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=  LAST YEAR AND THiS.

The book is closed,—no longer mine,
Though I bave marked it thro’ and thro,
S¢ lnlvbiing my nawe, as clildren do ;

Aud Llots o'er all the page divine

From end 1o end bestrew.

I turn ite pages sally d'er,
The story that | might bave writ,
lllomined in gold and colours fit,
Alas! is'done for evermore,—
1 canunot alter it.

Ancther volume now is here,—
Its vacapt pages lie before we ;
A vague furcl!m:l».w_-";_r creepeth o'er e, —
Ji filleth me with doubt and fear,
This Lidden systery.

The futpre history of my soul |
Shows thropgh the mist a erowd of days, |
On which with efforts vain 1 gaze, {

And dangers that conceal the goal |

Their shadowy forms upraise. |

It bows me down this painfal thought :
Perforce continually I
Must fill up this great diary,

Just as I toiled. and wept, and wrought

Last year o fruitlessly.

Oh ! that I miight the task resign,
In which T miserally fail !
Art purer, subtler, might avail
In tracing out each finer line,

Each difficult detail.

No! for as on tle trackless deep
‘The seaman writes while journeying on,
‘The Master gives to every one
A book to write, a log to keep,—
There is excuse for noue.

Baut stay,—who gave this work (o me ?
Is be a taskmaster sovere,
‘Whose dark unbending brows I fear,
Like one whom truant children flee,
When they perceive bim near ?

Remembrances, in rushing tide,
Reiistlessly my fears o'erflow ;
The echoes of a voice I know,

That bade me in Llis love confide,

Sound back to answer, “No " ‘

Yes ! He will teach me how to write
This mystie book with letters fair ;
And may bis name illumined there,

On every page in gokden light
As wislgn's crown appear.

Waar A Mourn Ouanrt 1o se.~The month
is the frankest part of the face It can the least

conceal the fecl.ngs. We can neither hide ill-tem- |

{

tain a certa’n breadth to the very verge and show
the red. The corner then looks painted with a
free and liberal pencil.
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THNE BROKEN PANE;

Or, What Hasriet did with her New Year’s
Gin.
CHAPTER 1.

=

Tur New Year'ssun rose upon Rushburn, but,
as it shone in at the many windows of the buge
factories, it showed yo busy workers moving to and
fro therein. The passer-by could discern uo
smoke issuing from the tall chimneys, and the most
attentive ear could not discern a sound like the
whirr of machinery in those great cotton mills,
Why this silence ? Why these deserted factories ?
Ah! we all know why. It is not only the fathers
apd mothers yha could answer these quetions,
The little chillren have all heard why.

It was on New Year’s morning that a very poor
woman stood outside the door of one of the hum-
Llest dwellings in Rushbura. She held a child in
ber arms, and addressed a neighbour, who was at
the entrance of the adjuining house. “I don't
know what I shall do, I'm sure [ don't,” she said.
4 thought we were as hadly off as we well coul |
be, what with there being: no work for so lapg,
and the poor children having had measels and
whooping-cough  But this is worse than all. It
will be.a dreary beginning of a New Year for vs.”

As the woman spoke she used her vacant haund
in aljusting a rag which was stack in a broken
pane of glass.

“I'm very sorry, Jane, I wish I could do aught
to Letter things for you, but I'm afraid I eannot.
Too many of us are ia the same fix. Still if there
should Le avght I cd¥do, you kuow where to
come.”

“Thank you, Mary, and | with you a bappy
New Year with all my heart.”

“The same to you, Jane, and many of 'em,”
was the answer, but poor Jane Leeson shook ber
Lead, as though there were small chances of hap-
piness for ber. And indeed, as she sdil, the year
had begun sorrowfully for her and ber children
Mark Leeson, her busband, was a factary band
who had been leng out of work, but having been
provident when tunes were good, he had a sum of
money in the savings' bank wheo the bad season
cawe on him and so many others. This however,
was nowyjuite exhausted. Lately Mark and bis
family had been indebted te charitable aid, but
within the last two or three days their hopes had
revivwdh  Mark bad met with a linle work, not
of the kind to which he was accustomed, for it was
to serve some bricklayers who were employed
upon a building, but still be thought he could
manage it, and bis wages would bring tn bread for
a timg. “Tt would be a good thing to begin tke
New Year in work,” thus thought Mark Leeson
As the man went out that worning, he said.
“Speak to the glazier to mend the window, Jane.
We can pay forit on Saturday, and a bLroken
window looks so ugly, beside letting in the cold.”

#True enongh, Mark,! returned Jane, glad thit
the window was to be mended.

She bad put on her bonnet to go to the glazier's,
when, a'as! poor Mark thade his appearance, not
walking as usual with firm footsteps, but almost
carried between two other men. A mass of stone
had falleyy on and crysbed his foot o0 badly, that
there was little chauce of his walkiug for some
time to gome.

This was a terrible blow ! Where no work is
dove there can be no wages, and though there
may be help, there will be-no adequate supply for
the many wants of a housebold.

Little éhildren! You have paver known what
itis to dredd that your duily bread will fail, can
bardly forsa an idea of what poor Jane Leeson
and ber children felt at that sad moment when
the husband and father was borne howe, pale and
crippled.
thousands have to endure—people who are forced
to be idle while longing to work.

“We've nothing beforeband, nothing,” said poor

And you know not what hundreds of

per with it nor good. We may affect what we Jane Levson, Litterly weeping. Anid as she spoke,
please, but affcctation will not belp vs. In 2 a spasm passed thyough poor M:r.k’l frame, harder
wrong canse it will only make our observers n.:'o bear than eyen his bodily pain, ff" he was a
sent the epdeavor to impose upon them A mouth .uwly man and a kind husband, and it was dread-

should be of good natural dimensions, as well as' ful to him to lie helpless while his dear oues wanted

plump in the lips. When the ancients, among
their beauties, made mention of small mouths and
lips, they meant swall ouly as opposed to an ex.
ceas to the other way, a fault very common in the
South. The saying in favour of small moutbs,
which have been the ruin of so many pretty looks
are very alsurd. If there maust be an excess
ether way, it had better be the liberal one. A
pretty pursed-up mouth is it for nothing but to
Le left to its complacency. Large mouths are of-
tener found in wnion with generous dispositions
than very sinall ones. Beauty should bave veither,
bug asreasonoble look of apevness and delicacy
It is an elegance in lips, when, instead of making

bread.

“We can get over a day or two,” said he, and
perbaps [ way soon be able to Jo something, if a
job can be had.

"But the doctor said, “Pretty well if you can
work in several weeks, Mark. You and your
young must have help from the reliel fund. You
must make an application ™ ;

Not till we're driven to it, said Mark, with that
sort of honest pride which has made starving folk
It is our mislortune, not our
God  will not

suffer in silence
fault. We must pray and trust.
forget us,

I do pray, Mark, but it is harl tosee all dark

sharp angles at the corner of the moyth, they re-
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aud yet believe 3 light is behind.

If it were easy to have faith, there would be no
praise. ‘Aribulation worke'h patience, and pa-
tience experienge, and experience hope. We
don’t know what good may come out of this trou-
ble, returned Mark.

Jane knew that her husband was in pain, and
she thought, “Well, if Mark bears up and trusts
in all bis suffering, I ought vot to despond, as if
the good God could not help usout of this trial ;
and I should try to comfort my poor husband in-
stead of making him more unbappy.”

With a praverful beart, but silent lips, Jane
went about doing her best for her husband’s com-
fort, and whep her children came in she did not
sadden their young hearts by enlarging on their
dismal prospects, but strove to cheer them by re-
minding them how God had lately restored their
health. And she bade them pray to the same
great physician, Christ Jesus, on behalf of fbeir
father.

8o, in spite of the cloud hovering over the lxum-;
ble roof-tree on New Year's night, the little fawily '
found voice to thank God for the mercies of the
pst year. Apd perhaps the prayer *“Give us,
this day dur daily brea!,” bal never been uttered
with niore perfect heartiness, or thefr dependence |
on God so fully acknowledged, as it was on that
night by Mark Leeson, his wife, and children.

CHAPTER II

On that same duy a very different group as-
sembled round the tuble of Mr. Mu-grove,
Mark Leeson's master. Mark and some mem-
bers of s fami’y had worked for years in Me
Masgrave's factory, and wculd have sill been
employed there, but for the unfortunate cause
which compelled the master to close his mills,

In the home of the wealihy munufacturer,
though, wa't #as uiknown. There was the
wother with ber bright, comely-looking facr,
and there were the children—five in number,
the spme as Mark Leeson bad.  But no doubr,
no fear o thought of the bare possibiity of
their wanting birend ever entered the mmnds of
the littla Masgroies. They were surrounded
with ecomfor's, they hid r ver known anything
Lut plenty, and as they tan about the houvse,
and from vie mewb r of the family to the
athzr, exchanging New Year's greetings and
exhibiting New Year's gifig, their happiness
seemed 1o be already as gomplete as mogt
people inthis world enjoy. 'As they received
she kindly greeting fr. m some disant friend
or wishrd ench other 8 happy New Year, no
threatened affiction, no durk cloud overhead,
disturbed their chil Jish plans for the future —
Happinces and prosperity had hitherto heen
things of cour-e with the children of the wesl
thy mavufacturer.  Not that the little Mus
aroves were nokind or selfi-h children ; only,
it had pleased God that their young lives had
hitherto bren wonderfully {ree from trouble
and trinl of every kind,

Oa this N)v Years day the children had
rec-ived many gifts. Their parents had bestow-
ed presents upon esch and all.  Sundry dis-
tant Triends bad sent them tokens  of kindly
remebrances, and though last, not la-t,
their Uncle Edward ha« come to spend the
day with them, and presonted each with «
bright gold sovervign  KEven into the chubly
fist of * Baby Ned,” his own tiny namesnke
aud godson, this generous ynele hagd shut a
coin of the game value. »hick mamma was of
course, obliged to take and “save for him,”
until be should bs old ewough to know its
valoe,

* 1do like New Year's days to come, Unele |
Edward,” said Jittle Harriet Musgrove, a gir]
of ten years old

“ Why so, love? Is jt because you have
aot through one moure year of your short
life 7"

* Oh dear, wo, y' cle.
of that 1 wmn:-r,?"

“ A Christian might, dear 1 mean one
who could lok back on well spent years and
forward to the end of this life, as the beginning
of life eternal

* Yes. but Uncle Edward. I was not think-
ing in_that way T was only thinking how
nice it is 10 bave kind letters from our fricnds
and good wi-hes and presen’s, and to see our
relations, too ™

“ Whether they bring gold sovercigns wi h
them or not, ¢h ¢ hittle girl, ” retuined Unecle
Fdward, smiling.

¢ Yes, Uncle Edward,” answered Iurriet,
stoutly, und looking straight in Lis fuce; *]
am always gln_d to see you.” 4

I belieyg you, dear child for [ know yon
tell the trath  But you mean o say that
though you are glid of the kindness which
makes people off-r you the giltg, you ljke ke
presents themselyes, also ™

“ Yes, | do, uncle. | like-to have them.”

¢ And nhat in better than even reeeiving
gifts. ] wonder 7"

Hnrriet did not know what [Incle Edwasd
meant, and a0 he tgld her what it said in the
Bible, * It is more blessed to give then 10
reevive.” !

Who could be glad

The litde girl was quict for a time, She
wondere) whether Uncle Edward meant that
it pleased him moye 1o bestow o gift than it

and Jaughter we do not often think about God,
| but in time of trouble we go to bim as the

!than common, and she asked him if anytbing

party to which the had been invited, and of
the enjoyment she hoped 10 have there,

“I hgpe you wili have a plea<ant day, dear
Harriet ; but the house of feasting is pot al.
ways the best place for us, *“It is better to
£0 10 the honse of mourning than to the house
of feasting ' snid the wise king Solomon, under
the in<piration of God. Aud, at this time, it
is very easy to find thg house of mourning —
There are so many sad hearts in Rushburn.

Harriet knew that.  But she hardly hked
to put aside her bright anticipations at that
moment, to look even in fancy into the poverty-
strick=n hom:s of the miil hands. So she
enid, “Sarely, it isn't wrong to go and see our
fiiends 7°

“ By no means, love, only we are told that
we are more likely to be bencfi‘ed by going
to the house of mourning than (o that of feaste
ing. You know that in onr momerta of mirth

”

only one who can comfort us
Uncle Edaard was ralking to his young niece
when Mr. Musgrove eame in to dinner.  [lar-
riet noticed thmt her futher's face was graver

were the matter,

I am sorry to say that one of my old handg
has met with a sad accident, dear.

Wihio is it, father?  Any person I know ?

Mark L wson. He got a job of work at
bui'ding ; but, nufortonately, a mass of stone
tell o his foot. - His family will be very bad
ly off, for thoagh steady, and more provident
than most his clags, pror Mark's litile savings
wust be quite exhausted by this time. How-
ever I must see what can be done to help him
until be is able to go out again. Of course
ha will get relief independent of what | ean
do, but Muark's is a special case and 1 must do
somethi:g more for him than _for others.

There were expre sions of pity for Mark,
his wife awl chiid en, from ull the li-teners,
and then some other snhject was talked of —
On the following day Mr. Musgrove was sud- |
den'y cal)-d from home. Unecle Kdward and|
he left the hopse tog-ther, aud the latter wuyld
not return fr & full week, Two days after
th-ir depariure was day fixed Yor the party on
which [larriet had reckoned se much, Axshe
und some of her companions were going o it
they passed Mark Leeson’s poor home.  [lar-
ri«t saw one of Lis children, and” asked after
Mark.

His foot is very bad, mise, said the little
boy. The doctor says he went be able to walk
for ever 8o long, and mother has been crying
this afternoon.

The clild’s eyes were full of tears, The
‘mother’ weeping was enough to makg the
young heart sad.

During ull that evening, ITarrict was quiet
er thag usual.  Some of ber young eompunion s
teased her about being so grave, Lat the truth
was, [larrieU's thouzhis were occupied by
Murk Levsous aceident, and she pictured to
Le s-If his werping wi'e and sorrowful looking
children  She kne=w that her father interded
‘0 do something for his workinen, but he had
been eall- d from home in haste, ‘and in the
meanwhile Mark and bis family might waot,
And, somchow, a8 Hoarriet put her hand into
her pocket and felt there th: little pyrge in
which all her New Year's giflts were contained |
—Uncle Edwards’ sovereign smongst the rest |
—xihie thought of that text he had wlninpore-li
in her eur seemed contivually present, “lris

ore blessed to give than to receive. |

Weouldo't it be a good and blessed thing to)
give pgmfort to the suffering man and surrow-;
ful wife by means of this woney, which she |
“dird wot want 2 And would not a visit to the
hovse of mourning —lor such poor Mark's
must be—give her more plensure than even
this very party, if she could come away feeling
that she lad done something to turn their
mourring into rejoieing ?

Harriet pondered on these things, and her
mind was soon made up

On the fullowing morning Mark Leeson's
wife rose with & sad heart, after an almost
sleepless night.  She was sad for her hu-band
was sufl’ ring, and there was not in the hoose
enough fogd for their daily meals, We muat
still trust, Mark had "said, checrfully. and
again they had prayed togeth-r, ‘Give us this
dny our duily bread.’

When June Leeson entered the outer goon
of the poor dwelling she otioed  that the pg
was 0o longer fixed in the brok n pane

Surely the wind has town it in, thougzht
she, as shg went 1o repluce it. As she wan
doing this she uoticed a tiny packet on the sill.
She op ned it and behold ? there was a bright
gold sovereign.  On the paper these words
were writbn. A New Year's gift for Mark
Li~eson, from a friend who bopes bis foo! will
soon be well,

With what a joyful, heart djd Jane go 1o
her husband's bed side exclniming, O Mark ! |
«nid shat no good cauld ever come in at a
broken window, and see | gagd lins ¢ me.

Need [ say that as they bad prayed, so did
they now thank God tagether, and nsk a bleas
ing on the unknown benclactor whose generous
hiand hiad brou:ht this seasonable supply.

When Mr. Musgrove game home he weut

did ber to reecive it Then, afier a while,

lulu begau 1o talk again about a New Yeu'.tlo see Mark Leeson, and wmude arrangements

v _—

for kis r-lief and ermfort. T hope you have,
not Leen bandly off during my ubsence, seid he.

We should have been, but for one thing
said Mark, aud- he told how the sovereign
came in ot the brokon pave.

Mr. Musgrove looked at the bit of paper in
which the sovereign bad been wrapped, and a
brizht smile crossed his fuce:  In those few
brieY woods he recognis«d the handw riting of
his little duughtdr— 1 lugrigs, apd (he thought
of her aclf deninl made Lis heart glad,

Aste Harriet she rather wondered thet. na,
person wished to know what Lad becoms, of
her New Year's gift.  But she sas glad to
keep vilence on the subject, and never regrets
that she bestowed it op Mark Leeson and his
family, Bat 1t was wheo she heard her fatheg
«ny how the timely gift of a sovereign, slipped,
by some uneen hand through the broken win-
dow pane, bad saved the poor peeple from,
want, that she thoronghly unders'ood how
much mo, e blessed it is to give than to receive.

Dear cbild-readers, have you caght to spare,
auvght that you either do wot newd, or can do
without 2 Are you willing to deny yourselves
some indulgrnece tor the anke of eonlaiimli.x
your mite towards the relief of starying thous<
ands 7 You lave the chance of realizing
Harriet’s happy feelings if you follow bey ex-
ample, and of hearing Christ say to you at
the last day, “Iuasmuch as ye did it uno the
least of these my brethren ye did it unto me.*

——— et
Do Climates Change.

Ol people plain that the are
warmer, colder, or more ruicy than when lhcy,
were young ‘Their comments are ificuled,
secaise mosf persons believe that no very.
marked chahpes bave or ever will taks place
ina !l’c!iun<.f country whicre stability nuture
is a settled Yact—that is, it snows and freezds,
in winter,slipwers in April, and trves have
leaves in the dpricg ~ Atmcspheric alterstion
is eerfaitily going on from ‘age to age, mdre
strongly evident in some paris of = eouw*
than others. 1lere ure illustrations.

Two thou-and yea: s ago the climate of Ttaly
wah colder than nge.  The Loire ard B.’N;,\f
in ancient Gaul, used (o freeze oyer aunually.
Juvenal sayy the Tiber fioze so firmly in' bis
duy, the ice had to be cuf to get at the water.
Horace indicates the presence of ice #nd snow
in the streets of Rome, and Ovid asserts ‘the
Black sea froze over every year. Seo extremé
was the cold at that far off period ia h-u-z.
it o'ands chronicled by the ancienty that-
Gaul, Germany, Pamonunia, Thrace, ‘show
positively covered the ground so loug a8
prevent the culilvation of Olives; grapes
other fruits which are raised there at  the pre-
sent time in abundaunce. lee or suow o gpy
considerab'e amount would now he & plicaos
menon in ltaly.  Howewer, . if it “takes two
thou<and years to work a climateric change we
need not be froubled wih any ‘apprebension
that this wipteg's clothes wow't dv for ngxs
r!lf

Tuae KinG or Siax’s Prespyrs 7o Query
Vicroria.— A Riugoon paper states thag
Llis majesty the King of Sigm, who signg
himsell in n lotter to Her Mejesty as Her
Maj+rty's off-ctionate friend and brother, sen}
to Erf8la-d some time ago six boxes of pres<
ents for the acceptance of the Queen. The
presents are as follows :—* Box No. l-=l, Y
water goblet made of pura gold: 2, a water
stand made ol pure gold ; 3. a. box made of
pure gold, supposed to be the usual betel boy;
4. a spitrtoon made of pure g:ld. Bex No 2
~—T'wa golg dtesses sud a gown. Box Neo. §
and 4 —Four spears, such as are borne by a
part of the King's body guord, when fhag
follow him  Box No 5—A large and
royul. vmbrel'a, white incolor. Bux Nnﬁ—,&
rayal palynkeen”

.

God never forgets any of his creaturos. Tt
don’t mutter how tar a_man wanders in' sin
and shame, he can never reach a point whese
the love of Gogd will not sorround him, ﬂ
where vmnipotence will not be exerted to sgve,
The wq l] may despise our weakness
condemn our wickrdiess, and refuse forgivenes
for our errove. frignds may desert in mis‘origne
and deny us in diszence ; our very parents o
¢hi'dsen may say, *We know not the man 3,
but though we violate every law of God, ang
bury ourselyes in the very hell, there is one
without change or vuriableness, whose laws
are infinite and perpetual, and whoss vegy
life flows dowg intp everything vhgi exisis.
This is the ane cansolation whien all else fails.

No ReratioN.—John Davie, farmer in Wal-
top, parish of Canldross, was remarkable for his
ready torn of wit. Qae day, when retutning
home from Dumbartan with a pig which he bad
purchased thepp, be met Major Alexander, then
residing at Auchinfioe, wha accosted him thus ;
“Weel, Jolin, is this a cousin_of yours you have
a8t with you to-day ¥* To which Joha replied,
“Déed no, sir, hiv's nae freend ava, bat ounly ay
acquaintance, like yoursel'™

“You're doing a smushing business,” eaid the
garduer to the hailstopes,

Pan-makers gre a bad lot.

Thay maka people

‘:h:cl pens, and thea say they.do write.




