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The Maple Leaf Forover.
BY ALBXANDXR MUIR.

In days of yore, from Britain’s shoro,
Wolfe the dauntlcss hero came ;

And planted firm Britatnia’s fiag,
On Canada’'s fair domain.

Here may it wave, our boast, our pride,
And joined in love together,

The Thistle, Shamrock, Roso entwine,
‘Tho Maple Leaf forever.

At Queenston Helghts and Lundy’'s Lane,
Our brave fathers, side by slde,
For freedom, homes and loved ones dear, .
Firmly stood, and nobly dfed, i
And thoso dear rights which they main-
tained,
We swear to yield thom never,
Our watchword overmore shall bo,
Tho Maple Leat forever.

Cruonus, .

‘The Maple Leaf, our emblem dear,
The Maple Leaf forever ;

QGod save our Queen, and heaven bless,
Tho Maple Leaf forover.

Our fair Dominion now extends,
From Cape Race to Nootka Sound ;
May peace forever be our lot,
And plenteous store abound,
And may those ties of love be ours,
Which discord cannot sever,
And flourish green o'er freedom’s home,
The Maple Leat forever.

On merry England’s far-famed land,
May kind heaven swestly smile,

God bless Old Scotland evermore,
And Iroland’s Emorald Isle,

Then swell the song, both loud and long,
Till rocks and forest quiver,

God save our Queen, and heaven bless,
Tke Maple Leat forever.

Caonvus,

The Maple Leaf, our emblem dear,
The Maple Leaf forever ;
And flourish green, o'er freedom's
home,
The Maple Leaf forever.

““ Probable Sons.”

CHAPTER VIIL
OR0SS-EXAMINATION.

** Nurse, whero ‘s Miss Millicent ? I
haven’t seen her for days. Fetch her in
here this afternoon, and you go atd
got a little fresh air; I am well enough
to be left alone aow.”

Sir Edward’'s tone was impatient; he
was getting to the convalescent stage,
and nurse found him a most trying
patient. Nothing would please him, and
he wearied both Limself and her with
bis perpetual complaints,

**1 think she would caly worry you, f
sir; she has been asking me every day
to come in and see you. I will fetch
her at once.”

Milly shortly appeared ip a clean pina-
tore, her little face radiant with smiles.
As she climbed up into the chzir by the
beds!de and gently stroked the hand that ,
was given her, she sa2id with sparkling .
eyes,—

 Nurse says I may stay here all alone
with you, uncle; won't that be lovely ?
May I give you your medicines, and be
your nurse ?”

I can't promise that, but you may sit
there and talk to me.”

** \What shall I talk about ?”

‘ Anything you like. You never seem ,
to be at a loss for conversation.”

Milly considered for a moment. |

*I've had so few people to talk to,
lately, you see; I generally talk most to .
ritz, He understands, I'm sure, but he
doesn’t talk back. When will you be
quite well again, uncle ?” i

*“Not this side of Christmas, I'm i
atraid.” .

*Qh, dear, what a long time! But'
I'm very glad God las made you better.
Nurse said it was a mercy you hadn't ;
broken your neck. Do you know, uncle, .
I saw such a sad sight yesterday morn-
fng. I was down in the fir plantation ;
with Fritz, and we came upon a dear .
Ilttle rabbit caught in a steel trap. |
Maxwell sald a poacher had put it there, ;
and he was very angry. The rabbit:
was quite dead, and his two hind legs .
were broken, Wasn't it dreadful ? |
What is a peacher, uncle ?” ;

“ A thief—a man who steals game that |
{sn't his.”

*“Maxwell says there are lots of
poachers about. I'm 6o afrald he will .
think Tommy Is one when he comes .
back. 1 do hope he will be careful,

pect Tommy will look vory llke a
poacher. He 13 suro to have ragged,
dirty clothes, If I was—" Here Milly

paused, and gazed drenmily in front of
her fur some minutes in sllence.

* Well ? inquired Sir Edward, looking
at his little nleco with Iinterest as she

- 8at In ber big chair, her elbows sup-

ported by her knees, and her chin rest-
ing in her hands, **are you going into a
brown study 1"

“1 was just thinking If I was a pro-
digal son—] mean a real one, not just
ptaying at it as 1 do—~] would rather bo
one of God's prodigal sons, than belong-
ing to any one elso.”

* Why 7

" Because 1 would know for certain
he would mecet mo and take me back.
Nurse told me she had & cousin who ran
awuy and made hlmself a soldler, and
when he was sorry and wanted to come
home, his father shut the door in his
face, and wouldn’'t let him in, And
then thero's Tommy, I can’t help 8'pos-
ing that hig father mightn't know him.
DBut God can’'t makoe mistakes. It must
be lovely fust to run right fnto God's
arms, and hear him saying, ‘ Bring forth
the best robe, and put it on him." I
should love to have him say that to me.”

Milly’s little faco glowed with pleasure
at the thought, and she turned her ox-
pressive eyes towards her uncle, who
lay with knitted brows listening to her.

* And supposing i God would not re-
ceive you; supposing you had stayed
away so long, and had refused to listen
to his volco when he called, and then
wher you did want to come back, you
felt it would be too late, what would
you do then 7"

Milly smiled.

* Why, uncle, it would never be too
late for God, would it ? Maxwell sald
he would be glad to see Tommy if he
came back in the middle of the night,
and God would never turn one of his
prodigal sons away. He loves tbem so
that he sent Jesus to dfe for them. He
would never say he couldn't bave them
back again.”

Sir Edward said no more, and after
another pause the child went on.

“1 was asking Mrs. Maxwell the other
day 1f sho had some best clothes for
Tommy when he came home, and she
took me upstairs into his liitle room, and
opened a long drawer, and told me to
look fnside. And there were his best
Sunday coat and walstcoat and trousers,
and a silk handkerchiet with lavender
in it, and a necktie with yellow and red
stripes, and she told me they had been
there for nine years, and she shakes
them out and brushes them every Satur-
day. He didn’t run away in his best
clothes, you know; he left them behind.
So they're quitc ready for him. The
only thing Mrs. Maxwell hasn’t got is
the ring."”

“The what ?” inquired Sir Edward
amused.

“The ring ! Milly repeated earnestly.
* Maxwell will have to say, ‘ Put a ring
on his hanéd, and shoes on his feet.’
Mrs. Maxwell has got a palr of zarpet
slippers. I couldn't bear her not hav-
ing any shoes ready for him, so we looked
about and found a pair that are just
too smali for Maxwell, and I put them
in the drawer my own self.  Ars. Max-
well says he woun't want & ring, and
that she thinks the Bible people dressed

| differently, and she said Tommy was a

poor man's son ; it wasn’t as if he was
rich. But I don't know; I don't like to
thinlk we have no ring for him. I sup-
pose you haven't one, uncle, that you
would lke to glve him 7"

Sir Edward put his bead back on kis
cushions and laughed aloud. Then,
noting Milly’s troubled face, he sald,—

* Wait till Tommy comes back, little
woman, and then it will be time enough
to see about his ring, though I quite
agiee with his mother that it would he
most unfitting.”

* You have had the plcture I gave you
taken away, uucle,” said Milly presently,
her quick oyes roving round the room.
*“Ah! youve hed it hung up on the
wall. Tkat's nice thero. You can see
it from your bed. Don't you like look-
ing at it? Doesn't it make you feel
happy ?”

“1 can't say it does,” replied Sir Ed-
ward, glancing st the picture in ques-
tion. * Why ought it to make me feel
happy ?”

“Oh, it's so nice to think he is just
getting home after being away so long.
I wonder if he was a great time walking
back. How long do you think f{t takey
one of God’s prodigal sons to get dback to
hfm, uncle ?”

1 should say a very long time in-
deed,” said Sir Edward slowly.

“Pw how long? Two days, or six
hours, or a week 2"

“ It would depend parhaps on how long

because if it's dark he might make a ¢ they had been away from him.”

mistake. Wouldn't it ba dreadful it he
hurt e own prodigal son !

“It's rather hard to understand, ’ said

And I ex- - Aifily, wrinkling her little brow perplex-

i
odly, * bocause God Is everywhero, {sn't |
he? And I should have thought he

. would have been close to them all the

timeo. I was asking nurso about ft, and
she sald that God was necar thom, only
thoy wouldn‘t have anything to say to
him, and did bad things and shuat the
Lord Josua out of their heart, and let
Satan i, and then God had to leavo
them till they said they wero sorry.
suppose directly they say : ' Father, I
have sinned against heaven, and in thy
gight, and am wo more worthy to be
called thy son,” then God just folds thom
in his arms and forgives thom and takos
thom back again; isn't that it 1"

“Look here, I think we have had
onough of this subject. Talk about
somothing else.”

Sir Ikdward’s tone was irritable; Miliy's
ready tonguo obeoyed.

* Nurse says it's so colu to-day that
sho thinks §t will snow. Do you think -
ft will 7 It 1s quite smoky by tho river;
nurse says It I8 a fog. I wondered
where it all came from. Do you think
{t might be God's breath, uncle 7 :

As she was chatting on, suddenly
there camo a sharp knock at the door, '
and a visitor appeared. !

*“Thought 1'd look you up, fer I heard
you were on the sick lst. Good
graclous! you have been pretty bad,
haven't you ? \Vill you put mo up for
a aight or two? I expect you want a .
iittle cheerful company.”

‘Talking volubly, Major Lovell—for it
was he—cameo forward and looked with
real concern on Sir Edward's altered '
{ace.

“I'm very glad to see you,” said the
latter heartily, holding out his hand.
**Come and stay for as long as you liko.
I'm sick to death of my own sgoclety !

“And {is this tho smsall party that
arrived so unexpectedly when [ was
here before ?” inquired Major lLovell,
looking down at Milly, who still sat In "’
the big cbhair regarding the now-comer
with her largo brown eyes.

* Yes,” sald Sir Edward, a faint smile
hovering about his lips as he remem-
bered his horror of her advent ; “she I8
taking charge of me this afternoon.™

Alilly held out her little hand with all
the grace of a duchess.

“1 remember you,” she sald; ‘ you
were cne of the gentlemen that laughed
at we.”

1 don’t think I could have been gulity
of such rudeness, surely.”

* Now 1 think you may run away,” Sir
Edward said; “ and teil nurse 1 will ring
when 1 want her.” i

Milly obeyed, and confided to nurse
that she hoped the *new gentleman''
would not keep her away from her
uncle, * For do you know, nurse, [ like
Uncle Edward so much better when he

i3 in bed. He looks so sad, and speaks
so softliy. I wish I could sit with him !
every day.”

sajor Lovell was a distant cousin of
Sir Edward, and there existed a warm
friendship between them. The very
brightness of his tono seemed to do the
invalld good, and Milly was qQuite de-
fighted to find that her uncle’'s visitor
not only listened with interest to the
account of her favourite games and pas-
times, but insisted upon joining her in
them, and the walls of the gqulet old
house rang sgaln with merry mirth and /
laughter such as they had not known !
for years

Upstairs in the sick room Major Lovell
proved a wonderfully patient and skilful
surse; but there were times when all his
brigbt cheeriness could not emooth the
furrows In the invalid’s brow, o> take
away the fretfulness of tone.

One morning Major Lovell came down
from an interview with bhim with a
puzzled expression of face. Catching
sight of Milly in the hall, cquipped In
hat and jacket, he asked,—

* Are you going out with r rse ?”’

* No, nurse {s busy—just by my own
seif, in the avenue, with Fritz. Do
come with me."”

The major consented, but witk a
graver face than usual, and then sud-
denly, very full of his cwa thoughts,
said to the child,—

“I belleve your uncle has something
on his mind. It strikes me from dit-
ferent things heo has let drop that he is
turning plous.”

“ What is plous 7’ Inquired Milly in-
stantly.

“yYhat is it ? A plous person thinks
overy one wicked but themselves, and
condemns everybody and everything all
round them. They are most objection-
able people, little woman, so mind you
gever take up that iine, and the worst of
1t is that they.e so satisfled with thelr
own goodness, that you can't crusk them, "
try as much as you may.” |

* And s Uncle Edward going to be
1ike them ?” a3ked the child, with a per-
plexed face.

* 1 devoutly hope not.
in my power to prevent 1t.” _ h

————_— o ————

. plous if you don’t tako care.

I shall do all |

m———

“ What do plous prople do ™ Qques-
tioned Milly.

“Do? Thoy givo tracts away and
sing hymns, and pull long faces over
very well-bound Bibles.”

“1 llko singing hymns,” aseerted
Billy omphatically ; *“overybody singa
hymns to God, don't they * 1 listen to
the bdinds, sometimes, and wish I could
sing litke them, and tho trees sing. and
the bees and fites, KErverything esgoms
to sing out of doors in tho summes time,
but thoy'vo ncarly all droppad asioop
now till next year. What hymns do
you sing, Major Lovoll ¥

* Blesa tho child! what do you takeo
mo for I’ and the major laughod hoartily
as ho spoko, then, with a twinkle {n his
eyo, he wont on gravely,—

‘1 shall begin to think that you aro
What olse
do you do bealdes sing hymas

*“1 huve a Bible,” said 3illy solomnly,
*and I just love 1t.”

* And what makes you Jovo such a dry
book as tho Biblo? Tou can’t under-
stand a word of {t."

**Oh, I can, Major Lovoll, it's beautl-
ful. 1 lovo nurse to read and read it to
me. It tell about Jesus, you know, and
I love Jesus, and he loves mo. And it
has such nico stories in it.”

Major Lovell gave a long, low whistle.

**Ah ™ ho sald, shaking his heanA
comically at tho little fgure walking by
his side, “I'm very much afraid you
msy bo at tho bottom of it all. Do you
read the Biblo to your unclo? Do you
tell him that he has boon wasting his

N~

 1ife and not fulflling the end for which

he was created, in fact, that ho i{s a
wicked sfnnor ? For that has beon the
substance of his talk with mo this
morning.”

“ Uncle Edward i3 a very good man,”
Milly replled warmly. ‘1 don't kpow
what you mean, Major Lovell ; don't you
read the Biblo 7”

* What will you think of mo it I tell
you I don't 7"

* perhaps you know f{t all by heart?
1 expect that {5 why."”

“1 rather think I don't. You must
not begin to catechise me too severely.
\Who has brought you up in this plous
faghion ?*’

“I'm not pious, you said thoy wero
horrid people, but I thought all the
grown-up pcople read the Bible, excopt
people llke Jack.”

** Who {8 Jack ?”

“He was a prodigal son, one of God's
prodigal sons.”

* And what are they, may I ask 1”

Milly did not answer for a minute,
then she stopped short, and sald very
solemnly, raising her large, dark eyes to
the major’s face,—

1 wonder if you're a prodigal son.
Uncle Edward said there were somo rich
ones. Have you run away from God,
Major Lovell "

*“On, come now,” said tho major,
piaching her cheek good-naturedly; *1
didn‘t bargain for thls when I came out
with you. You must keep your sernions
for some one else. Come along to tho
stables with me, and 1 will give you a
ride.”

in an instant Milly’s gravity disap-
peared, and a little time afterwards she
wasg laughing gleefully as she was be-
ing trotted roungd the stable-yard on s
Jarge bay mare; but she said to hor
nurse when she came in,—

“ Major Lovell s very nice, but very
funny, and I can't always understand his
talk, he says such dificult thiogs.”

(To be continued.)

SHE HAD A GRANDMOTHER.

Down {n Salem the other day a bright
Jittle girl was sent to get some eggs, and
on her way back stumbled and fell, mak-
fng sad havoc with the contents of her
basket.

“Woa't you catch it when you get
home, though ! exclaimed her com-
panjon,

*“ No, indeed, I won't,” she answered ;
“1I've got a grandmother.”

Bless her heart ! she knew what it was
to have a grandmother; a genuine, lovely,
precious, dariing old grandmother—a
grandmother to sympathize with ono
when one i3 in trouble, to heal aches
and pains, and even to take scoldings.

1t bas been a long, long time sinco the
writer of this bad a grandmother. In-
deed, she was a tiny girl when the dear
grandmother weat home to beaven, and
there is only =3 faint recollection now of
how very dear and precious &8 geaulae
grandmother can boe. The first Bible
verse her baby lips ever uttered and the
first hymn wore taught by that dear old
grandmother. The vorso was, * Suffer
little children 7’ and the hymn, the one
that begins, * Loving Josus, gentle
Lamb.” BlesseG is the child who has e
genulne grandmother |



