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THE FAVORITE

Fasroany 14, 1874,

of three.legged tools that served for both chalrs
and tables; an old servant went as matron; and
the lady’s mother gave the cottage. Thus she
started, very humbly, very hopsfully; and of
tho six little girls with whom she began her
work of tenderness and mercy, their ages rang-
ing from five to eleven, there was nout one who
was not qualified for a penitentiary or a re-
formatory, had she b en old enough,

The question now was, how to employ and
how to maintain this little famlly of castaways,
80 &8 to keep them from the greater evil which
must come if they were turned adrift again into
the streets. Bome one suggested ¢ taking in
washing " as the thing which requires the least
arduous apprenticeship; aund the lady acted on
the idea. A washing muachine, a stove, and
some irons, were given as the nuacleus of the
future laundry; and the six little creatures
began with washing for two boys in the old
stables adjoining the cottage. How well the
work has prospered may ba inferred from the
fact that the Home now washea for thirteen
families, besides a school which sends the lluen
of fifty persons. I can bear the testimony of
an eye-witness to the first.rate quality of the
work done. I have never seen better washing
—seldom so good. Every ona in the Home,
from the eldest to the youngest, bsars a hand;
a1 ¢ Laly,” as Miss Cotton 1s always called by
the children, herself helps—much of the delicate
goffering belng done by her.

It is pleasant to see this large family of
children ani grown-up girls all occupled, busy,
capable, happy, in the varlous stages of the
work. Tae little ones do the lighter parts, and
machinery of all kinds helps the heavier. Ouae
of the elder girls, «E,” whose history will be
more speclally particularised by.and-by, 13 a
first-rate laundress ; ever since sh was fourteen
distancing any woman who could be got for tho
amouut and deftness of her work. She went to
the Home in 1865, and was then a miserable
atarveling whom many a Christian mother
would have shuddered to touch had she known
her awful history and condition. 8h3 {s now a
useful aad valuable worker. A pretiy little girl
of elght, mothering her two youunger brothers
with the thought and oare of a woman, i an
active elf of no small value as she flits about
the washing room; and « Hector,” s chubby,

\ue-eyed young Trojan of five, was occupied
during my visit in pulling out the flannels,
which & strong-looking girl 8ent crawling
between the rollers, as she tarned the handle of
the machine. The steaming ciothes were hot
for bls small, fat hands; but he managed brave-
ly ; took virtuous care not to tear the dragging
tapes ; and piled up the fluecy garments cleveriy
on the tin platter which kept them from the
stain of the sloppy floor. Another little creature
folded the wet clothes for « packing,” previous
to washing; and the younger ones generally
paired the socks, and tied them and the pocket-
handkerchiefs in bundieg, cut the soap, cleaned
the pegs, waited on the elders, and made them-
selves actively useful and happy in their geal.

The stories of some of these unhappy children
are fearfully sad; and some so terrible that [
scarcely know how to tell them, 8Still, itis a
simple matter of duty to tell out as plalnly as
the world will bear to hear what things exist in
this Christian England of ours; and to put it to
the consclences of falthful men and women,
themselves parents, whether more ought not to
be done, than is done in one obscure humble
little Home, by the efforts of one lady and her
immediate friends only, to check this awful
«canker in the bud,” which is surely worse
than any amount of conscious adult sin, Men
and women are free agents, but children—— —

The story of E., to which I ulluded just now,
reads like a sensation novel; but every word,
as I shall tell 1t, is either truth or less than the
truth. The eud has nnt come yel; but we can
only hope th:it the poor girl will be zept safe
through the temptations which awalt her, Al
all events, these past years of peace and virtue
have been so much to the good.

E. I8 the child of an Xuaitan adventurer, who
was some sixteen yeers or so ago employed
about the Opera. Her @ was his French
servant. Her earliost 2é on is that of
being In a garret in @k With her mother,
who threatened to kil ar. An old woman, who
lived in & room uear theirs, bogged the child of
the mother; anl the woman, vlad enough to
ket rid of her burden, left her on the dam:’s
hands, and departed lnto the night whence she
has never returuned. Tae old woman had two
daughters and a son, all of whom married ; the
sog taking to wife another servant of this same
Italtan adventurer. When E. was seven years
old, the dume died, being christened and bap.
tized on her deathbed; a scene that made a
strong impression on the ohild. Bhe left E. to
the care of her daughters, asking them to bring
her up between them, and not to let her want.
The daughiers took the littie girl, and she lived
first with one and then with another; while
both the husbands qualified themselves for the
Vld Balley by their hideous treatment of her.
Before E. was ten years of age, she was earning
ten shillings a week for them, and was essen-
tially what the world calls **bad.” Her course
of life lJandel her in the hospital; where she
was heard of by Miss Cotton, and found,
desperate, deserted, and grievously sick both in
soul and body. The lady, nothing daunied,
took her up and carried her to the Home. 8he
scarcely realised the task shie had given herseif,
E’s nature was wild and fierce; her passions
were strong ; her love of liberty, and her need
of excitement. great ; but she had the potentiality
of a conscience, puor lost lamb!—and while one
part of her character drew her powerfully to.
wards lawless courses of all kinds, the other

male her desire to be saved, and led up into
something nobler and purer. In this ohaotic
state of mind, the lady had both her diMioulty
and har hope. By geutle treatment, kind and
yet firm ; by never slurring over the degradation
of her past, bat never ceasing to hold out the
bright possibility of & pure and wholesome
future ; by trylng to bring back this premature
woman to something of the sweetness and
docllity of childhood; by skilful management
when her fits of savage rage, her fits of wild im-
patience at the comparative quiet >f the Home,
and her mad desire to break away aud go back
to the nolsy riot and excitement of her old life
+ame upon her like possession—true soui sick.
ness—the lady succeeded in keeping her until
the age of sixteen, and in gradually softening
and reclaimiug her. But there were hard days
to ba got over during that time—days when E.,
resolved to be wicked yet unable to be disloyl,
would turn the little prints und pictures of
Christ and the angels about her bad with thelr
faces to the wall; tear off the cross she wore
round her neck; swear; rave; demaand to go
baok to her old bauats; till the fit graduall
subsided—when she would fling herself at the
lady’s knees in & paroxysm of repentance and
despair, somstimos refusing to go into the
prayer-room, knseling ouly at a distance as the
p thlican of old, as one too yile to draw nearer.
And then she would quiet dpwn int> the batter
condition of peace and ocalmnpess, which
graduslly grew t)> be her more usual state. But
we eannot picture what ttmes of trial these
maust have boen for the lady and her coadjutors
—the patience, the faith, the Intensity of
Cuaristian love, thy forvent wreastlings in prayer
that accompanied and followod the poor ehild’s
soul through these crises!

Whon E, was sixteen there came down to the
Hyome two flaunting, evil.visaged women. They
brought her the photograph of a handsome
man, who they said was her father; and it was
afterwards discovered that he was really her
father, and tHat their mission was so far true.
He had commissioned them to demand her as
hiis daughter, anl to request that she should be
saat out to him, liviag at ease tu Calro, ¢ to be
made a lady of.” The women remiald E. that
she was now of the legal age Lo ochoose her owa
guardian; and they urged her to oome wlith
them and leave the Home aad ¢ Lady,” her
gordmother. Milss Cotton was absent, but her
coadjutor resisted them, and pleaded with the
girl on the other side. It was the eld story
over again, of the angel and the devil, vice and
virtue battling for the human soul; and poor
E.'s wilil nature and truer coansclence had to
gulde her through the difficulty as passion or
grace might determine. Bhe stood for some
minutes flushed anl irresolute. Oun one Bside
was her father, comparalive wealth, pleasu.e,
luxury, and the reckless life of the world, On
the other poverty, hard work, the Homs, and
God. Suddeunly she turned, and clung to the
indy’s hand, «I will not go! I will stay!” she
sald.

After thif she ran away to London for a fow
days. Tue women’s visit had disturbed her and
she could neither rest 1n peace nor give herself
up to evil. The letters to her godmuother,
during the three days she was absent, are among
the most touching and tragio I have ever read.
So simple, too, 1n thelr relation of her self.
made difficalties and temptationsi! Over and
ovar agaiu she stood by the gin-shop door long-
ing to go in, bit remembering her life and
teaching at the Home, thinking of the prayer-
room and all she had heard thereln, and then
ranning away at hot speed. And standing,
listening, longing, fearing, as she did so often,
yet nover once did she oross the thresholl of
of one of these dens. Finally, wandering ab.uat
Sobho, wanting to be seen yet ashame.d to go to
the clergyman's house, she was caught by an
old porter who knew her; and rescued. The
lady took her for a time of probation into her
private house; and from thenoce, she passed
back to the Home where she now is, and where
may God grant her the grace to remalu !

A second little creatare is such another as E.
was at her age; passionate and wiiful, at times
desperate aud unmanageabie, but coming right
in the end by reason of her strong affections,
and the divine germ of consclence which is
growiug slowly in her. This litlle creature,
Bessle, was In a low lodging-house, whe. e was
no ong to care for her and keep her from evil;
80 the fate that Is by no means uncomm.n
among these deserted childre.: befel her, as so
many others. By the muorcy of Provid:nce she
fell into the Lady's hauds; and though she too
has given them hard days and heavy nighis by
her lawless, nndissiplined, violent nature, as
yeot the good has prevalled, and she has boen
kept safe amoog them.

Oae young child has been caught away from
the infamy of her owa home; another little crea-
ture, llke an angel, has be¢n taken from the
Infamy of a quiet, rural village, whioch luoks all
peace and virtue : one 18 utterly a walf and cast-
away, without a frlend in the world save the
Lady and the Leytonstone Home; bora no one
knows whers, bred no one knows how, and res-
oued from destruction by the Home, Oae was
dedicated to crime by her own mother; another
by her grandmother; and some ate Just gutter
chlldren, abandoned by soclety from the be-
ginning. Bui no one ls ~hut out. Those who
are oonsidered too bad for other Homus are taken
1oto this, where they are sought to be cleansed
and purified; and whence, when old euough,
théy are set forward in an honest way of Ufe. It
ia not for the virtuous—they have alds—so much
as for the lost children of the sinful poor that
the Homeé has been foundel. As Miss Cotton
says in her report, “Many s poor child i sent

to me from some other Hom) becausy ¢she
will steal, or pick, or lle, fight, or behave il at
night,” and ¢ we cannot keep her.” I long to
ask gome of my sisters if they think the Good
Shepherd only cares for the good and biddable
lambs.”

One great endeavor at the Home is to make
it like & real hom)> where the oblldren are
treated as children—neither petted as repentant
little sinaers turned salnts, nor preached at as
irremediable sinners who will never bs cleared
of their stains. They are chlldren—naughty or
go>d, obedlent or disobedient, as it may chance;
but always children, anl at homa, Taey are
taught, and they are employed. Tne elderones
take charge of the younger; for there are four-
teen very little ones, quite bables, chiefly from
the Five Dials’ district in Soho, most of whom
are Miss Cotton’s godohildren, and all of whom
are of course too young for the speclal sorrow
that has aflicted the elder. Miss Cotton’s report
speaks of these very little ones thus :—

«These little enes are only inalmilssible to
other orphanages because of their deep poverty,
It may seem unwise to try to bring them up ina
Home bound to recelve very bad children, but
five years' experienoe has made me trust that,
with us, the little ones do good, and do not get
harm. Was it from Dr. Aroold or from Tom
Brown that Ilearnt how much may be done to
help a diffi :ult elder child by giving a younger
one in charge? Stll Ido very much wish [
csuld have a geparate oottage for these tinies,
aud ba able somatimoas to keep them apart.”

Sometimes there are outbreaks in the Home,
whioh have to bs put down with a firm hand.
Oaoe, one flery little rebel was going to ¢« kill’
tie Lady's coadjutor with a hot iron, but she
took thougut in time, and did not; and there
are frequent outbursts of rebellion and violence,
that try the.patience and nerves of all concern-
ed. In Miss Cotton’s own house, brought up by
hor, as her own, is a lovely child now a year old.
When only seven weeks old it was sent to
caance, with £100 pinned to its frock, to guide
the hand of fate to a kindly 1ssue. Kunocked
about and half starved for more than a week,
nobody’s oare, nobody’s charge, it was alm wt
lead when the lady took it; now itis a fine,
blooming, beautiful little creature, full of as
much promise as a baby of a year o'l can be.
8.0 far as i3 known, it is the child of a gentle-
man in the Midiand Counties; but buoth father
aud mother have repudiated it. Aunother girl
tn the Home is alsothe daughter of a gentleman
and & woman of low origin, and worse nature;
and the lady says that she proves In & most ex-
Lraordinary manner the thasory of ¢ inherited
quulities,” showing in all sorts of od1 wayssomo
of the most pronounced features of the upper
ant lower classes ;oombined, bad and good to-
gather. She was seant out into service when old
e.ough; but the temptations of the outside
world proved too stroug for her; and she fled
back to the Home, to be admitted as a penitent
—doing the hardest work, sharing in nene of
tha privileges, heg only ory boing, «“Lot me
stay here, saf> from temptation!” Miss Cotton
has Kept her on probation; hoping, yet fea-ing;
but in any case willing to glve her another
chance. Oune child was an {fant in an orphan-
aze. She swore as soon as she bagan to talk
(inany of them do that), and, when dismissed
as too bad by those who a:e obliged, by the
rules of thelr constitution,to feed only the whole-
some of Christ's flock, was found by the lady
who oures for and cleanses tho foul, to be ony of
the worst of the bad. Dirty, nauglty, thieving,
pretending insanity to escape work or punlsh-
meut, her language horrible, and worse things
yet bollad, she seemed simply hopeless. Now
she 18 cleanly, industrious, and of falr average
goodueas,

Ia this extraordinary family of lost lambs
found and folded, a atranger would see nothl ig
odJ or ualikely, if they have been long enough
ut Loytonstone to have bécome really homed
anl somewhat -clvilised. (But the Lady says,
tor her own part, that the strain of dealing with
such abnormal characters and experiences as
thelrs is something at times almost beyond her
strength to bear. Nothing but the deepest sense
of the need of such & home, anl the halief i1n

Gud's help, oould carry her and her assistants

through their terrible dutiecs.) In the baginplag
the girls have a wild, starve 1, hunted look about
them; thoy slink into coraers, or stand deflant-
ly at bay, llke wild beasts. They are hard to
conquer, and are true Ishmaelites in saspiclon
and bate; but the disclpline, at ouce 8o free and
vet 80 strict, so Kkindly, so full of occupation, so
rich in religious hope and teachings, does its
work ; and the rounded forms and humanized
faces tell that the starved wild beast has given
place to the Christlan ohild, with some idea
of right and wrong, some germs of a true con-
solence.

Tne story of one poor little creature was very
touchlg. She was the tiny folder of wet clothes
for packing, previous to belng washed. She s
four years old, and one of seven. Her father
aad mother, who are not married, live at the
top o. a wretched house In New port Market; he,
a basket-maker and a drunkard; she, paralysed
in one side. Ofthe children, one boy of ulne is
w oripple; an.ther of eight is strong-bodied, but
nearly & cripple. They go about together as
one boy, under one coat, With bits of rags fo:
shirts and trouseri. Purhaps a pair of old boots

or shoes I8 shared batween tham. The orippled

boy does any washing of rags or fiours In which
the famlly lnlulges. Tue ouly girl, Allce—the
« folder "—and her youngest two brothers were
on tue way to be christened, under the Lady’s
charg: 8Sne Was oaring most for the little boys,
thinking the girl at her mature age, better able

she found her gone, After much search, she
w.s discovered in the midst of a fiock of sheep
which were being driven to the slaughter-house.
8,me time after this the father ran away; and
the mother went, with her young children, into
the workbouse. A neighbor, a ticket-of-leave
costermonger, saved the litile girl, and sent bher
to her godmoth :r, the Lady.

Tae Home is now altogether a household of
dfLy, includiag cripples, invalids, aged and infirm
women, reprobate children whom no other
Home will keep, very young orphans taken up
starving out of the streets; aund, among others,
# woman aund ber two ohildren, whose story 1s
one of th old, sad and bad chronicles of decelt,
vice, and self-indulgence. Thoir support comes
from the laundry, from donations, and from the
Lady’s aged mother who allows her daughter
to make up the deficiencies from her private
purse. She, however, ia very old and infirm;
and when she goes, the prospesct.is a cheeriess
one enough. There are also all manner of stray
and slck bixds and animals, the care and love
of which greatly help in the work of humanis-
tag these poor little lost lambs, The Home has
overflowed into three houses or cottagos, where
a wise division is as much as possible kept up ;
but, as we have seen, where it is not posesible
to Keep up as much as would be quite wise.
‘Tue ohildren are from ten months to eighteen
yearsold; and the adults number among them
on2 old dam2 of sixty, and another of eighty.
There is no room for them in the parish church,
and their own little prayer-room 18 insufficient

or their numbars. Bat they do the best they
can, walting for better days, and sure of the
blessing of God.

The ¢ out-girls” must not be forgotien. There
are at least fourteen in service, dolng well—
some of them very well. S8oms of the letters
which I have been allowed to read, sent by
these out-girls to the old Home that sheltered,
fed, and taught them to know good and to fol-
low after righteousness, are wonderfally touch-
ing from thelr simple heartiness and earnest
affoction. Some, again, have gon: wrong al-
together; anl some as we have seen, have
flywn back to the Home as their place of refuge
from themselves. On this, Miss Cotiton says {n
her report, or lettar, « Here, again, I touch upon
oue of the pressing nee is of such a work as this,
a permanent Home for those quite unfitted to
be out In the worid.” .

There are mauy lovely charitiss in and about
Londoo, Charities in the support of which all
may join, whatever the special dogma observed,
because of the object which ts bayond and above
dogma. Bat there are none which appeal more
directly to the heart, not only of Choristians, bat
of citizens, of human beings, than the Children’s
Hom : at Leytonstone, To take out of the mire
the waifs and strays whom society has deserted
and civilisation overlook:d; to place them
where they may be taught to get an honest
living by their own industry, and to know good
from evil; to bumanizo their wild hearts; to pur-
ify thelir soiled souls { to snatch from destruction
30 many immrtil splirits; to bring the little
ones to Christ, and to obey his behest, # Feed
my lambs ”—can there be a nobler object for
any wowan’s work ? for any man’s sympathy ?
When we remembor from what manner of life
these children are reseued, wnat can we say bat
Gud bless the Home ! God reward the tender
soul that conceived sucu & work of mercy, and
tha brave heart that has battied for 8o many
years with its difficulties !

THE PICTURE OF HEALTH.

I am not less a devil-worshipper than the rest
of my species; but I hate mnuscular depravity
as I admire intellectual rascality. Dick Turpin
I have always despised. A man who could ouly
escape for a time, and at the cost of a noble
¢ Black Bess,’ was nol worthy the name of thlef.
Were I Lord Chamberlain, 1 should be very
hard upon the Jack-Sheppard drams., To exalt
the brauinless dare-devil villain above the cal-
oculating systematic scoundrel {8 an insalt to our
progress and enlightenment. A man who dves
all and more than a Dick Tuarpla could do, gets
a flattering postscript put beneath his nawe on
his tombstione, and leaves a good round sum to
his rajoicing friends, 1s a rascal that obtalns my
profound respect. There is all the difference
between the objects of my aversion and respeot
that exisis between a great blundering doakey
tha. breaks into my garden, tramples down my
gerauiumas, and escapes by his heels or calmly
takes a cudgelling for his misdemeanor, and &
subtle fox, whose crimy is only known by the
scattered feathers of one other martyred goose.

The most admirable devil of my acquaintance
is a Picture of Health. When I first kuew him,
be lived in an alley adjacent t» our house, and
within pea-shot of our upper window. Tals
window was the coolest and alriest place one
could find in the summor time, and the fact re-
lative to distance was {mpressed upon me with
wearying tautology. As soon as I had perched

myself on the sill with & book, thal interesting*

boy wouid appear at his window with a tin tube
in his mouth, looking like a monumental
cherub with a fractured tramp. Tho Piciure of
Health was the son of & weazened care-wori
little laundress—a restless, eager, anxious little
woman, with & strenuous expression in every
line and action of her body. He was as uniike
her a3 a fine full-blown cabbage-rose is to the
brier it grows upon. My mother was the Airst to
call him ¢ the Picture of Health,’ which she did
in an envlous tone, as she looked from his ruddy

to fend for hereelf; when, on looking round, chubbiness to my sallow fabbinass. We were



