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English Robin's Now Yoear.

On the snowy branckh of the holly-bush
A gay little redbreast sings :

* Happy New Year to all, to all,” says he,
Oh ! loudly his greoting rings

And in the warm nursery, way high up,
From the window-pane looks down

A dear little girl with sunshiny halr,
And a boy with eyes so brown.

To robin they call, " Ho ! ho ! little bird,
Why singing so gally, pray 2

Tha snow {8 80 doep, the wind s so keen,
You'll freeze with tho cold to-day.”

* Ieicles hang on the mistletoe bough,
And snow on the meadow lies,

But I fear 1.1.ot the cold this New Year's

The brav.e little bird replies.

* For God be is good, and God he is love,
He made the land and the soa;
And the I(}od that sees when the sparrows

Will slso take care of me.”
Then he eats with a thankful heart the
. crumbs
That the small white hands Ist falt,
And sings from his swing in the holly-
bush,
* Happy New Year o alj, to all |

TURNING A NEW LEAT.
SY LILIEZ MONTFORT.

It wus the last day of the year, and
there had be¢n & week or two of bitterly
cold weather, with a heavy fall of snow.
This morning dawned bright and beauti-
ful, and the sunlight played on the long
icicles that hung from the roofs, and
brilliantly illuminated the snow-laden
branches of the irees. It had not at
present much dissolving power, but as
the sun reaclhied the zenith there would no
doubt be a rapid thaw. So said James
Turner, who in woollen comforter and
gloves was industriously sweeping the
snow from his doorway, and making a
path by which himself and neighbours
couid cross over to the vlllage shop. I
supposse it is really very rude to look in
at people’s windows, and yet I should
1ike you to take a peep in at Mr. Turner's
cottage window and admire Littlo John-
nie; he 1o sitting on a footstool near a
fire, and indeed everything about him is
bright. There was ro one 2lse in the
room, but that did not signity. Having
finished his eweeping, James Turner
opened the cottage door and asked,
‘“ Where's your mother, Johnnie 7"

 Upstairs, father,” was the reply.

“ Never mind, I'm going to send poor
little Tim in to have a warm at that fire.”

““All right, father,” sald Johnnie.
** Send him along."

Little Tim came in shivering, with rag-
ged clothing and bare feet. He wasg of
the same age as Johnnie, but much
smaller in size, and very pale and fragile-
looking. His eyes sparkled when he saw
the comfortable-looking Johnnie, and he
exclaimed, *“ Oh, how nice it s ¥’

“Come alopng, Tim,” safid Johnnie.
“ Here is plenty of room. Oh, my ! how
cold you are! Put your hands on my
porringer, and that will warm them pro-
per.”

Tim accepted the invitation, and it must
be confessed that when he held the out-
side of the porringer his eyes fell long-
ingly on the bread and milk it contained.

‘ Have you had your breakfast ?” asked
Johnnie,

“No!" sald Tim sadly, “my mother
bas nothing for me this morning.”

“ Oh, my !" satd Johunie again. *Well,
never mind; eat that up quick.”

And poor little Tim empti~d the por-
ringer, and basked in the warmth of the
fire until strange questions suggested
themselves, and, child-like, he asked
them : ** Where do you get your milk 2"

“We buy it of Ol1 Styles. Where do
you get yours ?” .

“Wo never have apy. My mother
never hag any penny for it. I wonder
why some people have money and others
tave none.”’

Johnnie was puzzled now, but at Inst he
said thougbtfully : “I kmow why you
have no money; it is because your father
has not turned over a -new leatl.”

Tim looked puzzled now, but Johnnie
continued : “ A gocd long while ago I had
00 socks or shoes, and my mother had
po money, and father was often cross
with ber; but one day we bs% such a
joliy supper that I wondered abuut it, and
[ asked it -7e showld ever bave another
£s good, and fatber saié, ‘Yes, Johanie,
plenty ot them, for I havo turned over a
new leaf; and since then we have had
fires and milk, and pudding, and clothes,
zud I have a Sunday suit in-the cupboard.
To-morsow we shall have 3 New Year's
“EitE, and it is to be & clock; and it an)

tomes from father (urning over a new
leaf.”

Just taen Mrs. Turner camn downe
stairs, and with truo kindness spuke to
little Tim, and then asked Johnnie It
ho had given Tim any plctures to look at.

* No, mother,” safd Johnnlo; “ we have
been having a serious talk.”

Mra. Turner looked amused, but she
asked, ‘ What hag Jobnnls been saylng
to you, Tim ?”

“ Ho has told me about the now leaf,
and I shall agk my father to get one.”

* Poor little fellow ! it will be a8 happy
thing for you i? your father will alter.
God help you all this winter.”

Mrs. Turner found some clothes that
her own 1little son had outgrown. and
thoy wore plenty large cnough for her
neighbour’s ciild, and the little boys
were both delighted with the change ia
Tim's appearance; butag Mr. Turner was
toming home to dinner now, they sent
Tim to his mother, to tell all his won-
derful story, and to givo her a new shil-
llng as Mrs. Turner's Now Year's gift.

That same night Tim Raglan the elder
came home eariier th msual, and ap-
parently in good spirits .

* To-morrow wiil be Now Year's Day,
mother,” ho sald jocularly. * Wil you
stand treat 7

*“X wish I could,” she sald; * but, Tim,

was, 1 wirh father would turn over n
new leat’  About an hour afterwand
thers was A gentl? knock at Mrs. Rag-
lan‘s doar, and to the poor woman's Joy-
ful surprise she faund it was Mrs. Turner.

1 thought you would like to know
your husband is in onr house and bhaving
a chat with mine. Your good times arc
coming. I've brought you a few sticks
for your fire, aud a little bit of tea; now
Fou cheer up, and when we send him In
you make him as comfortable as you oan
God help youl”

Poor Mrs. Raglan was unable to speak,
tiut she apecdily lighted her fire and put
on tho kettle, and then sijpped over to
the shop and got a loat and a rasher of
bacon, changing her new ghilling for the
purpose. And suro enmough Timothy
Raglan returned to his cottage in a penl-
tent state of mind. Very timidly be
spoke of his resolutions to turn over s
new leaf, but he had made It, and James
Turner had promised to holp him in every
possiblo way. Ho found it hard some-
times, but ho sald he prayed to God for
grace to keep his vow, and overy day {t
wag easier; and now ho could not live
without prayer, nelther could he go with-
out his comforts very willlagly; but the
new loat is still now, and he means to

keep it
Well, to finish my story. Let me toll
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come and show yourself to your father,”

Tim came wlllingly, and his clothes
were feit and admired, until nobody could
say any more about them.

“Ah ! gaid Tim the father, *some
people do get ca. 1 remember when Jem
Turner's wife had an empty cupboard,
and nc money for firing."”

*“Yes.” sald little Tim, “Jobnnie told
me about it; and he says they bave plenty
now, because his father turned a2 new
leaf.”

* What does he mean by that 7 asked
Raglan; but his countenance showed that
he knew well enough what it meant.

* Couldn’t you turn a new leaf, father?"”
sald the little boy, looking with pleading
eyes into his fathers face. “It would
be nice to have bread and milk for break-
tast in a nice hot porringer. Why,
father, Johnnie says they buy thelr milk
from Old Styles, and it's just delicious.
Could you turn a new leaf, father 2"

“1 sm sfraid not” said the man
hLuskily; and he hastily left the reom and
the cottage.

Mrs. Raglan feared he had gone off to
the publfc-house, and scolded Iittle Tim
for letting his tongus run so fast; and so
at the close of what had been to Tim a
wonderfuly happy day, he crept to his
comfortless bcd, snd and heavy-hearted.
Poor Tim! Hig last conscious thought

you little Tim woke up and smelled the
bacon cooking, and in a great hurry
Jumped out Jf bed and called out,
* Mother, they are cooking the New
Year's dfnner fn at Jobnnfe Turner’s.”
‘"Poor little chap!” sald Raglan.
" Come here, Tim, and hear the glad
wt's. I am going to turn over a new
On his father’s knee little Tim gobbed
out his thankfulness, and thought how
s002 his home would be like Johnnie's,
and what a good thing it was to havo a
pew leaf to turn.—~Home and School.

THEZ SILVER TOXGUB.
BY ELIZABETH P ALLAY.

“Aren’t you golng to Mission Bang
this time ?* Tom Graves was standing
at the foot of a alim young maple tree,
calling up to Henry Miley, who was
perched among its bare brancheg.

‘No, I'm not going,” answered Henry,
shortly.

* Better come, Miss Mary s going to
tell us scmetking rzal strange.*

* What sort of thipg 2" Ienry came
down to the lowest branch to heas.

“ It's about & sliver tongue.”

“ Pshaw! That's just a fake. I know
what they mean dy A silver tongue; {i's

j sonlebcdy thar van talk ke a spvald
eagle.”

“No, Misa Mary sald 18 wasn't that
sort, 1 aske! her, she satif this tsngue
was made vut of real aliver. that came
out of the mines, and you knuw what
Miss Mary says goes"

Henry awung himself down to the
ground. 1 might ag well %o alung.”
he aald.

There was miore than ons boy at the
meeting that afternoon who had come to
hear about the silver topgue. and after
the hymna and prayers and Dible read-
Ing and after the four companies bad
marched up and deposited their silver
aud copper bits in four little red boxes,
Mizs Mary hegan her atory.

“Onco thers was a jittle boy who dled
and wont to heaven™

My! How the boys' faces felll they
didn't want to hear a story about a hoy
who had died. But whether they dfd
or not, Mirs Mary kept right on :

"1 can’t teil you all the joy and giad-
ness and beauty he found there, but be-
for¢ ho had been long walking those
groon pastures, boslde the still waters,
he met a bright creature, who cams up
and crowned him with s fadeless wreath.

“*1 have bLeen keeping it for you,' she
sald, smilling.

“*For me ?* sald the newcomer In sur-
prise: ‘why for me

*** Because It was through you that I
:el;ltl:ed of our dcar Redeomer, and trusted
n him.'

**Where did you ltve when on carth *
asked the boy.

“*T ltved In China, in a boat on the
river; I had no other home. But 1 Rot
sick, and my father took me to the for-

elgner’s hosplital. It was there 1 heasd
j of Jesus and Lis luve.'
‘' " Butl was never there,” sald heaven'a
; latest comer, “ you have mado A mistake.’
1 He tried to give her back tho fadeloss
crow s, but could not atir one of its Lright
leaves.

**Oh, T know you were not there, an-
swered the Bright One, ‘you dld not
speak to me with your lps, but by a
sliver tongue, Don't you remember sav-
Ing up your bits ot silver unt!l your box
was full, and then sending It toa hispltal
in China ? It was your monoy that kept
moe there until my body was well, aad
unti] my soul was saved by belleving on
Jesus, And after you hsd told me of
the blessed Saviour by your silver tonxuo.
I went cut asd told my companfons with
my 1ips of tho Friend I had found.

* Suddenly, a fair band of angelle ones
circled round theso two : * \Welcotne, wel-
come,” they crled; * §¢ it had not beon for
your silver tongue, wo might never have
known that Jesus dled for us. Wolcome
to this happy land.’' "

The story waa ended, and all the little
boys were sitting still and quict.  ** The
Boys' Mission Band will mcet on the first
Sunday afternooa of next month," sald
Miss Mary. * Bo suro you all come, and
don’t forget to bring your siiver tongues.”

FRENCH OHILDREN.

The French boy at his gamos and plea-
sures, oL the way *o school, with his
black leather porifolio, dashing through
the park on horseback, playlng in the
gardens at the varivus French gamces
with his companions—the French boy.
poor or rich, scholar or apprentice, 13 In
dress and manner a very difforent belog
from our own little follows in Canada.

He wears his trousers ahort, very full,
and drawn in at the knee by an olastlc
band. Iiis suit Is a asallor-suit. ¥iis
legs, In tho culdest winter weather, ars
often bare. On his head 1s a ap, over
his shoulders {3 thruwn & houded cape.
His suit is covered by a black apron,
gathered in around his walst by a leather
{ bett.  8uch s the schuvibuy darting
| acroes the park and boulevard, an cs-
, pecially picturesque figure in a city where
|

ail is picturesque.
As to the litlie giris, they aro porfectly
charming! With their nurnes taey flit
’uo and down tho avenue, thelr pretty
| dresecs, flying ribbona, and big hata
making bright spuls ul culuur. Theso
are the rich lttle maldeoa. Then there
are the Jeannes and Maries and Cath-
arines of the people, in soberar clothes,
coarse blue stockings, stout laced boots,
their dresses coversd by the inevitabdln
black apron. Haticss tney go, winter
and summer, to school, tho neat pigtails
bobbing behind as the child carrles homs
a long loaf of bread, or joins har ttle
friends on 8 bench in the gardens, whers
tho groups sew and chatter as sharply as
the sparrows twiitering around.

The French children are at onco cheer
ful and scdate, polite and usefnl -a good
commbination, it scema to me ! Indeed, it
is hard to say which are most attraciive
~the flowers of Paris or the Litle peo-
ple; for both make the city streets gay,
winter and sutomer.




