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THIS MAPLE LEAF.

[During the July procession at Kingston,
a-man in the ranks picked up a‘maple leaf
«I'hrow down that leaf!™ yelled the marshal
that’s not the color for to-day 1]

Slow straggled through the dusty streets,
Benenth the fiery, summer san,

The yellow-clonted, cursing ¢ beats,”
With fife and drum and hidden gun.

Within each heart the demon, Rate,
With midnight imurder linked, arose,

And urged cncly tongue to ery hell's fate
On men of peace and murder’s foes.

They passed beneath the maple trees,
Which seemed to shndder at the cries
That floated on-the gentle breeze
And filled the air with blasphemies!
Aud yet the shade of green leaves tell
On each dark hrow with kind relief,
Lelipsing "neath their magic spell
The howling mob with cool reprief.

The one, who had forgotien there
The lesson culled trom bloody fray,
That none amid, those reanks, may dare
To be'a man-upon thatday,—
Stooped down amd tock a maple feaf
And held it in his faithiess hand. .
Nor thonght he grasped the emblem chief
And motto of a gallant land.

“Throw down thatTeal ™" the marshal cries,
< That's not the color for to-duy -
Then howls assault the pitying s[){ios
And trumpets roar and fiters play.
A thousand curly Jooks are cast.
Upon:the branded son of Cain,
Who, weakly ere the day was past.
The eause forgot, to be humane.

Aye, cast the maple leaf, away,
. Norlet its lovely forin he scen,
"Pwas out of place on.such a day,
For God had dressed the leaf in green,
But, millions guard the maple leat,
And Gaul and Gael stm\(l side by side ;—
Let foes heware !—they’ll ¢ome to grief
Who dare insult a nation’s pride!

The mapleleal and shamrock, too,
Brave men upon their bosow Lore;
F:n‘r emblems of the leal and true, |
Jree from thie'stain of human gore.
They never doomed a brothers life,
n Within some ‘oath-sealed den of erime H
They never flashed the torch or knifie,
Nor Llackened Truth with serpent slime.

More men have fallen since the day—"
In:Memory’s annals ever rank—

Tq ‘cc)cbr'utc old Tredngh’s fray, . -,

Lhandied upon the Boyne’s red bank.

More blood hias floven from human veins
Than waterthrongh that fatil viver ;-

Nor eould'its ‘wave wash it the stuiiis
“Blamped owita bloody hand forever.

The Maple Leaf with pride we’ll wear,
And, with i, too, its Shamrock brother;
If fight we must, we'll fight, boys, fair,
The Gaul and Gael fur one anotiter,
No' base ngsassing serve our cause,
We never shun the light of day;
But, for our God, our Church, our' Laws,
We'll stand together in the froy.

Fr. Grama.

Rurnygp Lnves.— Boys—the most valu-
able and misused portion of humanity—
are too often the victims of restless and
rudderless impulses. Tietany one of Us
who hae reached middleage look back
upon his school days and reeall -his.
schoolfellows, and how many of them can
he count who have been of any use to
theworld ? 1fow many are mere wreeks ?
Yeu may count dozen after dozen who
have thrown away their lives, or not
achieved even respectability, and have,
faded when - middle-nged  into mero
nothingness. When a boy sets out in life,
alwavs a difliealty with - the “parents,
whether of the upper, middle or lower
cluss, there seem to be many chances to
one that he will be plaeed in someuncon-
genial sphere oroceupation, The griefof
the young fetlow whose father put him as
pupil to a celebrated. artist, when as he,
saicl with tears, he “wanted to be a butch-
er,” is very real, and is repeated cvery
day. The wonder is not that boys turn
out indifierent workmen under- these
eircumstances, but that -they turn out
wellatall. Theveis too little trouble taken
to find out the impulse of ‘genius or to
consult the fitness of the lad ; something
offers—an “advertisement is put in the
papers, or an uncle is found who "has
some influence with somebody else, and
the round boy is drifted away - into the
square hole. The miatter is.not mended
when boys show a. gencral cleverness.
They are the most: puzzling and decep-
tive of creatures. Thiey are capable of
doing ‘evorything, and too often’ doing
nothing. To fix them to any "one-thing
is, sure, like nailing a wenthercoek to a
quarter,’ to ‘render . them ‘useless. They
too, drift into troubled-beings~~dabblers
at' miany. things, masters ‘of none, and at
fifty perhaps out of" place, and locking
for'something Lo turn up, the'victimsof
being' too clover by half:




