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The Union Jac

Yonder waves old England's banner
Still recalling bygone years,

As 1L waved at famous Crecy
And the battle of Poictiers,

Since the days of Royal Alfred
It has humbled haughty foea ;

Faced a thousund threstening de ngers,
Dealt a thousand mortal Llows.

Still the ship that has it holsted.
Can through any ocean tuck.

Give nt shout for British freedom,
Ralse atoft the Unfon Jack !

Mark its course upon the ocean,
Trace its vath from land to lund,
Ever guided in its mission
By a Providential hand ;
Over stormy oceans wafted,
Where huge fcebergs rock and rol?
And the briny waves, in fury,
Dash around each drearv pole ;
And away in trople climates
Where our heroes bivoune
Whilst above them tHoats sublimely
England's ancient Unfon Jack.

Hofse aloft the royal standard,
14t it greet the passing breeze,

£ it hraves the ocean's billow,
Stands secure on stormy seas,

As it waved above our Nelson,
England’s gallant, matchless tar,

At the Nile's terrific combat
And fmmaortal Trafalgar ;

To the mast he natled his colours,
Signalled them for clase attack :

‘Midst a peal of “ British thunder ”
He displayed the Unlon Jack.

Wolfe displayed 01d Enegland’s colours

On the Plains of Abraham.
Where in war's impassioned combat

He encountered brave Montcalm ;
Ere the din of battle ended

Both the gallant heroes fell—
Loud above thn roar af bhattle

Rose the Highland soldier's vell,
By a charge of British havanetg

Then the foe was driven back,
And the day was one of glory

To Old England's Union Jack.

Gallant Brock {ts folds expanded
On the field of Queenston Height
Well the hero did his duty
Patting Brftain’s foes to flight :
But ere he reached the frowning summit
Did the rallant hero fall,
For his bright career was ended
By a marksman’s rifle ball.
But his comrades, ronsed to venreance,
Lika a tempest awent the track,
And the day was one of glory
For the ancient Union Jack.

Should the war-crv then be sounded
O'er Canadian soil acain,

We wilt guard the hallowed nrecinets
Where onr Wolfe and Brock wern slain.

Where anr Emnire’s flag’s {nsulted
Or a British hero leads,

There Canadians dare to follow
And witl emuiate thefr deeds :

Dare to fight for British freedom—

. We're no coward, eraven pack.

To disgrace O1d Boglard’s standard,
Or desert the Union Jack.

And-brave Scotia’s sons are ready,
For thelr place is in the van,
To rerel the firree invasion
As they did at Inkerman,
And the Joral men of Erin,
Round the cross of red and blue,
Round the battle fiar will rally
Ar of yore at Waterloo.
FEngland. Sentland, and brave Erin
Have.in warfare ne'er hoen siack ?
And.now Canada 3s with them
To defend the Union Jack.

Lives there still one Writich snhject
Who'd refuse his life~—his all—

In defence of British freedom,
Wha'd rejolce at Britain's 2117

1t there be, then. curse the traitor,
Pass him by in dark disdain,

Let him bear while 1ife i8 left him
On his brow the mark of Cain,

lot him die, a bated coward ;
Bury him by midnight black :

He dererves no tomn nor cruntry
Who'd desert-the Union Jack.

The.value of:r man’s shot. is.not-deler-
mined by the thing he almed at, but by
the game he dagged.

DRUNKEN BILL; OR. HOW DELL
LED HER FATHER TO CHRIST

“8ee, papa, aln't ahe a beauty T ex-
claimed Dell, a Httle girl of seven vears.
hold:ng up u beautiful new wax doll.
“ Use going to (ake her down to show
Mro White, cause she's a deal preities
than her baby, and I want to see it she'll
care.”

* Al right. Dell, but don‘t stay jong.”
aafd her father,

“ Papa, I've something clse, too.*

“Have yvou, eh ? Lot us ger”

And the child, drawing her hand from
behind her back, held up a tny Texta-

ment. A cloud darkened upon her
father's fuce
* Now, what notiseuse s this, and

where did that come from 2

“ Miss Lesley sent it with dollle, and
papa, prayn't 1 Keep it27 She has marked
a lot cf verses, and I will read them to
yow.”

“ None of that, child; keep the hook if
it gives yen such plensure; but don't be
teasine me about {t. Now. run along
and ghow Mrs, \White your doll.”

Dell soon disappeared over the hill
down the road which led from thelr lttle
cottage to the farm-house of Mr. White.
William Gibson, or * Drunken Bill,” as
he was so often called (because the peo-
ple declared he was more drunk thau
soher), lived in his 1little cottage with
an old housckeeper and his Mttle dangh-
ter Dell: and the one thing he loved
more than lovor was the happiness of
Dell. The child seemed to be the {dot of
his Ufe and beart 1t was verv rolvet-
antly he had allowed her to attend the
village Sabbath-schoa). sayving,

“They would just fill her head with
trash and spoil her.”

But Dell craxed, and her father conld
not disannoint her, so0 she had gone re-
gularly for the past vear, and {n hor
childish way had often repeated texts
learned there to her father, which had
given him great annoyance.

The text for the last Sahbath had been,
*“'The eves of the l.ord nare in every place,
beholding the evll and the good.” The
teacher had tried to ‘mpress upon the
minds of the children, that the all-secing
eve of God was upon them, that he s w
cach little act of kindness, heard every
gentle word spoken. She had closed the
lesson with the story of the Cross, told
in simple words; and Christ’s praver for
his enemies in his 1ast honr of axzony.

Litt'e Dell Gibson had hardly taken
her eves off her teacher, and now. tears
were running down her cheeks. At the
clrg> of the schcol che came to her
teacher with the words, * Oh, teacher, 1T
do Jove Jesus, and T want papa to love
him too

“ Well, D-11, dear.” said Mias T.esiny,
“ Tell Jesus so, and ask him to lead nana
to see his need of that love and help
which God alone ecan rmive You know.
Dell. vou and T can nray for papa.”

Then she kissed the chidl. and they
parted. That night when Dell bid her
father good-nicht, she threw her little
white arms around his neck. and rested
her gelden head upon hia showlder.

“Pap1.” she whisnered. * the eynr of
the Lord are in every place, beholding
the evil and the good.”

* Dell.” exclaimed her father, *““ g that
soms more of your Sunday-school trash?”

*“It's 80, rapa: it is in the Bible. and
that i Cod's own book.”

* Weli, Dell, remember now, that I for-
bid you repeating texts learned there to
me. Do yon hear, child ? This, or no
mare going to the school.”

For answer D-II's arms tightened
around her fathar's neck. and the rosy
lips were pressed upon his forechead and
chork.

**Good night, papa” she whispered.
While her stern father had been scold-
ing, another thought had passed through
the mind of the chi'd. Tt was this:
“You and T can pray for papa, Dell.”

She slinped down from her father's
arms, and stole nnisclessly 10 her own
little bheqd. At the old housckeeper
netted the child, telling her not to mind
her father's cross words, she answered :
“7 love papa. ant 8o does God. I'se go-
ing to pray God, to show papa how good
he ts. and then he wil Jove him, too”
and. kneeling down, she offered up the
following nrayer:

*“ Drear Jegus. hlesgs papa, and cause
Mm 0 see that Ged loves him, and

wants hin love; and, Jesus, lless hitle
D], and make me a good gitl.  Nuen ™

It was o few davs after this, that Miss
Losl y sent Dell n Httte Teatament, and
a benutiful wax doll.  Miss Lesley loved
the ehifld, and felt sorry for her.

Her father had been drinking more
than usuul, and the last few days Dell
had seen Litilo of him- but this morntng
he had come In, spoken kindly to the
chifd, and apparently had not been
drinking, nnd Instead of gotng to the vil-
Inge, a8 was his custom. he busied him-
self about the vard it way hers Dell
found hitm when she cnme running out
with her gifts, and calling, * See. papa.
am’t she a heautv 2 'se golng to take
her down 1o ghow Mes. White, ‘ecanse
ghe'g a deal prettier than her haby.”

Then. drawing her hand from behind
her buck, she held up the Testament.
cansing the rewmurk, ** What nonsense I8
thig, and where did that come trom 7

Seeing the disappointed look upon the
child’s face, and feeling guilty for the
unkind words spoken the las* Sahbath
evening, he felt he could not deny his
daughter this,

Dell had gene to show her doll to Mrs.
White, us happy as the sunbeams which
played atout her golden curls  She was
ornine home awd haw dild 1t hinonen
Ah, how ? Nobody knew. A runawsy
team was seen passing the home of Mr.
White a few minutes after Dell’s depar-
ture. Mr. White saw the team, he had
also scen the child leave the house: he
ran, as did Mrs. White, but ton iate.
They Ifted up the little senseless form
of Dell, and bore {t gently back to the
house. ‘TI'he doctor was summaned: but
who coutld carry the news to Bill Gibzon ?
Yet he must be told at once. One after
another had refused nuti! Mr Hudson,
the superintendent of the school to which
Deld belonged, came, and at once offered
to go for her father.

He found him where Dell had lefr him
and, after shaking hands, at once told
him the sad news. It would be lmpos.
sible to deecribe the father's grier. and
Mr. Hudson felt that words of symuathy
would then be pawerless.  Bat.he stlently
fent up a prayer to God for this poor
man in his sorrow,

They soon reached the home of Mr.
White, and found the doctor leaning over
the child. The father totternd to the
other slde of the bed, and fell upon his
knees with a groan. For a moment Dr.
Brown's eves rested upon the father, hut
only for & moment. He continted to ex-
amine the patient. Severa) severe birulses
were found upon the bhody, but it was
the head where the serlous trouble
seemed to be. Just above the 1eft temnla
was a great gash, which the doctor haq
dressed with skill. When he had done
this, he turned to Mrs, White, saying he
had done all he could: that the housn
must be kept perfectly quiet. that he
mist now go, Yut would return in an
hour.

The hour passed at last: the doctor
came, but shook his head; no change
conld be seen.

At last Dell opened har eves. but not
to recognize any one.

* Speak to her.” raid the doctar tn hor
father. DBill took one of the little hands
in his, and bending over her said.  Deil,
Dell. darling, don’t you know me 2 but
the child ontly raised the other Jittle hand
to her head with a moan. The head
tossed reatlersly upon the pillow, and an
expression of pain rested upon her face.

That it wovld end in brain fever was
clrar to Dr. Brown.

Days of anxlong watching followed,
the fever set {n. and for nearlv two weoks
te father lictened to the ravings of his
child. Daring thiz time Bill Gibson had
not tasted a drop of linuor, and his grief
would often melt those present to tears.
Rut the fever was defeated at last, the
crisis was safelv nassed. and now thev
were told that with great care Del)
waonld get well arain.

One day. as her father sat by her bed-
side, she looked up with a sweet smijo
and mid :

** Will papa read to Dell about Jesus.™

Neir'r 1ittle Testament was hronght.
and her father read of Jesus taking little
children in hiz arms and blessing them.
Dell asked question after question. which
her father could not answer,

*“Pray to God. paps.” she said. in a
simple tone. ** He will help yoq to find
that Jesus who loves me 20.”

—— e = e e ——

*And now, darling, * sald her frtlic,
as he stooped down and kissed hor ten
derly. 1 will leave you for s Hitte
while,”

This wax the first time he had left he
alde, exeept to take n Httle reat and food
il Dell saw ho had taken her Teatament
with him. Each Jday Dell grow sironger
and at last there came a day when the
rick child was alluowed to e eustifoned
up fi n large rocking-chaly. Tho doctor
had Just been to wee his little patient.

“ Dell fa dofng wel” he salid to Meg
White, as lie want out, “and in a few
days } think we wHl be able to move her
to her own home, bint shio will carry that
sCUr on her head to her grave.”

Little Dell did not kuow of the stragzie
roing on with hier fathier, ‘True, he had
not boen drink ne. and wan often seen
rewding Dell’s Testament, but he was not

happy, and each day he grew wmore
wretched  Delt wan too voung to know

It was God’s Splrit striving with her
fathier. She wax happv bocause he had
read her Testament, nnd conld not under-
atutd why her father wag not happy

Ono evening. after she had been taken
home, she sat {n thelr litle room, singing
hymns Jearned in the Sabbath-schoal.

*Sing that again, Del),” said her
father.,

Dell rang,

“Jesuy, lover of my sonl*

Her little hands were ¢lasped, and the
sweet wards of the old hymn rang
through the room.

“Plenteous grace with Thee 1 find,

Grace to cover all my sin,

Let the healing stremms nbound,

Make and keep me pure within,”
sane Dell.

Her father mat whth his face lu kis
hands, as it lost In thought.

“Yes,” he murmured, * it 18 true. ft 1«
true, But Ido not find—1 onlv want, an}
my sins make e afrald 1o approach
him.” continned her father, more to him-
self than D-1Y.

" But, papat sald Dell > Miss Jegley
told ns Jesus died for our atng, and that
he wanted us all to come to him, and
our text that dny  was, “ Whosoerver
cometh unto me, 1 wll {n no wise cast
aue.”

* Does the Bible sav that. ehild 2

" Yes, papa and teacher marked it in
my Testament” Dill found the verse
and gave it to her father. * \Who- %o --
ever, that wuat mesn me. 100" xald hor
father. ag he read the verss. e turned
over the leaves, as It in search of wome-
thing more. when another marked verse
met his eye

“The bload of Jesus Chirist, Hig Son,
cleanseth us from all sly.™

Ah, the NHght was ga'ning. “ Who-
soever cleargeth from o) sin’

At length he left the joom, and before
he returned. peace had heen spoken to
his troubled soul.

Dol he sald, as he staoild by iy
little eirt, his face Yt up with this new-
found jJoy. * yonr Saviowr 18 mine”

“Oh, vapa.” she whispered, "i'se so
giad, T want to tell Jesns, I know he
8cek. cruse the eyves of the Lard nre i1
every place, but T want to tell him,”

She took his hand in both hers ang
they knelt down together. Dell in her
chitdish wavy thanked God because her
father had learned to love hifin,

Then her father offered his first prayer
before his child, and such o praver,

Ho thanked God for the nreclous hlood
of Christ. which had paid the price of
fin for him. pmved that he might earh
Iay and hour walk clase to his Master,
He raid he knew he had wandered far
in sin but said he, “ Thou hinst reached
me, {old me In thine armas, in thee Y fing
all T nend. Moy T have grace clven to
trustfully and unanes'ioningly obay. even
when I cunnot undeestand *

Then a praver of thankfulness for Dall,
He thanked God that his ehfld had Jod
him to Jesus who dfed for them both.
nraved that thev might hoth live so ne
to be prepared for thase wnansions, on
“yonder everlasting shore.

As thevy arnge from thelr knees Doell's
father clasped her In his armas. kieged the
scar which had so nearly cost her her life,
and had so changed his.

Aurora, Ont

——

TAt a man define life, and he tells how
much he lives,



