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The H I S T O R Y , & c.

MR. BRAGWELL when her returned home from 
his viſit to Mr. Worthy, as recorded in the 

Second Part of this Hi ſto ry ,  found that he was not 
 quite ſo happy as he had formerly been. The 
diſcour ſes of Mr, Worthy had broken in not a 
little on his comfort. And he began to ſuſpect 
tha t he was not ſo completely in the right as his 
vanity had led him to believe. He ſeemed alſo to 
feel leſs ſatisfaction in the idle gentility of his own 
daughters,  ſince he had been witneſs to the ſimpli
city, modeſt y ,  and u ſefulneſs to thoſe of Mr. W or
th y .  And he could not help ſeeing that the vulgar 
violence of his wife did not produce ſo much 
family happineſs at home, as the humble piety and 
quiet diligence of Mrs. Worthy produced in the 
houſe of his friend

Happy would it have been for Mr. Bragwell, if 
he had followed up thoſe new convictions of his 
own  mind, which would have led him to ſtruggle 
againſt  the power of evil principles in himſelf, and 
to have controuled the force of evil habits in his 
family. B ut his convictions were j u ſt  ſt ro n g  enough 
to make him uneaſy under his errors, without driv
ing him to reform them. The flight impreſſio n  
ſoon wore off, and he fell back into his old prac
tices.  Still his eſteem  for Mr. Worthy was not at all 
abated by the plain dealing of that honeſt  friend. 
It is true he dreaded his piercing eye. He felt that 
his example held out a conſta n t  reproof to himſelf. 
Yet ſuch is the force of early affection and rooted 
reverence, that he longed to ſee him at his houſe. 
This deſire, indeed, as is commonly t h e  caſe,  was
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m ade up of mixed motives. He wiſhed for the plea
ſure of his friend’s company; he longed for that 
favorite triumph of a vulgar mind, an opportunity 
of ſhewing him his riches; and he thought it would 
raiſe his credit in the world, to have a man of  
Mr. W orthy’s character at his houſe.

Mr. Bragwell, it is true, ſtill went on with the 
ſame eagerneſs in gaining money, and the ſame 
o ſtentation in ſpending it. But though he was as 
covetous as ever, he w as not quite ſo ſure that it 
was right to be ſo. At Chriſt mas, indeed, while he  
was actually engaged abroad in tranſactions with 
his dealers, he was not very ſcrupulous about the 
means by which he got his money; and while he 
was indulging in feſtiv ity  with his friends at home, 
he was eaſy enough as to the manner in which he 

ſ pent it. But a man can neither be making bar
gains, nor making feaſt s  always; there muſt be 
ſo m e  intervals between theſe two great objects for 
which worldly men may be ſaid to live; and in 
ſome o f  theſe intervals the moſt  worldly form, per
haps, ſome random plans of amendment. And 
though many a one may ſay in the fullneſs of enjoy
ment, "  tomorrow ſhall be as this day, and more 
abundant;” yet hardly any man perhaps allows 
himſelf to ſay, even i n  his moſt  ſecret moments, 
" I  will never retire from buſineſs—I will never re
pent— I will never think of death, Eternity ſhall never 
come into my thoughts.” The moſt  that ſuch an one 
probably ventures to ſay is, “  I need not repent yet. 
I  will continue ſuch a ſin a little longer, it will be 
time enough to think on the next world when I am 
no longer fit for the bufineſs or the pleaſures of this.”

Such was the caſe with Bragwell. He ſet up in 
A 2
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his own m ind a general diſta n t  ſort of reſolution, 
that ſome years hence, when he ſhould be a few years 
older, and a fe w thouſands richer; when a few more of 
h is preſ ent ſchemes ſ hould be compleated, he would 
then think of altering his courſe of life. He would 
then certainly ſet about ſpending a religious old 
ag e ; he would reform ſome practices in his deal
ings, or perhaps quit buſineſs intirely; he would 
think about reading good books, and when he had 
compleated ſuch and ſuch a purchaſe, he would 
even begin to give ſomething to the poor, but at 
preſent he really had little to ſpare for charity. 
The very reaſon why he ſhould have given more, 
was j u ſt  the cauſe he aſſigned for not giving at all, 
namely, the hardneſs o f the times. The true grand 
ſource of charity, ſelf-denial, never came into his 
head. Spend leſs that you may ſave more, he would 
have thought a ſhrewd maxim enough. But ſpend 
leſs that you may ſ pare more, never entered into his 
b ook of Proverbs.

At length the time came when Mr. Worthy had 
promiſed to return his viſit. I t was indeed a little 
haſtened by notice that Mr. Bragwell would have, 
in the courſe of the week, a piece of land to  fell 
by  auction; and though Mr. Worthy believed the 
p rice was likely to be above his pocket, yet he 
k new it was an occaſion which would be likely to  
bring the principal Farmers of that neighbourhood 
together, ſome of  whom he wanted to meet. And 
it was on this occaſion that Mr. Bragwell prided  
h imſelf, that he ſhould ſhew his neighbours ſo ſen 
ſible a man as his dear friend Mr. W orthy.

Worthy arrived at his friend’s houſe on the Satur 
day, time enough to ſee the houſe and garden and  
grounds of Mr. Bragwell by day-light. He ſaw
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with pleaſure, for he had a warm and generous 
heart, thoſe evident ſigns of his friend’s proſperity, 
but as he was a man of a ſober mind, and was a 
moſt  exact deal er in truth, he never allowed his 
tongue the licence of immodeſt  commendation, 
which he u ſed to ſay either favoured of flattery or 
envy. Indeed he never rated mere worldly things 
ſo highly as to beſtow  upon them undue praiſe. 
His calm approbation ſomewhat diſappointed the 
vanity of Mr. Bragwell, who could no t help 
ſecretly ſuſpecting that his friend, as good a man 
as he was, was not quite free from envy. He felt, 
however, very much inclined to forgive this je a 
louſy, which he feared the ſight of his ample pro
perty, and handſome habitation, muſt  naturally 
awaken in the mind of a m an whoſe own poſſeſſions 
were ſo ſuperior. He practiſed the u ſual t rick of 
ordinary and vulgar minds, that of pretending 
himſelf to find ſome fault with thoſe things which 
were particularly deſerving praiſe, when he found 
Worthy diſpoſed to paſs them over in ſilence.

When they came in to ſupper, he affected to 
talk of the comforts of Mr. W orthy’s little parlour, 
by way of calling his attention to his own large 
one. He repeated the word ſ nug, as applied to 
every thing at Mr. Worthy’s, with the plain deſign 
to make compariſons favourable to his own more 
ample domains. He contrived, as he paſſed by to 
his chair, by a ſeeming accident, to  puſh open the 
door of a large beauſet in the parlour in which all 
the finery was moſt  oftentatiouſly ſet out to view. 
He proteſte d ,  with a look of ſatisfaction which be
lied his words, that for his part he did not care a 
farthing for all this trumpery; and then ſmiling 
and rubbing his hands, added with an air of no
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ſmall importance, "  what a good thing it  is, though 
for people of ſubſtance, that the tax on plate was 
taken off. You are a happy man, Mr. Worthy, 
you do not feel theſe things, tax or no tax it is all 
the ſame to you.” He took care during this ſpeech, 
by a caſt of his eye, to direct Mr. Worthy' s atten
tion to a great profuſion of the brighteſt cups, ſ al
v ers, and tankards, and other ſhining ornaments 
which crowded the beauſet. Mr. Worthy gravely 
anſwered, "  Mr. Bragwell, it was indeed a  tax 
w hich could not affect ſo plain a man as myſelf, 
but as it fell on a mere luxury and therefore could 
not hurt the poor, I was always ſorry that it could 
not be made productive enough to be continued. 
A man in my middling ſi tuation, who is contented 
with a good glaſs of beer, poured from a handſome 
earthen mug, the glaſs, the mug, and the beer, all 
of Engliſh manufacture, will be but little diſturbed 
at taxes on plate or on wine, but he will regret, as I 
do, that many old taxes are ſo much evaded, that 
n ew ones are continually brought on to make up 
the deficiencies of the former.”

During ſupper the young ladies ſat in diſdainſul 
ſilence, not deigning to beſtow  the ſmalleſt civility 
on ſo plain a man as Mr. Worthy. They left the 
room with then Mamma as ſoon as po ſſible, being 
impatient to get away to ridicule their father’s
i e nd.

The Dance; or, the Chriſtm as Merry-making.
AS ſoon as they were gone, Mr. Worthy aſked 

Bragwell how his family comforts ſtood, and how 
his daughters, who, he ſaid, were really fine young 
women, went on. "  O, as to that," replied Bragwell, 
"  pretty m uch like other men’s handſome daughter s,
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I ſuppoſe, that is worſe and worſe. I really begin
to apprehend that their fantaſt ica l  notions have 
gained ſuch a head, that after all the money I have 
ſcraped together, I ſhall never get them well mar
ried. Betſey has ju ſ t  loſt  a s  good an o ffe r  as any 
girl could deſire, young W ilſon, an honeſt  ſubſtan
tial grazier as any in the county. H e not only 
k n ows every thing proper for his ſta t io n, but is 
pleaſing in his behaviour, and a pretty ſcholar into 
the bargain ; he reads hiſto ry  books and voyages of 
a winter’s evening to his infirm father, inſtead of 
going to the card aſſembly in our town; neither 
likes drinking nor ſporting, and is a ſort of fa
vourite with our Parſon, becauſe he takes in the 
weekly numbers of a fine Bible with Cuts, and 
ſubſcribes to the Sunday School, and makes a fuſs 
about helping the poor, theſe dear times as they 
call them , but I think they are good times for us 
Mr. Worthy. Well, for all this, Betſey only de
ſpiſed him and laughed at him; but as he is both 
handſome and rich, I  thought ſhe might c ome 
round at laſt. And ſo I invited him to  come 
and ſtay a day or  two at Chriſtm as , when we have 
always a little ſort of merry-making here. But it would 
not do. He ſcorned to talk that palavering ſtuff which 
ſhe has been u ſed to in the marbl e  covered books I 
told you of. He told her indeed, that it would 
be the happineſs of his heart to live with her, which 
I own I thought was as much as could be expected 
of  any man. But Miſs had no notion of marrying 
one who was only deſirous of living with her .  
N o no, forſooth, her lover muſt  declare himſe l f  
ready to die for her, which honeſt  Wilſon was no t  
ſuch a fool as to offer to do. In the afternoon, 
however, he got a little into her favour by makin g
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condeſcended to ſay ſhe d id not think Mr. Wilſon 
had been ſo  good a ſcholar, but he ſoon ſpoilt all 
again .   W e had a bit of a hop in the evening. The 
young man, though he had not much taſte for thoſe 
ſort o f  gambols, yet thought he could foot it a lit
tle in the old faſhioned way. So he aſked Betſey 
to be his partner. But when he aſked what dance 
t hey ſhould call, Miſs drew up her head, and in a 
ſtrange  gibberiſh, ſaid ſhe ſhould dance nothing 
but a Minuet de la Cour, and ordered him to call 
i t ;  Wilſon ſtared, and honeſt ly  told her ſhe muſt call 
it herſelf, for he could neither ſpell nor pronounce 
ſuch outlandiſh words. I burſt  out a laughing, and 
told him, I ſuppoſed it was ſomething like queſtions 
and commands, and if ſo, that was much merrier 
than dancing. Seeing her partner ſtanding ſtock 
ſt i l l ,  and not knowing how to get out of the ſcrape, 
the girl began by herſelf, and fell to ſwimming, and 
ſinking, and capering, and flouriſ hing, and poſt u r 
ing, for all the world ju ſt  like the man on the ſlack  
rope at our fair. But ſeeing Wilſon ſtanding like 
a ſtuck pig, and we all laughing at her, ſhe reſolved 
t o wreak her malice upon him; ſo with a look of 
r age and diſdain, ſhe adviſed him to go down 
country bumkin, with the dairy maid, who would 
make a much fitter partner, as well as wife, for him 
than ſhe could. “  I am quite of your mind, Miſs,’’ 
ſaid he, "  with more ſpirit than I thought was in 
him ; "  you may make a good partner for a dance, 
but you would make a ſad one to go through life 
with. I will take my leave of you, Miſs, with this 
ſhort ſtory. I  had lately a pretty large concern in 
hay-jobbing, whi ch took me to London. I waited 
a  good while in the Hay-market for my dealer, and
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play houſe there, where I was grieved to the heart 
to ſe e  young women painted and dizened out, and 
capering away j u ſt  as you have been doing. I  
thought it bad enough, and wondered the quality  
could be entertained with ſuch indecent mummery. 
But little did I think to meet with the ſame paint, 
finery, and tricks in a farm houſe. I will never 
marry a woman who deſpiſes me, nor the ſta tion  in 
which I ſhould place her, and ſo I take my leave." 
Poor girl how ſhe was provoked! to be publicly 
r efuſed and turned off, as it were, by a grazier! 
But it was of uſe to ſome of the other girls who 
have not held up their heads quite ſo high ſin c e ,  
nor painted quite ſo red, but have condeſcend
ed to ſpeak to their equals.

"  But how I run on ! I forget it is Saturday night, 
and that I ought to be paying my workmen, who 
are all waiting for me without."

Saturday N ig h t; or, the Workmen's Wages.
AS ſoon as Mr. Bragwell had done paying his 

men, Mr. Worthy ſaid to him, “  I have made it 
a habit, and I hope not an unprofitable one, o f  
trying to turn to ſome moral uſe, not only all the 
events of daily life, but all the employments of it 
too. And though it occurs ſo often, I hardly 
know one that ſets me a thinking more ſeriouſly 
than the ordinary bu ſineſs you have been j u ſt  diſ
charging. " Aye,”  ſaid Bragwell, "  it ſets me thinking 
too, and ſeriouſly as you ſay, when I obſerve how 
much the price of wages is increaſed.’’ "  Yes, yes, 
you are ready enough to think of that,” ſaid W or
thy, "  but you ſay not a word of how much the 
value of your land is increaſed, and th at the mo re
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you pay, the more you can afford to pay. But 
the thoughts I ſpoke of are quite of another caſt .  
When I call in my labourers on a Saturday night 
to  pay them, it often brings to my mind the great 
and general day of account, when I, and you, and 
all of us, ſhall be called to our grand and awful 
reckoning, when we ſhall go to receive our wages, 
maſte r ,  and ſervants, farmer and labourer. When I 
fee that one of my men has failed of the wages he 
ſhould have received, becauſe he has been idling 
at a fair; another has loft a day by a drinking 
bout, a third confeſſes that though he had taſk- 
work and might have earned ſt i l l  more, yet he has 
been careleſs and has not his full pay to receive; 
this,  I  ſay, ſometimes ſets me on thinking whether 
I alſo have made the moſt  of my time. And when 
I  came to pay even the more diligent who have 
worked all the week; when I reflect that even 
theſe have done no more than it was their duty to 
do, I cannot help ſ aying to myſelf, night is come, 
Saturday night is come. No repentance or dili
gence on the part of theſe poor men can now make 
a bad week’s work good. This week is gone into 
eternity. T o -m orrow  is the ſeaſ on of reſt  ; work
ing time is over. My life alſo will ſoon be ſwal
lowed up in eternity; ſoon the ſpace allotted me 
fo r diligence, for labour, will be over. Soon will 
the grand queſt io n  be aſked, ‘ what haſt  thou done? 
Didſ t  thou u ſe t h y  working days to the end for 
which they were given ?'  With ſome ſuch thoughts 
I commonly go to-bed, and they help to quicken 
me to a keener diligence for the next week.

Some Account of  a Sunday in M r. Bragwell's Family.
Mr. W O R T H Y  had been for ſo many years 

u ſed to the ſober ways of his own well ordered 
fa m ily, that he greatly diſliked to paſs a Sunday in
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any houſe of which Religion was not the governing 
principle. Indeed he commonly ordered his af
fa irs, and regulated his journies with an eye to 
this object. "  To paſs a Sunday in an irreligious 
family," ſaid he, "  is always unpleaſant, often un
ſafe.  I ſeldom find I can do them any good, and 
they may perhaps do me ſome harm. At leaſt  I 
am giving a ſanction to their manner of paſſing it, 
if I paſs it in the ſ ame manner. If  I reprove 
them, I ſubject  myſelf to the charge of ſingularity, 
and of being '  righteous over much;’ if I do not 
reprove them,  I confirm and ſtrengthen them in 
evil. And whether I reprove them or not, I cer
tainly partake of their guilt if I ſpend it as they
do.”

H e had, however, ſo ſt ro n g  a defire to be uſe
fu l to Mr. Bragwell, that he at length determined 
to break through his pract ice, and paſs the Sun
day at his houſe. Mr. Worthy Was ſ urpriſed to 
find that though the  Church bell was going, the 
breakfaſt  was not ready, and expreſſed his wonder 
how this ſhould be the cafe in ſo induſtrious a 
family.  Bragwell made ſome aukward excuſes. 
He ſaid his wife worked her ſervants ſo hard all 
the week, that even ſhe, as notable as ſhe was, a 
little relaxed from the ſt r i c tneſs o f her demands 
on Sunday mornings; and he owned that in a ge
neral way, no one was up early enough for Church. 
H e confeſſed. that his wife commonly ſpent the 
morning in making puddings, p ies , and cakes, to 
laſt  through the week, as Sunday was the only lei
ſure time ſhe and  her maids had. Mr. Worthy 
ſoon ſaw an  uncommon buſt l e  in the houſe.  All 
hands were buſy.  It was nothing but baking and 
boilings, and frying,  and roaſting, and running, and 
ſ colding, and eating. The boy was kept f rom
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Church to clean the plate, the man to gather the 
fruit, the miſt re ſs  to make the cheeſe - cakes, the 
maids to dreſs the dinner, and the young ladies to 
d r e ſ s  themſelves.

The truth was, Mrs. Bragwell, who had heard 
much of the order and good management of Mr. 
W orthy’s family, but who looked down with diſdain 
upon them as far leſs rich than herſelf, was reſolved 
to indulge her vanity on the preſent occaſion. She 
was determined to be even with Mrs. Worthy, in 
whoſe praiſes Bragwell had been ſo loud, and felt 
no ſmall pleaſure in the hope of making her gueſt  
imeaſy, when he ſhould be ſt r u c k with the diſplay 
both of her ſkill and her wealth. Mr. W orthy 
was indeed ſt r u c k  to behold as large a dinner as he 
h ad been uſed to ſee at a Ju ſt i c e ’s meeting. He, whoſe 
frugal and pious wife had accuſtomed him only to 
ſuch a Sunday’s dinner as could be dreſſed without 
keeping any one from church, when he ſurveyed 
the loaded table of his friend, inſte a d  of feeling 
that envy which theſe grand preparations were meant 
to raiſe, felt nothing but diſguſt  at the vanity of 
his friend’s wife, mixed with much thankfulneſs for 
the piety of his own.

After having made the dinner wait a long time, 
the Miſs Bragwells marched in, dreſſed as if they 
were going to the Aſſize -B a l l ;  they looked very 
ſ cornful at having been ſo hurried; though they had 
been dreſſi n g  ever ſince  they got up, and their fond 
father, when he ſaw them ſo fine, forgave all their 
impertinence, and caſt an eye of triumph on Mr. 
Worthy, who felt he had never loved his own hum
ble daughters ſo well as at that moment.

In the afternoon, the whole party went to church. 
To do them j u ſt ice ,  it was indeed their common 
practice once a day, when the weather was good,
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niſt e r  did not begin too early, when the young La
dies had not been diſappointed of their new bon
nets on the Saturday night, and when they had no 
ſmart company in the houſe who rather wiſhed to 
ſtay at home. When this laſt  was the caſe, which, 
to ſay the truth, happened pretty often, it was 
thought a piece of good manners to conform to the 
humour of the gueſt s .  Mr. Bragwell had this day 
forborne to aſk any of his uſual company, well 
knowing that their vain and worldly converſation 
would only ſerve to draw on him ſome new repri
mand from his gueſt .

Mrs. Bragwell and her daughters picked up as 
uſual a good deal of acquaintance at church. Many 
compliments paſſed, and much of the news of 
the week was retailed before the ſervice began. 
They waited with impatience for the leſſons as 
a licenſed ſeaſon for whiſpering, and the ſubject  
begun during the leſſons was finiſhed while they 
were ſinging. The young Ladies made an appoint
ment for the afternoon with a friend in the next pew 
while their Mamma took the opportunity of enquir
in g the character of a Dairy Maid, which ſhe ob
ſerved with a compliment to her own good manage
ment, would ſave time on a week-day.

Mr. Worthy, who found,himſelf quite in a new 
world, returned home with his friend alone. In 
the evening he ventured to aſk Bragwell, if he did 
not, on a Sunday night at leaſt ,  make it a cuſto m  to 
read and pray with his family. Bragwell told him, 
he was ſorry to ſay he had no family at home, 
elſe he ſhould like to do it for the ſake o f  ex
ample. But as his ſervants worked hard all the 
week, his wife was of opinion that they ſhould then 
have a  little holiday. Mr. Worthy preſſed it home
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upon him, if the utter neglect of his ſervants’ prin
ciples was not likely to make a heavy article in his 
final account : and aſked him if he did not believe 
that the too general liberty of meeting together, 
jaunting and diverting themſelves, on Sunday even
ings, was not often found to produce the worſt ef
fects on the morals of ſervants and the good order 
of families ? "  I put it to your conſcience," ſaid he,
"  Mr. Bragwell, whether Sunday, which was meant 
as a bleſſing and a benefit, is not, as it is commonly 
kept, t urned into the moſt  miſchievous part of the 
week, by the ſelfiſh kindneſs of m a ſte rs ,  who, not 
daring to ſet their ſervants about any public work, 
allot them that day to follow their own devices, 
that they themſelves may with more rigour refuſe 
them a little indulgence and a reaſonable holiday 
in the working part of the week, which a good ſer
v ant has now and then a fair right to expect.” 
Thoſe maſte rs  who will give them half O r  all the 
Lord’s Day, will not ſpare them a ſingle hour of a 
working day. T h e i r  work muſ t  be done; G OD'S 
work may be let alone.”

Mr. Bragwell owned that Sunday had produced 
many miſchiefs in his own family.  That the young 
men and maids, having no eye upon them, fre
quently went to improper places with other ſervants,  
turned adrift like themſelves. That in theſe parties 
the poor girls were too. frequently led a ſt ray ,  and 
the men got to public houſes and fives-playing. 
But it was none of his buſineſs to watch them.  His 
family only did as others do ;  indeed it was his wife’s 
concern ; and as ſhe was ſo good a manager on other 
days, that ſhe would not ſpare them an h o u r  even  
t o viſit a ſick father or mother, it would be hard,  
ſhe ſaid, if they might not have Sunday afternoon 
to themſelves, and ſhe could not  blame them for
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making the moſt  of i t .  Indeed, ſhe was ſo in d u l 
gent in this particular, that ſhe often excuſed the 
men from going to church that they might ſerve the 
beaſts, and the maids that they might get the m ilk
ing done before the holiday part  of the evening 
came on. She would not indeed hear of any com
petition between doing her work and taking their 
pleaſure; but wh en the difference lay between their 
going to church and taking their pleaſure, he muſt  
ſay that for his wife, ſhe always inclined to the good- 
natured ſid e  of the queſt i o n .   She is ſt r ic t  enough 
in keeping them ſo b e r ,  becauſe drunkenneſs is a 
co ſt ly  ſi n ,  and, to do her j u ſt ice ,  ſhe does not care 
how little they ſi n  at her expence.

"  Well,” ſaid Mr. Worthy, “  I always like to examine 
both ſides fairly, and to ſee the different effects of 
oppoſi t e  practices; now, which plan produces the 
greateſt  ſhare of comfort to the maſt e r  and of pro
fit to the ſervants in the long run ? Your ſervants,  
'tis l ikely, are very much attached to you; and 
very fond of living where they get their own way 
in ſo great a point.”

“  O , as to that,” replied Bragwell, " you are quite 
out. My houſe is a ſcene of diſcord, mutiny, and 
diſcontent. And though there is not a better ma
nager in England than my wife, yet ſhe is always 
changing her ſervants, ſo that every Quarter-day 
is a ſ ort of Gaol Delivery at my houſe ;  and when 
they go off, as they often do, at a moment’s warn
ing, to own the truth, I often give them money 
privately, that they may not carry my wife before 
the J u ſt ic e  to get their wages.

“  I ſee,” ſaid Mr. Worthy,  "  that all your worldly 
compliances do not p r o c u r e  you even worldly 
happineſs. As to my own family,  I take care to 
let them ſee that their pleaſure is bound up with



( 1 6  )  their du ty, and that what they may call my ſtrict
n eſs, has nothing in view but their ſafety and hap
pineſs. By this means I commonly gain their love 
as well as ſecure their obedience. I know that with 
all my care I am liable to be diſappointed, from 
the corruption that is in the world through ſin. But 
whenever this happens, ſo far from encouraging me 
in remiſſneſs, it only ſerves to quicken my zeal. 
If, by God’s bleſſi n g ,  my ſervant turns out a good 
Chriſt ian , I have been an humble inſtrum en in his 
hand of  ſaving a ſoul committed to my charge.” 

Mrs. Bragwell came home, but brought on ly one 
of her daughters with her, the other, ſhe ſaid, had 
given them the ſlip, and was gone with a young 
friend, and would not return for a day or two. 
Mr. Bragwell was greatly diſpleaſed, as he knew 
that young friend had but a ſlight character, and 
kept bad acquaintances. Mrs. Bragwell came in, 
all hurry and buſt le ,  ſaying, if her family did not 

"go to bed with the Lamb” on Sundays, when they 
had nothing to do, how could they "  rife with the 
L ark” on Mondays, when ſo much was to be done.

Mr. W orthy had this night much matter for re
flexion. We need not,” ſaid he, "  go into the 
great world to look for diſſip a t io n  and vanity. We 
can find both in a farm-houſe. As for me and my 
ho u ſe,” continued he, "  we will ſerve the Lord every 
day, but eſpecially on Sundays. It is the day which 
the Lord hath made :  hath made for himſelf; we 
will rejoice in it, and conſider the religious uſe of 
it not only as a duty but as a privilege.”

The next morning Mr. Bragwell and his friend 
ſe t  out early for the Golden Lion. W hat paſſed on 
this little journey, my readers ſhall hear next month.

(T o  be continued,)  Z .


