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1 COLD PIECES.

TaE New Year had
come coldendstormy.
QLittle Mabel Mel-
dburn looked out of
gthe window and saw
4a poor boy shivering
0Ewith the cold and
Hasking if he might
4shovel off the snow
and get some cold
i fpleces for it.
«Oh,mamma,”said
h§Mabel, “mayn't I

igive him & warm bun
& nd o cup of hot
{coffee 2" “ Yes, my
ngdear,” said her mam-
Yma, and Mabel hur-
&ried to the door aud
gaid “ Here,poor boy,
s happy New Year.”
3 - “HappyNewYcar,
$iss, and many
Wthanks,” said the boy
Ass he took the bun
3gnd coffee and sat
down onthe doorstep

#0d had a hearty

eal.

Thea  Mabel's

ther gave the poor

y & quarter for
dleaning the snow,

d talked kindly to
hm and made him
ponnse to come to

day-school, and
wrote the ‘followin
I erses about, hmf

ll ; gone,

¥

ick became a good] boy, and next New'
Ieus was earping his living in Mr. el :
a}!‘n 8 office. These are the verses:

Hewrxe Tox Poon.

!I!!e Christmasis over, and New Years hxs | I hate this old shovel,—I bate this old

broom,

And I hate to go
begging about,
Why ever I came
here T've wondered
so much,
tut never could fair-
ly make out.

They say that God
knowe,—but 1
guess when 1 camne

Such a lot crowded
out of the gate,

That T did'nt get
counted, or else
He's forgot,

1 wish Iie had to}
me 10 walt,

I stand on the dock,
thewaterlookscoid,

If it was'nt for Jobny
1'd jump,

But I can’t make him
cry, for he's always
been sick,

And 1is sll doulled
up in a lump.

1 see boys and girls
that go riding
around,

With fathers and
mothers and
clothes,

I did'nt do nothing,
’taint more than
half fair;

Wouidn't I like to
be them don't you
'spose ?

There is nothing to come any more, [day, Butif peOple would oaly speak softly and
But to take up my basket and trudge every ;
Asking pieces, at window and door. And not slam the door in my face,

T}wy might Leep all the pieces, I wouldn't

I just wish they st,ood in my place.



