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dren, however, eagerly they may work at
the commencement of the harvest, when
the pursuit in question is pleasurable and
exciting, will soon become tired of it, and
dislike very early rising and late industry.
It often happens that when a troop of
gleaners have cleared out a field, they do
not know to a certainty where they may
follow their vocation on the ensuing day.
Delays occur from the state of the weather,
the unfitness of grain for carrying, or the
whims and crotchets of farmers as to giving
or withholding leave to enter the fields.
As a proof of the uncertainty of real profit
from gleaning, I may state, that stout hoys
who have been receiving but the miserable
pittance of eighteen-pence a week for seven
days’ occupation, from a very early to
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a late hour, in preventing birds from
ravaging ripening corn, peas, &c., have
not abandoned that employment for the
precarious profit arising from gleaning.
Still, a bushel of wheat is an object of
much consideration, where spare hands
can be afforded for gathering it ; and if
there were no greater advantage derivable
from gleaning, than that of teaching chil-
dren to be industrious in providing food
for a family, their time would be passed
to a good and economical purpose. The
cakes or loaves procured by their own ex-
ertions, have a particular relish to the
youthful gatherers of the raw material,
and the straw is of value as a means of
providing manure for the cottage garden.
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A NARRATIVE,

‘WaEN I was in Spain with the French,
one of my comrades, in the same company
with myself, was Jacob Pinkert, of Nuss-
dorf, a right excellent man, He was a
shoemaker by trade, and on his travels,
when he was obliged to go home, as he
was among the number of those from
whom the new levies were to be made.
Since he had there neither money nor
Jand, neither house nor farm, neither father
nor mother, in short, nothing which could
be either lost or injured by his remaining
away, he need not have gone. But the
worthy man thought that in that case
some one else would be obliged to go in
his stead who perhaps could not so well be
spared, he therefore went, drew his lot,
and was obliged to become a soldier. We
two were faithful comrades in the field;
we had one heart and one mind. He
came off better than I, and buried his leg
in Spanish ground. He returned home
in 1815, and wrote many letters to me,
all of which terminated by “come back
soon.” He had settled in Nussdorf, mar-
ried, and appeared to be tolerably well off,
At last, a fortnight ago, I thought that I
would go, and you all know that T am not
fond of going about. However, I packed
wp my clothes, and set off. The last few
weeks, although in October, had been as
hot as August. I was therefore quite
exhausted when I reached Nussdorf, and

8o worn out by thirst, that I thought that
I had whistled my last note. My eye
lighted upon the first house, and saw a
long stretching-out iron, from which hung
a golden star. I entered, and there sat
two men ; one was the host, the other was
a shoemaker, as one could easily discover,
by the pitch that stuck about him. I
made my respects, sat down, and asked
for half a tumbler of forty-six.

The host brought it, presented it, and
said, ¢ You're welcome.’

The cobbler was a person whom, to judge
by his red nose, one would not take for a
water-drinker. He was as inquisitive as
an old woman, or any one else who has
nothing to do.

¢ Where do you come from, country-
man P’ asked he.

¢ A good way off, said I.

¢Are yougoing farther to-day ?’asked he.

¢ Perhaps,’ answered I.

So it went on. I cannot endure ques-
tions. Thereupon the landlord joined in
about the weather, the harvest, &e. ; the
other then put in a word, until we got
into a pretty agreeable conversation.

Stop, thought I, I must inquire about
my comrade. I therefore said, ¢Ahout
six-and-thirty or more years ago, I served
under the French with a Nussdorf man.
I think his name was Pinkert. Does he
still live here
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¢ Yes,” said the landlord, ¢he still lives
here, and is aman very well off, but seems
glued tohis house for the whole year round ;
he never goes out except to church on
Sundays, and he is a niggard into the
bargain, who never spends a penny with
an honest alehouse keeper. If hegoes ont
on Sundays with his wife Lisbeth, and his
daughter, and his boy, the only inn he
goes to is *““The Sun,” or % The Green
Wood.” Do you understand »*

The cobbler laughed contemptuously.

‘I must, however, say,’ pursued the
landlord, ¢that he is a very sensible man,
is a member of the Town Council, is get-
ting up in the world, and, as I hear,
bought yesterday the house which he has
hitherto rented, and paid down a hundred
guilders of the price, and yet he was as
poor as a church mouse when he began,
and his wife had something less than no-
thing.”

‘I would have bought the house,’” said
the cobbler, whom the landlord called
master Hopp, ‘even if I must have bor-
rowed the money ; but old Junggesell, to
whom it belonged, and who has got another
that he lives in himself, said nothing to
any one about it; and I believe that
Pinkert would not have let it go if he had
paid double what he has for it. He
knows why,’ added he, with a mysterious
air.

‘Now,” said the landlord, laughing,
‘there’s something behind this ; tell us
what it is.’

¢ Something there is,” said Hopp, with
a countenance that expressed that he alone
was in the secret.

¢ Come out with it, master Hopp,’ ex-
claimed the landlord, ¢you know every-
thing that has happened in the town for
the last hundred years.’

This pleased the cobbler, who I thought
a very repulsive person. He cleared his
throat with another draught, then said, I
will tell you in confidence, my good land-
lord of the Star ; there is a little Johnnie
in the house.’

¢ What is there,” asked the landlord,
half angrily. ¢ A little Johnnie. I think
there’s something loose under your cob-
bler’s cap. What kind of thing is it 2’

¢One would think yon were either just
born, or an infidel,” egclaimed Hopp.
¢ You either don’t know what it is, in
which case I will tell you; or you don’t
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believe in it, and thenI may as well hold
my tongue.’

¢ Upon my word, I don’t know what it
is,” said the landlord.

¢ Well, then, listen,” said the cobbler,
¢ little Johnnies or Jackies are good house
fairies—pretty little fellows, who, when
they are in a house, and one keeps friends
with them, bring blessings on one, and do
all one’s work without any body’s seeing
them.’

¢ These are child’s stories, master Hopp,
which an old man like you ought to be
ashamed of,’ said mine host of the Star.

‘Do you see,” said he, turning to me,
¢ he is also one of the unbelievers, of whom
the world now-a-days is as full as a garden
that is manured with sweepings,is of weeds.
But I will tell you a story which will show
which is the wiser of the two.’

¢ Let it be so,” said the landlord.

¢ My grandfather, by the mother’s side,
was a joiner in Dessau ; he was a good
man, and an industrious one also. He
bought himself a house, in which was a
little Johnnie, but he did not know this
when he bought it. If he had begun .a
piece of work in the evening, and came
early in the morning into the workshop,
there it was all done and ready, and
polished so that one could see one’s-self
in it as in a looking-glass. At first this
puzzled him, but he remembered to have
heard of thelittle Johnnies, and kneyw then
how it all happened. As this was of great
advantage to him, and he knew that one
must not speak of the little Johnnies in
one’s own house, and also take care not to
see them, he kept the matter quite to him-
self, and did not even tell it to his wife.
He knew that women cannot keep from
chattering, and that their curiosity knows
neither law nor hounds. Every evening
he locked up his workshop, and, if he
could possibly help it, would not let his
wife come in at all. Women’s scent is
very fine. Grandfather thought that his
wife knew nothing about it, but she took
advantage of meal times. She had already
some suspicion, but had not the courage to
ask any questions. Curiosity, however, to
see a little Johnnie burned in her heart.

¢ It happened once that the noble owner
of an estate at some distance sent for my
grandfather to his castle, because he wanted
to have a model made, and grandfather
went there. As the distance was con-
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siderable, he was obliged to remain there
all night. His thoughts were so much
occupied by the good piece of business
that was offered him, that he left the key
of the workshop in his every-day jacket,
and set off. In the evening, my grand-
mother thought, ¢ If I don’t see the little
Johnnie at work now, I shall not get
another opportunity.” After she had had
her supper, she blew out the light, and
hid herself under the work-bench, on
which a heap of boards were lying, so
that no one could see she was there. She
had scarcely got into her hiding-place than
it became as clear as day in the work-
shop, and yet far and wide there was no
light. Suddenly there came out from be-
hind the stove a little fellow, as big only
asa doll, very neat and pretty to look at.
It began to hammer and plane, the work
went from his hand as quick as lightning,
and yet there was no noise nor sound.
Before she could have expected it would
have been a quarter done, a little bar was
ready and polished. But now grand-
mother felt inclined to sneeze. The little
Johnnie did not know that she was there.
She made all possible grimaces, held her
hand to her nose, but in vain. She sud-
denly sncezed loudly. Little Johnnie
was frightened. It was suddenly pitch
dark in the work-room, and —— the
little Johnnie was gone for ever, There’s
also a little Johnnie in Pinkert’s house.
How else could he make so many shoes ?
I’m a shoemaker also, and sit hard at it ;
but no one can work as much and as well
as Pinkert, unless he has a little Johnnie
to help him. That’s the reason that he
never keeps a workman, though he has
work enough for one. He’safraid of folks
talking, which might drive away the little
Johnnie from him, as it did from grand-
father.”

The landlord now stood up and said,
¢ Master Hopp, if you will let yourself be
serenaded home, I will pay for the music.’
Upon this he went out, and as I had
bad enough, I followed him, paid for my
half tumbler, and went away.

When I was in the street, I asked the
way to Pinkert’s house, and was directed
to a pretty looking house. I went in,
and found every thing beautifully clean
and neat. I opened the room door, and
there was presented to me a yery pleasing
picture.
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Opposite to me stood a table, at which
sat the wife, Lisbeth, her hands folded
in her lap, and her countenance beaming
with as happy an expression as one could
wish to see. Before her sat my old friend
Pinkert. He had a glass of wine in his
hand, and was just exclaiming, ¢ Long live
Lisbeth I’ A pretty daughter leaned over
her mother’s shoulder, and was pointing
to the first blank leaf of a little Bible, in
which the dear mother’s birth-day was
inseribed. A boy who beamed with health
and mischief peeped out near the father,
and was rejoicing, partly on account of the
joy of his parents, and partly on account
of the coffee and the holiday cakes which
his sister had made in honour of their
mother’s birth-day ; and at the kitchen
door appeared the merry face of the maid,
bringing in the milk for the coffee.

I should have liked to remain there,
and quietly enjoy the sight of my old
comrade’s domestic happiness ; but he
perceived me, and recognised me at the
first glance.

¢ Jacob,’ exclaimed he, “Well, old friend,
are you come at last? He almost de-
molished me for joy. ¢That you should
just happen to come on the fifty-fifth birth-
day of my Lisbeth, which is a holiday
and day of rejoicing for the whole house,
makes your coming still more pleasant.’

His wife, Lisbeth, his daughter, Gret-
chen, the boy, even the maid, came and
heartily stretched out their hands, and
said how happy they were, since they had
all known me long since from the father’s
narrations, to see me at last before their
eyes.

¢You must know, Jacob,” said Pinkert,
¢ that early this morning Gretchen said to
me, ¢ To-day is mother’s birth-day. I
saw that in the Bible.”’

¢ Say nothing about it,” said I, ¢ make
some holiday cakes, get ready some good
coffee, bring out a bottle of wine. She
was to know nothing about it. When we
all together wished her many happy re-
turns, she would not believe it. Then
Gretchen got out the Bible, and showed
her where it was written. Just then you
came in. This makes it doubly a day of
rejoicing, and not a stitch of work shall
be done to-day, so we can have a good
chat. Now sit down, old comrade.’

These are persons after God’s own heart.
This was the happiest day I have spent,
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after those of Philip’s wedding, and the
christening of his two children. All the
old Spanish and French stories, all the
misery we -had endured and battled
through together, all the pleasure which
had come to our share, were brought back
again to our memory.

We sat together till late in the evening,
and then went to bed with cheerful, happy
hearts.

The next morning, when the clock
struck four, I perceived signs of activity
below. Then, thought I, redeem the
hours while you are with your friend ;
who knows whether you may meet again
on earth, so get up.

‘When I came down, Lisbeth was spin-
ning thread for sewing shoes ; Gretchen
was binding shoes ; the boy,little Andrew,
was drawing cobbler’s thread ; and the maid
tended the cattle in the stable.

When the boy had done his task of
thread, he took his books, and learned his
lessons for school ; the others continued
their work without interruption. Pin-
kert’s work flew from his hand, and yet
the stitches were as firm as nails. He
chatted with me at the same time. After
breakfast, Gretchen went into the field
with the maid, the mother prepared the
dinner, the boy was at school, and Pin-
kert worked with all his might. Thus
all went on till dinner, and then again
till it was time for recreation. We then
went into the pretty garden behind the
house, where the last works of autumn
were going on. After supper, work was
renewed till ten o’clock. Then Pinkert
offered up the evening prayer, as before
breakfast he had done the morning prayer,
and we went to bed.

Thus everything in the house had its
own order, which was observed with the
greatest punctuality.

I asked Pinkert why he did not keep
a shopman. He answered, ¢ Good ones
are scarce, and I should not like an in-
different one. The present is a bad time
for workmen ; they want much wages
and little work, and their work is bad.
Good workmen seldom find their way to
villages. I had one three years, who was
a very worthy fellow. He is now at
home, and—1I may tell you—he is soon
to come back, and marry Gretchen. He
is a worthy, honest Wurtemburger. Until
he comes, I would rather not have one.’
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When Sunday came, we all went to
church, After church, the Bible was
read. After dinner, again to church ;
and then we took a walk, and Pinkert
showed me his field. I perceived that
he was a very prosperous man. Every-
thing in his house was as quiet as if
nobody lived in it. One never heard a
hard word, or scolding, or quarrelling.
The parents were punctually and unhesi-
tatingly obeyed. On Saturday night
Andrew took the work home and brought
back good, hard money. In Pinkert’s
ledger were also standing some good
credit accounts. ¢ These are rich people,’
said he, ¢ who pay punctually on St.
Martin’s-day.  This money covers my
expenses for leather, which I buy every
year at the fair. When my son-in-law
comes, business will go on still better.’

When I had spent a happy week, I
departed. At the door of his house
stood the landlord of the Star. ¢ Take a
drink, to help you on the way,” said he 3
and as I had time enough, I went in.
We had scarcely sat down, when in came
Master Hopp.

‘So you have been on a visit to
Pinkert, said the landlord ; ¢ you can
tell us about the little Johnnie.” Saying
this, he winked at Master Hopp.

‘He has the full advantage of it
said I.

¢ What !” cried the landlord, springing
up ; ¢ do you believe it also.”

¢ There,” said Hopp, laughing trium-
phantly, ¢ No, no ; things dont go on
like that with fair play. I've always
said so.’

¢ It is just so, landlord,” thereupon said
I. ¢ But the little Johnnie’s name is
Diligence, Piety, Order, Frugality.” Hopp
looked as white as chalk.

I then related circumstantially what I
had seen and experienced in Pinkert’s
house. I added, ¢ This little Johnnie
does mnot run away when it hears a
sneeze, but says, politely, ¢ Bless you.’
It does not run away, either, on being
seen, otherwise I should have scared it ;
but I have seen it very active at fingers’
ends. I believe, Master Hopp, that it
was not it that left your grandfather in
Dessau, when he began to go down in
the world, but that he had become too
independent of his business. He there-
fore grew idle. There was no economy
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in his house. He and his wife ate and
drank every day, as if it were a feast-
day. Truly, when things go on like
that, the real little Johnnie whom I have
told you of is off in a twinkling, and with
him God’s blessing.’

¢ I think, also, that little Johnnies will
not stop with tipplers. They dwell not in
the house, but the heart. Everybody
can get one who tries ; and everybody
can keep one who fears God and keeps his
commandments, who prays and works,
is orderly and frugal. You, Master Hopp,
who have many children, I would advise
to endeavour to seek one where it may
be found ; and I do not think that you
will seek in vain ; but you find nothing
that you do not find at the board of the
landlord of the Star.”

The host said, ¢ Bravo ! I will let this
pass ; such a little Johnnie there is.’

Hopp slunk out of the door.

¢ Hark ye, countryman,’ pursued the
landlord, ¢ you have certainly driven a

YEAST AND PUTRID FEVER.

good customer from my door, with your
wonderful little Johnnie ; but, neverthe-
less, I am glad that, in respect of this
blockhead, you have hit the right nail on
the head. I hope that it may do him
good, and that he may find the true
Johnnie. But, come, take a glass of
something. You shall have it of the
very best.’

I thanked him, and went on my way.

Readers, young and old, try to obtain
the presence of such an inmate in your
house. If it does mot, like the little
Johnnie in the house of Hopp’s grand-
father in Dessau, do your work at night,
it will help by day right diligently and
well, It is a spirit—that spirit of piety,
temperance, order, and frugality which
God gives to all who ask it. 1t is not
a fairy ; but it makes every one to pros-
per who fosters and maintains in his
house such a LITTLE JORNNIE.

Try it.

YEAST AND PUTRID FEVER.
To the Editor of the Family Ecomomist.

Eaxmouth, 23rd June, 1851.

Sir,—In No. 41 for May, 1851, of
your valuable publication, I was much
pleased to observe an account of my
father’s discovery of yeast as a remedy in
putrid complaints, extracted from the me-
moir of his life, written by my eldest
sister, Mrs. S 3

It is, I believe, well known, that in
consequence of Dr. Cartwright’s providen-
tial discovery, yeast is often used in
dressing putrid wounds in hospitals ; but
there is reason to regret that it is not better
known as an <nternal remedy, and ad-
ministered in its own original form, which,
if I may be allowed to say so, is that in
which it will be found most beneficial. I
speak from personal experience, having
some years ago suffered extremely from a
severe ulcerated sore throat consequent on
scarlet fever, for which the medical gentle-
men who were consulted prescribed many

unsuccessful remedies. At last, a some-
what reluctant and sceptical permission
was given to try a table-spoonful of yeast,
the soothing effect of which was imme-
diate, and a second spoonful administered
shortly after completed the cure.

About the same time, a poor woman,
whose grandchildren were dangerously ill
of malignant small-pox and putrid sore
throat, was earnestly advised to try the
effect of yeast. Three of the children
had died previously, but hardly had the
survivors swallowed this remedy, than
they began to mend, and their ultimate
recovery was so rapid, that the poor wo-
man declared that ¢ it was little less than
miraculous.” That your benevolent de-
sire of spreading the knowledge of this
simple and yet powerful remedy may be
fulfilled, is the earnest wish of, Sir, your
obedient servant,

Franoes Dororuy CARTWRIGHT.

RECIPES FOR MAKING INK.

Ink, Black.—Prep. 1. Bruised Aleppo
nut-galls 12 1bs. ; water 6 galls. 5 boil in
a copper vessel for 1 hour, adding water

to make up for the portion lost by evapora-
tion ; strain and again boil the galls with
water 4 gallons, for 4 an hour, strain off
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