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Canada—Present and Future,
BY ROBERT AWDE,

Fatk CANADA, thou Queen of Lands ! a vision comes to me,

Adream of future glory of thy greatness yet to e,

When thou withinthy amplitndes of Forest, Praivie, Plain,

Shalt old & hundred millions of our Anglo-Suron strain

Thy Mineral Luands in precious ores are vich beyond com-
pare;

Thy matchless Lakes, with Islands gemmed, yiekl scenes

surpassing fair ;

Thy Forests vast of wealth untold exceed man's fondest

dream;

Aud all thy Lakes and Streams and Shores with Fish

abundant teem,

Sleek Cattle graze in pastuves green, or rest beneath the
shade

Of lovely Trees whose shelteving arms form bowers by
Natuie made;

Rich Fruits of almost every kind matare beneath thy sky :
And grateful Flora lends her chintms to please the cultmed
eye.

Rich fields of Golden Grain now wave, whete erst was
prairie land,

And grateful Nature freely yields her wealth on every
hand ;

Eager to show Liow she enjoys the stirving of the soil,

She fills the barns of him who gives the needed care and
toil.
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I see vast truins of Emigrauts, with keen and anxious gaze,

Look on thy thriving husbandmen, and hope for happier

days—

When they, like thousands they behold, shall own fuir,
fertile Farms,

And multiply, by skill and care, the landscape’s thousand

charms,

Here trees shall fall; there others grow, now strangets to
the clime;

There Mills and Factories shall yield their fabries in due

time.

A thousand busy Industries shall lourish in thy vales:

And Goods from these, to foreign lands, shall go in pon-

d'rous bales.
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Thou hast for these and kindred Aits resotirees yet ttold,
hed, asi

Thousands of miles of Authracite, as precious e'en as gold.

Blest Country~blessed People-—thine with such vast mines
of wealth ;

A climate, too, that gives thy sons a manhved crowned

with health.

Wise men and great shall boast of thee, and bless thee for
their birth 3

I see their names enrolled smong the highest of the carth.

Irond Nations that have heard thy fame shall send their

sons to thee—

Thou land of Britain's noblest sons—fair Caxava, the free?

I sce thee with one language, from east to western sca,

Thy citizens united all in love and loyalty ;

All race distinctions blended in & grand harmonious whole—

A self-dependent people that rejects outside control ;

That does their own deep thinking, and sccks the common
good 3

That holds the patriotic tie as dear as that of blood ;

That guards and keeps the heritage our fathers won, ¢'en
these

Freedom of Worship, Speech, aud Vote—our British liber.

tics. .

t 1 sce vast Halls of Commerce rise, and Art her temples

rear;

Thine handmaid Education, win her noblest trophics liere.

Great Colleges of learning shine with lustre all thar own—

And thou as now still lovingly attacked to Eugland's

throne.

1 «ee thee in the coming years—no timid maiden thou—

Euriched by Art and Science, with their chaplet on thy
brow,

Amongat the uations shining, like a bright and nothean
atar,

Attracting inllions to thy shoves who sce thy light afar.
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There's naught in Federation to impede thy onwand course,

tat much to help the promptings of a mighty, inwaud

forces

Tuepiving aud uuiting all the best traits of our tace,

And bringing in the golden age—the crowning year of
grace:

1 aee thy mighty Citics, and I faucy X can hear

The music of the willions, in an anthem loud and clear,

As it fills thy sacred temples, as its echoes roll and rise

Tw thu ear of the Eternal, in the temple of the skics.

money.

I vich und deep thunksgiving for our fair and fruitful
fields ;

Far the blessings out of number this faiv Dominion yields

For the Christ and His salvation ! Heaven's greatest, vich-
est hoon §

For our glovious British Bmpite, having reached its golden
noon,

1 see thee with majestic micn thy Southern brother greet,

As ane in heart ye lay the palnof victory at the feet

Of Him whose vight it is to reigns and this 1 hear you say -

“In His name, Pederation with Great  Britain—huil the
duy ! ?

Toronto, April 17th, 1889,
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A Boy's Sacrifice,

BY M. V. M.

He gave all he had! Did ever a suint do wore ?
Aud yet Mortimer was not a saint ; he was only «
healthy, right-minded boy, with a conscience in
zood working order.

Mortimer was 2 minister’s son, who had listened
to his father's sermons to some etieet. You see
there was the quict preaching of every.day life,
the tender, loving thoughtfulness in little things :
the always putting God first, which means so much
more than the wost cloquent sermons can ever
mean ; and so it was not at all strange that the
thoughtful boy very early in life put himself over
into the hands of his father’s and wother’s God.
Not that he was ever out of those wmerciful hands.
Oh, no! but he chose for himself to live as though
e knew and believed in his relationship to the
ureat Father.

Now, while Mortimer was a conscientious,
obedient. boy, he had one trait in his claracter
which often troubled his pavents very much. With
every year of life this trait was growing stronger
and stronger; and the watchful mother-~who had
faithfully warned and taught her boy—could only
wateh and pray and wait for the Lord himself to
cure her darling’s fault,

Do you wonder wiat the fault was? IHe loved
He loved it dearly ! From a very sinll
child he had hoarded up his pennies ; and as soon
as he was able to earn small sums, he was ready to
leave his play at any time, and to do anything, so
that he might add # few pennies to his store.

Spend his money for candies? Not Mortimer !
It was all he could bear to give a cent of his hard.
won money to the JYord ; and he used to wonder in
his secret heart why the lord, who owned every
thing—* the gold and the silver, and the cattle on
a thousand hills,” his mother said—couldn’t let a
poor little boy keep his money until he grew rich
cnough to give something worth while!

Mortimer was about fou-tecn years of age when
he gave his heart to the Lord, and it was nearly
two years later when he began to listen with his
heart to what he heard about giving up his own
plans and ways of life, and just depending wholly
upor: the heavenly Father's love and care and direc-
tion. Perhaps you think that is all very well for
old people’or sick people, but that for a boy to just
give himsclf up to the Lord in that wholesale way
would be a’strange and unnatural thing.

But the truth ig, there is no other right and
uatural way of life, and Mortimer was just begin-
ning to see this. Hebhad his plans and ambitions
in life, and when he looked the matter of belonging
entirely to the Lord full in the face, he saw that
his darling plan in lifc was to be a vich man. He
thought he could sce just how to do it; and as he
thought how much good he could do with his woucy
ho said, “Tt cannot be the Lord wants me to give
this up 1”

But light kept coming to him more and wmore
clear, unti! he was able o sce that this love of
money was a worm eating; at the very roots of his
life, and with a great efort -Mortimer gave it all
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up, and said, *Here, Lord, I love thee more than
1 love my money or my plans. Thou shult have
all, and T give myself to thee to be guided in all
things.”

Then a great peace came into his boy-heart,

When the prayer-meeting came, Mortiner was
in his place. At the right time he rose, ml told
the story simply of his struggle and the peace that
followed, and then he said :

“Now 1"have given myself and my money to
the Lord, and T have brought the money with e
to-night to pass it over to the church to use for the
lovd’s work. I do this gladly, because 1 love my
Lord more than T love my money.”

When the treasurer of the church came to count .
Mortimer's store, he found it amounted to a little
more than one hundred dollurs! Mortimer had
aiven his all to the Lord !

If he had been a millionuire, and had given all,
how the world would have wondered! But was
the sacrifice any less than if the sum had been fur
wreater?

And now Mortimer is preparing to do the Lovd’s
work, aud is proving how the Lord can care for
thoese who give all to him.

The Little Wheed!er.

BY GRORGE COOPER.

*¢‘TuERE never was a graudma half so good 1
He whispered, while beside her chair he stood ¢
Aud laid his rosy cheek
With manuer very meek,
Against her dear old face, in Joving mood.

«*I'liere never was a nicer grandma born ¢
1 kuow some little boys must be forlorn
Because they’ve none like you ;
1 wonder what I'd do
Without a grandmu’s kisses night amd morn?
“ There never was a dearer grandma—there !
He kissed her and he smoothed hersnow.whate hair.
Then fixed her ruttled cap
And nestled in her lap,
While grandwa, smiling, rocked lier old arm-chair.

“\When I'm a man, what lots to you I'll lning,
A horse and carriage and a watch and ring.
All grandmas are 30 nice !
(Just here he kissed her twice,)
All grandima’s give a boy most everything 1"

Refore his dear old grandma could reply,

This boy looked up, and with a roguish eye,
Then whispered in her ear,
That nobody might heav:

«*Say, grandma, have you any nore mince pie?”

He Would Not Use it for Toothache.

Litrie Johunie, a boy of only seven years, was
troubled a great deal with toothache. His mother
told him to stand by the fire and heat a rag very
hiot, and put it often to his face, which helped to
stop the pain. When the ache was very bad he
used toothache drops. One day in the fall, when
the weather was very dull and damp, Johnuy got
cold, and a severe spell of toothache came on.
His face swelled, and for several days he was very
unhappy. He was visiting his grandmother at
the time, who felt very sorry for the little boy.
She wanted to help him, so one day she took a
picce of soft cotton, and, dipping it in the brandy
bottle, was about to put in tho little boy's tooth ;
but hic spicd the label on the bottle, he smelled the
stufl in it, and became quite excited, crying out:
«QOh! no, grandma! I cannot put that in my
wouth. T'd rather suffer with the toothache awhile
longer. I will not break my pledge, for I kave
often said, with the other boys and girls in our

school :
“<Into my mouth shall never come
Gin, brandy, whiskey, wiae, or rum.'”
Was ho not a very lionest and a very brave little
boy 1— Water Lily.




