PLIEASANT ITIOURS,
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d; “but T'N not tell you where hois. Never!
it thee beat wme to death. Teavo little Phil

he ' He's being cnved for, Oh, father, father,
y I ul alone, for God’s saket”

“oll, well,” said Haslam, * there's no hurry.
ave him alone for a day or two; hut T must
v boya—both of them. Come, Tow, let's be
iz -thee and me. This is u sorry welcome to
thy father, after eight years. 1 mean to do
iy thee. I'm a changed man, Tom—sgo the
un says, and ho ought to know ; it's his Lusi-
to know. T'm all right now, my lad; and
gong W be decent folks now, I reckon—thee

re was a smile on Hastam's face which was
leasant to ses—Dbut neither Tom nor Alice

48
Bpl 1it. ‘They only heard his words, and a feeble

prang up in their hearts that there might be
d s ruth in them.  He said very soon afterwards
il e must go and seek out a lodging, and if he
his; any that would do he would return to fetch
ks for he was not going to he parted from his
; ain; and by-and-by they would have little

t home with them. So saying, he took his
ure, carrying awany Tom's money with him,

t daring to speak w word, Tom and Alice
ed him stride down Pilgrim Street, with his
wol] up, as if he was as honest a man as any
he could meet in he orowded city. Tom
nack into his chair again, and bent his face
vis hands.

11" he eried, * 1 wish T might never sce his
I wish ane of us was dead 1”

ush, Imsh 1 said Aliee, in a soothing voice,
thy father, Tom ; and maybe he is changed,
says.  The Lord Jesus didi't cast out the
and thou and me mustn’t, Tom—must we?
remember, thou hast another Father, Tom.”

' he had another Father ; but in the sharp-
nd suddenness of the trouble, he felt hiwmself
to eallingupon God by the suime name which
rd to Haslam,

iher” had two sounds for Tom : one so full
cious comfort, and of peice passing all under-
ng, that an hour ago he could not refrain
‘hisprring it to himself over and over again.
ie other sound was one of shame, and misery,
cad, and his lips trembled when he had to
t aloud. Only an hour since his heart had
| full of music and singing, as he Jooked up
narrow strip of sky lying above the streets,
id, * Father!” DBut now the word that had
le 2 tone out of an angel’s song had become
b and jarring sound,

st still until he was rested a little, and
e strolled out again, in a fever of disquictude
sy, into the bustling streets, where no
corner could be found in which he could
I aloue and think. He longgd for some
jeaceful place ; but there was not any far a
Ly like him.  The police would not let him
‘n upon a doorstep ; aud when he presented
at the cathedral door, the verger bade him
{or a ragamudin,

st he crept under the scaffolding reared
he tower of the cathedral, which was being
, and sat down on one of the great stones
was to be placed in the wmassive masonry.
nvon-time, and the wasons were gone to
fumer ; and though a constant stream of
were passing to and fro before his eyes, yet

eain.

length—.not joyously and buoynntly as befove, Lut
with a deeper and stranger foeling that 1t was true
- be said in his heart, ¢TI have another Father,
my Father in heaven 1"

(T'o be continued.)

The Union Jack.

Yoxnr waves Old England's banner
Still vecatling bygone yeurs,
Au1t waved at famous Creey
And tho hattle of Poicticrs.
Sinee the duys of Royal Alfred
1t hiath humbled haughty foes;
Faced a thousaud thientening dangers,
Dealt » thousand mortal blows.
Still the sliip that haa it hoisted
Can through nny ocean tack.
Give a ghout for British frecdom,
Raise aloft the Union Jack !

Mark its course upon the vcean,
Trace its path from land to land,
Ever guided in its mission
By a Providentin! hand ;
Over stormy oceans wafted,
Where huge icebergs vock and roll,
Aud the briny waves, in fury,
Dash around cach dreary pole ;
Aud away in tropic clinutes
Where our heroes bivouac,
Whilst above them floata sublimely
Eoglaud's ancient Union Jack.

Raise aloft the royal staudard,
Lot it greet the passing breeze,
Still it Lraves the ocean’s billow,
Standa secure on stormy seas,
Aa it waved above our Nelson,
England’s gallant, matchless tar,
At the Nile's terrific combat
And iamortal Trafalgac
To the mast he uailed his colours,
Signalled them for close aftack 3
*Midst o peal of ¢ British thunder®
He displayed the Usion Jack.

Wolfe diaplayed Old England’s colours

On the Plains of Abraham,
Whete in war's impassioned combat

He encountered brave Montealn s
Ere the din of battle ended

Both the gallant heroes fell—
Loud above the roar of hattle

Rose the Highland soldiers' yell.
By a charge of British bayouets

‘Then the foe was driven Lack,
And the day was one of glory

To 01d England’s Union Jack.

Gallant Brock ita folds expanded
On the field of Quecnston Ieights;

\Well the hero did his duty
Putting Rritain’s foes to flight ;

But ere he reached tito frowning aummit
Did the gullant hero fall,

For his bright carecr was ended .
By a marksman's rifle ball.

But hin comrsdes, roused to vengeance,
Like a tempest swopt the track,

And the day was one of glory
For the ancient Union Jack

~

Should the war-cry then be sounded
O’er Cauadian noil again,

We will guud the hallowed precincts
\Where our Wolie and Brock were alain,

Where our Empire’s flag's insulted
Or a British hero leads,

There Canadians dare to follow
And. will einulate their deeds :

Dare to fight for RBritish frecdom—
We're no coward, craven pack,

To disgrace Old England’s standard,

Round the tattle flag will rally
As of yore at Waterloo.
England, Scotland, and beave Lrin
Hoave in warfaro no'er buen slack ¢
And now Cunada is with them
To defend the Vuion Jack.

Lives there utill ane British subjecs
\Who'd refusa his lifo—his all—
In defen e of Britizh frecdom,
Wha'd rejoice at Rritain's fall?
1f there ho, then curse tho traitor,
Pass him by in dark diadain,
Let hum Lear whide life is left him
On his brow the mark of Cain,
Let him die, a hated coward §
Bury him by midnight black g
He deserves no home gor conntry
Who'd descrt the Union Jack,

THAT LITTLE FABLE.
BY MRS. J. M'NAIR WRIGHT,

“1 saw a disgusting sight just now,” said Mr.
Lucns, as'he entered the house.  “T saw little
Terry Smith marching along, cigar in wonth ; and
young Phil Tomkins, with his cheek stuck out with
nquid.  Dou't let me see one of my boys at such
wark. Tobncco is ruinous to boys 1”

“Qo 'mokes!” quoth little Nell, laying down
her dolly.

Ol l—why—D'm a nan, pet.  ¥'s difforent”

Mrs. Lucas smiled to herself over her work.
Fred was so bLusy studying of course he had not
heard a word. Ile looked up presently,

“Father, I'n coming on fine in Latin, I got
this fable in ten minutes.  Let me vead it: Cancer
dice' ¢ filio—a-crab said to his son: Mi fili, ne
sie—my son, do not always walk with crooked
steps, but walk steaight.  Cud o) My pater re
spondit—to whom he veplied: My father, right
gladly will I follow thy commands—xi te prius
tdem facientem videro — if first 1 shall see you
doing the same thing-."

“I know the rvest,” interrupted Mr. Luens.
“This fable teaches that youth is instrueted by
nothing so much as by ex-uuple.  Harriet give me

that pipe and tobaceo-hax, and we will have a little .

bontive. [fenceforth € say to my hoys not * 0, but
‘come.’ 1 hope I know my duty as a father—and
want to do it.”

THE LEGEND OF THE BEAUTIFUL HAND.

“TgLL me a story, sister, please,”

“ A story, dear? Let us see what it shall be.
Oh, I will’ tell you of three young ladies who dis-
puted as to which had the most beautiful hand.
One held up fingers tupering, delicate, and white as
alily. The . wnd of the second was bLeautiful in
form, and tinged with the pink of a shell. The
hand of the third secmed to combine all the heau
tics of the first and second.  Just then eame an old
woman, homely and stooping with age, and held vp
her wrinkled hand. ‘' Give me n gift,” she suid ;
‘for I wm poor.” The threo ladies all declined. A
fourth, with hands bearing the marks of homely

the perfection of form, the grace of dimple, or
delicate tint, but loving ministry to the wants of
the needy that constitutes the truest beaoty !7  As
she spoke these words the staff on which she leaned

disappeared, the wrinkles of age were exchnized .
for duzzling beauty, the bent form anrose majestic-

. Or desert the Union Jack. - k
alone in the cathedral enclosure. The sun ally erect, and there stood in the presence of the
down upon him®with a mild warmth, and And brave Scotia’s sons are ready, ladies an angel from heaven.  She had full authority
ethead, whers it was not clouded Ly mist or For their place is in the vaa, to settle their dispute, and there is none to this
there w tch of pale blue wint:y sky.] To repel the flerce invasion 1 day who dares reverse her judgment. Let us botl
ere was a patch of pale blue wimt.y sky. As they did at Inkerman. ay who dares reverse her judgment. Let us both
carcely knew why the sight quieted him; And the Joyal men of Erin, . think on this story, dear, Waemay profit much by
grew calmer and calmer in spirit, and at Round tha croes of red and blue, its teachings.”
: ' <
' X — !

toil, gave the old wonan what she desiwvedd. ¢ This
1one, said she, ‘has the beautiful hand. It is not :




