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Canads, our Own Fair Land.
BY W. J. TOPLRY.

Neath western skies—two seas botween—
A beautcous land far-reaching lies;
\Whose song are bound to Britain’s Queen
By fast-Hnked fetters, loving tles,
Tis Canada, our own fair land,
The home of frecemen strong and brave,
Each wins his famo with mind and hand,
A lord by birthrigh' —ne'er a slave.

With honest pride aloit we fling
Our virgin banner to <he broeze;
In lands where woolng zepnyrs sing
Or borne by winds cf northern seas.
Nor dread wo whot the future brings;
A goodly heritage is ours;
In Nature's bosom hidden springs
Hold needfut blessings, volled with
flowers.

Through hopeful hearts there ebbs and
flows

The gift of sires beyond the sea.

Here blends tho thistle with the rose,
The shamrock and the fleuc-Ge-iis,

A loyal race, a noble Queen, .
Whose feet are gulded from above;

Her lite—In light or shadow Been—
Reveals the heart ker people love.

O thou whose wisdom never errs!
Wh(;:zle dgoodnesa sometimeg seems un-
nda;
Forgive our thought, that i1l infers—
Create in us a constant mind.
Give strength to honest hearts and true,
Who strive to wisely shape our laws;
Give strength to dally tollers, too,
Whose hands help on our couatry's
cause.

Sustain and guard our graclous Queen,
Bless thou the old lands o'cr the sea;
Thy brooding love, the bond between
Theltxi1 hearts and ours, our hearts and
ee,
Guide him whose hand our sceptre sways,
His Consort keep, nor {il betide;
Grantdthem thy grace through happy
ays,
To love and serve thee side by side.

Eternal God !—in faith we pray—
Breathe thy blest spirit o’er our lanad,
Throughout our nation's bright'ning way

Let peace and love lead hand in dand.
Still may thy truths in hearts sincere
Our ceuntry’s bulwark ever prove;
Our children will thy name revere,
Till “rolling years shall cease to
mova,”
Ottawa, 1882.

A BOY OF TO-DAY

Julia MacNair Wright.

Author of **The House on the Bluff,” ete.

CHAPTER IV.—Continued.

At noon they would sit In sight of
their work to eat thelr dinner, *“3J
think that finlal's just a little too high,”
Urias would say, squinting critically.
* And how does that cresting suit your
views, Heman ?”

“Fine,” Heman would say; “but if
this house {s wanted tn be fancy, why
don't you put some sticks crossways and
notched up fn those gable ends ?*

*Well, it would look kind of quill:
Urias would reply, “and we might paiat
them red.”

Riding home, as they passed some
house which Urlas had built, he would
say with due pride, “ That house stands
just as true as when I made it; hasn't
sagged omne bit. It looks real frilly
round the top of the porch where I put
that trimmiug, don’t it, now ?”

Sometimes he would tell incidents out
ot his past experience. *You see that
house over on the hill, boy—Reed's
house 2 I'll tell you a little ditty about
that,

1 was building that house for Reed.
Iie was in a hurry, and I was, for I had
« barn to set up for Maybanks, and a
corn-bin to shingle beyond that, 1'd
worked one day till dark, and got the
balloon frame up, and I tell you, Heman,
1 felt so tired that I couldn’t striks an-
other blow. Wel], I went home and
Lad my supper, and dropped on the
iqunge ip the kitchen and went to sleep.
I slept go hard aud was 0 tired, D'rexy
just cavered me up and left me thare.
8y-and-bye I woke up ard heard a shut-
ter banging and the clock striking ten.
The moon had risen and the wind along
»ith ift. I went outside and sald to
myself, ‘It this wind keeps on, that
frame will be blown over by daylight.
I can’t afford the time nor Reed the
.umber! So I tied on my ba. and but-
toned my coat, and off I set toward that
house. It w2s light erough, a great
round mobdn, like a brass plate. Well,
I got there, and I selzed the longrst
board I had, and lald it slanting zcross

.

the end, for 1 was bouad to stay that
frame. I nalled it to a stud nigh the
middle. Then I drove a big nall in at
the bottom, and run up my ladder, and
whacked a nafl in at the top. Then I
put another bracoe on that end, and ran
round to the othor end. The thing was
shaking and threatened.  *No, you
don't come uyown,’ I said, ‘and threo
braces went on there. Then I put two
on each sido tho front door, and two
each side the back, and one in each
gable end. ‘No,” I says, ‘to mahe sure
I'll Iay a stay or two along that roof.
So up I goes. The wind was high, and
It was powerful hard work wrestling
with thoso big boards alone in the wind.
But I sald to myself, ‘'Rias, thig {8 what
the Lord gave you your muscte for; and,
man, you've got no timo to waste, while
it is clear az preaching that you have to
do honest work by your neighbour, So,
you sce, I exhorted myself like a
preacher while I was laylng on.  After
a while I was done. That houss was
firm as a rock—well stayed as n frame
need to be. I got home by two o'clack,
and D'roxy never knew till morning that
I'd been out working of a night.”

Could the admiring Heman fall .
tuke a lesson in honest zeal? He
longed to begin a ‘man’s work In the
world, to have opportunitles of making
himself felt, of doing something worth
while. He counted the gardening, milk-
ing, cow-driving, wood-cutting, the hun-
dred and one things he did for Aunt
D'rexy and Aunt Ecpey, nothing. They
felt differently about them, ard dalily
wondered how they could have gotten
on had not Providence sent to thom that
boy.

“I've been to school long enough,”
said Heman; ¢ I'm past thirteen, and I've
got through all the classes in our dis-

trict. If I go next year I'll have to go
to the village. I want to work, like a
man."”

* And what work do you waat to do 2"
asked Urlas.

“I don't know. Sometimes when I
stop before the blacksmith's shop and
see the forge and the red furnance, the
sparks flying, the red {ron hissiug in the
water, I think I'd like that., See how
broad my shoulders are, and look what
a2 muscle I have!” Heman contracted
and expanded his arm, marking with
pilde the swelling blceps. .

“ Yes,"” eald Urlas, “ you're a bigglsh
lad; you stand on a good big leg and
foot. What clse do you want to be 2"

*“Some days I think I1'd like to be a
farmer; there's nothing llke the fields
and orchards. Other days, when I work
with you, I think I'd rather sit up on
the ridge ot 2 roof and pound on
shingles, than be President. Then when
1 go over to the mill and yard for lum-
ber, then I'm sure I'd rather keep 2
lumber-yard than do any other thing,
the wood smells 80 nice, and i3 so clean,
and shines so yellow in the sun. Say,
Uncle ’Rias, all is so nice I dan't know
which is best.”

“That's so, sonny,” sald the gratified
Urlas; “your bead’s level. You'll have
time enough to get your mind made up.
You can work with me and get your
taste of farming and carpentry, and
you'll kxnow at last if you want either
of them. I may he able t2 set you up
in a lumber yard myself before long, or
a big blacksmith’s shop yonder in the
village.”

“Whoop ! Uncle 'Rias, that would
take loads ot money !”

“ Perhaps I'll have lots of money
some day,” sald TUrlas, mysterlously.
He was overflowing with a secret which
mado his hard features radiant, and
brought the simple childish look into
his blue eyes., Finally, one Saturday,
out in the wood lot felling trecs with
Heman, the desire for sympathy over-
came Urias. They were sitting on a log
eating dinmer.

“] say, Heman, you're not to tell
Joey, but when Luke Parks went off to
Africa to pick up gold and dlamonds
Jylng round loose like stones in what
they cali the Transvaal, I took stock
fn him, and so dld some others.”

“Why, how? You believed Lo was
solng to get rich there 2"

“Yes, you bet! 'Why, boy, it I'd been
young, like Luke, ¥'d have gcne, too;
but I couldn't leave D'rexy and Aunt
Espey, and you so young. So I aad
some others put money into Luke's
pocket ; he's honest, and we gave him
three hundred aplece, four of us, and
he's five. When he comes back rich
we'll share even; it he mtkes half a
million, we'll have a bundred thousand
each. Sece? Baut it's more likely to
be a i.\lilon.”

A little raobit scurried over the path
among the dry leaves; 8 red-capped
woodpecker began to drum on 2 branch;
the brecze rose and whispered luw
through the woods. All these sounds
wove themselves together and fell as

words upon the boy's ear: * They that

will Lo ricl fall into & snare””
velled that the man il nnt hear §t, It
was so plain, but, no, the man whn had
striven so hard for bread heard another
refraln :  “ Plenty of money ! riches!
r.ches I

“ 1 took the money I had In bank, boy,”
sald 'Rias, picking up his axe to go to
work agaln. *1I dldn't tesl hor. Thosa
riches are golng to be a surpriso to her.”

Then Heman understood that he was
not to meation this affair, and hls boy-
{sh heart sank, for he was sure the out-
comeo would dbe 1.

More than over ho was restive and
wanted to be doiug 2 man's work In the
world, (o help hold a"airs straight *{f
they began slowing rcund wrong.” hn
sald to himself. They told him ho
could closer his school-going with the
closo of the spring term in May. There
was sume comfort In that.

Ono March day he came home from
schoo} and found D'rexy and Aunt
Espey talking earnestly, so that they
could not even pmod &t him. He 2aw
that tears were dropping over Drexy's
firm -ound cheoks. He went and put
his arm about her neck, pressing he.
head on his stout young shouider. She
clasped his hand, but went oun talking.

* Yes, Aunt Espey, I belleve I've dono
wrong, 1 say that ‘'Rias was clean
carrled away by Petty's glib tongue.
But then 'Rlas 18 so set on it ! and after
«ll, Aunt Espey, it's all 'Rias’ money,
he carned it by terrible hard work.”

“ No, D'rexy,” sald Aunt Espey firmly,
“ft's as much yours as his. Women
ought to feel and know that their work
indoqrs, and their economizing, are just
as much earning, and make what s got
together just as much theirs as & man’s.
The law sees that, D'rexy, and that's
why the law gilves a woman a chance
to save herself, by not allowing a mort-
gage to be lald, or real estate bought,
unless she signs the papers.”

“You sece,’ continued D'rexy, “ ‘Rlas
had some money in the bank, and I'm
sure he's gone and invested that some
way, or he'd had that to Invest with
Petty instead of laving a mortgage on
his place. Ob, Aunt Espey, it took so
many y-ars to get this place clear and
comfortable and a bit in the bank for
safety. And hera we are mortgaged
again i

Heman's shoulder shook a little; he
knew that the bank monsy had gone—to
Alrica.

Drexy puiled him closer. ‘ Uncle
‘Rias had bought part of Petty’s now
trading echooner,” she sald; * he thinks
it's going to pay flne. Somechow I'm
timorous. I lived down tl.ere on the
coast when I was young, and s0 many
wrecks and drownings made me feel the
gsea was pretty uncertain. I'd rather
trust the land. But maybe 'Rias knows
best, and it will be safe.” .

“ Yes, and don’t you cry, Aunt DNrexy.
"1l be out of school soon, and I'll work
jike a house aflre, and you'll have all
my money: and it TUncle 'Rias loses
gome, he and I will earn plenty more
don't you see 7'

D'rexy looked encouraged. THeman
felt cheery enough. Schooldays were
sipping by like beads from a string, and
he had what Urias called “so much
conniving " with Joey to attend fo.

“What won't tho.2 boys be up to
next ?” sald Urlas one aftersoon, as he
sat on the porch cutting up sced vo-
tatces. “Do you hear the whistles
Heman and Joey have beon making ?
They call 'em sirens, and they're like a
steam engine going off.
set up what they call an observation and
signal station, in tho big cherry tree,
and in the shop they're getting up some
kind of a telegraph with wires and
strings and tin cans, such as t*cy read
about in their magazines. Boys are al
ways at some cantraptions.”

From far they could be heard com-
ing down the road, Joey limping, He-
man striding, cach of them blowing on
his siren a deafeuing strain.  Happily
these country people, recared amid the
clariong of cocks, the shrill roulades of
guinea-fowls, the shrieks and squeals of
pigs, the full chorus of calves, sheep and
cows, were regardless of any noises that
could be produced; nothing distressed
thelr well-accustomed ears.

“We've got a set of signals made,”
announced Heman, tearing in at the gate.
“ Long, hard call—’attention?  Three
short ones—‘troupbtle! Lots of little
ones—' hurry up! Oh, they're fine
Hark to them, will you?”

*“Fing ¥ sald 'fas. '"“If you'd slice
some of these potatoes, it would be finer
than all the signals you could blow. Sit
right down here and get to work. To-
morrow being Satarday, you can plant

* Bet 1 can cut quicker than you can,”
sald Heman, seizing & pan and pulling
out his knife; “ cut "em good, too.”

“ That's you,” said Urias, gratified.
* You're the right kind of a boy. you
take hold and Qo what you can, and you

He mar | 2:0°¢ pernlckety.

Then they've 1

Kome boys ane always
pouting 1f they can’t be rillng in the
band waggen and carrying the flag™

{To be centinued.)

DEWEBY AND THEX POWDER BOY.

\WVhea the order to clear tor action
was given In Doewey’s fivet on that me-
morable May nnrning in Manila Day,
ony of tha powdrr-boya hastily took off
his coat, whichh slipped from his hand
into the water. In tho inslde pocket
was a photograph of his mother  The
boy had Just been looking at it, had
kisged it and restared It 1o what scemed
to be s 2afe place. }n asked permis-
slon to jJump overboard and recover the
coat and when ho was forbliden to dvo
this he went to the other side of the
«hip, leaped Into the water, swam to the
coat &nd saved {t.  For dlaobedienre ho
was put {n irony and held for furthor
punishment. Commoudore Dowey wone
dered why he had risked his lfe and dis-
obeyed orders for tho sako of a coat, for
the boy had seatd nothlng avout the
photograph. In answer to the com-
mander's kind queations ho diaclosed his
motive. The commoderg's eyes fitled
with tears and he clazped tho boy in his
arms. Orders wero given that the little
fellow should be released ** A boy who
loves his mother cnough to rlak his lite
for her plcture,” sald Dowey, ‘ cannot
be kept {n irons on this fleet."—New
York Indepondout.

SUNSHINE.

‘The Parliamont Street Junfor League,
Toronto, has no special Suushine Com-
mittee, but has resolved ftzelf futo o
“Sunshine Commlitteo of the Whkole,”
with the object of dbringing the light of
the Sun of Rightcousness Into tho hearis
uf those about them. With this end In
view they usually spend mbout an hour
on Sunday afterncons, after Sunday-
school, {n visiting tho old, inflrm, and
sick peoplo in thelr neoighbourhood.
They sing, read the Blble, and pray, and
in this way have brocught many rays ot
sunshine into the 1lives of some who
know but little elso than suffering.

The Farmer's Wife,
BY ELLA WUERLER WILCOX.

Up with the birds in the early morning—
The dewdrop glows like a precious gem;
Beautiful tints in the sky aro dawning,
But she's never a moment to look at
them.
The en are wanting their breakfast
carly;
Shie ...ust not linger, she must not walt,
Fur words that are sharp and lovks that
are eurly
Are what the men give when meals are
late.

The day grows hot and her hands grow
weary,; .
Oh, for an hous to cool her head,
Out with the birds and the winds w»
cheery !
But she must get dinoer and make her
bread.
The busy men in the hayfleld working,
It they saw her sitting with 4ille hand,
Would think ber lazy and call her shirk
ing,
And she never could make them under-
stand.

They go not know that the heart within
er
Hungers for beauty and thingy sublime,
Thoy oniy know that they want ther
dinner,
Flenty of it, and * just on time.”
And after the swaeeping, and churning,
and baking,
And dinner dishes are all put by,
sho sitg and sews, though her head ts
aching,
Till ttme for supper and
draws nigh.

Her boya at scheol must ook like others,
She says as she patches thelr frocks
and hose,
For the world I1s quick to consure
mothers
For the least neglect of thelr children's
clothes.
The husband comes from the ficld of
labour;
He gives no praise to his weary wife,
She's done no more than hus ber nelgh

* chores

bour;
‘Tis the lot of all in country lile

But after the strife and the weary tussle,
When life §s done, and she lives at rest,
The nation’s brain and heart and
muscle—
Her sons and daughters shall call ber
Blest.
And I think the sweetrst joy of heaven,
The rarest bliss of cternal Iife,
And the faircst crown of all uwill beg.ven
Unto the wayworn farmer's wife.



