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From Hogg’sa'i-nburgh Instructor.
THE WORD IN SEASON.

It was a calm frosty evening in the end of
October. The crescent moon was high above

the tall chimneys and church spires of Bir- 1

mingham, though but faintly seen through
the dense smoke which always overhangs
that town of many forges. But forge and
workshep were fast closing for the night;

"weary mechanics were pouting along the gas-

lighted streets, to their respective homes or
haunts in the lower part of the old town,
while in the upper and fashionable wards,
carriages, with curled and turbaned heads in
high relief inside, and groups whose gay
dresses peeped from under wrapping.cloak or
shawl, were hurrying to the evening parties
which had just commenced for that season
in Birmingham. "The din of, the great tho-
roughares came softened by distance to a
small suburban street, which ran almost into
the fields. Quiet people, who kept little
gardens, lived there. Ithad two shops, and
gin was sold in one of them; but, though
every heuse was lighted, there was nobody
justthen in the street, but a solitary man and
the family greup of the Jenkinsons. The
Jatter consisted of Mrs Jenkinson, a tall max
tronly lady, who walked with much precision
in a blacksatin gown and Paisley shawl ; her
eldest daughter, Elizabeth, a pretty but rather
stiff looking girl of eighteen, who hung on
her mamma’s arm, with the latest winter
fashions of mantelet and bonnet on ; and her
twin little girls, Mary and Anna, who were
just turned of nine, and tripped along in fine
hats and polkas, behind. -Mrs Jenkinson left
them entirely to the gnardianship of their
so-called governess Bessy, and her brother
Jack, who brought up the rear, arm-in arm,
at a respectful distance. They were Jenkin-
sons too, and had a distant relationship to
the greater family, which poverty rendered
still more remote, for the one wore the dress
of an ordinary mechanic, and the other a
well-worn cloak and a coarse straw bonnet.
Their talk was nevertheless earnest and hope-
ful.

‘T'll soon have the money gathered,’ said
Jack his tone rising unconsciously ; ¢ then
we'll have a house and shop of our own, and
you and I will never part, Bessy.!

Here he stopped, for Bessy’s glance direc=
ted his attention to the solitary man on the
®ppesite side of the street. He had the figure
and step of youth, but his air was worn and
reckless ; his clothes had a scuffed, shabby
look—they and their wearer seemed as if
their fortunes bad fallen together; and his
face was almost hidden by an old crazy hat,
drawn down as it seemed for the purpose of
concealment,

Bessy had observed him pacing along like
one who had no ebject in his goings; he
looked to neither house nor passenger, but
kept his eyes bent on the pavement, as if lost
in moody thought, till, approaching the gin
shop, which chanced to be on that side of the
street : he turned as ifto go in, hesitated, and
then, witha resolate movement, hurried by.
It was but for a few steps, when the man
came as quickiy back ; but again he psused
at the door, and once more turned away, yet
his walk had a wavering in it,and Bessy saw
him look back.

¢ Speak to him, Jack,’ said she, half draw-
ing her brother across the narrow street; ‘ ask
him not to go in/

* He'll be angry, sister, and scold us,’ said
Jack.

¢ Ay, but it might save him, and with
God’s help, Tl do it myselt) said Bessy.

, Ob, sir,'she continued, as they now met
the stranger full in the clear gas.light,  don’t
goin. We had afather once, and he went
into shops like that 4

¢ What do you saygirl ? said the stranger,
lJooking up with a haggard but handsome
face, which, in spite ot his assumed surprise,
plainly indicated that Bessy’s words had
been perfectly understood. ¢ What do you say
to me about your father

‘§That he went into shops like this, sir,
and he is dead, said Bessy, with an earnest.
ness which her brother thought almost bold ;
*and for all we learned by that, though I'm
a poor girl, and we are both strangers, my bro-
ther and I take upon us to remind you this
night of the old prayer, * Lead us mot into
temptation, but deliver us from evil’

* And what service would the remembrance
of that prayer do me, my good girl ¥ said the
stranger, Moving along wita them, like one
whose mind had found some temporary diver-
sion. * One might 20 to worse places than a
gin shop, you khow.

¢ Ah, sir;said Bessy, ¢ the use of that prayer
might help one to £0 to better places’

* Ay, girl, if one’s fortunes would let him
said the stranger ; ¢ but where’s the good in
striving against wind and tide ¥

¢ And where’s the gocd in going to gin
shops.?’ interrupted Jack, who had by this
time got over his constitutional fear of
scolding, though he perceived that the stran»
gerhad & manner and bearing considerably
above _their class, and was some years older
than cither himself or Bessy.

¢ Ifone finds comfort in it, why shouldn’t
one go to 2 gin shop or any where else, when
things are as bad with him as they can be?
said the stranger, sullenly. g

¢ Oh, sir, said Bessy,* it's a strange state
that can’t be made better or worse. if one
sets his mind to it, and surely the gin shop i

noi the best way. Resides, you know God
has grace for us all, and we are warned not
to be weary in well-doing.

¢ Goed night my girl} said the stranger
wringing her hand. * ’ll go straight home.
And be had walked rapidly away in the di-
rection he had come, Jack and Bessy watch.
ing him till far past the .gin shop. They
quickened theinpace also, for by this time the
family were some way in advance ; and as
the brother and sister reached the foot of the
street, they found Mrs Jenkinson ard her
daughter taking each an arm of a small, tash-
ionably dressed young man, whom they well
knew to be Master George Frederick Jen-
kinson, the only son, now on his homeward
way {rom the office of a Birmingham solici-
tor, whose business he was learning.

* What odd looking person was that you
talked so long with, Bessy ¥ said the elder
lady, for she was generally superior to ad-
dressing Jack. ‘I did not think you made
such acquaintances.’ ¥

¢ We never saw him before said Ressy, red-
dening, as she saw Master George Frederick's
look grow strangely inquisitive, * but he was
hesitating at the deor of the gin shop, and we
persuaded him not ‘o goin.’

‘ You really will have a strange time, if
you preach to every low character you meet
at the doors of gin shops. I don’t think
young women are called upon to take such
an interest in strangers,’ said Mrs Jenkinson;
but she paused in the midst of her lecture, fo1
a tall stout gentleman, in the best of broad
cloth and gold seals, turned the corner full
upon them, whom Miss Elizabeth at once
sajuted as Uncle Jones.

The attention of the whole party,including
the twin little girls, was entirely devoted to
this gentleman, who accepted tbeir civilities
in a grand patronising way. George Frede-
rrck was particular regarding the state of
his health ; Miss Elizabeth assured him that
she had almost finished his Berhin slippers;
and Mrs Jenkinson was delighted out of her
wonted stateliness when he announced his
his intention of going home with them * to
have a trifle of supper.

The Jenkinson family belonged to an order
numerous in large British towns—people of
limited income and rigorously genteel notions.
Mr Jenkinson had been a worldly wise, and
in some degree a prosperous man. He had
commenced business early, and with a small
capital; but be saved, married, and speculated
prudently ; laid by some money for his girls,
purchased some beginnings of house property
and being determined to raise his only son
above shopkeeping, sent George Frederick
to study the law. Next, Mr Jenkinson en-
larged his shop, rose into higher branches of
business, and began to find himself recognised
by wealthier neighbours, when a sudden cold,
caught by wearing a thinner coat than nsual
one wintry evening, brought on an attack of
internal inflammation, by which his sou} was
summoned to that country where goods are
neither bought nor sold,

Mrs Jerkinson had his virtues recoarded on
a handsome tombstone, his stock-in-trade
disposed of the best advantage, and her own
and children’s mourning made in striet accor-
dance with the fast London fashions, after
which, she retired with her family to the best
house he had bought (it was situated in a
decidedly respectable suburb), and the restof
her time was spent in endeavours tc keep
what she called her place in society and in
reminding her giils of what they might have
been, if poor, dear Mr Jenkinson had only
been spared a little longer.

The young Jenkinsons grew up as might
be expected under such influences. Master
Geerge Frederick was a useless clever young
man on whom some small talents of the sur-
face kind had been bestowed. He could
make a witty remark, write an amusing let-
ter’ and even rhyme very decent verses ; but,
having little depthor strength of mind, and
a most superficial education, these accom-
plishments only served to fostera high opi-
nion of himself, and make him despise what
hecalled professional drudgery, namely, the
business by which it was intended he should
live. Indeed, any recognised oceupation
would have been equally despicable in the
eyes of Master George Frederick. His ambi-
tion was to appear a poet and a gentleman,
and the subject of his daily lamentations was,
that either his father did wot live long enough
to make a fostune for him, or that he had not
been born heir to a handsome estate, in which
conditien only, he averred, it was possible for

2 man of genius, meaning himself, to realise | station, and having seen the trials of their

the aspirations of his soul.

Miss Elizabeth had been just finished at
one of the most expensive boarding schools
in town. Her friends kmew her to be a good
natured thoughtless girl. and her lite had but
two aims—to excel the Misses Smith and
Brown, her recent schoolfellows, at all times
and places, was one, and the other, to secure
a respectable maich as soon as possible.
Mary and Ann were a pair of those premature
little women one meets so abundantly in every
street, with the airs, follies, and vanities of
youth ingrafted on mere childhood. They
could talk of ‘ Harry’s attention.' Maria's
figure,' and ¢ Chailotte’s flirtation, exactly in
the tone of grown up young ladies.

Bessy was ostensibly their governess, but
in reality general maid to the establishment.
She dressed Mrs and Miss Jenkinson on great
occasions, made pancakes and puddings when
they were wanted, washed the china, clear-
starched the laces, heard the hittle girls their
lessons, kept them frem destroying their
clothes, and mended for the entire household.
By these varied duties, Bessy was in the
receipt of seven pounds a year, besides her
board, and the undisturbed possession of a

closet in the garret. Mrs Jenkinson told all

{ and strangely like though in many respects

her friends in confidence that ¢ Mary and

. Anna ought te have a superior governess,

though Bessy was a clever creature ; but she
had taken her partly for charity, because the
girl was an orphan, poor thing, and a very
distant relation to Mr Jenkinson.’ Bessy's.
father had beem the deceased gentleman’s
cousin-german, and rather looked up in his
humbler days, because he carried on a pro-
mising business, and was considered one of
the cleverest tradesman in Birmingham, O
neighbours still spoke of peor Jack Jenkinson,
how unlucky he was, and how friendly he
kad been. "All his employed people spoke
well of him, and ti!l her dying day, his wite
averred that there were few men like Jack.
But he was one of those who hasted to be
rich, and grasped at more of this world than
whai he could hold. Some said it was dis-
appointment in his speculations, some that it
was bad company, which led him to early
and habitual intemperance. But the man
died at middle life, of what the doctor called
an utterly broken constitution, leaving a sick-
ly, worn out widow, and gever children, with
scarce a wreck of provision. Yet the elements
of better things were in that family. Jack’s
wite had been a sensible and pious woman,
though latterly of feeble health, and always of
gentle ways. She had taken Jack * for better,
for worse,’ and borne kindly with him through
all his reformations and relapses, for they
were many. What loving counsels and ear-
nest prayers she had spent upon the man,
were known only to themselves and their
God!

Energetic wives around belisved that the
measures were wot sufficiently strong ; buty
though unable to prevent the 1uin of her
nusband’s business, she had ecomomised, kept
peace at home, and trained up her children
in habits of industry. That training was
the heritage of the orphans. They were of
course obliged o look far below their early
prospects, but by degrees the boys came to
find werk and wages in the factornes of their
native town, while the girls, of whom there
were but two, assisted their mother in house-
keeping for the common good, and taking in
the finer descriptions of washing.

Thus the poor family contrived to live, but
little was saved ; and as years passed, they
gradually scattered away from the old home.
According to the common, bnt fatal custom
of artisans, brother after brother married as
soeon as he was fairly grown, and his earnings
overtopped his own wants by the merest
trifle.  The eldest sister Sally was in haste
to get a house of herown with ove of Ler
companions under similar circumstances.—
The mother died after a long sickness, in
which their little savings were consnmed.
They had no lodgers that season, and Jack
and Bessy found themselves alone in a poor
house, which the landlord wanted fiom them.
Jack was at this time a tall robust youth of
twenty, with haid hands, dark brown hair
thatclustered in thick curls and a fair honest
face, to which ﬁn_lly toil and forethought had
given the look of graver years: He was an
active and industrious mechanic; prudent be-
yond his age, zealous in all his undertakings,
and just,in the ordinary sense of that term
in both thoughts and actions; but there
was a leaven ol worldly ambition in the young
man’'s mind, a Jatent desire {o look and be
thought great, which gathered strength with
time, and might be known already by their
invariable attendsnts—a restless fear of what
people might thisk or say, and a liability to
be influenced by all he thought superior.—
Bessy was two years older than her brother

differing from him. She bad the same dark
brown hair, though hers was long and soft,
and she constantly wore it turned up in
smooth bands; the same fair complexion,
but the girl was thinand pale, and apt to be
troubled with a cough in cold evenings.—
From her position in life, Bessy had labored
less than her brother, but she had read apg
thought more, and though no less prudent

{ searned from her gentle and pious mother. to

and industrious for this world, she had early

look above it,and not fix all her hopes on
things that must perish in the using,” They
were the youngest of the family, and had
been from childhood attached to each other
more than all the rest. "The gradual dimina-
tion of the household only served to strengthen
that _ invisible bond, till in the langnage of
Scripture, ‘ their souls were knit together.
Both were more thoughtful and better infoim-
ed than the generslity of their years and

senors with increasing families and fluctua-
ting wages, the brother and sistey were warn-
ed against the course they had tuken. In the
present erisis, Jack proposed a Jong cherished
project of his, to which Bessy at once agreed.
It was that they should store up their old
kouse furniture with a kind neighbor, who
had offered to spare reom for it, and both
work and save till they were able to take a
small house in some quiet decent street, where
they should keep a little shop together, and as
Jack said, * may be get rich some day.’

The furniture was accordingly intrusted to
their old neighbor, and the house given up
to the landlerd. Jack found the chezpest
possible lodgings for himself and Bessy, quite
unconscious of Mrs Jenkinson’s boasted bene.
volence, accepted at that lady's request, the
situatio® in which our story found her—
Patiently and cheerfully had she performed
its m{;ly duti®s ; Jack too had worked hard
®ud earned well in & button manufactory, and
a year of the probationary time had just
closedgwith some prospect of success.

The brether and sister met by accident, {or

S —

resided in an out-of-the way corner of the
town, and invited them regularly once a
quarter to ted, and a very early turn owt.
Miss Timmins was past sixty, and had soms
money 1n the bank at her own disposal. The
.Jenkinsons could not, therefore, think of dis~
obliging her, and she was pleased 10
insist on Bessy'valways accompanying vhem,
because the girl was a relation, though her
generesity never extended farther than that
acknowledgement.

When returning from this entertainment as
usual by the most private way (far though
Miss Timmins was a little rich, the Jenkin®
son’s considered her by no means genteel ),
Bessy met her brother, and being allowed
to walk with her, notwithstanding his artisan
dress, as far as the great people's door, they
had disevssed their humble hopes and pros-
pects, tillinterrupted by the eccurrence we
have just related.

(To be continwed.)

From the London Working Man’s Friend.
HONESTY AND INDUSTRY.
A ‘NARRATIVE FOR THE YOUNG,

Som: years ago, a poor boy about ten
years old entered the warehouse of a rich
merchantin Dantzie, named Samuel Richter,
and asked the book keepetr for alms. The
man did not raise his head from his hand,
but grumbled out, ‘ you will get nothing bere,
be off ¥ Weeping bitterly, the boy glided
towards the «loor, at the mementthat Ritcher
entered. *What is the matter here? he
asked, turning to the book keeper. The man
scarcely looked up from his work, but an-
swered ‘a worthless beggar boy ¢

In the mean time, Richter looked towards
ihe boy, and observed, that when close to tie
door, he picked up something from the
ground. ‘Ah, my httle lad? said he. ¢ what
is that you picked up ¥ The weeping boy
tarned and showed him a needle. * Aud
what will' you do with that ? asked the

merchant. *My jacket has holes in it
was the answer, *1 will sew up the big
ones.’

Richter was pleased with this reply, and
still more with the bay’s innocent, handsome
face. He said, therefore, in a kind though
serions tone, * but are you not ashamed, you
so young and hearty, to beg? Cannot you
work ¥

¢ Ah, my dearsir,’ replied the boy, ‘I do
notknow how. Iam tov littie yet to thrash,
or to fell wood. My father died three
weeks ago, and my poor mother and my lit-
tle brothers have eaten nothing these two
days. Then | ran outin anguish, and begged
for alms. But, alas! a single peasant only
gave me a piece of hiead yesterday; since
then, I hav not vaten a morsel.’

1t is quite customary for those who make
a trade of begging to contrive tales like this,
and this bardens many hearts against the
claims of general want. But the merchant
trusted the boy’s honest looking face. He
thrust his hands into his pocket, drew forga
a piece of momey, and said, ‘there is ®
shilling ; go to the bakers, and with half the
money buy bread for yourseef, your mother,
and your brothers ; but bring back the other
half to me.’ The boy took the money and
ran jeyfully away. .

‘ Well,’ said the surley book keeper, ‘he
will laugh in his sleeve, and never eome
back again.’—¢Who knows ?’ yeplied Righter.
As he spoke, he saw the boy returning, yun-
ning quickly, with a large loaf of brown
bread in one hand, and some mouey in the
other. *There, good sir’ he cried, almost
breathless, ‘ there is the jest of the money.’
Then, leeling vary hungry, he beged ‘ora
knife, to cut a piece of the bread. The book
keeper reached him in silence, his pocke:
knife. The lad cutoff a piece in great haste,
and was about to eatit. But suddenly, ke
bethought himself, laid the bread aside, and
folding his hands, uttered a sileat prayer,
and then fell to his meal with a hearty
appetite.

The merchant was moved by the boy’s
unnaffected conduct. He ingnived affer his
family and home, and learned from his sim-
ple narrative that his father had lived in a
village, about four miles distant from Dant~
zic, where he owned a small house and farm.
But his house had been burned to the gronnd,
and much sickness in his family had com-
pelled him to sell bis farm. He bad then
hired himself out to a rich neighbour; but
befoie three weeks were atan end, he died,
brokeu down by gvief and excessive toil.—
And now his mother, whom sorrow had
thrown upon a bed of sickness, was, with
her four children, suffering the bitterest
poverly. He, the eldest, had rasolved to
seek for assistance, and had gome, at first,
from village 10 willage, then had struck into
the high road ; and, at last, baving begged
everywhere in vain, had come 1o Dantzic.

Richter’s heart was touched. He had but
one child, and this boy appeared to him as a
draft at first sight, which Providence had
drawn upon him as a test of his gratitude.
* Listen, my boy," he began; * have you a
wish to lesrn #—Q0h, yes ! I have, indeed’
cried the boy. ‘I have read the eatechism
already; and Ishould know a goed deal more,
but at home I had always my little bro-
they e cairy, for my mother was sick in
bed.”

‘The merchant at onee formed his resolnti-
on. Well, then ' said he, * if you are geod,
honest, and industrions, I will take care of
you. You shall learn, have meat, drink, and

clothing, and in time, earn something besides.
Then you can support your mother and your

Bessy had no holidays, but the family spent
that evening at the house of Miss Timmins.a
maiden aunt of the late Mr Jenkinson, who

brothers’ The boy’s eyes flashed with joy.
But in a moment he cast them again to tke
ground, and said sadly,* My mother all this




