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THE WIDOW AND HER CHILDREN.
A TALE OF REAL LIFE IN ENGLAND.

I happened to be wandering one evening
throngh a dirty lane in the part of the towan
where the operatives are clustered. The fac-
tories were just opening their doors for wea.
1y thousands to go home ; and I met crowds of
ragged, pale men, women and children —
There wss an air of abjectness and exhaustion,
of servile degradation and feebleness, about
very many Isaw; among whom were persons
of all ages—from the old and haggard, to chil-
dren of tender years. I may have been de-
ceived about the ages of some of the children,
but thers were thousands of them who did not
sc!eam to me to be more than eight or ten years
old.

1 stood at the corner of the streets and look-
ed at the crowds as they passed along. I ob-
served a boy apparently about twelve or thir-
teen, holding up and dragging along a pale
little girl considerably younger than himself.
¢ Come along now, Meggy; can’t you go for
yourself a bit—I am about to give up,and I
can’t carry you again.”

I took the little creature’s left hand, and the
boy took the other, and we led her on to their
home. The eyesof every one in the street
were turned upon me, as though it were a
strange sight to see a well dressed person takea
fainiing child by the hand. h

“ What is the matter, my boy, with your sis-
ter ¥°

¢ She’s tired out, sir ; for she is not used to
the mill work yet, and it comes hard to her.”

“ How long have you worked in the mills 7

“* Five years.”

“ Why don’t your sister stay at homel—
Bhe is too young yet to go to the mill.”

« Mother did keep her out as long asshe
could ; but after father died she was obliged to
gend Meggy to the mill too.”

“ How many brothers ard sisters have
you ¥’

¢« There’s six uf us inall. George is appren-
ticed in Preston ; and Sarah and Kate and Billey
work in Mr —’s mill.

We turned a corner in & very narrow, filthy
lare, and the boy, pointing the way
down into the basement, said “ here we live.”
The steps were steep and narrow, and I took
the girl in my arms, and carried her into the
cellar. ¢

The mother was lying upon a low bed ofrags
18 one corner ofthe apartment. She rose up
after one or two unsuccessful efforts, and sat on
the side of the bed. The room was nearly dark ;
and what light there was came through the door
we entsred, and fell upon her face. Her coun-
tenaace looked sallow and consumptive ; her
cheek was feverich, and her eyes were sunk
deep in her head. Her forehead was large and
baadseme ; but there was an appearance of deep
depression, and something like broken-hearted-
ness in her Jooks.

I apologized for intruding. ¢ Ob, sir,” said
she, in a lowand hollow voice, * Godbless you,
don’t apologize for entering my cellar; Iam
glad to see any one but my hungry children”
Sobs shook her {rame, and tears gushed from
her eyes.

I hope you have come to me for good; I
am in great distress No one has enfered the
eellar to day except the officer, and he took my
last shiliing for taxes.”

“ God bless you, woman,” I exclaimed,
‘¢ what can a tax gatherer have to do in your
house ¥ Come to rob a widowed mother, and
hupgry orphans of their last shilling!” When
I eontemplated the scene of misery before me,
I could but sympathize with suflering human-
ity.”

¢ T wish T had a chair for you, sir,” said the
widow, ¢ but there’s a bench.”

The little girl climbed upon the bench and
lay down, and the boy threw himself upon an
old chest at the head of the bed, aad in a few
miautes both of them were in a deep sleep.

The widow rose up, and, supporting herseif
by the wall, went to the cornerof the room,and
brought a tin cup of gruel, [oatmeal and water]
and seating herself again on the bed, roused up
her chiidren to eat their simple meal. She had
10 shake them several times before theygotup;
nnd then she fed them with an iron spoon, giv-
ing to each a epoonful at a time.

When the gruel was gone, the atill hangry
children asked for more. ¢ Ne, dears,” said
the mother, “ you must go to sleep mow; you
can’t have any more to night.”

“Its my turn to night, Tony, to have the
cup,” said the little girl ; the boy gave it to her
and crawled over the back side of the bed to
his night’s sleep. The girl licked the spoon,
and then plunged her hand into the cup, 10 ga-
ther the last particle of the gruel left. When
she handed the cup to her mother, she turned
up her eyes with a monrnful expreesion, askiag
for ‘“‘one spoonful more;” which the mother
refused. ;

¢ Have you no more in the house 1" I enqui-
red.

¢ Yes, sir,” she answered, * but only enough
for us till Saturday, xhen the children’s wages
become due ; and I have laid the rest aside, for
it is better to have a little every day, thanto
have enough once or twice, and then have

-3 ”»

‘0.[3“3:5 good woman,” I exclaimed, “I have
money, and it is yours” We roused up the
boy, once more, and sent him to the bake-shop
0 'gt‘t something to eat; and while he wasgone,
the woman told me her pitiful story, which I
will give you in her own language as nearly as
possible :— 3

« For many years my husband worked in 2
machioe ehop ; and until my children were ten
e twblve years old, we did uot eend them to

the mill ; we wished to keep them at home as
long &8 we could, for we kaew they would
grow sickly and feeble as soon as they began
the hard work of the factory. His wages sup-
ported us very comfortably; and I stayed at
home and took in whatsewing I could get, (for
not one half of the factory people know anything
about such work) and the oldest children went
to the mills. Although they had to work hard
and a great many hours, yet when we all came
tegether at night, we were happy, and saw a
great many good days. But about a year ago,
my husbavd died ; and that wasa dark day for
us all. He seemed to care only for us while
he was sick, and when he came to die, after
calling us all to him, and helding the children
in his arms, and kissing them, he said, * the
only thing that troubles me, Mary, is thatI
leave you and my poor children.”

‘I almost gave up ia despair ; for I could
see nothing before me but the workhouse,
where I pray God I may never go,if what they
say of them be true. 1 saw nothing for my
children but apprenticeship or starvation, and I
could hardly chose between them. The little
comforts we had in the house I was obliged to
sell to get us board ; and the expense of the fu-
neral and the taxes seon swept away all my
furnitare and my husband’s clothes, and atlast I
was obliged to ssll my own.

 Six hungry children were staring me in the
face, asking for bread ; and I saw that in alittle
while I should have none to give them. It
was as paioful to me as to have laid them in the
grave ; butI was obliged to apprentice my four
oldest children, and they see hard times. My
health had been poor for a good many years,
for my constitution was broken down while
working at the mills when I was agirl. My
husband found me when I was at work in the
—— mill, and we loved each other; and he
provided me a home, where we were very hap-
py; and if he had pot died—"

Here the widow was overcomo with ex-
haustion and gricf, and fellback upon her bed.
When she haa partly recevered, she continu-
ed.

¢ But I thought I would not give up; 1 knew
I must not. I teok in what work I could get,
and sent Tony to the mill. But I could get
only a little work, and Tony got only two shil-
lings a week, and we saw ourselves growing
poorer and poorer every day I knew I
could not stand it Jong, but I went to the facto-
ry myself, and left Meggy with a neighbor.
1 did not last long there, the work was too hard
for me. When [ gave it up I was obliged to
send Meggy ; and it has been a sad work, sir,
to see how pale and thin she grows ; to break
her sound sleepin the moraing and send her off
to the mill ; and to have her come home at
night so tired and hungry, and only half a meal
to eat, and so worn out that she falls asleep
before she eats thet!—it’s pretty hard, sir, te
see an officer come into our cellar and take the
last penny we had on earth for taxes. Oh!
sir, | wish we were all in our graves, and then
we sho’d be at rest.”

Yes, blessed be (God, there the wicked cease
from troubling and there the weary are at rest!
—To escape z2ll the sorrows and struggles of
earch, the stings of adversity, and the pains of
hunger; to lie down peaceably in the thoubt
—oh ! there is a rich consolation in the
thought !

The little boy returned from his errand with
brightened features ; but the emile that played
over hia pallid eeuntenance, seemed like a
faint light falling vpon & grave ; so little did
the joy on his face comceal the deep seated
gloom that had been traced there by want and
SOITOwW.

Ose thing was still wanting—= light. The
boy lit up a small tin lamp, which stcod on a
sheif over the fire place.

“ We doa’t use a lump,” said the widow,
“only when we are sick in the night; but [
keep one agminet a time of need.”

And now little Meggy was awekened again,
and the family gathered around the deal stand
to eat, for the firstiime ia many weeks, food
enough to satisfy bhunger. It was affecting to
me to see the joy of the children, and the gra.
titude of the mother. In my heart I praised
the widow’s God, for guidiog my feet to her
damp and cheerless home.

1 talked for an hour with the widow about
the religion of the Bible, the love of the Sa.
viour, and the hope of heaven. Her ideas om
this subj=ct were ex remely vagne.

Said she, * I used togo to church when I
had clothes to wear, bat L heard what I could
never believe. When [ heard the priest speak
of a merciful God, who loves all his crestures
80 well that he does not let a sparrow fall to
the ground without his notice, I could not for-
get that [, for no crime had to toil on in pover-
ty and wretchednes, and see the bread taken
from the mouths of my huangary children
to support the rich minister who never came
near my ceilar. If thiz is religion, I do not
want it ; and if God approves of this, I cannot
love him.”

« But, my good woman,” I replied, *your
Bible tells you of the abowading mercy of
God » .

« That may be, mir,” she answered ; « by
1 have no Bible to read, although I believe
could read seme if I had it.”

1took from my pocket a small Bible, and
read the story of the Saviour’s love ; his [ife
bis works of merey, his kindness to the poor.
his ministry, his death and resurrection. I mcd‘
to have her distinguish between the corrupt
abuses of the Man’s Religion, and the Chriay;-~
anity of the Bible; between the usjust end
crael legislation of man, lﬂ_d the just and king
laws of God. I tried topoint her to the Jamb
of Ged, who taketh away the sins of the wor|g
[ told her ofthe love of the Universal Father .
that she was his ehild ; that He loved her beyge,
than she lovee theee dear children who were
resting from their toil by Rerside; that if ths

sruffered, it was all ordered in mercy, for God
did not willingly afflict his creafures; that he
was gs kind in what he witheld, as in what he
bestowed ; thatit was the desire of the Saviour
to take her and her children, with all the
weary, the oppressed, and sorrowful, home to
Heaven, when they had done with this world,
its cares and its sufferings. She had but to
love her Father ; trust his gooduness ; be sorry
for all she had done that was wrong give her-
gelf in an everlasting covenant to him in cove-
nant to him in confidence, and she chould meet
the eompassionate embrace of her kind Sa-
viour.

 Oh, sir,” she said, * Ithiak I could love
such a being ;” and as she spoke, a smwile that
seemed almost unwilling to stay, spread us
gentle glow over her once handsome features.
“ But,” said she, after a moments hesitation,
¢ if there was such a Being as the Bible descri-
bes; such a being as you have told me of; so
powerful that He cando all things ; and so good
that He is pzined to see any of his creatures
suffer it scems to me that He would help my
children. He certainly would if He lovedthem
as well as I do.”

I endeavored to explain these things to her
mind, in as simple a way a8 possible.—She re~
phied, *“I wish I could see all these things as
you do ; but I am so ignorant, I am afraid I ne-
ver shall.” Aad then after a few werds had
been raid about death, she added, * Oh, yes,
sir, there is much pleasure in thinking about
death ; and if I and my children eould all lie
down and die to-night I should be very happy.
For if there is such & Being as you have read
and spoken of, and we ehall live after we are
dead, He will provide us a home where the
rich and the proud will treuble us no more.”

“Only believe it, and trust in the mercy
which has promised it, and the Being who
made you, and it shall be all yours; and there
is one promise in the Bible specially adapted to
your circumstances. God has declared that
He is the widow’s God and the orphan’s Fa-
ther’s and will hear their cry. He has given
you a gracious invitation to come to Him in
these tender words: * Come unto me all ye
that are weary and heavy laden, and I will give
you rest.”

“Oh! sir,” che answered, * I think Iwould

g0 to Him ; but [ am very ignoraut, and 1 have
been very wicked ; what shall I do.”
_ “He will instruct your ignoranee, aand en-
liven your soul ; and all your sins he will for-
give and forget—only trust in his wmercv, He
hasdeclared He loves all who trust in His mer-
cy. Be willing to obey Him, to submit to your
lot, though it be heard, without repining; kiss
the hand that afilicts you; go to Him; give
yourselves and your children away to Him in
confidence, and He will never forsake you or
them. And if you are called to die soon,
and leave these orphan children on the wide
world, remember that in Heaven is the orphan’s
Father; that He loves your children better than
you do, and will protect them more tenderly.
He will watch them more tenderly. He will
watch over them with fidelity, and be a kind
parent to them when you are dead ; and at Jast
gather them all up inte that bright world where
there shall be no more sorrow, or sighing, or
pain, where God shall wipe the tears of earth
{from every eye; and where the orphan shall
never be heard to say I have no father.”

“Oh!” exelaimed the widow, asshe clasped
her hands together, and tears and smiles cov-
"_"d her face, “1 will go to God; I will trust
Him and love him forever ; I think Isee it. I
can vear these things betier now. It is hard to
see my children suffer. 1 should not care much
for myself, if I could see these dear little things
have bread to eat. But if it is God’s will I
think 1 can bear all now. I thank God, sir, that
you ever came here. I shall never forget it,
I wish you wonld pray before you go, sir, if it
will not be asking too much.” g

'\Ve knelt by her bed, and tried to pray.—1
felt that we need not pray to God as though He
were in a distant heaven—He was with us. Iy
e ey Lt

old, damp cellar, for the at.
mosphere seemed like that we are told fills
Heaven, ;

When we rose from prayer, the wi
my handp and pressed the my with gr:al?::;l:g:(k.
ness, sayiag, “ I have nothing to give you sir;
but I will remember you, and try to pray . H

) _ pray for
z(:’“h‘: longas I live” "I felt in my inmost
w:‘ u‘:’;g’ widow’s prayer was answered. 1

Oue pleasure was gtil] i X
her what money I lhough:ni:“::l?l); ;‘: ;i'hl.nje
my eircumstances to spare, and left for!‘1 oo
" :;;l'ned un'ike the room [ had entered. s
hes ! l:huughl I, as I pursued my way through

rk narrow streets to my lodgings, wh
have sia and oppression done in glln.: ;mrldlt
How have they marred the fair works of God |
Itisa world of tears and broken hearts ; b\:)l it
was not always so—thig bright record sta dn
o ek o, G b e
ing beauti is time.”
slways bE %0, VI Antme” I shalt 0%
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AN EXAMPLE pogr WIVES.

A TALE OF RERL Lre,

In the year 18—, and the
: y * mont
m? following marrisge might b: f?)funfj“?:st..
column of our dajly bapers. * QOa the 18th

inst., by the Rev. Phiji
I g e P Mo D. D., Wil
han} Gordon to Maria Sheldon,»’ Maria h':d

a0 honest, industrious trades-

::)a lucrative business, and
Support her regpectal

] 4 A ctably.

A neat house was farnighed for their rpccrp'iv);l

55100 with fes);
etood alone by those whe marry fr ings, unders
luterested affsction, om pure dis-

Affairs glided on €moothly ; he was ailentive

' her, that she mig

te his business and she did &ll in her power to
make his house a cheerful one. After some
time, ore night at ten o’clock found her wait-
ing his return ; this was unusual. For the first
time aince their marriage, was he out at that
hour. She tried to while away the tedious
moients in numerous ways, hopisg that every
one would be the tast spent in solitude. At
length he came—a political meeting, he said,
detained him longer that he expected, as a
number of addresses had been delivered by emi-
nent men, and he had become interested and
had forgotten how slowly the hours pessed to
her, with whom he had been in the habit of
passing all his leisure moments. Excusing him
with a emile, she anewered, ** | should not have
complained of feeling weary on this yosr first
absence, but you have been so much with we,
that I have become selfish. Dear William, you
must blame your previous attentions for my
fault »

“ Do you call it a fanlt, Maria; it does net
need even a8 much as you have said ; you have
uttered no complaint ; it is from those tel]l tale
eyes that [ have learned how lonely you have
been, as he spoke he fondly gazed upom the
beautiful features of his wile, that upon his en-
trance had lost their heavinees, and sparkled
with double brilliancy. He loved her with a®
much truth and fervour as ever warmed the
heart of the fondest husband, and he resolved
that excepting those hours devoted to businessy
none should be passed from hereide. Bat alas
for man’s resolution ! the first step had bees
taken ; the second was not diflicult.

At that time there was a great politieal exe
citement, und the meetinge, as is generally he
case, were held in taverns. William, lho!l“
not a warm politician, was yourg, and like
even older persons, believing his candidate the
one ebove all capable of filling ths office sough?
with credit to the State, He imbibed the
views of his associates, and if not as counspicu*
ous, was as anxiously watched as those whe
had been foremost in the ranks. Ten o’closk
now found him at home as seldom as formerly
away from it. Maria attributed it ell to th®
meetings, that she knew he was coastantly
attending, and thereforo uttered mo @™
mur. -

It grieved her to see him return sometime¥
with @ flushed cheek, and unsteady step; 84¢
did notgive vent to her uneasiness, and osly
trusted when the election was over, he Wwo&
forsake all that had grieved her so much,
return again to his former conduct. She "‘:
willing, as ever woman is, to look forward to I
bright and beautiful future. She koew that &
who live have clouds as well as sunehine 10 €%
counter, and thought the present ome WoU .
soon pass away, end leave her a horizod -
serene and calm as the day ehe looked ba€
upon as her morning light. At the meetio
where William might always be fouud, ’
was a party of young men near his owa .h' *
possessing pleaving address and manners, oy
made it a businessto attach lhcr’n;clk":o ":
new comers by inviting them to drin
better acquaintance, ntd thus gently lesd 'hve::
into the worst of vices. They knew that hey
liam was in a good business ; and to him ‘.d‘
professed the warmest friendship They M e

: : : d pleasur
up various kinds of excurtions anc P,
parties, to all of which he wasinvited; '“o
course, had 1o bear a part if not the Wwio0 cit*
the expense. For a man in his moderat®
cumstances, this could not long CO"“""E 'ding
business was neglécted, hia customers l‘:n"‘
him inattentive, sought more punctit oy
When his friends found his means "h‘w‘,‘,
they saw in him many faults that had 8¢ and
wae

’

sented themaelves before, The foremost
most to be despised, an empty pureeé ; “:h,nnl'-
a bugbear from which his associstes "5ps,
with terror He was now father 0 i atati-
dren, no money, no business, a ruine “lfo!‘b'
on—what was te become of him 1 The! 16 10
almost made him mad, and he had "co:ouh"
the bottle ; with this he banished all RO36p5,
of his condition, his home, his wife; 870
children. - How he succeeded we shall clusio®
Four years had elapsed since the €0%5 0 iy
of the first part of my narrative. M 7.0, tbe
one of the small houses that are "“"“.rminl
northern part of the city, eat a8 100, g,
woman, The room was emall but “lr:en #l-
aud had an air of comfort that clen‘:’e =
waysgives. The furniture wasall fOruser g o
a piece for ornament. In one C°'nef ide 1¥
cradle, in which a babe was sleepité o8 s
sat an clderly woman with her foot "P:u awabe
er, she was trying to keep hc“o. o
and the ehild asleep by the mOH o
cradle. -
It was Maria and her mother. Ml:::"’;'"
had not wrought any change 18
but resignation sat sweetly 08 rig
leatures; her eyes, though not .oiful ¢
sparkling, were not the less beaWilit o gas-
the light that shone from the
zling than when at firat presente
Her neat figure was clothed 18 ®
plainest materials view 7%
Her glossy hair was hidden fr;n:. hat bad
now white cap, and checked &P
not yet lost ita folds, cnmvlff‘l gewing 1?
was very late, yetshe was wtil ange 5
ously, When sie saw the h“:lc&"d no €04
come over her busband, she n with h.mly
plaint. She did mot greet h”sn v vp
words on his rn!rn?’ch ::l“ e had gi**"
a8 her misery would permit with # w
the pretty home she bad enter®’ - we wyy
d the ot cessh
ous prospects, and reate emed wnae
find her in. All :;";"hdee x.n that were
was sold, and puid the ¢ . £
incurred by her unthinking e n”i"“ b

d
She called upon all "b°:d. their P*

her prosperity, and request
ing, 10
as she intended by l"l:l‘; o= :

: {er mother
for her family. lh‘! devote mOTe.
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