[JuLy, 1891.]

CAINADA.
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luck neither, for the squire stopped me on the road ; and
said, “ Here, Tom, you've always been a good lud to your
mother, and 1 give you a sovereign to buy something for
her now you are leaving, and here’s another for yourself.
We don’'t want industrious chaps like yon to go away, but
there is certainly a good prospect for you in Camudt,  Amd
don’t forget old England, Tom ; be loyal to your Queen aml
Country, and keep mder the old flag, Tom, wl uuu youdo”,

“1owilly sir”, 1 osaid, “and thank you, siv”, b the
squire had cantered slmost ont of hearing in a0 minute,

Here T was with nearly five pounds in my pocket and a
merry heart, after all!  One of my great troubles had been
that [ could not give a parting present to anybady, I was too
poor; now 1 was rich enough and to spare. 1 did not tell
mother of the Squive's gift that day, but T went 4 sce Anne
next morning, amd she got leave to go with me to the town
and there we bought mother a splendid new gown, father a
new hat, granny @ new pair of spectacles to be exchanged if
they didi’t suit, & box of marbles, all glass alleysand agates,
for Dick and Mary, a doll apicee for Lillie and Ennnie, and
a niee new neek tie each for Will and Jim, who were out in
place.  Anne got herself 2 new parasol, which she had not
heen able to afford, though she wanted one so hadiy, and she
declared she woull make it last until she saw me again.
“ If you don’t come home in five years, Tom, 1 shall perhiaps
try Canady, too”, she said,

We had a discussion as to whether it would he proper to
take old Josiah 2 little gift, as we had to be under sone obli-
gation to him so that T conld ga, but at kst we agreed o tike
him 2 new “bacey box, with u sailor danecing a hornpipe on
the top, that was to be Dad for sixpence and couldn't be
construed into an impettinence by the most testy of wen,
and old Joginl was pretty gond-natured generally,

Such a pareel as we had Lo carry homet Aud so lidtle
itcost! T had still three pounds in my pocket and P sure
I received a hundred pounds worth of pleasure in the distri-
Imtion of my gitts.

“ Why that hat'll do to go to church in, Tom™, eried my
fathier as heput his new tile on, and peeped into the loking
glass.

“Aud don’t father look well in it P’ sid little Mary,
“ hee looks youny sgain ™.

“ It hides all his shiny head and makes his hair ook as
hlack as black ”, added Jim.

“ If 1 comb oor hair every Sunday will oo go to church,
father 17 enguired  Emmie,

¢ Perhaps T will ) said father, © when mother gets hor
new gown made; the parson’s hebaved like o brick to Tom,
an’ I'll forgive him .

This was a glad specch to me, for L knew how poor
mother bad tried and persuaded father to resume his atten.
dance at church in vain, andsit seemed as theugh a gleam of
happiness for my poor wother had come to chicer us all in
onr parting.
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TO CANADA.

Ox Tup DeatH oF NER CHike,

AIR Motherland, we join thee in thy grief,
F‘ No.: seek with plunimet line thy woe immense
To vaiuly sound ; nor soul, nor human scnse
1ts depths ulsyssal, ¢'en for momnents bricf,
Can reach, or bing by sothing words relief ;
Thy heart cords now with agony are tense,
And o'er thy erst bright fuce clouds durk uud dense
Hespeak thy mother woe for oure dead Chief
Sweet Canada ! thy gricf is right and just;
Hischild thou art, though he did bow to thee;
Thy parts he found in jealons fear to sust,
Thy children bickeriug from sen to sea
His magic voice wove bonds of mutual teust,
And lade them stand o nation strong and free.
—Evening Mail.

DOLLARD.? .
(May, 1660).
te hias made good the promxsc of his youth,

«  And the fuil hero now is finishied in him,
—Schiller's Wallenstein.

1 would not institute a new Chinese onler of the
Worship of Ancestors ; but it is well to remember
the men wha went before us—the men who subdued

wild nature and wilder humanity, who carved @ magnificent
montment out of the wilderness, and laid the foundations of
fature greatness.  The hope of the future may indeed be
the sons, rather than the fathers; but that hope for which
we make glad way, will be such sons as prove that they are
worthy of their fathers, not only by themselves doing, but
by the grateful emulous remembrance of the deeds of these
departed worthies
They have gone, but not wholly-—for their deeds remain,
and the silent carth they trod has speech of them, Their
patience, their heroism, their fidelity, their piety, are sceds
of power nourished by the centuries, and grow like sequoias
of the West, Fnglish oaks, and cedars of Lebanon.  No drop
of their blood was wasted, no sigh wis aimlessly breathed,
no blow fell without its eternal echo; they lived 3 and our-
selves and our heritage are heree. We do remember them !
** Qur hearts their presence feed

Viewless, not voiceleas, from the deepest shells

On Mcmmory's shore hanronious cchoes steal §

And nawes which in the days gone by were q-ellc,

Arte blent with that soft music™3

Welcame! then, the decds and names to which our

hearts respord with noblor beating ! This world is quick- .
cned by the tread, and sweetened by the breath of heroes;
it is sanctitied by their blond, and redeemed by their dying.
Their chronicles are among its imperishable records; the

3 Thie incldent is tho foundation of Mes. Catherwood's excellent romanc
published in The Century, entitled, A Stocy of Dollard™,

2 Joscph Howe.



