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Canada.
Fon all geographical and trading purposes this

7‘ ;

]

|

1 fuir Canada of ours holds & central and commanding
¢ position, and, with the development of 1ts vast and
i varied resources, must one day lead the van of the
| world’s commerce.  The following lines contain a
| loyal tribute to all the main divisions of ths Do-
minion :

Maritistr Provixers,

Harrah t for the land of the bays and the streams,

The land where old ocean his Urightest gleams ;

\Where the fisher veats from the storiny main,

Whicls is richer to him than gold or graia.

Quenrc.
Hurrah ! for the land of the rviver and hill,
Where the Lold habitant has his farmyard still ;
Where the bright plains nourish unnumber ed herds,
And the hills are ulive with the songs of birds.

Oxrarto,
Hurrah ! for the land of the loyal and hold,
Where ti @ wave of Niagara ever has rolled
Where tho lakes ave spread into mighty scas,
Aud the green laud is laughing with pleaty and ease.

Brimisu Cortania,
Hurrah ! for the lnud of the mountain and wood,
Where the beautiful Bow is for ever in tlood
Where high on the Rockies the white snow lies,
And back from their bages the white foam flics.

Forrst Brrr.
Hureh ! for the land of the larch and the pine,
Where the broad lakes far through the green wood shine;
MWhere the mighty Mackenzie nnd Neison roll,
Aund the laud is rich with the trcasure of coal.

Frxmine Deur.
Iurrah ¢ for the land of the maple and bear—
For the liome of the loyal, the bruve and the fai.,
Where the Saskatchewan through the green land sweeps,
And the wild meadow into fertility lcaps.

’ Ciionts,
Hurrah ! hurrah ! for the broad, green Jand,
Where courage and loyalty ever shall stand.
Hurrah ! for the hotne of the brave and the fair:
Hurrali ! for the land of the maple and bear.
— Wealeyan,
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SIGNAL THAT NEXT TRAIN,

Tuene had been a sad railroad accident. The
engincer was caught in the overturn of the loco-
motive, pinned to the carth, and could not possibly
extricate himsclf.  Others came to release his
struggling, writhing form. 1lis thouglts, how-
ever, were on the next train, the train behind.
Could he not sce the engine driving along the rails,
bringing the train loaded with priceless lives?
And then came in thought the awful crash of a
collision! “Boys!” cried Engineer Kennar, giving
the namo of the expected and endungered train,
“go back and signal the second Atlantic if you
haven't done it!"

Noble, heroic soul, his first thought was for the
train behind.  They succeeded at last in liberating
his body, but his only liberator from suffering was
denth itself, which came in & very few minutes.

Signal that next train !

Do we -always Lear it in mind, the train that ..
ccning?  As those interested in Sunday-chool
activities, may our thouglits rest appreciatively
upon the next generation, gathered about us in our
classes, and that we ave trving to teach. That
next train ig coming fast. The boys and girls of
to-day will be men and women to-morrow. This
next train is confronted Ly peculiar dangers. On
the right track, we hope—heading for righteous-
ness and temperance, hovesty and iotegrity; but
what perils may yet be before it !

Our.soheloss may be sewu.ted 10 tamper with the
ovil of *light drinka.” Signel the truin! There
s bessbarrel 20 the track! Our schelars may
be-solicited to look wpon licectious prints.  Sigadl’

the tran’ There s a bal hook on the ek
Our scholars tmay be urged 0 pat o the day of
csalation,  Signal the ttamn! The boudder - oo
crastination has fallen acrosy the tnis AL ere
Cis evil company bechotuag the Luys and guls to
wrong-duing.  Sigual the ! Wiedhas are at
work on the rails, thicatemnyg the lives that are
coming forward,  Whatever be the dutger, he
alert ] Watchl Hasten!  Speak b bignal the
train |

AT MOTHER'S GRAVE.

“Mornsn's grave.”  How we start at the wards'!
They scem to touch a nerve at the very centre of
the heart.

“ Mother's grave.” We glwee furtively acrow
the roow at a tigure moving quietly bete and thae;
now picking Ired's hat from the floor, now at the
window setting n stitch in Will's coat, now search-
ing for Lizzie's stray glove, now bathing Luoy's
aching head and smootlnng the wrinkles from her
forchead.

# Mother's grave?” Twpossible!  We cannnt
get along without mother!  There is no one to tahe
her place.  There is no one like her.  Mother wii
stay with us always; we will not thuwk of any
thing elsc.

So, perhaps, onco thought this young girl and
wer brother.  Yet to-night they stand together in
the quict churchyard looking down on wother's
grave.  Shadows flicker softly on the dewy grass,
and far down the viver tiny waves dance und tlash
in the moonlight. But the brightness caunat drive
the terrible sadness and longing from their heasts.

“We must see mother again, We must, we
must ! they whisper over and over. *Yes, we
will see her again. Though she cannot come to us
we may go to her.  We have promised, yet O, it is
so long to wait, If we only could sce her now
for one small minute, and tell her all the love and
longing of our hearts.”

Let us close our eyes for a little and stand in the
night shadows, looking down with these two on
mother’s grave.

Do you feel it? Mother lies there. Never aguin
on carth will her gentle hand caress you. Never
again will her voice soothe and comfort you. Never
again will her wonderful love be round ahout yeu,
and never again can any fretful, unkind, wicked
word or act of yours wound and grieve her.  Never
n.g:l.in. Yes, you do feel it. We ull love wmother.
but she has always been with us, ready to bear our
burdens and share our griefs. We never thought
that mother could Le sad or weary or sick and
dying. Now she is gone. We bear this bittercst
grief alone.” Therheart that beas itself away for us
is still and cold as the marble glistening in the
moonlight. We canaot bear it. We cry out in
agony and open our eyes on the quiet figure still
standing by Luey's chair—our own dear mother,
with a heart still warm and beating for us.

Ah, mother, when you leave us we will bury you
in flowers if we can, but while you are with us we
will spare you a rose for your bosom, a wreath for
your brow, and give you a little token now and
then of the gratitude and love that we found hidden
deep down in our bearts when we stood for a little
in the night shadows looking down on “ motler's

grave.”

Wt

A LT7LE newsboy of Orlanda, Florids, being sud.
denly told of his father's death, dropped his papers
aad hurried home. A citisen picked them up, sold
them through the tewn, wlling the circumstances,
and realized seventy dollars for thom, some of them

fLeiching five dellare spiece.

IN YOUR OWN HIANDS.

LExctsksare too often on aloy’s ips : 1 eannot
help st Tay, but T i, 16 you lived where 1
do you wouidn Uie any vetter than 1 am,*® * You
don t know 1y temptations.” These excuses should
never be made. You can belp at, and you have no
renson for fuilitgg tn your Chrstian life, for the
Lord a8 always wating to hap youe Whero you
hwe does not wke a particle ot dilerence, The
Lovd will Live wath you, no mntter where your
abuoide, of you only axl i to da so. Your tempta.
tions are never gioaer tho the streagth the lornd
will gtve you to battle with them,
us that,
and resisted , rememdbier, too, that Satan did not
suy to him, L will cast thee down,” but * Cuast
thyself down ”

That is what ho says to yon: *Cast thyself
down.” If hie caubdl do 1t hunself, he would do so
very quehly, without waating for any words an the
subject, There he 15 pondiless, and he Lnows 1t
So e gives the commnt | and oy it is a command
which 13 all too oiten cleyed ! 1 you would only
vealize two things  how helpless Satan really 1y,

aud how sttong the Lerd 1s—you would oftener .

conquer.  Listead of that, T sometanes fear boys
think the other way,  As for your surroundings,
they are notlang.  There have Leen boys and gicls
whose tves have beetinn such cluse contact with sin
that it scemed impossibie for them to be anything
but degraded, and yet they have come out Chnis
tuuf men and wowen, kept pure and good by the
Lord’'s own streuzth and arace. There hiave been
others who hase grown up in Christian famihies
who have turned a wihing car to the voice of
temptation und aliowed Satan to cast thews down.
No, boys, your surroundings have nothing to do
with it. The Lord is able to keep you pure, no
matter where you life is cast.  Only pray and trust
and watch, It is all in your hunds and your
Saviour's,.—Craristian Soldier.
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ATTER THE SHOT, A LINE,

TuEre is & gun on the beach, and around the gun
is a group of surfien. Dang!
going out of the gun. That altt There is a line
attached to the shot, that whizzes through the air
and reaches that wreck.,  That all?
of this first light hire these at the wreck will pull
abourd a stouter line and then a hawser,  That all1
No, a life-car will soon Lo on its way to the wreck,
and soon will be travelling back, bringing three or
four sailors.

Ab, how one thing leads to another! There was
the invitation you gave, the other day, to Charlie
Towbe, the little fellow in that poor drunken home,
to coute to the Sunday-school. That intitation was
the shot to the wreck.  You went to that home on
Sunday and brought Charlie to the school. That
was the line after the shot.  You and Charlie made
a stouter line, for you brought ‘Tom and Will to the
school, and they proved to be a full sized hawser.
Influenced by the children, who are these coming
into the Sunday-school concert Lut old Jerry Tombs,
the drunkard, shufling along, followed meckly by
his thin wife, in that faded and darned and turned
and patched old sacque, worn ever since the one
happy day of her life with a man who “only drank
s little "—the wedding day! 1l{ow the people stare!
Ah, something is sxid 1n the concert that brings
Christ before the drunkard's soul so needy, %0 needy!
Thank God, it is the lifecar coming to the wreck,
and Jerry and his wife eater! Sbon both may
stand up to confess Christ.

Keep sending out your shot, your imvitations to
Bundsy-ackucl. After the shot, will come a line.

e has promised
Renetaber how our Saviour was tempted

Thero is a shot

No, Ly menns
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