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Literature, &¢. 

THE WIDOW AND HER CHILDREN. 

A TALE OF REAL LIFE IN ENGLAND. 
I happened to be wandering one evening 

through a dirty lane in the part of the town 
where the operatives are clustered. The fac- 
tories were just opening their doors for wea. 
ry thousands to go home ; and I met crowds of 
ragged, pale men, women and children — 
There was 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 
pe to me to be more than eight or ten years 
old. 
I 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 eyes of every one in the street 
were turned upon me, as though it were a 
strange sight to see a well dressed person take a 
fainung child by the hand. i 
“ What is the matter, my boy, with your sis- 

tex ¥* 
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? 
“* 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 
send Meggy to the mill too.” 
“How many brothers ard sisters have 

you ¥”’ 
« There’s six vf us inall. George is appren- 

ticed in Preston ; and Sarah and Kate and Billey 
work in Mr —’s mill. 
We turned a corner in a very narrow, filthy 

lame, 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 
1a 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 entered, and fell upon her face. Her coun- 
tenance looked sallow and consumptive ; her 
cheek was feverich, and her eyes were sunk 
deep in her head. Her forehead was large and 
bandseme ; but there was an appearance of deep 
depression, and something like broken-hearted- 
ness in her looks. 

I apologized for intruding. *¢ Oh, sir,” said 
she, in a low and hollow voice, * God bless you, 
don’t apologize for entering my cellar; Iam 
glad to see any one but my hungry children.” 
Sobs shook her frame, and tears gushed from 
her eyes. 
“1 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 tcok 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 
hungry orphans of their last shilling!” When 
I eontemplated the scene of misery before me, 
I could but sympathize with suffering human- 
ity.” 

¢ I wish J had a chair for you, sir,” said the 
widow, * but there’s a bench.” 
The little girl climbed upon the bench and 

Jay dewn, and the boy threw himself upon an 
old chest at the head of the bed, aad in a few 
minutes both of them were in a deep sleep. 
The widow rose up, and, supporting herself 

by the wall, went to the corner of 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 they got up; 
nnd then she fed them with an iron spoon, giv 
ing to each a spoonful at a time. 
When the gruel was gone, the still hangry 

children asked for more. ¢ Neo, dears,” said 
the mother, ** you must go to sleep now; 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, to 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, shen 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 
ing.” 

oc My 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 
10 get something to eat; and while he wasgone, 
the woman told me ber pitiful story, which I 
will give you in her own language as nearly as 

possible :— 5 
« For many years my husband worked in a 

machine shop ; and until my children were ten 

or twblve years old, we did uot send them to 

the mill ; we wished to keep them at home as 
long as we could, for we knew 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 what sewing 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 husbard 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 
oely thing that troubles me, Mary, is that I 
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 [ 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 s=ll 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 painful 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 peor for a good many years, 
for my constitution was broken down while 
working at the mills when I was a girl. 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 grief, and fellback upon her bed. 
When she haa partly recevered, she continu- 
ed. 
“But I thought I would not give up; I knew 

I must not. I took 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 long, 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 I 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 sleep in 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 wereall 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 upon a grave ; so little did 
the joy on his face conceal the deep seated 
gloom that had been traced there by want and 
sorrow. 
Ose thing was still wanting—=s light. The 

boy lit up a small tin lamp, which stood on a 
shelf over the fire place. 
“ We doa’t uee a lamp,” said the widow, 

“only when we are sick in the night; but I 
keep one aguinet a time of need.” 
And now little Megpy was awakened again, 

and the family gathered around the deal stand 
to eat, for the firstiime ia many weeks, food 
enough to satisfy hunger. 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 gnidiog 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 vague, 

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 creatures 
80 well that he does not let a sparrow fall to 
the ground without his notice, I could not for- 
get that I, for no crime had to toil on in pover. 
ty and wretchednes, and see the bread taken 
from the mouths of my hungary children 
to support the rich minister who never came 
near my cellar. If this 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 abouading mercy of 
God ” 
« That may be, sir,” she answered ; « hy 

1 have no Bible to read, although I believe | 
could read seme if I had it.” 

1 took from my pocket a small Bible, and 
read the story of the Saviour'’s love ; his life, 
his works of merey, his kindness to the poor, 
hie ministry, his death and resurrection. I tried 
to have her distinguish between the corrupt 
abuses of the Man's Religion, and the Chriay;- 
anity of the Bible; between the uojust apg 
cruel legislation of man, aad the just and king 
laws of God. [I tried to point her to the lamb 
of Ged, who taketh away the sins of the world. 
[ told her of the love of the Universal Father . 
that she was his child ; that He loved her beytey 
than she lovee these dear children who were | 

resting from their toil by Rer side ; that if gh 

sraffered, it was all ordered in mercy, for God 
did not willingly afflict his creatures; that he 
was as kind in what he witheld, as in what he 
bestowed ; that it 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, 
itscares and its sufferings. She kad but to 
love her Father ; trust his goodness ; 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 ehould 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 smile that 
seemed almost unwilling to stay, spread us 
gentle glow over her once hendsome 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 seems 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 aa possible.—She re~ 
plied, “IT 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 could all lie 
down and die to-night I should be very happy. 
For if there is such a Being as you have read 
and spoken of, and we shall live after we are 
dead, He will provide us a home where the 
rich and the proud will trouble 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,” she answered, “I think would 

£0 to Him; but [ am very ignorant, and 1 have 
been very wicked ; what shall I do.” 
_ “He will instruct your ignoranee, and en- 
liven your soul; and all your sins he wall for- 
give and forget—only trust in his wmercv, He 
has declared 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 afflicts 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 
yon 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 thera when you are dead ; and at Jast 
gather them all up inte that bright world where 
there shall be no more sorrow, or sighing, er 
pain, where God shall wipe the tears of earth 
[rom 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 coy- 
ered her face, “IT 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 would pray before you go, sir, if it 
will not be asking too much.” 
We 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. It 
was a holy scene, and we were forgetful that 
we were in that eold, damp cellar, for the at. mosphere scemed like that we are told fills 
Heaven, 
When we rose from prayer, the wi 

my hands and pressed dy with dio co 
hess, sayiag, “I have nothing to give you sir; 
el, ts prey ro you, and try to pray for 

as‘ongasl live.” I felt in my inmost 
9, I hey widow's prayer wan answered, Jf 

One pleasure was gtill ; . 
her what money I Ro 1 pe bo 22 phe 

Teri pe 0 spare, and left for Ronse. 
ed unlike the ) Oh! thought 1, as — [ had entered. 

How have they marred the fair work > Itisa world of tears and broken rn Nad was not always BO—this bright record stands rms i Mags of inspiration, “God has made pe be gra in histime.” It shalt not 

—————— —— 

AN EXAMPLE pog WIVES. 
A TALE OF REEL Lirg, 

Tn the year 18—, and the month of Angust » the following marriage mi } column of our daily ——— Pra 16 joo by the Rev, Philip M—u. D wil roy py to Maria Sheldog,» Maria had oo yo the world wonld call a good match er husband wag gp honest, industrious trades. 

stood alone by thoge 
luterested affsction, besdin 

Affairs glided on #moothly ; he was ailentive 

te his business and she did all 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 marrisge, was he out at that 
hour. She tried to while away the tedious 
moments in numerous ways, hoping 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 passed to 
her, with whom he had been in the habit of 
passing all his leisure moments. Excusing him 
with a smile, she answered, ** | 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 fault, Maria; it does net 

need even ae much as you have said; you have 
uttered no complaint ; it is from those tell wle 
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 heaviness, and sparkled 
with double brilliancy. He loved her with as 
much truth and fervour as ever warmed the 
heart of the fondest husband, and he resolved 
that excepting those hours devoted to business, 
none should be passed from hereide. Bat alas 
for man’s resolution! the first step had bees 
taken ; the second was not difficult. 
At that time there was a great politieal exe 

citement, and the meetinge, as is generally he 
case, were held in taverns. William, thoug 
not a warm politician, was yourg, and like 
even older persons, believing his candidate the 
one above all capable of filling the office sought 
with credit to the State. He imbibed she 
views of his associates, and if not as conspic®* 
ous, was as anxiously watched as those whe 
had been foremost in the ranks. Ten o’cl 
now found him at horse as seldom as formerly’ 
away from it. Maria attributed it all to the 
meetings, that she knew he was comstd 
attending, and therefore uttered no mur 
mur. - 

It grieved her to see him return sometimes 
with a flushed cheek, and unsteady step; 
did not give vent to her uneasiness, and Sd 
trusted when the election was over, he Wo! 
forsake all that had grieved her so much, 
return again to his former conduct. She pe 
willing, as ever woman is, to look forward 10 
bright and beautiful future. She koew that 
who live have clouds as well as sunshine v0 €2 
counter, and thought the present one bot 
soon pass away, end leave her a horizo 
serene and calm as the day ehe looked D8 
upon as her morning light. As the mee ,- 
where William might slways be fouud, the 
was a party of young men near his owa 
possessing pleasing address and manners, * 

i i ves to ® made it a business to attach themse theif 
Pune. Re ink 10 

new comers by inviting them to dri (hem * 
better acquaintance, and thus gently lead the! 
into the rk of vices Toey knew that wa 
liam was in a good business ; and to him de 

professed the warmest friendship. They p= 
up various kinds of excurtions and ple 
parties, to all of which he was invited; = of 
course, had to bear a part if not the W cit* 
the expense. For a man in his moderate Co 
cumstances, this could not long contisue ing 
business was neglected, hia customers ol men 

him inattentive, sought more punctii’ ‘og 
When his friends found his means exhir” 
they saw in him many faults that ha on and 
sented themaelves before, The foremot Cog 
most to be despised, an empty purse; shrunk 
a bugbear from which his aseocistes ¥ chil 
with terror He was now father of I¥ ata 
dren, no money, no business, a ruine thought 
on—what was te become of him 1 _1h€ arse 10 
almost made him mad, and he had gre 
the bottle ; with this he banished all ad b# 
of his condition, his home, his wife, S00 
children. * How he succeeded we shall sion 

Four years had elapsed since the room i% 
of the first part of my narrative. feet io tbe 
one of the small houses that are SitURCC jing 
northern part of the city, sat ad _ clessr 
woman, The room was small but ri sl 
aud had an air of comfort that oy 
waysgives. The furniture was all ah 00d 8 
a piece for ornament. In one ©€OrR€T Clg, is 
cradle, in which a babe was sleeping o 8 rock” 
sat an elderly woman with her foot sr’ awake 
er, she was trying to keep sion of 
and the ehild asleep by the mO 
cradle. Four yosr® 
& was Maria and a. mothe 's oss 

ad not wrought any change nds! 
but Sosignation set sweetly of her bebe asd) 
features; her eyes, though not a thoo# 
sparkling, were not the less beatlits dns” 
the light that shone from them w he reader 

: ed tot the zling than when at first present of 
Her neat figure was clothed ia ® 
plainest materials ow B73 

Her glossy hair was hidden ore Yat bed 
wow white cap, and checked 89T00F 
not yet lost ita folds, complet wing #0950 
was very late, yet she was atl S hange that B%7 
ously. ‘When sie saw the fatal od 2 co 
peas over her gg Sis with De 
plaint, She did mot gre® (ved a8 
words on his entrance, but receivel giver 
us her misery would permit red with such Ue 

the pretty home she had €tETe Foye we 
ous prospects, and reated the Cy pet 
find her in. AlN oy oy Oe thet were 
was sold, and peid the CCC band. : 
incurred by her unthinking h 4 been friend \* 

She called upon all whe ty their pat jibood 
her prosperity, and requeHCC py a BYETSith 
as she intended by pee went 18 ui Hae 

for her family, Her mo! 
ber 

her, that re mi
ght devote mor

e, 
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