Our Canadian Fatheriand,

s INE DES DEETSOHES
NEYTINRAY (A

1o jiE MR ol
orndinsts wrt ot it Ciatadeyxe a4 se daliennm
puto ‘
Waer oo youmg Canndian latid ?
f-attn Narembhoga's strand ?
(i wibl Cape Breton by the wea?
Y fe ” Uatapio? Acadic?
O Mandtoba's lower decked plain,
o tan Columbin's mountsin vhain?
Can oy gt - -from strand to strand —
B o Catzadian’s fatherland ¥
oy ! for our young Catadian land
I« greater, grauder far than theso;
1t «tretehes wide o either hand
Bets cen the worki's two mighty svas !
s, let o hostile lines dvide
1o fekds our feet shoukd freely roam
tiael, Notman, Saxon,--side by side,
Al Ctneeedes our natlow's Home
From ~ea ta sea, from strand to strand,
Kpteads vur Canudinn fatherland §

AV here or ot conntry’s banner spreads
Ahove Canadlans® freo-born hedils,
Where'er the story of onr Jand
Faehrmes the memory of the band
Of hieroes, who, with blood and toil,
Lald deep in our Canadian soil,
Foundations for the future age,
And wrote their names ov history’s page,
_-Our history 1—Trom strund to strand
spreads ov Canndian fashorland !
So each to each is firmly bound
By tics cach gonorous heart should own,
Wo cannot spare & foot of ground,
No part can, selfish, stand slono!
So Nova Scotis and Quebeo
Shall moet in kinship leal and true,—
New Brunswick’s hills bo mirrored back
In fair Ontario’s waters bluel
TFrom sca to sen, from strand to strand,
Spreads our Canadian fatherland |

Where'er Canadian thouglt breathes free,
Or wakes the lyve of pocsy,—

Where'er Canadion hesrte awake

To sing o song for her dear sake,

Or vatch the echoes, spreading far,

nd ‘That wake us to the nobleat war

iy NI Aninst ench lurking ill and strife
pie That weakens, now, our growing life,

Xo lins keeps hand from clasping haud,
—Une is our younyg Canadian land !
Metice aud Howo sho claims her own,
Tiers all her cnstern slugers’ bays,
Frerhotto is hers, and in her crown,
Outario every laurel lays ;—

Let Canadee our watchword ho,

Whilo leaser nnines we know no more,
One niation, sproad from sea to sea,

And fusod by love, from shora to shove;
— From sea to sea, from strand to strand,
Spreads our Canadian fathorlaud |
—Fidelis, in the Week.

unt
HUA
o
tle-
old
ved |

dn

Jow
da
lier
both
wile

Jall

-9

“Save Him First.”
Ix one of the great tornados in &

i Western town last spring, a school-
coen house was blown down, and a great
ittle many little children went down under
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the ruins, Fond, pitying hearts and
hands were soon at work trying to re-
lease tho little sufferers. A little gurl,
who was pinned down by heavy beams,
begged the men who were working to
help her out to leave her aud save
little boy near by, “’cause he’s only
five years old!” urged the brave,
loving little heart |

The same spirit moved the noble
bay of whom this story is told :—

Nowme years ago there was an ac-
cident in & conl mine near Bitton, in
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, the (loucestershire.  Six men were going
¢ ab down into the mine, when the handle
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of the eart in which they wern sitting
broke, and they wers all Lilled.

A wan and o boy b been edingine
to the rops which held the cart, and
as the aeeident happened they each
made o spriug, ad wanaged to cateh
hold of & long iron chain which is
always hung down the side of a conl-
pit n a guide.

When the propla at the top heard
of the necident, and found that some
one was elinging on to tho chain, they
sent down o sman to reseue him, The
man himself was securely fastened to
the end of a rope, and had another
nooso or Joop of rope which he could
tio round the body of tho man to be
rescucd, and then they would bhe
drawn up togethor.

He eame fivst to the boy, Daniel
Harding, and was just going to seize
him, when the boy cried, “Don't mind
me, I can still hold on a little; but
Joseph Brown, who is a little lower
down, is nearly exhausted. Save him
first.”

So the brave lad hung on patiently
for pnother quarter of an hour, and
suved his friend’s life at the risk of
his own.—S. 8. ddvocate.
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The Universal Tongue.

Wx were st a railroad junction oue
night, waiting o few hours for a train,
in the waiting-roow, in the only rock-
ing-chair, trying to talk » brown-sycd
boy to sleep, who talks o great deal
himself when he wants to keep awake,
Presently n freight train arrived, and
& beautiful littlo old woman came in,
escorted by o German, and they talked
in German—he giving her evidently
o lot of information about tho route
she wag going, and telling her about
her tickets and baggage-check, und
occasionally patting hor on the arm.
At first our United States baby, who
did not understand German, was
tickled to hear them talk, and he
«gnickerod” at the peculiar sound of
the language that was being spoken,
The big man put his hand to the old
lady's cheek, and said something en-
couraging, and a tear came to lor eye,
and sho looked as happy as a queen.
The brown cyes of the boy opened
pretty big, and his face scbered down
from its laugh, and ho said, “TPupa,
it is the mother.”

We knew it was ; but how could »
four-year-old sleepy baby, that couldn’t
understand German, tell that the lady
was the big man’s mother? We asked
him how he knew, and he said, Oh,
the big man was so kind to her.”

The big man bustled out. Wa gave
the little old mother the rocking-chair,
and presently the big mun camo in
with n baggagemaa, and to him he
spoke English. He said : *This is my
mother, and she does not speak Eng:-
lish. She is gring to Town, and I
have to go back on the next train, but
I want you to attend to her baggage
and see her on the right car—the rear
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car—with a good soat near the centre,
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and tell the wmy
wother,  And hore’s o dollar for yom,
and 11l do as much for your mother
some tone,”

condnetor she s

The hagenge man grasped the dollar
with one hand, grasped the big man's
hand with the other, and looked at
the littlo German mother with an ex-
pression that showed that ho had o
wother too, and wo almost keew that
the old lndy was well treated. Then
we put the sleeping mind-reader on
a beneh, nnd went out on the plat.
form, and got nequainted with the big
Germnan.  And he talked of horse-
trading, buying and selling, and every-
thing that showed he wasa live man,
ready for any speenlation, from buying
n yearling colt to a crop of hops or
barley, and that his lifo was o very
busy? one, and at times he was full of
hard work, disappointinent, nnd rough
voads; but with all this hurey and
exeitement, he was kind to his mother,
and wo loved him just o little, and
when, after a few minutes talk about
business, he said: “ You must excuse
me 5 I must go into the depot and see
if ry mother wants anything,” we
felt like grasping his fat, red hand
aud kissing it. Oh, the love of
mother is the samo in any language.
and it is good in all langunges.
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The Three Half-pence.
A TRUE STORY.

Tr was an evening missionary meet-
ing in the great city of London. A
minister was telling missionary stovies.
as he used to do once in every month.
As he wns sperking, he saw u poor
man, black with his work =t the ivon
foundry near by, come in and stend
with his back to the wall, nenr the
door. Mo held in his arms a ver)
little girl, pale and thin, with lurg
bright oyes. She looked earnestly at
the minister, and listened to his words
with deep attention.

At tho close of his speech he said:
“Theso poor heathen cannot hear of
11od witheut n preacher. No preacher
can go to them unless he is sent. To
send lim costs o good deal of money.
No one should hear wihat you have
been hewring without doing something
to help pay for the expenses of mis-
sions. A penny saved from self may
be o penny given to God.” Then he
showad them some pretty little boxes.
and he said he would give one to any.
body who would tvy to save, be it ever
so little, and drop it into the box to
help tho heathen.

As he stopped speaking, ho saw
that little girl poiuting to a box, and
coaxing her father, with eager whis-
pers, to go up and take ote for her.
The poor man was ashamed to come
quite up, but hie moved forward, and
tho kind winister met him and held
out the box. 'The child swiled, and
flush of joy passed over her pale face.

ror fathor said, “I don't kuow if the
5 will be able to gather much for
you” ¢ Let her try,” snid the minis

23

ter, ¢ Where there's a will, there’s
a way” If she saves or earns one
peuny for God's work, it will do her-
solf good.”  Soon after this the pooy
man's wife died, and the ¢hild was left
to his sole cave.

A year went by, There was another
wissionary mesting, and the boxes
that hind been givon out were to he sent
in and opened,  Again that poor man
stood lenning against the wall, but the
Jittle girl who had nestled in bis arms
was not there now.  She had just died
also.  HMis hand- held her box, nnd
tears were in his eyes. When the
meeting was over, and every one clse
hadl gone, he moved up to the niinis-
ter nud held out the bog.  “That was
hers, sir,” he said, and the tears volled
down his face. “She wmade me give
her a halfpenny every Saturdny night
out of my week’s wages, when she
had been good aud pleased me. She
never lost her haifpenny, siv.  Count
it; there were fifty-two weeks, fifty-
two halfpence. You will find it ail
vight.”

But when the money was counted
there wern three halfpence too wmany,
md one large penny picee was smong
them,  The father Jooked distressed,
His child never had auny money but
what he gave her. How could she
have obtwined it? Could she have
kept it back from the money due at
tho shop, when she had been sent on
errands § He could not believe that
fiis dear little Ellie could think she
wus doing God service by a dishonest
thing. Still, he went nway troubled.

One morning, as he sat thinking
this over at his lonely breakfast, n
tndy cnme to the door with some mes-
sage. She spoke kindly of his child,
whose gentle patience and goodness
she had seen in her sickness, Then
the futher told her of his anxiety
bout the three hnlfpence. The lady
thought a minute, and said joyfully :
«1 can tell you nbout them.” Che
duy before Elly’s-death she had ealled
to seo her. ‘Lhe child's mouth looked
hot and dry, and she had nsked ber if
slie would not like an orange. “ Very
viuch,” was the reply. She took out
hor purse, but, as she had just heen
shopping, she found there was ouly
three halfpence left. She gave them
to the dying child, and asked her to
send the old neighbonr who nursed
hev for an orange.

«] remewmber it,” said the lady,
shecause I was so sorry that 1 had
uo more to give. There was a penny
piece and a half-penny. I was sending
some nice things to the child the next
morning, when the old woman came to
sny she was dead. I asked her if she
got the crange, and she said the child
never spoke of it. I reproachied myself,
for I thought it was weakness that kept
her from asking for it. I thought I
ougl:t to have goue for it myself.”

# God be praised, and may he forgive
mo!” said the poor futher, ¢ The child
denied her dying lips the orange, and
put the threo hulfpence into the mis-
sionary box,”—Mivsion Dayspring.
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