any man ven-
ture to act an unusual part, and the
world, or public opinion, will frown on
his course. The history of discoveries

v and inventions will illustrate the fact.
>3 Because Roger Bacon understood « per-

spective,” he was charged with being pos-

sessed of a devil, and was imprisoned for
ten years. Galileo, for asserting that the earth moves,
was condemned to imprisonment and to abjure his
doctrines on his knees. Report has it that as he rose
from his knees he said, “ It does move, notwithstand-
ing.” Sir Isaac Newton’s discoveries were ignored
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by his own university more than thirty years after
they were published. Columbus discovered the New
‘World, and met with opposition and persecution. Dr.
Harvey discovered the circulation of the blood, and
was attacked on all sides with every weapon that
ignorance, prejudice, spleen and envy could frame
against him.

The discoverer of vaccination, Dr. Jemner, was
opposed by the medical profession and the public.
I have a curious caricature by Cruikshank, dated
1812, entitled “The Cow-Pox Tragedy, Scene the
Last,” and dedicated to the “Associated Jennerian
Cow-poxers of Gloster.” Itis described as a satire
on Dr. Jenner and his discovery, and on the antici-
pated downfall of the Royal Jennerian College. A
procession at the bottom of the picture is attending
the funeral of Vaccination, aged twelve years. Above
is a monument, inscribed “To the Memory of Vac-
cina, who died April the first.” The mourners carry
placards: ¢ National Vaccine Institution for genuine
Cow-Pox, by Act of Parliament; L——, Undertaker,”
“Surrey Dispeusary, &c.” In the centre is a sun

sending forth rays of light, inscribed ¢ Common .

Sense,” ¢« Candid Investigation,” “Reason,” “Relig-
ion,” “Truth,” On a curtain near the top of the
picture is written, “’Tis Conscience that makes Cow-
herds of us all.” On one side is a cornucopia pounr-
ing out skulls and crossbones, with labels, “Scald
Heads,” “Jennerian Scrofula,” ¢« Cow Itch,” “ Cow-
pox Mange,” “ Tumid Glands,” “Vaccine Eruptions,”
“Blindness.” On the other side is a cornucopia
pouring forth roses, with the names of the pamphlets
issucd in favor of Jenner, with ridiculous comments.
I might enumerate other discoverers. John Faust,
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the inventor of printing, was charged with employing
the assistance of the devil in the manufacture of
books. The inventors of the ribbon-loom, the stock-
ing-loom, the spinning-jenny, were persecuted. The
pendulum was ridiculed by the name of the “swing-
swang.” The inventor of the steam-engine was
called a madman. The introduction of gas was ridi-
culed by the literary and learned, including such men
even as Sir Walter Scott. Fulton was met by in-
credulous smiles, rude jokes, and contemptuous ridi-
cule.

In every department of science and art inventors
and discoverers have been opposed, even to our own
day. Dr. Lardner proved by mathematical demon-
stration that a steamer could not cross the Atlantic,
at the very time that the “Great Western” did cross
it.  The early history of railroads is a history of
opposition, at which we smile to-day. The race of
horses was to be extinguished. In my collection of
caricatures I found one entitled “ The Horses going
to the Dogs.” A steam-coach, called the “ Wonder,”
is passing on the road, crowded within and without
with passengers, some of whom are taking a sight
at a group of-horses which are standing in an in-
closure, looking startled at the phenomenon. One
blind horse says, “A coach without horses! Non-
sense! Come, come, Master Dobbin, you are a trotter,
but you must not think to humbug me because I am
blind.” Another exclaims, “ Well, dash my wig! if
that is not the rummest go I ever saw!” Two dogs
are sitting in the foreground; one asks the question,
“I say, Wagtail, what do you think of this new in-
vention?” The other dog replies, “ Why, I think we
shall have meat enough soon.” The cows would
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1k all along the line, vegetables would
the cultivation of corn would be pre-
springs would be dried up by the

cease to give mi
cease to grow,
vented, and all the

oxtensive excavations.
The Liverpool and Manchester Railway was opened

on the 15th of September, 1830. Never was any
heme assailed with stronger invective or ridicule
heme in England. In 1825 the
«We should as soon ¢x-
to be fired off upon
sets, as to trust

sC
than the railway sc¢
« Quarterly Review ? says,
pect people to suffer themselves
one of the Congreve ricochet rocl
themsclves to the mercy of a machine going cighteen
or twenty miles an hour.” A member of Parliament
declared his opinion ¢ that a railway could not com=
pete with a canal, for even with the best locomotive
engine the average rate would be but three and a half

miles an hour.”

Among the reasol on and

1s for preventing the Tond
Northwestern Railway coming to Northampton, it
was urged that the smolke of the trains would seri-
ously discolor the wool on the sheep, and the passing
so repeatedly through their meadows of such a rum-
hling, hissing, fiery serpent would so alarm, fret, and
distract their cattle that they could -not fat them;
therefore the road was turned away from Northampton.

The innkeepers, Icoach—proprictors, Tostlers, and
coachmen made common  Cause against the rail.
« Al said one of the last stage-coachmen, in giving
o history of hig opposition and final surrender, “ah,
did my hutmost to Oppos¢ am. I vas von of
1 kep’ a-losing day arter day. I
«th an old voman and a
mpty trunks on the
1Zers, S0 I

siry 1
the last to give in.
drove a coach the last day v
carpet-hag hinside and some he

top. I was determined to ’ave some Passcl
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took 1y vif
vife 1
o0 V()g fe and children, cos nobody else vonldn't
o¢ ot \ _
landlol.d OI‘ thiS ’Cl‘e ’Ousille lﬂsty but ve guV ill. 11]]8
: ' se vas an austeri
ase’ o an austerio ;
':t to hobserve that he honly vished o an. e
mittee vor . - ar
NN lit}lldme hat ’is “ouse, — he’d pizen ’
P ould too, sir!  Lor, sir, sce vat vo'y em all;
, all along of the rail! Vv » See vat ve've comed
! ’ R
popular, T have. TI've b Y, sir, Tve ‘been wery
from ladics for elen drownded in ¢ thank yers’
. never Cttil](j‘
. 1 -
their bandboxes. Vy, sir tlb obody step through
smile hat me, the dow,s , the chambermaids use’ to
gs vagged their blessed tails and
9

ailway com-

>

as ’as no time . .
N tmm‘ to drink it in.  Al, vell, vell. sir. ’
un behind in this vorld Slll‘e'iyr ' ell, sir, ’ow
o4 .

In all 4
the world’s histor
a prejudice, or 1ES history, when men have touched
H 2, . ‘
some. ve t,l < ected an interest, or interfered ©
N ls ed rights, or struck a bl cred with
stablished wr ow
N yiono
tempt, ridicule, pop they have borne the
Opinio,l . ¢, persecution and oppositio
1, 4
really t,n:e th({, way to the victory. How oft
a . . ofte
conre of anc brave man has been hinder en a
; useluluess, by the slavisl dered in a
« s

the censure [
fhe ¢ ‘mc of the world! I do not
pmion is never vight ot

generally riah: oo Abstract questions it is
Justice are :00(,1 1 mstanee, truth, righteousness, and
; are good, but in the applicati > s ANC
Ciples : .. applicati . , i
l’ll’tlb, public opinion is often it f'mh?n of" these prin-
16 oreat crror wit at lauit.
try om-bco 1t1 crror with many of us is, that we d
onduc , , that we
by “What U(}t by the standard of cternal “”1(0 not
a \-Vlll OthUl‘S Say? » 173 ‘Vh-lt ‘ ‘11110 lt71 but
at will others

th 1'-—‘) ” & I~I N 7 1¢C O )10 sta me/

at some old
scorn, con-
n of public

fear of incurring
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The world will never be the better for us, if we trim
our sails to the breeze of public opinion. It is our
duty to settle the matter — “am I right?” — and then
resist, as a rock resists the dashing wave. Let me

«Go forth among men, not mailed in scorn,
But in the armor of & pure intent.
Great duties are before me and great aims;
And whether erowned or erownless, when T fall,
It matters not, so that God’s work is done.”

Oh, it is grand to sce a man confronting the crowd
for their own good, — seizing a truth, standing by it,
and, if need be, dying for it; becoming a pioneer of
humanity in some new rough path; at his own risk
and cost, building a pathway on which another gen-
eration shall march to higher degrees of wisdom,
virtue, and freedom!

T know, too, it is bezoming the fashion to rail at the
Puritans, and ridicule the strictness of our fathers, in
moral and religious things, — a very ecasy thing to do.
Tt always has been easy to ridicule any effort to be
better, or do better; probably it always will be. The
very imperfections of our earliest efforts in any direc-

tion leave many an open place for assault and ridi-

cule. There have been very spicy things said and
written about the dolefulness of the early New Eng-
land Sabbath.

It is not to be denicd, that in this age we are terri-
bly afraid of Leing too good, of obeying God’s law
too strictly. ¢ Being righteous over-much” is con-
stantly quoted against those who plead for the stricter

observance of the Sabbath, and protest against its

violation. Any law or custom that interferes with
our real, or supposed comfort, or the largest personal
liberty, we are apt to resist as an injustice. I admit
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there is such a thing as “straining at a gnat and
swallowing a camel.” A lady in Edinburgh was
walking in the street, one Sunday morning, with her
pet dog, when the animal strayed from her. Secing
a man, who happened to be very drunk, she asked
him if he would be kind enough to whistle her dog
back to her. “Madam, I’m ashamed of ye, to ask a
decent body like me to violate the holy Sabbath day
by whistling.” _

A gentleman in Scotland hired a carriage to take
him to church. He asked the driver what the fare
was. “Our regular fare is one shilling, but we charge
two shillings Sunday to discourage Sabbath-breaking.”

In an old church register in New England is found
recorded the fact that a certain man thrashed his wife
one Sunday. The church dealt with him for Sabbath-
breaking  only, probably because thrashing his wife
was cither a work of necessity or mercy. To many
tt is very inconvenient to have such intangible things
as scruples of law and conscience come up to bar
the way against going where they please, when they
please, and in what fashion they please. All the dis-
tortions of obedience to the biblical Sabbath require-
ments do not alter one haii’s line the beneficent effect
of obedience to them, or any other of God’s laws. We
are finding out, the medical faculty are finding out,
the 1.unatie asylums are showing, the statistics are
proving, and all thoughtful experience is testifying,—
that the Sabbath, and the Bible way of keepins,it,
holds in its hands the life, health, sanity, wisclonl,opl'i;
vate and public virtue, well-considered statesmanship
— everything outside of what is called religion that
f:ivilizution values, and all of the true law of liberty
n religion also.
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There is no true liberty but in steadfast obedience
to righteous law. That brotherhood of locomotive
enginecrs that met some years since in St. Louis, had
felt their way along the path of experience, when they
adopted two things: One, a rule expelling an engi-
neer addicted to the use of intoxicating drinks, and
the other a resolution favoring the abolition of Sun-
day trains.

Is it reasonable to suppose that we can drop a cor-
ner beam out of our building in family or state, and
not expect the whole structure to be unsafe? The
very rate at which we are travelling, in our path of
advance, should make us look well to every bolt and
fastening. Lord Macaulay said, “If Sunday had not
been observed as a day of rest, during the last three
centuries, we should have been at this moment a
poorer and less civilized people than we are.” Black-
_stone adds his testimony: “ A corruption of morals
usually follows a profanation of the Sabbath.” Says
Adam Smith, ¢ The Sabbath, as a political institution,
is of inestimable value, independently of its claim to

divine authority.” Justice McLean declares, ¢ Where -

there is no Christian Sabbath, there is no Christian
morality ; and without this, free institutions can not
long be sustained.” Daniel Webster said: ¢ The
longer I live, the more highly do I estimate the Chris-
tian Sahbath, and the more grateful do I feel toward
those who impress its importance on the community.”
Theodore Parker (though he did not believe in the
Sabbath as a divine institution, yet did believe in the
day as a political necessity) said: “I should be sorry
to sce the Sunday devoted to common work; sorry to
hear the clatter of a mill, or the rattle of the wheels
of business on that day. I look with pain on men
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engaged needlessly in work on that day; not with
the pain of wounded superstition, but a deeper re-
gret.” "When Mr. Parker was travelling on the con-
tinent of Europe, he expressed the decided opinion
that the New England method of keeping Sunday
was far better than the European method: “ For on
the continent of Europe the Sanday is apt to be a
mere holiday, while in New England it is a thouehtful
holy-day.” (Vol. iii. 89.) : )

After John Quincy Adams had been President of
the United States, he presided at a large national
convention for prgmoting the better observance of the
Sabbath. He signed the appeal which the conven-
tion made to the country. Our greatest judge, The-
ophilus Parsons, would never give legal advice on
the Sabbath-day, because he agreed with Sir Matthew
Hale in thinking that the rest of one day in seven
is a duty for all men, keeping the mind and body
healthy. .

The celebrated physician Dr. Farre declared that
the kecping of the Sunday is necessary for the public

‘health; and owr own physician, Dr. J. C. Warren,

fully indorsed the testimony of Dr. Farre. ‘W, Wil-
berforce said, “I can truly declare that, to me, the
Sabbath has been invaluable.” When Sir Samuel
Romilly, Solicitor-Greneral of England during Fox’s
administration, committed ‘suicide (Nov. 2, 1818), My,
Wilberforce said, “If he had suffered his mind to
enjoy such occasional remission, it is highly probable
that the strings of life would never have snapped
from over tension.” The celebrated Castlereagh who
was Foreign Secretary in 1812, committed suiccic’le in
1822; ‘Wilberforce said, “Poor fellow, he was cer-
tainly deranged, — the effect, probably, of continued
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wear of the mind and the non-observance of the Sab-
bath. Tt is curious to hear the newspapers speaking
of incessant application to business; forgetting that
by the weekly admission of a day of rest, which our
Malker has cnjoined, our faculties would be preserved
from the effects of this constant strain.”

We shall find, the more fairly we examine 1it, if we
really desire to find, the way to give liberty and rights
to all, if we wish to rule and make safe all dangerous
classes, insure the largest culture, the happiness with
least alloy, the safety in our progress, the most bril-
liant and steady light on the page of our future his-
tory, —we shall find the easiest, the least. costly, and
" the surest way to do this contained in the leaves of an
old Book that all the power of human research, all
the pride of human opinion, or all the subtlety of
mortal reasoning, can never put out of the world.
God be thanked, so clear it is, and so simple, that
a wayfaring man or a fool need not err in finding his
right way by it. The Hebrew boy Samuel found it
so, thousands of years ago, even though examples of
moral weakness and wickedness poisoned nearly all
the atmosphere about him. e never whined about
its being hard to obey these laws, never considered
himself abused that he. could not follow a multitude
to do evil, and be able at the same time to clutch the
reward of obedience. He grew to make and unmalke
kings for his nation, and was de facto king in the
sense of ruling; and his ruling in that fashion will
live when Bismarcks and Beaconsfields have been
obliterated firom earthly history.

As in mathematics, everything possible in our mount
to the farthest bound of the umniverse, and by which
we measure, assign, and weigh all things, is wrapped
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in a few simple laws; even so all the possibilities of
our pers.ona] future, all the hopes of a true and oloyi-
ous national future, all that will yet glorify him

life, find their only certainty in the stZadfazt obe ;m
ence to and the practice of the few laws of that l“lilg
old Book to whose requirements we shall begc;

pelled to submit in one fashion or another. Ben‘ar in
Ff'anklm advised Thomas Paine not to pl‘il.lt the :‘(An;ll
of Reason,” “for,” said he, “if men are so bad Wittjl(i

the Bible, what would they be without it??”
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down Tower Hjll prisoner for swindling! Was h,
manly when as Lord Chancellor he took with ong
hand £300, and with the other £400 from the op.
bosing suitor, and then gave judgment in favor of the
£400? See him enter his prison, convicted of bribery,
fraud, and deceijt | Was he, with his great intellect,
manly ? L ‘
- Fast living is not manliness.  Some men think that
to strut, and to Swagger, and puff, and swear, and
become -an adept in vice, is to he manly. To some,
the essentials of manliness are to. ¢ togs off their glass
like a man,” ““ spend inoneyfree]y like a man,” « g¢anq
up in a fight like a man,” “smoke like g man,” “driye
a fast horse like g man;” forgetting that virtue is
true manliness. Temperance, chastity, truthfulness,
fortitnde, benevo]ence, are characteristics and essen-
tials of manliness. ‘
There is no manliness in sin of any kind. Vice is
-essentially unmanly. . Jnst so far ag evil habits gre
connected with what are called manly sports, degrada-
tion follows. :

There may be manliness in 3 rowing-match, a foot.-

 race, games of cricket or ball, pitching quoits, skat-

ing, if disconnected with gambling; but prize-fighting,
dog-fighting, cock-fighting, are not mauly sports, I
€Xpress my own opinion in saying that T do not cop-
sider horse-racing a manly amusement, Qf the two,
ize-fighting the more honorable. If two

and then meet of their own free wil] to
mselves to picces, T consider it is more manly
drive a horse, with whip and spur, til] hig
reeking sides are covered with foam ang dripping
with "blbdd'fﬁnd‘sweat, his nostrilg distended and bleed-
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ing, his whole frame quivering with pain and exhaus-
tion, for the sake of sport, and transferring cash from
the pocket of one man to that of another without an~
equivalent.

To be manly is to be honest, gencrous, brave, noble,
and pure in speech and life. The highest form of
manliness is godliness. Some onc has said, “An
honest man is the noblest work of God.” If we
mean honesty in the common acceptation of the word,
it is not true; a mercly honest man is not the noblest
work of God, but the man who is honest toward God
and toward his fellow-man, __in short, a Christian
man, — is the noblest work of God.

There is 2 class of men and women who despise
labor, who avoid all intimacy or contact with those
who work for a living. “Oh, he’s only a mechanic!”
« Oh, she lives out!” Some young ladies would be
shocked at the idea of marrying a mere mechanic.
Tn fact it is the fashion among the most useless of all
God’s creatures to despise those who are the most
useful, and by whom they obtain all that malkes them
what they are. They revel in the wealth obtained by
labor while they heartily despise it.

A gentleman was travelling on a train in England
when a collision took place. He was greatly alarmed
for his horses, and cried out, ¢ Oh, my horses! my
horses!” but, putting his head out of the window, he
exclaimed, ©Ah, thank God! it’s only a third-class
carriage!”

A story is told of Lady Charlotte Guest, the prin-
cipal proprietor of the Dowlais Iron Works. Ier
aristocratic friends, while they enjoyed her princely
hospitality, had often sneered at her extensive iron
works, which they called her cinder-hole.” As soon
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as c ft
- the balance-sheet of the works was completed, a
-p){tvg% always dispatched to her wherever s',he
mig si / .
" cl h ]i On one occasion she gave a grand party
1er ‘esidenc §
ather 9111(1011 residence, and when the festivity was
s height, a courier arri f ’
ght, 1 rier arrived from Dowlais wi
i 18 OB 8 ¢ A owlais with a
Chqﬂoz cont%nnng the expected document. Lady
; n;“ 1'(, ordered it to be brought to her in the bril
3 F v - )
: 1 ) ;g,hted saloon, where she was surrounded by a
circle of her aristocrati i ' :
b he {l‘l 1stocratic friends and relatives, who
ably occasionally enjoye er i
probs y enjoyed a sneer at the “cinder-
[13Y ) -
A\Vhat s that, Lady Charlotte?”
Il crowded around the tin box
M o . .
Tis our balance-sheet.”
“ Balance-st ’ i
alance-sheet!” exclaii i i
e aimed the fair aristocrats.
at’s a balance-sheet? ”
“I )
t’s an account made up and showing ti
down at the work N
- vorks for the last twelve months.”
1c company lang for !
dombolo 1:‘ X} Llubhet;l, f?l they thought of the “cin-
. 1d so that’s a bala
. nce-sheet!” cr
dor-t od 1 crowd-
Dl i.ound the paper with the double entries, and the
red line <i i y
ved I ¢s, looking on it as a phenomenon.  «Why, I
Lrldw&one before!  But what are the profits? ”
ady Charlotte, not seeming to heed them, said
though she spoke to herself: T
¢ Vi\ N ' N '
hree hundred thousand pounds! a very fair ”?
and she recommitted the balan » 1.  to is tin cn
. alance-sheet to its tin ¢
1} DOPOQ ‘IS
VVI:‘II&‘IPCLI esses looked almost petrified o
1 M RT2) » .
o 1%(, hundred thousand pounds profits! What
y ‘111( on't mean that in one year?” L,
: ;
n one year,” wa
,’ was the re
e eply, as though there was
el lc,bL a Glunm'kable about the matter
'd be a Cinderell ' i .
rella myself!” s
a myself!” said a Border count-

ess, “to a i
, husband with such a business. Three hun
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dred thousand pounds, and all from that nasty colc
iron, — it beats the glass slipper!”

«TLabor is the great law of the universe; labor is
the law of humanity; labor is essential to the healthy
-development of our physical, intellectual, and moral
life.” Think of a man doing nothing! What weari-
ness! What an intolerable life! Why, tlie most
dreadful punishment is solitary confinement with
nothing to do. Men have committed suicide, weary
of living to eat, drink, and sleep. Idle men are gen-
erally mischievous, arising from the fact that a man
must do something, and those who despise honorable
labor verify the truth of Dr. Watts’s lines:

¢ Satan finds some mischief still for idle hands to do.”

They could sympathize with the boy who sings:.

«1 tish I was the President of these United States;
I never would do nothing, but swing on all the gates!”

and well would it be for society if they did nothing
worse; but what miseries, what mental dyspepsia
afflicts the wretch who has nothing to do!

Ezekiel says, “ Behold this was the iniquity of thy
sister Sodom; pride, fulness of bread, and abundanc
of idleness was in her!” '

Milton puts this sentiment into the lips of Adam,
“Grod hath set labor and rest as day and night to men

successive.” Man must labor. We must all earn our

bread by thé sweat of the brow, or of the brain, either
with the hands, or feet, or head, on the bench, at the
bar, in the pulpit, in the press, on the deck, or in the
trenches, behind the counter or in the counting-house.

It is the great ambition of a class to be genteel, as

Mrs. Richley says, “ Let us be genteel or diel” We

‘he were a shirt.
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must do the genteel thing. Better tell a lie than
break the rules of gentility! By gentility I do not
,méar; good breeding, or politeness. It is bad manners
to push a knife into your mouth while eating — very
bad! but not so bad as to forget your true friends
and follow after those of a higher degree. It is bad
manners not to distinguish a fork from a toothpick,
but it is not so mean as to be ashamed of honest pov-
erty, or blush for an honorable calling. The gentility
I;gg,ean is a ¥ diabolical ‘invention which kills natural
kindness and honest friendship.” .The most genteel
people are often the most heartless. ‘

One of the most useless of all human animals is
the dandy. He is a creation of the tailor. You meas-
ure his worth by the yard. You are puzzled to know
whether he is a female gentleman, or a male lady;
he will exhibit himself to the admiration, as he sup-
Poses, of every lady who is so fortunate as to cross
his path. He does nothing for himself, or anybody
else; his occupation is to dress, and perfume himself,
and carry a dainty little cane, doing himself up as if,

~ There can hardly be a better lesson taught of the
consequences of a useless life than that presented by
the brilliant yet melancholy career of Beau Brummell,
the refined, the fastidious Beau Brummell, the glass
of fashion and the mould of form,” “the observed of
all observers,” the companion and pet of royalty and
the nobility. At the last of his life he could not be

kept clean. The poor, dandled, deserted, dodmed,

demented dandy, died wretchedly on a straw mattress,

in such a disgusting state as cannot be described.”
Yet after all, some of these fops estimate themselves

at about a fair price, as in a suit for damages in a

12
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breach-of-prom;
N (lc"h of-promise case, one of this clags wag offered
! VO' wndred dollars to sett]e it. “Two hundred (o)
ars: Two hundred s for
: d dollars for 1yj q
blighted affections, for a wretcl d“““_ed o
S, a4 wretched existenee!
bt ctions, ! ence! Two
" g(}ecl (lllolliu S'fOI_ a blasted Iife! Two hundred dol
ars lor all this! No. ,
! 1ovord . :
bt ol 1 % cver! ngfvel.’ Make it three
e ¢ oS, andit’s a bargajy! »
<l imost evyer an j i '

o S CVery man is sensible of the influence of
pocic }ffiou his own ming. We are often conscious of
16 Influence for oy ; ‘

o ] . .
which we o, 1 vil or good of a single 1nind with
o are bronght in close contact “A doubtes
l _ . . . ) ’
v )t‘awal\e‘n I us a spirit of doubt; the caviller a
) l -‘ . ’
i,;}, ouT Spirit; the cold-natured chills our owp fe’c-él
8. & M )
Ier?v, tlel.man of low aims or small energy often
m:e es ‘n‘st ils.tless, hope]ess, or inopemtive; the man of
% Spirit, determinatio ‘
tion cner i
and inspire oy ow1; nat , an’(’l CAl'.]I(‘El] exhibtion chen
: , ature. 1¢ exhibiti ’
‘ on of what
1s nobl C i y
- no e, 'th(? enbodiment of what g right, beautify]
;l 1 eroic in a life, produces g far greater effoct on,
1e uman heart than precept or exhortation “E
ample is better thap precept.” ‘ -
v . ‘

When Lord Pctel'borough lodged for
Fenelon, he said at parting, «J
tian in spite of myself.”

. y01‘1n%>' n}an, about to he ordained, stated that at
1¢ period of his life | ’
; 1c had been near
‘ | L of rly betrayed
nto the principles of infidelity ; « but,” said he, « th)(’zre
“ . . & . ?
Vas one argument in fayor of Chrlstiallity I conlq
1 . . A
1ever refute, and that was the consistent conduct of
my own father,” .
‘ ﬂIow Mmany professed Christiang faj] in exertine an
in : inconsi ei S diffen
uence‘ by consisteney, their brecepts differing
from their practice. C
A story is ; ini i
Y 15 told of 3 Immster, who, Wishing to take

a season with
shall become a Chris-
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advantage of the custom of charging ministers out

‘West half price, said to the landlord of a hotel where

he had put up, “I am a minister.” “ What! you a

minister! I should never have guessed it; you asked

no blessing at your meals. I went with you to your
room, and took away the light, and you did not say

your prayers. You ate like a heathen, drank like a
heathen, slept like a heathen, and I guess you had
better pay like a heathen.”

All the talent, intellect, or genius that men .ever
possessed will not compensate for the want of fixed,
moral principle. In the world’s history, how niany
sad instances appear of men of genius dwarfed like
wilted weeds, for the lack of moral principle, for the
want of nioral courage, skrinking ever from asserting
what their own conscience dictates as right, if it
shocks the prejudices of others; some are even like
a very celebrated poet, with a warm heart, generous
disposition, brave, and at times with high impulses, as
when he penned the “ Cotter’s Saturday Night;” but
who for the lack of firm, moral, and religious princi-
ples, left behind him monuments of his perverted
genius, in the shape of unpublished poems, songs, and
letters, at which humanity must blush, and at which
angels themselves might weep. Iad he foreseen all
the cvil effects that some of his writings were to pro-
duce in that dear old Scotland he loved so warmly, he
would have burned them and his pen too. A little
before-his death, he bitterly deplored the existence of
the unworthy progeny of his genins, and declined
with horvor the proposal of some wretch of a book-
seller to publish them in full.*

* Byron said of Burns: What nn antitheticn, mind, — tenderness,

ronghness; delicacy, conrseness; sentiment. sensuality ; sonring and grov-
elling; dirt and Deity; — all mixed up in that compound of inspired <luy!
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I might speak of many others, who by their per-
verted genius have “fanned the polluted fires of de-
bauchery; have shed a rainbow lustre around mere
animalism; taught blasphemers a more pithy pro-
fanity ; insulted religion through its forms and its
professors; treated sacred things with levity; and
produced immeasurable mischiel” among the young
of both sexes.

The painter Iaydon said: « Wilkie’s system was
Wellington’s, — principle and prudence the ground-
work of risk. Mine,” says he, ¢ was Napoleon’s, —
audacity, with a defiance of principle, il principle is
in the way. I get into prison” (and, poor fellow! he
Kkilled himsclf soon after); ¢Napoleon dicd at St.
Helena; Wellington is living, and honored; Wilkie
has secured a competency; while I am poor and ne-
cessitons as ever.”

Tet no man use evil as a means for the success of
any scheme, however grand. Permigsion of evil
that good ‘may come” may be the prerogative of
Deity, and should never be ventured on by mortals.

Poor Haydon said once, *There are three things I
long to see before I dic: the Americans thrashed at
sea, my own debts paid, and historical painting en-
couraged by the government.” Poor ITaydon! he
died deeply in debt, neglected by the government,
and the Americans unthrashed at sca.

CHAPTER XIV.

IAPPINESS AND TRUE HEROISM. — GOLD, WHAT IT
DOES AND WHAT IT DOGES MNOT RRING.

Signing away Liberty — False Tdeas of Ilappiness — Rothschild — John
Jneob Astor — A Girl’s Iden of Perfeet Happiness — The Snow-
bloeked Train — Lord Chesterficld’s Confession — Irishman’s Com-
plaint of the Moon — **If” — The Two Buckets — Sir John Sinelair
and the Laborer —* A New Way to pay Old Debts” —The Ilistory
of Misers — Experience of a Millionnaire — ** The Iappiest Fellows
in the World ” — Ancedote of Jolm Wilzou — IHappiness tunong the
Poor — Lord Braco and the Farthing — The Celebrity and his Iat—
The Burden of a Debt — The Clergyman and the Collection — Dodging
Creditors — Indebtedness degrades — Kxtravaganee — Church Debts
— Sacrifice for Others — Moral ITeroism — Victory over Self.

HAT false ideas many entertain of
freedlom! Hvery man desires to
be free. God has implanted the
desire in every human heart.
Y What is freedom? A man once
@5 told me he would not sign the
; pledge, because that wonld be the
)7 gigning away of his liberty! <« What
liberty?” “Why, to do as I please.”
To do as you please? Is that liberty? There
is no liberty without law; it is licentiousness. To
do as you please, independent of the law of God,
is to be a slave. IIe only is a free man who renders
strict and steadfast obedience to righteons law. True
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188 BOARD AND CLOTIES.
liberty consists as much in exemption from the slavery
within, as the slavery without.

Remember, young man, whatever clevates man’s
nature, whatever lifts him above the tranmmcls of
carth and raises him nearer heaven, brings him nearer
the standard of true freedom; and every passion in-
dulged is a fetter placed on his intellect; cevery loiter-
ing in the mazes of unwholesome pleasure, if at all
redecied, must one day be redecmed at too dear a
price. No man ever excelled without the exercise of
sclf-denial. Beneath the alluremeuts of passion there
lurks a worse than Egyptian bondage.

Very few people in this world arc contented —
thoroughly contented. A man once put up a hoard
on his land, with this notice: “I will give this ficld to

ho is really contented.” An applicant came.

any onc w
«Then what

« Ave you really contented?” Yes.”
do you want my field for?”

Wo have false ideas of happiness. What will make
me happy — contented? € Oh, if T were rich, I
should be happy!” A gentleman who was cnjoying
the ho:pitalities of the great millionnaire and king of
finance, Rothschild, as he looked at the superb ap-
of the mansion, said to his host, “You
«ILappy?” said he, ¢ happy!
the

pointments
must be a liappy man.”
I happy — happy! Ay, happy! Let us change
subject.”

John Jacoh Astor was told that he must be a very
« Why,” said he, would

happy man, being s0 rich.
ard and

you take care of my property for your bo
clothes? That’s all T get for it.”

I remember some years ago heing very much
amused at the idea of perfect happiness expressed by
a young girl. On a very stormy night, the train be-

BREAD AND BUTTER, 18

tween Syr
racusc : :
e Jracuse and Utica was blocked by sno
o ¢ compelled to remain in the cars  a
g} Yl e . ¢ ‘
. lchIx. Of COU]’SC’ we wer
‘0IMe news was hroyo '
tea, bread a i‘-;)bloughn to the patient passengers t]
s 5 R : i
s and butter, ham and eoo ° : o
at a hoase but a few L €883, could be obtained
T started, i g a few rods distant from the cars Off
arted, in the drivine o :
I could , e driving snow, stumbling along
uld, and found the house. T 5 wons as best
only one in i . 1¢ room, alm :
1 i . » almost the
foon . t, was crowded with eacer secl ©
od.  I'waited some time t 8o seekers after
accosted g young eirl 0 get a chance, when T
very good-naturc 101'1 — plump, rosy, and apparent]
slud-natured — ]
excitoment LI chl “a{;shc was rushing around ‘11}1’
. I saic Vill -
bread Ly 1l yon please i
and - glve me
e butter and tea to tak , Some
cars?” < to a lady in the
e 9 .
1 yes,” s 1 s
’ , said she, ver
ter! certainly,  I'1 o--’r ¥ volubly; “bread and but-
ITow much ¢ o've you some bread and butter
or thin? O you want; two or three slices? th '
: 1in? much butter oy s ¢ slices? thick
la(\:zsome bread and butter.” '
ud tea,” I said.

“Ah © te
You Cr:n\:tGi ,,1 lﬁ(;q c?lzhii imve you got to put it in?
bread m ,‘ and saucer and a handf :
- Spmlcllf)eul:tlel tln;oug'h the snow. You’ll fl?lizllzn?lf
2 mue — ity i'l | Pl tell you what 11 do. Dve o-o;
sou n?u.\-t - i)pl(-;ict‘y mug. T lend it to you; Eut

Whon a1 .1ed‘\ 1t, and you must bring it bac,k ”

“Now ‘I’H ﬁls(:mrgllt the refreshments, she said ; '
one hand. you. Hold the bread and butter i

3 MOW put your finger through the hand}IE

of the muo
. Ther
=] 1ere, you are all vieht: .
the mug!” all right; but bring back

n the ¢ all night o
ungry, and the wel

Certainly you shall

. f] Gl l]ln el' f .'4‘ i S
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“Yes,” she replied; “more than I ever saw in this
house in all my life.”

“You look very happy.”

“Yes,” she said, her face beaming with brightness;
“it’s perfectly delightful, T like company; it’s splen-
did. Tm just as happy as ever I can be. Why, do
you know it’s almost as good as having a beau? ”

I hope the young lady by this time knows by expe-
rience what it is to realize something more than per-
fect happiness.  We sometimes hear the remark:

“On! if T could be clegant and accomplished and
conspicuous, I should be happy.” Few men have cver
possessed greater advantages for the attainment and
enjoyment of worldly pleasures, aud no man drank
deeper of the draught, than Tord Chesterficld. ITear
him, at the last: “I have scen the silly rounds of
business and of pleasure, and have done with them
all. I have enjoyed all the pleasures of the world,
and do not regret their loss. T appraise them at their
real value, which is in truth very low. I have been
behind the scenes. T have seen all the coarse pulleys
and dirty ropes which exhibit and move the gaudy
machines; and I have scen and smelt the tallow can-
dles which illuminated the whole decoration to the
astonishment of the ignorant audience. “When I re-
flect on what T have seen, what I have heard, and
what I have done, I can hardly persuade mysclf that
all that fiivolous hurry of bustle and pleasurc of the
world had any reality; but I look npon all that is past
as one of those romantic dreams which opium com-
monly occasions, and I do by no means desire to
repeat the nauseous dose for the sake of the fugitive
drean. T think of nothing but killing time the hest
way I can, now that he has become my enemy.”

“IF I WAS MARRIED.” 191

Yes, this killing of time is the most laborious of all
work.

Much of the happiness or misery of our lives de-
peuds on ourselves. I have known persons who
would not permit themselves to be happy, who always
look on the shadows of life. There is more light than
shade; yet some see gloom even in the sunshine —
anticipating trouble, looking out for disaster —
prophets of cvil, they perceive the cloud in the
brightest skies.

Observe such an one; he wonld throw a damper on
a funeral. The face set in such a forlorn and doleful
expression, you would imagine that no smile could
ripple the hard surface, or relax the museles, so rigid
in the cast of utter misery. If the sun shines on a
bright morning: “Ah, it won’t last long! there's a
mackerel sky.” They arc almost vexed at the moon
i its beauty, “beeanse,” as the Irishman complained,
“it only shines on bright niglits when we don’t want
it; if it would but give light when it is needed, it
would be svorth while.” They make themselve: mis-
erable by the most absurd anticipations of what may
come; like the servant-girl, who had never even re-
ceived an offer of marriage, sitting on the curb of the
cistern, crying bitterly.

“What is the matter? ”

“Ol, dear! I was thinking that 4f T was maried,
and my baby should fall in the cistern and he drowned,
how dreadfully T should feel.”

Yes, and such persons do feel dreadfully in antici-
pation of what they should feel ¢f — thus borrow-

ing trouble. Why, man, wake up! Come out of the
‘dreary atmosphere of ifs.  Look about you. Have

you no blessings? As the poor slave did, “reckon
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up your marcies.” Are you in pain? No. Are you
pinched and poor? No. Iave your enemies tri-
umphed over you? No. Then what is the matter?
Rouse yourself from this chronic state of sclf-imposed
misery — it does not pay. Yon are cheating yourself;
you are drawing poison, like the spider, from the very
flowers. Cheer up, man! and, like the bee, suck
honey.

“ How dismal you look!” said a bucket to his com-
panion, as they were going to the well.

“Ah!” replied the other, “I was reflecting on the
uselessuess of our being filled, for let us go away ever
so full, we always come back empty.” ‘

“Dear me! how strange to look at it in that way,’
said the bucket. “Now I enjoy the thonght that
however empty we come, we always go away jfull.
Only look at it in that light, and you will be as cheer-
ful as I am.” . '

An old colored woman, over a hundred years of age,
said in answer to the inquiry, “ Are youn thankfnl for
your pains?”  “Yes, missus, I'se thankful for chery
ting as it comes I’se obleeged to ye.”

Sir John Sinclair once alighted from his chariot
near a singularly abject-looking hovel, and entered
into conversation with an old laborer who lived there
alone. On leaving, he asked if he could serve him in
any way.

“Sir,” said the old man, with a look of honest con-
tentment, “there is not in this world a thing that I
want.”

Sir John often said that poor abode was the only
home in which he had found perfect happiness, and
requested his daughter to draw him a picture of that
one-windowed hut where lived a man who had not a

>
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wish ungratified. When Sir John wished the great
Lord Mclville on his birthday many happy yecars, the
minister of state replied, “ They must be happier than
the last, for I have not had one happy day in it.”

When blessings come like “Dbirds to the windows
of your soul, singing their joyous notes and secking
a responsive melody in your own heart, why put shut-
ters on the windows, why draw down the blinds and
miss the sweet warbling and the comfort through
your own perverseness? Tear down the blinds, let
the flood of sunshine pour into yowr heart; throw
wide open the shutters; let the music float in; 7 take
a cheerfnl view of life; come out of the gloom of
your morbid appreliensions — it will pay, and you
will look from the heights into the dreary cell of your
miserable fancies, as men look into the dark dungeon
from which they have escaped.

Many men destroy the happiness of their lives by
the absorbing passion for money-getting. It is not
an unworthy ambition to get rich, to accumulate prop-
erty; but the real gain depends on Zow you get it,
and fow you use it. "'While money may be a blessing
to the possessor, and through him a blessing to the
world, it may be and often is a curse to the owner,
and through him a curse to the world. Ask the man
who has stooped to mercantile dishonor and baseness,
and who by successfnl villany and swindling has real-
ized an envied fortune, “ What have youn gained?”

“J have been shrewd, long-headed, smart. I am
prosperous and a man of capital.”

Is that all? A philosopher has said, “Though a
man without money is poor, a man with nothing but
money is poorer.” What has such a man bnt money?
Every piece of plate on his snmptuous table may re-
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flect the pinched face of a hungry creditor, and the
music in his gorgeous entertainments be discordant
with the cry of a defrauded orphan. "When Sir Giles
Overreach in Massinger’s play of 4 New Way to Pay
Old Debts attempts to draw his sword, he is driven
to bay, and says:

“Ha! I am feeble. Some undone widow sits upon my arm,
And takes away the use of it; and my sword,
Glned to my seabbard, with wronged orpluns’ tears,
Will not be drawn. Ha! What? Are these linngmen
That come to bind my hands and then to drag me
Before the judgment-sent? Now they are new shapes
And do nppear like furies with steel whips
To scourge niy ulcerous soul.”

“Yes, he is a man of capital; he owns houses,
lands, stocks, and shares.” Capitall What is capi-
tal? Character is capital; honor is capital. What
capital has a man when integrity and honor are gone,
bartered for a miserable mess of pottage? Capital!
when everything noble is stranded as an ontcast thing
on the sauds of dishonor. He must be judged by
what he ¢s, not by what he has. What has he? By
heartless villany he has capital. 'What ¢s he? Wretch-
edly poor in all that constitutes trne and noble mauli-
ness. Perish gold aund estate, stocks and shares; but
give me iutegrity and honor, and when I die let me
leave the record of an upright life.

Gold is a good thing in charitable fingers, but not
when it becomes a golden calf for men’s worship;
then it does not pay. Paulding said, “Money has
become our god, or rather our demor, and the belief
seems to be fast gaining ground that to win a fortune
and lose a soul is playing for a stake worthy of
rational and immortal beings.”

USES OF MONEY. 195

The madness for nioney is among the strongest aud
Iowest of the passions. How pitiful to se¢ a man
willing to work, fight, beg, starve, lie, cheat, shave
and steal for money, only to hoard it, gloat over it,
count it, aud handle it! Miscrable is the man, with
all his glorious faculties, whose sole ambition is to
get and hold money, and then worship it, — connnuue
with it, think about it, plan to get more of it, content
never to part with it, when it becomes the sovercign
good, yes, the heaven of a luman spirit! Such a
mau might almost travesty the lauguage of devotion,
and, making gold his god, say of it what the Psalmist
said, in his lofty aspirations after the highest good,
“Whom have I in heaven but thec? and there is
none on earth I desire above thee,” —to prize it, not
for its uses, but for itself; — such a man, with uutold
wealth, is poor iudeed.

A miser has been known to die in the dark, to save
the expense of a candle. Oue poor wretch consoled

“himself, on his death-bed, at a crafty bargain he had

made concerning his funeral, with an nundertaker who
had married his only child. The history of misers is
but a record of wretched creatures who have sub-
mitted to inflictions, sufferings, and life toils, to hoard
and worship money.

Rightly used, mouey is a great blessing. It is the
procurer of comforts and luxuries, as well as the
necessaries of life; gives us admission to many of the
pleasant places of God’s earth, to mach that is rare,
curious, and enchanting in nature and art; and to
lack money is a misfortune. Yet the heaviest ills
that befall us nioney cannot cure: it canuot miuister
to a mind diseased; it cannot pnrchase healtl, or hin-
der the progress of decay; it cannot restore youth, or
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buy back fair fame to the dishonored; it cannot re-
store to the bercaved the loved ones that are gone,
nor cwre the many ills so fatal to a man’s W"lfﬂl‘(?.
Gold may buy a wife, but cannot purchase love; it
may gain civility, but not respect; it may introduce
to society, but cannot procure fricndship; it may (')b-
tain scrvility, but not esteem; it may buy position
and swmptuous living, but cannot purchase happ.ines-s,
—that is a home-made article; it no more consists in
the accumulation of wealth than in snuffing up the
east wind.

A millionnaire, upon being asked what was the hap-
piest period of his life, promptly said, “ When I was
working on a fum at twelve dollars a mouth.”

Some men have queer ideas of happiness. A cap-
tain of a man-of-war said, “I have left my ship’s

. company the happiest fellows in the world: ;’Ve just
flogged one half of them, and they are glad it’s over,
and the others are glad they did not get it.”

John Wilson, after fizhing in a loch in Selkirkshire,
nearly all day, without a nibble, Wa"[Cth all the time
by a shepherd and his dog, was twrning despondently
away, when the shepherd said:

“Ye'll no hae killed mony trout?”

“No; Ive had no sport at all, — not a nibble.”

“T dare say noj; for it’§ weel kent there was never
a trout in that loch since the beginning of crea-
tion.”

A man who seeks happiness in mere money is fish-
ing where there has been no fish since the creation of
the world. '

A poor man laughs oftencr than a rich man. Thelre
is more merriment in the homes of the poor than is
generally found in those of the rich; for with the

STOP THAT NOISE. ’ 197

deep-seated and rankling anxiety, the wearying solici-
tude that often accompanies wealth, pressing on his
inmost soul, a man cannot be happy. The griping
screw, whose god is Mammon, fattens on the misery
of others, as the vulture on carrion; stalks up and
down like a commercial buzzard, tearing away the
substance of his victim. Can he be happy? ‘Why,
the workings of his mercenary soul tell on his very
features; his extortion ‘and usury harden his heart,
stain his soul, and diminish his happiness by lowering
the standard of self-respect. How mean men grow
by this love of money!

“Ive been a member of this church twenty years,
and it has only cost me twenty-five cents!” said a
man in a social meeting; when the minister said:

“The Lord have mercy on your poor little stingy
soul!” - . :

I heard of one very noisy in prayer-meetings, and
who on one occasion, by his shouting “Amen!” and
the like, disturbed the meeting so much that the leader
requested a brother to try and stop that noise. In a
moment the exclamations ceased.

“How did you succeed so quickly?”

“Oh, T just asked him for a dollar for foreign mis-
sions, and that stopped him.”

Poor Lord Braco, rich in gold and silver, but poor
in all that constitutes true manliness, once picked up
a farthing. A beggar passing, asked his lordship to
give it to him, as it was so small a coin. The pos-
sessor of thonsands of pounds sterling said, as he
carefully buttoned np his pocket, “Find a farthing
for yourself, you poor boely!”

A story is related of a certain celebrity, who inquir-
ing the price of hats, the storekeeper presented him
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with a valuable beaver, and asked his acceptance
of it.

“Ah, thank you,—thank you very much. How
much should yon ask for this hat?”

“ Hight dollars.” _

“And yon give it to me? Almost too good for me
to wear. 'What’s the price of this one?”

“ Oh, that’s not a good hat. Only three dollars.”

“And you say you give me this?”

“Yes, if you will accept it.”

“Well now, suppose I take the three-dollar hat,
and you give me the five dollars, if it will be all the
same to you,” — which was actually don‘e! ‘

A gentleman once asked why a certain pejrson did
not pull out the beam from his own eye.. 1*00'5,6 re-
plied, “So he would, if he could sell the timber. .

There are very few things in this world that will
destroy or mar a man’s happiness more than t.he con-
sciousness of debt; very few things are heavier thzu}
its burden. "What an awful incubus is the dread'oi
duns; to be afraid, in walking the streets, of'. meeting
a creditor; to avoid one store after another, till near}y
all are closed to you; to dread the arrival of the nla}ll,
fearing a reminder of debt; to sneak about, Wlfh
furtive glances on either side! How. tl}e blood will
tingle at the curt question, ‘f Whe}1 }N,I,ll it bfa conv‘on-'
ient for you to settle that little bill?” It is always
a little bill, though it might take all you are worth to
pay it. Oh, the misery of being dunned! Men l}qve
been driven almost mad by it,—1I sp‘e.uk of sensitive
men, — and most men are ushan.led of it. :

An cccentric clergyman obtained an enormous col-
lection by requesting that no one sh?uld contribute or
put anything on the plate who was in debt; so cvery
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one contributed. But there ig hardly any course that
will toughen a man in meanness more than the per-
sistent running in debt. Some men are constantly
plamning to deceive a creditor; they will lie unblush-
ingly; make promises with no intention of performing.
No genins can redeem a man from the unutterable
meamness of reckless debt. "While we may be amused
at the wit in dodging a creditor, we are shocked at
the heartlessness of the swindler. If one steals a
penny, he is a thief; but is he not a thief whe will
“do” a creditor, shirk payment of an honest bill, or

‘act the part of a mean trickster? *There goes a

sculptor.”  “What do you mean?” “Only that he
chisels tailors, bootmakers, and all who trust hin.”
How can a man strut about in unpaid-for garments,
and ride in unpaid-for carriages, and gather his fiiends
to admire unpaid-for furniture, or eat and drink at
another’s expense, without an inward sense of per-
sonal degradation? It does degrade a man, so that

~ You can almost detect a shirking debtor.

In these days, a laborer on two dollars a day must
dress like the mechanic on four or five. The me-
chanic must dress like the tradesman with an income of
$5,000 a year. The tradesman must live like the mer-
chant with his $20,000; and the merchant must out=
strip his richer neighbor in equipages, furniture, and
entertainments; thus is the demon of debt involked,
and so it goes on. Churches become ambitious of
rivalling or excelling their neighbors in superb archi-
tecture and gorgeous decorations, till, involved in
debt, their energies are paralyzed, the minister crip-

. Pled by the heavy outside load, the benevolences cur-

tailed, and the strength and power which, exercised
for God and humanity, might and wonld advance the

13
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best interests of the church, and the salvation of men,
are expended in devising ways and raising means to
lift the indebtedness incurred in mere dlsplay Only
under certain circumstances does it pay for individ-
uals, societies, churches, communities, or mations to
incur the heavy load of debt.

The noblest work in which a human being can be
engaged is- for others; for all true heroism is the
-sacrifice of self for the good of others. It has noth-
ing to do with mere abilities. We.do not speak of
heroic talent, heroic genius, heroic intellectuality; ‘but
heroic daring, heroic sacrifice, heroic endurance-

There is a daring that is far from heroic. Blondin
was daring, but no hero; Sam ‘Patch was daring, but
died like a fool, and was no hero. If capable of great
deeds, a man lives for himself, all he leaves is a ‘spec-
tacle to wonder at, and not a benefit to enjoy. Some
of the greatest instances of moral heroism in which
the soul of man has asserted its Divine origin, may
never be known on earth. The influence has been
felt in the defeat of some legion of Satan’s army,
some array of deadly vices or phalanx of wild pas-
sions; but the brave hearts which wrought the vic-
tory may never be known till they are called forward
to receive their crowns. " How many real heroes pass
by unnoticed — modest, quiet, unattractive, and unas-
suming; the gay avoid them, and pass them by with
a sneer. Only those who know them fully, honor and
love them. They would not particularly grace a
drawing-room; the thoughtless throng theeds them

not; to them they seem stained, marred. Why, my,

fine gentleman, these marks and stains are honorable
scars, obtained in many a well-fought battle. They
have entered the conflict of life with brave, tru
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hearts, and will be at last ranked among those who

“have overcome.’ ~

There are 1o v1ctories more glorious than those
which are gained over self, those in which a strug-
gling soul becomes purified and enuobled by sacrifice
and suﬁ'erlng for the good of others. Ah, sir! “you
may live in obscurity, and fight your battles noisc-
lessly; no historian may record your name; no monu-
ment be erected to your memory; you may bear the
look of" scorn and contempt, the world’s sneers ”—
what of all that? A time is coming when the intel-
ligent universe will adJlldlcate ar 1ght ” when the man
who masters an evil passion, battles a popular vice,
fights a ruinous error, will be deemed worthy of
higher praise than earth’s greatest warrior. ¢ The
marble monument will crumble into dust; the very
earth reel to and fro beneath the tread of the coming
Judge; all the roll of historic records be consumed
in the final conflagration; but the memory of the
moral hero will be imperishable.”

He will live in the grateful memory of those whom
he has blessed, whose tears he has wiped away, ‘whose
wants he has relieved, whose gloom he has dlbpelled
and whose wandering feet he has ‘brought into the
paths of peace. There, yes, “there shall his memorial
be reared, where the flames cannot reach, and where
the rocking of earth’s last convulsions shall not be
felt.”



CHAPTER XV.

KNOWLEDGE AND CURIOSITY. — ABSURD BLUNDERS
AND LAUGHABLE MISTAKES.

What is Knowledge? —Ignorance with a Library — Wisdom is applied
Knowledge — George Cruikshank the Simon Pure— Blinders in
‘Spelling — * Preshns - Sole ™ — Langhable  Mistakes — The  Deacon
who tliought he could preach — Ancedote of Robert Inll — Sell-
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AN is so constituted that in acquir-
ing new truths, in the pursuit of
learning or the search for knowl-
edge, he finds enjoyment, a high
degree of happiness. Sir Wm. Ham-
ilton declares, with philosophic in-
sight: «It is ever the contest that
pleases us, not the victory. The huuter
derives more pleasure in the chase than
in the possession of the game.” Malebranche de-
clared: “If I held Truth captive in my hand, I should
open my hand and let it fly, in order that I might
again pursue and capture it.” Lessing wrote: “Did
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the Almighty, holding in his right hand truth, and
in his left search after truth, deign to tender me the
one I might prefer, in all humility, and without hesi-
tation, I should request search after tenth.”

« Truth,” says Von Muller, “is the property of
God; the pursuit of truth is what belongs to men.”
Jean Paul Richter says: “It is not the goal, but the
course which makes us happy.”

‘What is knowledge? is an important and yet diffi-
cult question to answer. It is not simply to gather
information, or to furnish ourselves with certain facts.
It is well to know all we can that is useful, and right
to avail ourselves of other men’s labors and investiga-
tion. God has given to a comparative few favored
ones the intellect and ability to discover truths; there-
fore it is lawful to gain, from the toils of others, gen-
eral information and knowledge.

Men seldom become proficient or eminent in any
one branch of science without personal investigation
and thought. He who would be an astronomer, a
natural historian, a geologist, a chemist, must himself

“make researches. Then again, men may collect an

enormous library of books, and even read them, with-
out intelligent curiosity. You may teach one to re-
peat their contents; still his veal knowledge may be
small. A parrot repeats wise words, but the bird is
not a whit the wiser. Wisdom is knowledge made
our own and properly applied. Knowledge and wis-
dom may have no connection. “Knowledge is proud
that it has learned so much; wisdom is humble that
it knows no more.”

“An old writer has declared: “’Tis the property of
all true knowledge to enlarge the soul by filling it, to
enlarge without swelling it, to malke it more capable



204 ABSURD SPELLING.

and earnest to know, the more it knows.” He who
has no ideas save those he borrows from other
people may possess knowledge, but is not wise. It
is possible for a man to learn, and not rcason; to
remember, but never think. Let no one depreciate
true knowledge. Learn all you can, gain correct in-
formation from every source. For the want of real
wisdom men sometimes make whimsical blunders.
- Some years ago the relative merits of George and
Robert Cruikshank were contrasted in an English
‘review, and George was spoken of as the real Simon
Pure. A German editor begins his memoir of Cruik-
shank by informing his readers that he is an artist
whose real name is Simon Pure; and in the index
we read: “ Puve, Simon, — the real name of George
Cruikshank.”

Very absurd blunders are made by the lack of a
correct knowledge of orthography. I think the
spelling-matches of some years since, that were so
popular for a time, were very useful as well as enjoy-
able. How the beauty of a sentence may be marred,
or the force weakened, by incorrect spelling! A
young man told me that he was constantly receiving
letters from a friend who was very anxious about his
spiritual welfare. ¢ But,” said he, “they do me no
good, for I am sure to get to langhing over some
incorrect or absurd spelling.  He will write, ‘I send
you this letter, not to intrude my views on you, but
in the interest of your preshus sole.” I often re-
ceive from secretaries of societies letters badly spelt,
as well as from ministers, and men and women who
ought to know better. One gentleman wrote that he
was sorry to trouble me with another letter, and he
hoped T would not consider him a boar.”
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Some persons, through ignorance of the meaning
of certain words, malke laughable mistakes. I have a
letter from a gentleman who desires me to reply by
my own hand, as he wishes to preserve the letter as a
« momentum!” A lady writes: “My husband can-
not drink liquor without impunity.” We are much
amused at the reported misuse of words by the colored
people,— words that they do mnot understand. A
gentleman told me of once going into a colored
church” very neatly frescoed, except behind the pul-
pit; here the wall had been taken down to form a
recess, and the plastering was left in a rough state.
The minister wished to say, « Brethren, we shall have
no more service here till we have raised by contribu-
tion sufficient money to fresco this recess;” but he
waid, ¢ Bredren, de gospel will not be dispensed with
any mo’ till we have took up a contradistribution
enuff to have dis yer abscess fricasseed!”

A very important branch of knowledge is self-
knowledge. “XKnow thyself” is a maxim too deep
for men in general. Men may toil through the in-
tricacies of complicated systems, and know all about
vhe characters of ancient heroes, and know but little
of their own. But every man of common capacity
may attain to this knowledge, if he will. He alone
may follow the  autobiography of his heart,” and see,
as in a book, the indelible record of his life. ‘What
is my chief weakness? What is my predominant
propensity? What gives me the highest delight?
‘What are my prejudices against persons and things?
‘What is my temper? What are my motives? What
are my views of life? What is my faith? How few
can answer these questions! yet every one who sets
himself honestly to self-examination can answer; but
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men in general do not want to know. Some of us
would be frightened if we searchingly asked ourselves
these questions.

A man would become an awful fact to himself hy
thorough self-examination. A young man once said
to me:

“T do not think I am a sinner.”

I asked him if he would be willing his mother or
sister should know all he had done, or said, or
thought, — all his motives and all his desires. After
a moment he said:

“No, indeed, I should not like to have them know;
no, not for the world.”

“Then can you dare to say, in the presence of a holy
God, who knows every thought of your heart, ‘I do
not commit sin’ ?”

A knowledge of his characteristic weakness may
help a man in his conduct through life; for, if gnarded
against, it will become his strength. It is this want
of sclf-knowledge that leads men often into absurd
positions; like the deacon, who thought he could
preach, and teased the minister to let him try. He
~went through the preliminary exercises very comfort-
ably, then took his text from one of the Epistles, and
began:

“These words were written by Paul the apostle.
They were written to the church to whom they were
addressed. Paul, the apostle — was an apostle —
to the Epistle of the Gentiles — that is — the words
of the Ipistle of the apostle Paul were words
— that if you read, you will be impressed with
their importance. I have chosen for my text these
words of Paul — who — when — in this apostle of
the Hpistles —hem — hem. If anybody in this con-

SELF-KNOWLEDGE. 207

gregatidn thinks he can preach, let him come up here
and try it, for I can’t.”

A young man who had annoyed Robert Hall for
permission to preach, afterwards received a severe
rebuke upon asking Mr. Hall what he thought of his
sermon. Wearied by his pertinacity, Mr. Hall at
length told him that the sermon had done him a great
deal of good.

« Ah, I am delighted to think I could have said
anything to benefit you. What particular part af-
fected you most pleasantly?”

“QOh, all of it.”

“ A, indeed; in what way?”

“Why, last week I heard Dr. Mason preach, and T
thought I could never prcach again; but after hear-
ing you, I think I can.”

One important advantage of self-knowledge is, that
when a man fully realizes what he is as a man, his
wonderful and delicate organization, the complicated
and yet harmonious arrangement of his system, even
physiologically considered, he will more carefully
avoid all self-abuse by the indulgence of appetite or
passion. The knowledge that alcoholic drink is a
poison, disorders digestion, inflames the mucous mem-
brane, taints the springs of life at their source, im-
poverishes and depraves the blood, and deranges
almost every function of his body, so “fearfully and
wonderfully made,” should suffice to induce every
man to abstain; but when the realization comes that
he is a man, with soul, mind, spirit, that his body may
be the temple of the IHoly Ghost, will he fill himself
with all pollution and defilement, and make himself a
child of hell, who might be an heir of heaven?

Another important branch of knowledge is to know
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others; and this is more difficult, and yet the desire
for it is universal. Some men are so open and trans-
parent, they scem to carry their hearts in their hands;
while others are reticent and reserved.  How little we
really know even of the most intimate friecnd who
walks by our side, and with whom we are in conmmu-
aion!  ITow often we misjudge men — mistake them!
T know of a man who exclaimed, on being told that a
fitend of his belonged to the church, “ Why, I have
known him intimately for some years, but I never
dreamed he was a Christian.” Again you may say
of another, “he has not a vice,” when it is possible
his whole composition is thoroughly vicious.

Bring two really honest men together, and each
misjudging the other through difference in temper
and manner, may prevent a recognition of their hon-
esty; but bring two men together, both unprincipled,
perverted, and bad, and they will recognize each other
by instant sympathy. Men who pretend to be judges
of character ave often deceived. We should not
always trust to appearances. Oh, I do not like his
looks,” is an expression often heard at first sight of a
mai.

T heard a gentleman once say, “I never trust a man
who cannot look me right in the eye.” That is not a
correct basis for judgment upon one’s character.
There are some timid, diflident souls, who are casily
looked out of countenance, who cannot meet the stern
eye of a person who is trying them by their brass.
The very worst criminals can stare you out of coun-
tenance; and it is no criterion that the man who can
outstarec you is the virtuous, truthful man, and the
diflident person whose eyes droop before your staring
gaze is the vicious and untruthful one. I believe we

HIDDEN NOBLENESS. 209

may sometimes judge a man more correctly by his
looks than by his words or actions, for professions
may be false, but the face is generally truc; and yet
he may not be able to endure stolidly an inquiring
stare. Some faces are so unmistakably rascally, it
needs no great penetration to decide the character.
Tt might be said of then, as was said to an individual
who complained “1 don’t fecl myself to-day,” I
heartily wish you joy, for you must certainly be the
gainer by the change.” ‘

We are apt to misjudge others, and distrust them.
The world is bad enough, but we imagine men worse
than they are. Take an audicnce anywhere, and com-
posced as you will, and deliver to them a speech full
of sordid, base, mean sentiments, and you will be
hissed; but utter sentiments honest, lofty, chivalric,
noble, and applause will follow. We find that, how-
ever men may live, there is an inherent sympathy
with what is noble. Many there are who walk through
life utterly unknown and unappreciated by their fel-
Jows,—“{ine, sensitive natures, that encase themsclves
in a sccond or outer life, nnscemly, having no
heauty that they should be desired, and who will
never be known for what they are by those who look
only upoen the outside. They live on, unprized, un-
cared for, until some one, skilled in the knowledge of
other men, discerns beneath the surface the real na-
ture of the man, and sees, hidden from other eyes,
God's glorious handiwork.” I believe there are many
snch walking side by side with us in the world, men
of whom we arc not worthy, whose real heauty and
grandeur will never be fully known till, in eternity,
God uncovers His own image, and bids us see them
as they are.
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There is a noble development of this desire .for
knowledge when a man possesscs the power to bring
before Liim in a living panorama the grand lessons of
history, — mingling with the generations that are gone,
his heart glowing at the “ songs of bards two thon-
sand years old,” his nerves thrilling at the el.oqnen.c’e
of men who can unever die, his spirit kindling witn
«thoughts that have passed from soul to soul since
souls have been,” sympathizing in the strugg.lcs of
nations battling to be free, joining them in then: \Yel-
come to the light. He weeps at their griefs, rejoices
when they are glad; his heart is affected Dby th:a,
“ mighty utterances of Lhumanity through th:e ages.
He trembles in agony to beliold nations 1os.,mg their
way, and groping in the darkness of despotism. Ile
takes a part in all the progress of the race as knowl-
edge opens to him a glorious world, and he .“ holds
converse with the mighty dead;” or, ® studying the
Leavens on the shore of that limitless ocean, he sounds
the depths of the ether, gauges the visib}e universe,
counts the myriads of stars that people it, measures
their distances, nuravels their most complicated move-
ments, reveals their dimensions, evolves order from
apparent confusion.” Oh, it is grand! 'I"he crown
of knowledge is brighter than a monm.'chs diadem;
and yet a man with such a glorious hcl.-ltage may not
be one whit more moral, religious, or, m the highest
sense, more useful. Why, knowledge itself, wuless
wisely directed, will even make a bad man more dau-
gerous. . .

Knowledge, unless allied with goodness. and wis-
dom and cmbodied in upright character, 1s naught.
Tt is not how much a man may know; but the end
and purpose for which he obtains knowledge is of the
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greatest importance. The great object must be to
improve character, to make it Dbetter, more useful,
benevolent, energetic and cfficient in the attainment
of high purposes. “ Omnec may be able to interpret the
eloquence of naturc, and look out among the stars
with a feeling of exultation at the glories of the
heavens; yet if he scrutinizes the universe with self
only before his eyes, he lies buried in the carth alone
with all his burning thoughts. But when in devout-
ness of spirit he gazes into the heavens, he himself
becomes as nothing, as an atom of dust on the out-
skirts of a glory immecaswrable.” Ile perceives in
everything the Preseuce that fills immensity, and
crowds it with proofs of IHis power and wisdom.
Then the Author of this beauty and majesty becomes
the object of his desires, while in his self-abasement
he exclaims, “ What is man, that Thou art mindful of
hini!” and learns to timst ITim in His faithfulness to
all cternity, and finds that “the fear of the Lord is
the beginning of wisdom.” ¢ The pillar of cloud and
of fire which led the Israclites to safety drew the
HEgyptians to destruction. Omne saw the hand of God,
the othier but a phenomenon.”

All the worldly knowledge a man can acquire will
not make him a good man, or prevent him firom fall-
ing into grievous sin. We may find great mental
cultivation combined with moral corruption.

Kunowledge is a trust, and brings with it a mighty
respounsibility. Few more awful sights arc scen than
a once cultivated intelleet fallen, —a nnnd that has
soared into the highest heaven of intellectual attain-
ment, that has shone forth like the sun in his glory,
and filled the world with its Dlessed beams, de-
graded and debased, — a mind that might have been
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like a Samson among its fellows, shorn of its Stl'?llc*‘th,
and only brought forth at times to malke sport .im- the
Philistines; like the cagle that might have 1'1.\.'0;11.to
the firmament and drank of the fountain of Fll\’llle
light, fluttering, broken-winged 1111(-1 bhn(-led, in the
dust; or, like the fallen angels, taking 1'0-Iug-e in the
Gladarene swine from the presence of Ifim in whom
they ought to have delighted,— the divine spark fled
firom the human face, the soul gone, the beast every-
where grovelling in the thing that had once been man.
Hear him, with voice thick and husky, a cm(-vkcc
laugh, talking rubbish and ribaldry, and in the midss
of Balderdash gleaming now and then a gorgeous
sentence that drivels away again into a cadencu
almost idiotic. It is one of the most awful sights ol
earth.

The desire to know becomes paltry when it devel-
ops into mere inquisitiveness. Some one has defined
inquisitiveness as an “itch for prying into other pco-
ple’s affairs, to the neglect of our own.” The constant
and genuine food of some minds is news. They seel}l
to subsist entircly on this diet.  The news — what’s
the news?”  Shakespeare says:

H H g "
«With open mouth, swallowing a tailor’s news.

« Ah, enriosity! the cause of all our ill; -
And yet the plague that most torments us still.

Some men delight in asking questions abo.ut affairs
that are often not worth knowing; silence 1s torture
to them, and by continunal application they become
masters of all kinds of cueer histories; they never
miss anything for the want of asking. Such can tell
you of all the weddings that are to come off, and
when; of all the engagements that are broken off,
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and for what cause; whose property is mortgaged,
aud for how much; who borrows moncy, and for what;
and who lends it, and on what terms. They know the
amount of everybody’s income; can inform you what
their neighbors cat, drink, wear, say, or do; when they
sleep, walk, or ride; they watch the post-man and the
butcher; know how many letters, and how much meat
they have. They are fully acquainted with all domes-
tic squabbles, and pride themselves on having the
earliest information. To obtain this, they pass their
time keeping a watchful eye upon others, gathering
up chance remarks or inadvertent expressions, and
weave them into a web of history, asking little inno-
cent side questions, seemingly vague and unimpor-
tant, and then deducing conclusions by no means so
unimportant, until they become entangled and ensnared
i the cobwebs of petty inquisitiveness.

Such persons become the “funnels of conversation,
taking in nothing for their own use, but merely to
pass it to another. They are the channels through
which all that is spoken of others is conveyed; simply
funnels.” How amusing it is to sce one of these in-
quisitive persons with a mystery! How he ponders
it, lies in wait for it, scents all around it, fixes on it
with a bull-dog tenacity, follows it with a persistence
worthy of a nobler object. Ile will concentrate on it
all the force of his will, fancying himself on the verge
of discovery; and after all this expenditure of time,
energy, and patience, becomes possessed of a piece of
news — fresh news — yes, fresh; but, like the manna,
“food one day, stale and corrupt the next.”

‘We have no sympathy for these merely inquisitive
ones in their disappointments, but rather laugh at
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them. That is a good story of one conversing with

a very quiet person who had lost his leg.

“IHow did you lose it? When? Where?”

To all his questions, he received evasive replies
until the itch-to know Zow that leg was lo ’
so intolerable, and his persistence was so
the gentleman said:

“ T i 1
If you will promise me on yowrvrord and houor
that you will not ask another question -— not one — I
will tell you how T lost my leg.”
“ Agreed. Tell me.”
“Not another question?”
& N A1
Not one more; only tell me that.”
« P .
Well, my fiiend, it was bit off 1 »
113 H o
Bit off I Oh — ah — hun.”
I do no 2 ter i i
o t condemn utterly the asking of unimportant
lq estions.  Some men, for the sake of showing po-
.1ten'css or attention to a stranger, may border on the
mqusiive, without being offensive, and nay be very
much hurt by a rude reception of the questioning.
Jolm Randolph stopped once at a hotel where the
la'ndlord tried very hard to converse with him, but
Wlthf)ut success. After he had paid his bill, and wag
starting, the landlord said:
¢« Vh‘ . , . ; . 3 §
. g ‘lf,h Way are you travelling, Mr. Randolph? ”
r?”
13 <) 3
I asked which way you was travelling? ”
“Have T paid my bill? »

st became
annoying,

14 -S.TCS 7
13 s

Do T owe yon anything more? ”
“No.”

113 - . .
Thel} Iam gomg just where I please; do you un-
derstand?”

“Oh, yes!”
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But when he had gone a little way, he came to a
fork in the road, and sent his servant to ask the way.
The landlord shouted out:

¢« Mr. Randolph, you don’t owe me one cent; take
which way you choose!”

There is often labor expended n obtaining informa-
tion that is not worth the time and toil. At a trial, a
lady witness was being questioned, when she stated a
fact:

¢“IIe took me by the shoulders, and pushed me from
the room.”

“YWhat did he say?”

“We do not want to know what he said,” exclaimed
the opposing lawyenr.

“Yes, we do,” said the other.

“ What did he say?”

“T ohject to the question; it is not admissible;”
and at it they went, argning the case till night. The
conrt adjomrned; and next day books were consulted
and arguments advanced, the cowrt determined to
decide the point; and after some consnltation, and ex-
amining precedents, it was declared the question might
be admitted.

“Then what did he say?”

The court was in breathless attention and suspense
while the important question was asked, “ What did
he say?”

“ Nothing at all.”

Curiosity to know little things — nnimportant mat-
ters — sometimes leads men into extravagance. An
American and a Frenchman were taking a meal to-
gether. The American ate so voraciously, that the
Frencliman said:

14
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“ Monsieur, §’il vous plait, is dat your breakfast or
your dinnaire vat you eat?”

No reply.

¢« Pardon, mousienr, vill you dell me, s’ vous plait,
is dat your breakfast or your dinnaire vat you eat?”

“Go to thunder!”

“ Why you tell me go to thunder for ask you one
civil question? Ah, you are not gentleman!”

A quarrel ensued; a challenge given and accepted;
a duel fonght; the American shot the Frenchman.

“Oh, I am very much kill! O, I shall die! Oh!
ah!”

“My dear fellow, I am very sorry. "What can I do
for you?”

“ Oh, monsieur, you can do great deal! Oh, ah!
vill you tell me vas dat your breakfast or your din-
naire vat you eat? ”

The developments of the elements of curiosity ave
almost illimitable. Some people seem to be possessed
of a desire almost amounting to a passion to see rare
things, or indeed anything bordering on the impos-
sible.

Advertise that some impossible feat is to be per-
formed and you will draw a crowd. In London a
notice appeared that in the course of an entertain-
ment a man would jump into a quart bottle, and sing
a comic song. The house was crowded, and because
the feat was not performed, which they knew was
impossible, they nearly destroyed the theatre. A
talking-fish— a mermaid — a monstrosity, will draw
crowds. A man went every night to see Van Am-
burgh put his head in the lion’s mouth. "When asked
why he went every night, he said he knew to a moral
certainty that the lion would bite that man’s head off
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some time before he had done with him, and he wanted
to see it! If there were a certainty that Blondin
would fall from his tight rope, it would draw a larger
crowd than otherwise. Owr curiosity is excited by
feats of legerdemain, or prestidigitation, and T niust
confess I should like to know how some of them are
performed.

There are many feats wonderful as well as very
curions. When Sir Charles Napier was in India,
a juggler visited canip, and among other performances
cut in two with a stroke of his sword a lemon placed
in the hand of his assistant. Napier doubted the feat
and held out his hand for the experiment. The jug-
gler looked attentively at the hand, and refused.
Napier thought he had found him out and langhed
at him. )

“ Let me see your other hand,” said the juggler.

The hand was submitted, and the man said:

“If you will hold it firmly I will perform the feat.”

“Why the left hand and not the right?”

“Becanse the right hand is hollow in the centre,
and there is danger of cutting off the thumb; the left
is higher, and there is less risk.”

Napier says if he had not laughed at him he should
have refused, but putting the lemon on his hand he
held out his arm. The juggler balanced himself, and
with a swift stroke cut the lemon in two pieces. Na-
pier said he felt the edge of the sword on his hand as
if a cold thread had been drawu across it.

The desire of knowing coming events is one of the
strongest inclinations in the minds of many. I think
it is Dr. Johnson who says, “ The quality of looking
into futurity seems the unavo'dable condition of a
being whose motions are gradaal, and whose life is
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progressive.” We all are solicitous about events
which lie hidden. The mind is not satisfied with
objects immediately before it, but is always breaking
away from the present, filled with conjectures ‘lbout
things not yet made real to us by outward existence,
and longing to penetrate into futurity. To this cause
is owing the success of astrologers, fortune-tellers,
prognosticators, wise people, seers, spiritual mediums,
biologists, and all pretenders to a knowledge of future
events; the consulting of oracles, the noting of signs,
omens, lucky days, and all the various arts of super-
stition.

It is a fact that the superstitious are generally igno-
rant. No head is a vacuumm; some are circumscribed,
some are capacious, and the more room is taken up
with useful knowledge the less remains for credulity.
“The more a man is acquainted with veal things, the
more willing he is to give up the ghost of things;” yet
after all, there is a vast amount of superstition among
us. The vagaries of some are very whimsical, and
would puzzle the antiquary to discover how they have
originated. What nonsense in examining the grounels
of a coffee-cup to learn of your future husband; put-
ting bride-cake under the pillow to dream of him
(you do not snppose any one believes such absurdi-
ties! T camnot tell, but why do they do it? T hardly
suppose that any young lady puts bride-cake under
her pillow without a glimmering hope that she may in
her dreams behold the coming man); throwing the
apple-paring over the head that it may fall in the
shape of the first letter of his name! How silly to
stir the fire expecting to read in its bright flames the
prophecy that you will have a bright husband!

Then note the multitudes of omens really believed
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in by many! If a hen crows it is a sign of bad luck.
If a spark flies out from the fire a stranger is coming.
If the cat turns her tail to the fire we are to have a
hard frost; if she sneezes, all in the family will have
colds. If you find a pin with the head turned to-
wards you it is a sign of good luck. Spilling salt, or
laying knives across each other are ill omens. T have
known persons to be really annoyed at either of these
occurrences. If the head itches it is a sign of rain; if
the eyebrow itches you will see a stranger; if the 11011t
eye itches, you will ery; if the left, you w1ll lzumll, if
your nose itches you will shake hands with a fool; if
it is your right hand, you will pay money; if your left,
you will receive it; if it is your back, butter will be
cheap; if your side, somebody is wishing for you; if
your knee, you will kneel in a strange church; and
if' it is your foot, you will tread on strange ground.

These are, to be sure, vagaries and extravagances,
but it is curiosity that leads to them, curiosity to know
the future. What would’ you give to know whether
your speculation will be ‘successful, and your marriage
happy! Perhaps if I ask my reader the wish that is
with you most prominent, you would tell me, «To
know what is to come;” yet you camnot. “Trace a
rainbow from the ocean, through the clouds, and back
again into the sea, and find it there, and then perhaps
you may be able to foretell what will happen in the
future.”

Our thoughts can have no influence on the futm‘e,
but our acts will. 'What folly to be so absorbed in
the desire to know the future as to neglect the present,
dreaming out life, or worrying it away in vain conjec-
ture! Such men become unstable, {llW'{l_)'b plamming,
never executing; always commencing, never com-
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pletmg; always thinking, never acting; always pro-
posing, never performing; with life bhefore them, and
its objects, pleasures, duties; but duties never fulfilled,
pleasures never tasted, objects never attained. Tn the
beginning, life seems a vast conception; at the end,
an unsatisfactory, miserable failure. Such men float
on the sca of life; they are boats without rudders,
tossed by every wave of passion, caprice, or impulse;
promising to do everything, doing nothing; within
sight of the land of peace and comfort, but never
touching its shores.

We can make our own future, — we are making it
every day. It is a solemn fact, that « whatsoever a
man soweth, that shall he also rcap.” Sow corn, reap
corn; sow weeds, reap weeds: sow the corruptible,
reap the corruptible; sow the imperishable, rcap the
imperishable.

The ruin of men is but the thickening of the har-
vest of which they have sowed the seed. They reap
the fruit of their own husbaﬁdry; the same grain the
sower scatters, the reaper collects.  If the husbandry
of wickedness goes forward, there is a harvest of an-
guish to be gathered. We rcach the summit of all
that is tremendouns and awful in conception when we
consider a man consigned to the tyrammy of a passion
never to be conquered, and never to be gratified.

. ]
Milton puts these words into the mouth of Satan:

* Which way I fly is hiell; myself am hell.”

Sow envy, malice, revengefulness, covetousness,
drunkenness, sensuality, and we must eat of the finit
of ol way, and be filled with our own devices. What
hell ever preached can surpass this? No need of fire,
or rackl ‘Who can imagine the agony of such a poor,
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torn, tossed creature, who has endowed every unholy
passion with sovereignty, ploughed iniquity, and sown
wickedness, only to rcap the same. If we would
make our future peacecful, let us sow righteousness,
and reap life everlasting. “ He that is unjust, let him
be unjust still; and he that is filthy, let him be filthy
still; and he that is holy, let him be holy still.”

But to know what shall be!— here curiosity is
blocked, and we rest on faith. The future is known
to God alone, and we can know no more than he has
vevealed, and that we receive by faith, — faith that
amounts to certainty, — because Ie has said it. We
believe in “a life which after myriads of ages will be
still new, and still beginning.” Immortality is re-
vealed to us, and we receive it as an absolute cer-
tainty; but the character of that unending existence
depends upon oursclves, for God has said, “Ile who
sows to the flesh, shall of the flesh reap corruption;
and he who sows to the spirit, shall of the spirit reap
life everlasting.” Our knowledge relates chiefly to
the present, and what is that? We talk of the flight
of time, but how limited is the space in which we can
say “Now”? We do not comprehend how small
that space is.

De Quincey, in one of his essays, presents this
thought very vividly: ¢“How narrow, how incalculably
narrow, is the true and actual present! Of that time
which we call the present, how small a part but be-
longs ecither to a past which has fled, or to a future
which is still on the wing. It has perished, or it is
not born. It was, or it is not. The truec and very
present in which only we live and enjoy, offers less
capacity for our footing than the slendercst film that
ever spider twisted from her womb. All is finite in
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the present, and even that finite is infinite in its ve-
locity of flight towards death.”

I quote the language of another writer: « All our
ideas concerning a futurity of living, thinking, acting,
are phantoms seen in the dark without revelation.
There is nothing possible in the trackless future, but
by faith.  Faith is a necessity. By faith, we learn all
things pertaining to the ways of the Almighty. By
knowledge, we learn His works; by faith, we leaim
His ways in the life that now is, and that which is to
come. Is not faith of more importance than knowl-
edge? A man may know all mysteries, may under~
stand all languages, may weigh the stars, may be
profound in all sciences, filled with all the knowledge
of the schools, yet as he stands on the confines of his
life, with the consciousness of immortality, if he sees
no star of hope to guide him, all is uncertainty and
doubt. IIec stretches out his hand and grasps the
darkness, his soul fluttering in the weakened body
that fain would hold it, passes away into an eternity
of which he knows nothing, and dreads everything.
How poor he is! how miserably poor!”

Another, whose faith in God is the governing and
actuating power of his whole being, knowing nothing
of the learning of the schools, may talk but stanmmer-
ingly onc language, yet standing on the verge of
eternity can say, “I know whom I have belicved. I
shall be satisfied when I awake in thy likeness.” How
incomparably rich is he!” '

Poor Joe could neither read nor write; he under-
stood no doctrine but the one simple truth of the
Gospel. Lying on his hard bed, he could say, “ Joc
only kuows one thing: Jesus Christ came to save
sinmers. Joe is a sinner.  Jesus Christ came to save
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him. Joe believe it, that’s cnongh. Joe love Jesus
Christ.”

Some years ago, in Allen Street Church, New York,
Trelated the little history of Joc, as I heard my mother
tell it; and a man, rather shabby, and with the cvi-
dent signs of dissipation, stood up in the audience,
and cried out: “I am Joc, and I am a sinner; and if
Jesus Chiist came to save sinners, I want him to save
me.”

Many Christian people that cvening took him by
the hand, and encouraged him. A long time after
that, a man and his wife came to me. They were well
dressed, and respectable.  The man said, “ Iave you
forgotten me? I'm Joe. Don’t you vemember, at
Allen Street, Joe stood up, and said he was a sinner?
‘Well, I am Joe, and this is my wife, and we are try-
ing to scrve Jesus Christ. I was a swearer and a
drunkard, but now I am sober, and I love Jesus .
Christ; and I and my wife wanted to speak to you,
and let you know that Joe meant what he said that
night in Allen Street Church.”

T occasionally hear of Joc and his wife as a couple
united in one purpose to serve the Lord Christ, and
who have persuaded others to walk in the same
path.

Then give me faith, the ground of a settled hope,
without kuowledge, rather than all the learning of
earth without faith; so that when the shadows of
death fall on my eyelids, I may compose myself to
slecp with the certainty of a coming morning, and a
glory above the clouds, as undoubtedly as I close my
weary cyes to sleep to-night with the assurance of a

sunrise to-morrow. .
Then let me say especially to the young, in the
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words of the wise man, “ With all thy getting, get
understanding. VISdOl]l 1s the principal thing; there-
fore, get wisdom; exalt her, and she shall promote
thee; she shall bring thee to honor; she shall give to
thine head an ornament of grace; a crown of glory
shall she be to thee.” Job tells us in his parable: “It
cannot be gotten with gold; the topaz of TEthiopia
shall not equal it; the price of it is above rubies; it
shall not be valued with the gold of Ophir, with the
precious onyx, or the sapphire. Whence, then, is wis-
dom? God understandeth the way thereof. Ie know-
eth the place thereof. 'When He made a decree for
the rain, and a way for the lightning of the thunder,
then did e sce it, and declare it. He prepared it, and
stretched it out.” “And unto man He said, Behold the
fear of the Lord, that is wisdom; and to depmt from
evil, is understanding.”

CHAPTER XVL

COMEDIES. — TIIE HIUMOROUS SIDE OF LIFE.

The Art of Putting Things — Illustrative Anecdotes — Macklin at the
Theatre — The Smoker on a Coanch — Mr. Parker's Preaching — Man-
aging Others —The Scolding Schoolmaster — The Inllum.ul Teacher
——x\l)])l‘ s to ITonor better than Brntality —The Model Principal —
The College President’s Leetnre on Spontancous Combunstion — The
College President gnarding his New Roost — The Midnight Ride —
Acknowledgment of Errors — DBonnie Christic — Matter-of-fact 1’co-
_ple—“Sl_\-_penny Caliker” — No Devils ever cast ont of o Man —
The Qnaker's Answer — The Physiciain and the Stone Mason — A
Digression, bnt not an Argnment — ITenderson the Actor — Diller-
ence between Settling down and Settling np — Wit of Dr. Samnel
Cox — The Conceited Count — Practical Jokes — My Sacramento Ac-
quaintance.

TS not so much what he says, but how
he says it.”  “It’s not so much what he
does, but how he does it,” are remarks
constantly heard. Sowme one has written
an essay on the “ Art of Patting Things.”
ITow many quarrcls might be avoid cd if
we counld learn the art of rebuking with
courtesy and tact! Macklin, when a man

stood Dbefore him and his friend at the

theatre, completely shutting out all view of the stage,
might have asked him to sit down, or with his cane
struck him i the back, and pr obably 1ven offence;

but he simply said, “ I heg your pardon, sir; but \\rh(_n
you sce or hear anything particularly interesting on

225
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the stage, will you please let us know, as we are cn-
tirely dependent on your kindness.” That was suffi-
ciont. With a smile, and an apology that could hardly
have been extracted by rudeness, the gentleman took
his seat. .

A man seated between two gentlemen on the out-
side of a coach, was smoking incessantly, when one
of the gentlemen, nearly strangled, said, “ Please, sir,
would you have any objection to smoke in that other
gentleman’s face a little while?” The pipe was im-
mediately, and with perfect good-humor, put out.

I was once visiting a lady, who told me that her
son came home from church one Sunday, and said:

« Mother, I do not like Mr. Parker’s preaching ; and
T do not intend to hear him any more.”

To all her persuasions, — for she feared if he re-

frained to go with her to church, he would go nowhere
clse, — his reply was, “I do not like his preaching;
he does me no good; and I shall go somewhere
else.” ‘ .
Soon he dropped into the habit of staying away
from church a whole or half a day; troubling her,
because of the irregularity of his church attendance.
One day, Edward met Mr. Parker in the street.

«“ How do you do, Ed?”

«How do you do, Mr. Parker?”

«Been out of town lately, Ed?”

« No, I've not been away.”

«Ah! Dve not seen you in church lately.”

“Why, do you know whether I come to church or
not?” :

«Qh, yes; I have missed you for some Sundays
past. Do you not go to chuarch at all?”

“ Not much.”
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“«Why?”

«Well, Mr. Parker, I do not like your preaching.”

«No more do I, Ed. You cannot have a poorer
opinion than I have of my preaching; and if’ you can
tell me how I can preach better, I shall be obliged to
you. I do not blame you for not liking my preach-
ing; I wish you could help me to preach better. I do
not ask you to hear me; but do not stay away from
church because you do not like me. Go and hear
Mr. , he’s a good preacher; or Dr. ,he’s a
much better preacher than I am. Go and hear some-
body; do not leave the church altogether. Good-bye,
Ed, my dear fellow.”

He went home, and his first words upon coming
into the house were:

¢« Mother, Mr. Parker is a brick, and T’ll go and
hear him, like or no like, just as long as he and I stay
in the city.” And from that time he has been a
regular attendant, and he and Mr. Parker are fast
friends.

How few possess the faculty of managing others!
How rare is the ability of ruling or controlling others!
Yet some possess that ability in a large degree. There
have been teachers who, by too much governmental
discipline, have embittered their scholars for life;
while others, who have been the strictest disciplina-
rians, have gained the love and respect of all whom
they have taught. I have but little experience of
schools, but remember one which I attended whose
master — one of those uncertain men of whom you
are never sure —ruled according to his feelings. If
his breakfast disagreed with him, woe to the boys!
If" his wife had been cross, and perchance had scolded
him, — and that was not seldom, for he was the meek-
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est of the meek at home, — then he would emphasize
his troubles upon the boys. Iow we suffered when
he had dyspepsia! Scarcely any in the school but
hated him, and yet he was successful in teaching,
after a fashion. Ilis was one of those independent
schools of fifty years ago in England, when the master
was supported solely by the charge to each scholar.
«Full well the busy whisper circling yound
Conveyed the dismal tidings when he frowned,”
would apply most emphatically to nearly every morn-
ing;
«Full well they langhed with connterfeited glee
At all his jokes, for many a joke had he,”

would not apply at all. When he came into the
school-room, every boy’s head was bent to the desk
after one glance at the dial of his face, which told the
statec of the thermometer., Suddenly a ruler would
whirl through the air, aimed at some luckless boy;
perhaps it hit him.

“ Robert, bring that ruler to me!”

The boy walked up to the desk.

“ Hold out your hand!”

And the palm soon tingled and was stung with

half a dozen blows, as if fire had touched it. What
for? Oh, that was a small matter: perhaps the boy’s
head was not posed to suit the master. I have stood
on a bench with a heavy book in my hand, compelled
to hold it at arm’s length till the sweat of pain would
stand in beads on my forchead, and every nerve, from
the finger-tips to the hips and down to the very toes,
was throbbing with pain; and that for a trifling mis-
demeanor. Oh, how we hated him! There were
such masters years ago; thank God, the race is ex~
tinguished!
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A gentleman said to me, “I have the most ago-
nizing pain in my head almost constantly. I have
many a sleepless night tossing with pain. What is

‘the cause? Schoolmaster. Yes, my schoolmaster

would strike me on the head with his hand, and some-
times with a heavy book, and the result is these ter-
rible headaches; and sometimes, when I am suffering
so keenly, I almost curse the man that by his brutality
has caused me so much suffering.”

I do not believe in coddling boys, or remitting all
punishment, nor in relaxing the strict government;
but I believe boys can be governed by appeals to their
honor rather than by brutality; and if punishment is
needed, let the infliction be in proportion to the
offence.

I was struck with the methods pursued in a large
school, one of the best, for boys, in a neighboring
State. The principal entertained me for a few days.
There was no flogging, no spying, no talebearing.
There was subordination and an easy compliance
with rules. Every delinquent reported himself. It
needed some patience and skill and persistence to
bring the scholars to this point. For instance, if the
principal was disturbed by a great noise in one of
the dormitories occupied by a dozen or more boys, he
would go up to the room at once, and probably all
would be still, every boy in his bed, some feigning
sleep.

“Who made that noise? ”

No reply.

“T ask, who made that noise?”

No reply.

The question was slowly repeated.

No answer.
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“Young gentlemen, please dress yourselves, and
come down to the recitation-room.”

‘When they were gathered there, he would address
them, telling them how mean it was that the guilty
should permit the innocent to be punished for their
fault; and dilating on the cowardice that would com-
mit a fault and permit others to suffer the conse-
quences, he would ask the young gentleman who
originated the noise, or if there were more than one,
to acknowledge it, and receive the punishment; that
he should consider the whole class in disgrace until
the culprit or culprits confessed. This experiment
was generally successful, and he had but very little
difficulty in ascertaining the cause of any breach of
the rules. '

The president of a college, whom I knew as a dear
friend for many years, possessed a wonderful faculty
for governing and detecting a culprit. On one occa-
sion a good-sized haystack was burnt, evidently set
on fire. Who did it? That was a mystery. Some
one connected with the college, no doubt; but who?
No remarks were made about it except those that
were perfectly natural. A week or more after, the
president announced that he would give an extra
lecture on chemistry to the whole college of students.
In the course of his lecture, the hall being crowded,
he spoke of spontaneous combustion, and proceeded
to explain scientifically the causes of spontaneous
combustion; and with a glance of his keen eye flash-
ing in every corner of the room, he alluded to the
haystack as a very good instance of the effect of such
a combination as he had described. In that one
glance lie detected the unconscious half-smile on one,
and the almost imperceptible wink on another, and
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the involuntary change of countenance, or the fur-
tive look on a third; and quietly finishing his lect-
ure, he mqueéted certain gentlemen to come to him
in his study; to find, on asking them on their honor,
that his ingenious plan, aided by his keen perception,
had brought him to the correct conclusions. '

Another story is told of a college president who
suspected that some of the boys had planned to rob
his hen-roost. Near the inclosure were two large
apple-trees at the back of the house; so he quietly
went out and waited till they came. Of the two, one
ascended the tree, the other remained below. When
they were ready to commence operations, the doctor
made a slight noise, and the one below started off
with an exclamation of surprise. The one in the
tree asked in a whisper:

“What’s the matter?”

To which the doctor replied, also in a whisper:

“All’s right.”

“ Here, catch hold,” said the upper one, handing
down a rooster. ¢ Here’s old Prex.”

And, handing down a hen:

“ Here’s Mrs. Prex.”

“And here,” handing down a chicken, “ here’s Miss
Prex. I guess that’ll do.”

The doctor quietly got over the fence with the
fowls, and went to his house.

The poor robber of the hen-roost descended to find
his companion gone. What they said when they met
will probably never be known; but in the morning
the two young gentlemen received a polite invitation
to dine with the president, -— an honcr they could not

~very well decline. Possibly they were embarrassed

when, seated at the table, they saw three fowls roasted
15
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for the dinner; and we can imagine their sensations
when the doctor said:

« Now, yonng gentlenen, will you have a picee of
¢ old Prex, Mrs. Prex, or Miss Prex’?”

How the dinner passed off, and how the young
delinquents got off, deponent sayeth not. On that
theme history is damb; bnt nothing more was heard
of the escapade, the doctor thinking that the morti-
fication was sufficient pnnishment.

A very good story is told of the head of one of
our celebrated stitntions, who was the possessor of
a very clumsy, old-fashioned vehicle, to which he was
very partial, and which he constantly used in riding
through the streets of the town to the disgust of most
of the students. A plan was formed among some of
the boys that on a certain night they would remove
this offensive vehicle from the coach-house to a wood
about half a mile from the college. Their intention
was to rmm the cariage into the thickest of the woods
and nnderbrush, and leave it there. But the princi-
pal by some means learned or suspected their inten-
tion. Accordingly, in the evening, he quictly went
ot to the coach-honse, and, well wrapped up, eronched
in a corncr of the carriage, and waited. Soon the
boys came, very stealthily, and, without looking into
the vehicle, began their operations very quietly; and
in whispers, and with many a “hush,” and “take
care,” and “look out,” they succceded in getting it
ont of the house and yard, and into the road.

There they were all right, but they were pnzzled to
find the thing so heavy to haul; and amid grumblings
and puffings and pantings, varied occasionally with
2 strong expression of disgust, they sncceeded in
veaching the woods, the principal listening to their

A SHARP LESSON. 233

complaints and rather enjoying the situation. ITav-
ino with some difficalty backed the carriage into the

> atulate © her Te
brush, they began to congl atulate cach other on the
guccess of their manceuvre. The old gentleman, let-
tine down the window, to their utter surprisc and

= .
alarm, very quietly said: 1

! 3 ba s . | T oty

« Now, young gentlemen, just take me back very

3 »
carcfully, if you please. .

Tt was rather a sharp lesson, but better than to dis-
grace a sct of young men for a comparatively harm-
less joke.

Sometimes it is very hard to learn how to acknowl-
edge an crror. There are those who cannot under-
stand that there is something manly and worthy of
their dignity in acknowledging a mistake, or owning
their ignorance.

When a lady asked Dr. Johnson how he came to
commit a palpable blunder in his dictionary, he replied,

b . 2
«Ignorance, pure ignorance.” . .

Tor a schoolmaster, or one in authority, 1t scems
specially hard to confess to an error, and yet such
a confession often raises him in the estimation of his
subordinates, and binds him to them with stronger
cords of affection and respect. I once read some-
where a very interesting narrative of sncb an experi-
ence by school and schoolmaster, illustrating this and
also the beauty and nobleness of character and truth.

Two boys were in a schoolroom together, when
some fireworks were suddenly exploded. When the
master questioned them, one boy at once denied it;
the other, Bonnie Christie, would neither admit, nor
deny it, and without farther gnestioning he was sc-
verely flogged. When the boys were alone again, he
who had escaped, said:
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“ Bonnie, why did you not deny it?”

“ Because there were only we two in the room, and
one of us must have lied.”

“ Then why not say I did it?”

“Because you said you did not, and I pity a liar,
and will never tell of him.”

‘When school resumed, the boy marched up to the
master’s desk, and said:

“ Please, sir, I can’t bear to be a liar; I let off the
crackers,” and then burst into tears.

After a moment’s pause the master, hand in hand
with the culprit, before the whole school, walked down
to where young Christie sat.

“ Bonnie Christie, lad,” said the master, “he and I
have come to beg your pardon; we were both to
blame.”

The school was so hushed they might have heard
Bonnie’s big-boy tear-drops fall on his copy-book, as
looki