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ﬁONE ST FRIENDSHIF'S ‘GRASP.

Written for the Ontario Workman.

Many a weary heart hath pined,
‘Without a friend to cheer;

Many a good and honest mind,

" Hath shed a lonely tear’;.
- But many a one, when all seemed night,

Hath felt the precious clasp,

‘Which £l the soul with beams of light,
‘With honest friendship’s grasp.

Bach day doth bring its troubles,
As we journey on life’s road,

A good friend will make them bubbles,
For he'll help you with your load ;

Then, when the angry storm is past,
“'We feel the precious clasp,

~ Two honest hearts ave still held fast,
By hounest friendship’s grasp.
.

But trust not always in smooth words,
‘Which often lead astray ;

They fly in winter like the birds,
'And come back when ’tis May. -

Honest friendship ne’er grows cold,
However cold the blast ;

There’s genial warmth and worth untold,
In honest friendship’s grasp.

When after jenrs of toil and pain,
Absent from home and friends,
The wanderer seeks his home again,

Each auxious moment tends
To bring him nearer frierds agsin ;
He feels the joyous clasp ;
“There's enmity to care and pain,
In honest friendship’s grasp. "

Montreal, March, 1873.

ODDFELLOWSHIP.

Writien for the Ontnrio Workman.
There is 2 name well known on earth,
And blessed by all who know its worth,

For good it’s done e’er since its birth—
Oddfellowship.

What is it that from day to day,
Does all it can to drive away
The pangs of illness and decay 1—

' Oddfellowship.

‘What is it that throughout the land

Extends an ever-helping hand, .

To all who join our neble band ?—
Oddfellowship.

‘What is it helps the widow on, -

‘When from her side her husband’s torn,

And every other help is gone %
Oddfellowship.

What takes the orphan by the hand,

And helps him on till he can stand,

As one amongst‘hs in the band ?—
0Oddfellowship.

‘What is it that does most to save

The aged from a pauper’s grave,-

And g1ves him all that he can crave?!—
- OdlMellowship.

Now friendship, love and truth you'll ses,

Also, faith, hope and charity,

Combined in this our Unity t—
Oddfellowship.

- It never yet was known to pause,
From giving help where there was cause;
For chmty pervades its laws,—
Oddfellowship,

0 blessed Lord, be thou our friend,
And grant that we may to the end
Do that which will our cause extend,—
Oddfellowship.
G. Pourrorr, 1.0.0.F., M.U.F.S.

Hamilton, March, 1873.

Tales il Shetcles.
HER TWO HANDS.

" oud Caspar came home about sunset. His
pick was on his shoulder ; so was bis old wool
hat, for he thrust it far back from his wrinkled

front. Caspar had a bend, ag if he had been’

half-persuaded.these many years to go onm
” t agam So heavily time sat
on his back, and:Bo" close to the earth did his
daily labor draw- him,

He was & good-natured trotting old fellow,
working his mouth eagerly and straining his
bleared eyes, as he approached the town’s

_draggled skirts, for very thinking of his folks

~his 0ld woman and his little girl.

There were rows of dismal frame huts all
around, built by railroad compavies. for the
purpoee of penning as many of their employ-
ees’ families at a time as possille. The re-
posed, grimy and barn-like, squat on that
sandy foundation which Scripture condemns,

$warming with legions of tallow-headed child-
‘ren. Women, sharp’at the elbows and sharper

at the face, wore rmemg clouds of pork-smoke

. from their.respective kitchen altars. In fact,
7 “'the whole neighborhood recked with the smell
< : of greass, and the evening was so warm:.a
*. Laplander might have “resented it.

But

- Caspar'snose was not. delicate. He trotted

over the cinder sidewalk; nodding’ this way
. and that, glad there was_such a fine ajr,: :and
o that ‘his 6ld bones were 80 near home, i

 "“Thar's the little gal as usual,” lie chuckled,

‘ashé turned & corner and found Maggie on

*

ber lookeut at the gate. She was a comforting
slght to see in that - thorhood o tidy ang
fair in calico and btpids, and the pink flesh-
color of youth. You wondered why\ehe hadn't
been -#et- farther wp ' "townf: aud i @raped: m
somethmg costly ; why her deﬂ; ﬁngers had
never learned there were ten keys to unlock'a
soul which slumbered in rosewood, and which
riges at & touch, like .somo blesaed genil, to
comfort all ills, all thoughts ;* you wondéred
why some high-bred father was not coming
home to her now. But then this old man
would have found it so hard to do without
ber. Then, too, Madge might never in all
her life have struck the royal heart which was
now in her hands, which she held her bank
against all the future, and the interesh of which
waa the only income she wanted. -

* There you are, grandpa !" cried Madge.

““Yes, and there you are Madge! And
here weboth are, Madge !” entering the opcned
gote and casting down his pick.

He put his hands on each side of her head
and gave her a sounding smack on the cheek.

““Sapper’s ready.”

“Yes, yes. Jist wait till I git a little of
the smut off my honds and neck, It'shbena
powerful hot, dusty day.”

Caapar trotted through the little barn alloted
to him, hailed his_old wife, who sut rendy to
pour out his tea, and after blowing and plung:
ing through a ‘deal of water, returned to his
f+mily with shining countenance and a hand-

‘| ful of onions;

i | Jlst pulled these up for a relish. They're
cooling, ingens is. You ’tended that mgenbed :
didn’t you, Madgie ”

“Grandma and 1.”

 And wé wanted some of them ingens for

market,” daid the old wife, eyeing the sdcri-
fico severely. . ¢“We ain't got no gronnd to
throw away raisin’:luxuries for ourselves.”
T “Well, well, mothor,” pleaded Cazpor, dip-
ping his fragrant sphero in salt, *“I don’t
calk’late to pull em all. I just wanted some-
thin’ refreshin’ after a ‘hard dasy. Taste ’em,
Madgie,” insinuating emerald tops toward
her.

‘“Oh? no, grandpa, keep ‘em yourself,”
shaking her Lead and smiling.

¢ T feel,” rambled Caspar, filling his senses
and jaws with perfumed roots uamtil a blind
man would have pronounced him a Mexican,
if his noge had sat in judgment over Caspar,
“1 r'aly feel as if I needed somethin’ refresh-
in’, working hard day after day for nothin’,
you might say. Sortof seein’ your work go

1 to pieces. under your eyes, and knowin’ the

danger to them on the road.”
¢“What dosyou mean, grandpa?’ eried
Madge, turning. white as her bread and batter.
*Why, honey, yéu see we've picked and
picked in that cut, and the sile’s as uostiddy
as water. The stones and earth jist roll on the
track contineral. . The company orto do some-

.| thin’ to that cut. Stones big as you is jarred

down every train. ' But, then, the road’s new,
the road’s new yet.”

. *“Men ain’t got no senses,” broke out the
old wife. ‘‘Don’t you see you're skeering that
child to death for fear Charley 'Il git smashed
up? He runs on that road.”

Two blades of keen remorse leaped from
Caspar’s bleared eyes.

*“ Now, don’t be skeered, honey Take an
ingen, honey.”

He reached over to pet her flogers.

¢« Charley didn’t pasg to-day when the dirt
was rattlin’ down so. He don’t pass till half-
after eight this evenin’, and we left the track
as clean as this table.  Yes, sir, them rails is
as free and bright as new tin- -pans. So don't
be skeered, honey.”

“I’m not scared about anything, grandpa,
said Madge, tremulously, but smiling like a
rainbow.

“*Thero now, mother,” cried Caspar, tri-
umpbantly, returning to his onions, ‘‘you
come down on me for nothin’. She ain’t
skeered a bit.”

No, not a bit. She flew about the roomn
like & bird, washed the earthenware, brought
her grandfather his pipe, and dropped at his
feet to tell him some funny .story afloat. In
his enjoyment, he wrapped himself in such a
cloud that she could hardly see the clock.

Madge slipped out to the gate. She was
often there looking up the road. The twoold
people sat inéide thinking of the days when

. they were young.

She was restless, and flitted over the side-
walk, following a magnet which would have
drawn her from the centre of the earth. To
the road of course. How often had she watch-
ed the rails converging horizon-ward until

. they sharpened themselves to a needle-point !

The railroad had a fascination for Madge.
When a baby, she nsed to follow her grand-
father to his work, and hide among tho bushes
10 see the trains whirling into town like screaim-
ing land-demons. She had heard of the sea,
and the spell it had upen sailors, but she saw
the railroad and felt the spell, which nobody
seemed to remark, that it cast over inland
laborers. She saWw her boy-playmates sucked
up by *“ the road ;” heard her grandfather tell
of hair-breadth escapes from collisions, of cool’
courage inmen who placed themselves between
the people and most horrible death. *She had
learned the power and mission of the road.

In ghort, she was as loyal a daughter of the |
7ail as any Maine skipper’s child is of the sea.
‘Madge had affinity for an engine.

To thia
day her throat swelled, her eye kindled, when
the great iron animal swept pnet her. Charloy
drove an engine, and ‘his engine was, in her
eyes, o fitting exponent of the sitrength and
beauty of his mnnhood Such was the romance

.
her’;,

great d ht, arnved from a holiday
trip, and had lg ed aloud to see some busy
engine hurrymg ‘up and down; ;. picking up
freight like a ben gathering, he chickens ;
now breathing loud cnough to deafon a multi-

tude, now concentrating its strength 4nd

panting slowly away %t the head of its charge.
She had waked from gleep to hear them call-
ing to each other through the darkuoss, and
translated to herself what they said.

It was a proper thing for Madge to be an
enginéer's wife. 'She thought it a right thing
to be Charley’s wife under any circumstances,
I assure you. There was now only = little
strip of time between Madge and Charley.
She looked over that little strip and saw just
how it would be, Thoy were to have a cot-
tago on a clean streot; hor gra.nd-puents, if
they, became infirm, were to have a home with
“And these two little hands,” faid
Charley, ** will make me the dearest nest ; I'll
be o0 glad to run into it at night ?”

Madge’s pink face took on rose as she
thought on all these things, looking up and

down the cut to see if the track were clear, as |.

her grandfather had said. It was clear. She
folt relieved and foolish about coming out
there through thetwilight to spy for Charley’s
welfare, and much inclined to hid from the
smoke rising far off. But those unstable sandy
walls towering over his way ? “Madge watched
them jealously. Just as the thunder of the
train could be heard, her heart stood still to
see them dissolve, like pillars ground down
by some malicious Samson, and piled upon the
track till nothing could be seen for yards but
one long hill of earth and stones !

Now, little Madge, if there is hermsm in
you, it must meet and lasso that iron beast
whirling a bundred people upon death! A
hundred! The whole world wasin the engine
house, driving down first upon that fate! He
wouldn't try to save himself when he came
upon tne life-trap She saw how he would
set his lips, beud nerve and brain to the
emergency ; she saw how car would crash into
car, the wreck lie over a burning engine,
Charlie be ground and charred under them
all!

Oh sublimely unselfish woman ! She flew over
the track like a thing of wings. It was life
and Charley, or death with Charley ! .The

head-light flashed up through the dusk. There
were matches in her pocket ; she seraped them
on 2 rail and tore off her apron. Oh! they
wouldn't ignite, and the cotton would but
smolder. It is rolling down as swift as air.
Bless the loom which wove the cloth which
made that cotton apron ! She tossed it.blink-
ing and blazing above her head, walking
‘slowly backwards. ‘the red-eyed fury roared
down at her, but you can’t terrify a woman
when her mind is made up. 1t should run
over her before it should reach the mnd-
heap. ' ¢

She was seen. The engine rent evening with
its yells ; the brakes were on—her lasso had
canght it—it could pow be stopped in time.
She darted. aside, but the.cnrrent was too
strong for her. She was dizzy; foll, and
clutched in the wrong direction. Poor, poor
little fingers !

Now the people pour out: they run here
and there. Women are crying—perhaps be-
caunse they weren't hurt,  The engineer darts
along like a madman, looking under the train.
There, & dozen feet before the engine, rises
the sand-hill. Everybody wants to know
how they were stopped befors they rounded
the curve.

¢ Here she is ! shouted Charley, striding
up with a limp buntlle, like a king who had
sacrificed. to the good of the state. “She
showed the signal ! And stood up to it until
I saw her-~until we almost run her down !
There’s half the fingers cuf off her left hand.
There, what do you think of that, now, for

.| the woman that saved you all!” holding up

the mutilated stump.

4 God bless it ! prayed an: old gentleman,
taking off his hat .

“Amen!” roared the crowd. With one
breath they raised three shouts, which sheok*
the sand-bills until they came down hand.
somely n second time, Charley standing above
their enthusiasm with the fainting child in
his arms, like a regent holdmg some royal in.
fant.

¢¢ Let me see her !” sobbed first one woman,
then another. So Charley sat down and let
them crowd round with ice-water, cologue,
and Jinen for bandages. He even gave the
‘men a ghmpse of her waxy face, just unfold-
ing to consciousness. Like all Western people,
they w'tnted to pour out their hearts in “a
purse.” Madge hid her face on Cha.rleys
blouse, and ** would none of it.”

He carried her home at the heag of a pro-

cession, which stopped before her grandfather’s
hut, and cheered her “‘last appeur&nce.” So
do people froth up in gratitude.
EBAn hour afterwards, when the neighbors
were dispersed, and Caspar stood * convinced
that ‘ an ingen ” might not be the best. brace
for Madge’s nerves, when her hand was dress-
ed, and her grandmother was quavering a
psalm in, the corner, Madge turned such a
look on Charley as even that stout-hearted
fellow could not stand. He leaned olose to
her, and not having yet washed the smoke off
his face, was a8 Vulcan-like a lover as you
could desire, - But Madge nlwnys saw the
god, not the mechonic.

0 Charley ! how can I ‘make a lxttle nest
for you now ! : After the feeling of. to-night is-
over, ‘you will wish you bad married anybody

rather than a maimed girl !”

of her lit o dry life. Everbody must have ‘
his ent} "chBe bad been in the town's
t’ nt

Unwise Mndge I, She drew her fate upon.
herself. Ido aver, ‘that to this day her nose
is much flattened by the vice like punishment
Cha.rley made her suffer for that speech.” -

When bie came -in noxt evening, he-laid »
paper in her lap, and watched the pale face
expand and Dblossom while it™ read o doed of
gift'to her of the prettieat cottage on the pret-
tiest stréet in that city, Thes ‘company which
Charley gerved, and which could do handsome
things as well as thoughtless ones, begged hor
in a flattering note to accept the giit as only a
small acknowledgement of their obligations
to her. o

** How could she make a little nest for him?#”,
asked Charley, looking at -her through brim-
ming oyes, -

*Why, with her hands, after all,” answ ered
Madge, crying.

* And this will always be the prettier hand
of the two,” said that foolish fellow,.touching
the bundaged one. '

TOPPING A SHAFT.

A THRILLING SKETCH.

" As I was leaving the yard one evening, to
trudge back to the bits of rooms we were
obliged to put up with since I came to Lon-
don, in order to get better wages, I was called
called into the office by the foreman, ¢ What

_is your present job, Lindsay ?” he asked ; and

T told him.

¢“Humph ! That can stand over for a day
or two, can’t it? Stubbs has fallen ill uo'mn,
and you must take his place.”

I didn't care to be shifted before I'd firished
what I was abaut ; but a journeyman brick-
layer, with a wife and children looking to him
for bread, cannot atiord to be particular, and
50 I held my tongue.

4 You must go to Coot’s brewery to-morrow
morning, and finish that chimneys” the. fore-
man told me. He gave me a few more direc-
tions, and then went his way, and I went
mine, not very well pleased at the prospect
before me.

I suppose I never ought to hive followed
the trade, for though I had gained myseli a
good character as a steady workman, I have
never been able to overcoma a horror at being
perched at any great height. In the country,
where the buildings were low, I managed well
enough; but in this great city, there were
roofs on which I could not stand without this
dread oppressing me, nor look down without
feehng as though somothing below was tempt-
ing me to fling myself over and end at once
the miserable sensatiox*which no effort of
mine could possibly shake off.

This huge chimney the foreman had ordered
me to finish was reckoned one of the highest
and best built shafts in London. We were all
proud of the job, which had been carried on
so far without a single mishap ; but I hed been
earnestly hoping that I might not be sent to
it, and it wasn’t till the workmen had got al-
most to the top, that T began to breathe a bit
more freely, and trust that it would be finish-
ed without any help of mine,

Once at home with the youngsters’ merry

 prattle sounding in iy ecars, I forgot my un-

easy feelings about to-morrow’s job; but the
moment I dozed off to sleep, it came back to
me in a hideous dream. I thought I was fall-
ing down, down, down ! and just as the crash
of my body striki g the earth seemed inevita-
ble, I woke up with a atart, to.find myself
in a cold perspiration, and trembling in every
limb.

No more settled sleep visited my pillow
that night, and it was a relief when the boom-
ing of the clocks dispelled my frightfu] visions,
and warn me that it was now time to face the
reality.

The morning was bitterly cold and boister-
ous ; scarcely a soul was to be seen in the de-
serted streets, at that early hour, and the dull
thud of my footsteps sounded mournfully in
the stillness reigning around. At last tho
great chimney loomed in sight, and gazing,up
at its height, I shivered at the thought at be-
ing on the top of it, and forced to look down
at the sickening depth below.

1f it had not been for the shame of thething,
1 should have gone back ; but the thought of
Bessie and the children spurred meon ; so,
buttonng my jacket tightly around me, I be-
gan to ascend the staging. In my journey up-
ward, I passed many costly curtained windows,
and remember thinking, rather enviously, how
nice it must be to be rich, and sheltered, on
such a morning, from the biting: cold in a
warmly furnished bedroom. ’

Some fellows wouldn’t mind the least bit if
they were perched on the top of St. Paul's on
the coldest of the mornings, provided you sup-
plied them with beer; but I wasn’t over
strong Jimbed, and more than that, I conldn’t
pretend to be strong-minded ; so what to them
was nothing, to me was nlmost death itself.

The higher I'went the more intense the cold
appeared to be, and my fingers became quite
numbed by the hoar frost that was elinging to-
the sides and spokes of theladders, After a
while I stood on the few boards. forming the
stage on the summit of the shaft, and giving
one glance downward; my blood turned colder
than it wasalready, a4 I realized the immense
depth to tho yard below. . |

Giving mysel a shake to get rid of the dizzy
sensation that cameé over me, and unhookmg
from the: pulley the tub of mortar which my |
mute, Waiting below, had sent up, I at once
began my solitary’ work

I had been hard atb it formore than an hour,
and’ wan getting a bit moffé: téconoiled to my
ponhon, oheermg n.ysel as I "_histled ‘and
woqi’ed with'the! thought ‘that)each brick I
ma wos bringmg e’ nearer to a finish, when
all'at onoe &' flerder and colder blast than be.
fore came slmokmg and tearing” round - the

' chitiney. . 1! was nearly: overthrown, and in

the' endenVor to.recover myself I tilted them:
hoatd of moitar off from the edge of the shaft
on to the frail standing-place.

In a gecond, to my intense horror, I felt the
boards and all that were on them gliding
nway with me from the chimney, and in a
fow moments I should have been lying a» man-
gled corpse below if I had not succeeded in
flinging my arm over and into the hollow of
the sbaft, where, a8 the scaffolding and its
load of bricks crushed downward, J was left
hanging with certain death awaiting nte the
moment I Joosened my hold.

My first impulse was to throw my other
hand over and dr:w my body up so that 1
could lic partially across the top of the shaft.
In this I was successful, and continned to
balance myself, half in tho chimney nn(l half
out.

There for some time I could only cling with
frenzied desperation, praying earnestly to be
saved from the horrible death threatening me ;
but at last Y summoned courgge to peer cauti-
ously over the outside of the shaft.

Not a bit of scaffolding remained within
many yards of me—and that but the poles,
with a few boards dangling to them—and
there was nothing to break my fall should I
quit my hold.

Shuddering, I drew my head over the shaft
for there the darkness hid my danger, while .
to gaze on the scene without brought tho old
feeling of being dragged down back to meo in
full torece. . ,

Then I began to think of the wife and littlo
ones whom I had left snug in Led, and bitter
tears came mto my eyes a8 I wondered how
they would' live if T were taken awsy from
them. The thought brought me back to more
selfish ones, and I kept asking myself, * Must
Idie? How long. can I hold on with this
fierce wind besetting me ?  1s there no hope?
Will no one, seeing how I am placed, strive
to rescue me?” ' '

Again I turned my eyes downward. In
the court-ystk of the brewery, and in the
streets below, people were fast collecting ;
windows were being thrown open, and women
and children, shrieking and sobbing, wero.
gazing from them at me. The erbwd below -
thickened, running hither and thither. A
large kite tlottered nearer and nearer. How
1 tried to steady myself with onc hand, -that I
might grasp the cord with the other as soon as
it was within reach, comes vividly -before me
now. But it never did come withiri my reach,
a gust of the breeze carrying it farther away
or dashing it to the ground.

An hour passed, and though still clinging to
the brickwork, it was almost unconsciously ;
for cold and fear had so worke:l upon me that
I became quite dazed ; and the chimneys, the
people, and the confused noise from the streets,
and nmy own perilous position, seemed to be
jumbed together in a tangle whichb I could not
pub straight. While in this half-insensible
state I heard a voice shout wny rame. But
it had to be repeated twice before I could
rouse myself sufficiently to hear what was
said.

“Bill! Bill Lindsay ! cheer up mate ! help
ie voming !’ wero the words that rumbled up
the shaft,

Aftor this there was & pause for somc min-
utes; and scarce able to control my excite-
ment, I tried to think how this help would
come, Then there was & warning shouted to
me to keep my bead back, followed by a
whizzing, hissing noise ; and, looking within
the shaft, I saw a bright shower of golden
sparks lighting up the well-like hole, and knew
that a rocket had been fired.

But it struck the brickwork; in its ascent
and failed to reach me, so that once more I
was left to wait and hopeuntil the voice again
shouted for me to keep clear. A moment
after a fiery tail of sparks shot upward. far
above me, and an earnest ‘‘‘Thank 'God!”
came from my henrt as I grasped a thin cord
that fell by my side as the rocket descended.

By this communication astouter and strong-
er rope was sent to me. = But my denger was
not over, for "in my weakened and numbed
state it was perilous to slide down it. Ag
first I could scarcely brace my nerves up suf-
ficiently to launch myself over the brickwork,
and my head turned dizzy, for a moment I
thought myself gone, but conquering the feel.

"ing by a great effort, T slowly desconded untit

ahout half the distance was accomplished. -

Thén the horrid fear seized upon me, * What
if the rope should break, or not be securely
fastened ! ” and dreading each second that my
fears wonld be fulfilled, in feverish haste 1
slid on. : N Co

When within a few yards from the bottom,
overtasked nature would bear the strain no
longer; and, loosing my hold, 1 drsoped into
the arms of those who had been breathlesaly
watching the decent.

Other hands than mine finished the shaft in
calmer weather, and on.a more securely fasten--
ed scaffold ; and I, well-cared for by the best )

“of little wives, soon got over the shack of my

accident ; . but, as I go to and from my work,

‘and look up to the huge chimnaey, I often re-.

call with a shudder, the hour wben I clung to.~
its summit, counting the moments, each one
of which secmed’ t6 bring me nearer to o
dreadful death,



