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TEL MAPLE LEAF.

[During the J1ily pocession at Kingstoi,
a man in the ranks hpicked u p asm apleu f

i Throw dowin tliat lea f! yel ed à ma rhal
that's IOt the color for to-day !"]

Slow' straggled througlh the disty streets,
B3eneaîtie Lh e fiery, snm mer stn,

Thre yel lowe-clou ted, cursini '' bItea,"
With file antil druiand Fliddenu gla.

Wihiii eacli huart the deion, [late,
Wit'h inidn'uglit iiiilurder' linked, nrose,

Ai urgd each tonmgue Co cry hL's fate
Un men of p e andmu nrder's fors.

They passed bericafh thec naple trecs,
\lhicl seelied to sieudder lit the crics

That flOated on te gen le breeze
Ant filled the a:ir wit blaspheiesf

And yet tle shlade of' green leaves fel
OU each udark' lronw with kinld relief,

Eclipsing 'neath their miiagi speil
The howling mob witht cool reprief.

The oe, w ho haiI forgotten itlere
Tli lesson cilld foi bloody fray,

Tnit none anîid, dhse rnks, imay dure
''O lie a mnt uepont teat dav,-

Stoopel down and Look a iiaple leaf
An blikI it in hi faitless lMudi l.

or tihought lhe griaSpe ti em lmi chief
A nd m0otto 0f' u gallant lan.
"'lrowdown thatiUf'!' the marshal cries,

"lli''u not the color foi tiy !
Theil howls assauiIt the piteying S ces

Andi tiUnpets roar and olers play
Aiç ouand siirly looks are uet.

Upon the brandeil son of Cain,
Who, weakly ere the "h1y as pust.
The cauise forgot, to b hiinuane.

Aye, cast te maiple leaf, away,
Nor let its lovel] formi feseen,

'Twas out f' place on suub a day,
For God had lressed the Iof in grecn,

3u1t, inillions gîuard the m:î pIc leat,
And Gail and Gil stand side by suIe;-

Let focs beware!---they'll conic to grief
Who dare instlt a iiationi' pride!

Tlie maple l' and saamrock, too,1Bî'uve mien' i pon their bosoim bore;
Fui ebeinh s of the ial and true,,Fre frm the stain of human gòre.

Thi never doontled a brotlic i,
Witlhin sonie'cath-sealed dC òf crime;

They nevci' flashed the torci or kiiue,
Nor blulelied Truth with serpent siiine.

More men hav faien siice the day-
In Memory's annals ever rank-

To celebrate old Tredagis fin,
Than dieu upon p he Boyne'sreÏ·bank.

More blood has floin Troîn liiiiiiaii veins
Thahî weater thoîîgh thiat farí'iur

Nor could its vave washioïtthestaiîs
tamped on its bloody hand forevór.

''he Miple Leafwith pride we'll Wear,
Adl, weiti it, too, its Shaimrock brother;

If fighit We must, we'l fight, boys, fair,
'lie Gaul and Gael for one anotiier.

No hase assasiis serve tir cause,
Wc never slniiu the liglt of' day;

But, for our God, our Church; our Laws,
WXe'lb ,tand together ii tlie fray.

Fn. GRAiIÂM.

.UINED LiVEs.-13Oys-the nost vàlu-
able and iiiisutsed portion of'hunmanity-
are too ofton the victims of restless and

ruiiddierless impulses, Let any one oi is
who lia ioaliod mfiddleonge look back

ti)on his school diys and recall his

sclhoolfellow, ifnl hov niny of thei can
ho cotiif woli have boon of ny use to
theworld ? How manyarcmoroèicks?
Ycu niay oinit dozen after dozen who
iave thirown away their lives, of' not

aciv iiW even r'espctability;nnd hava
ied wheinidhlIe-gcd into mor'O

nothingiess. W\ihon a boy sets ont i Iife,
always a diiiculty with the parents,

whecterIC of tho uipper, middle or lowco
c-lass, there soem to he mn)lny clianceos to
one that. lic wiii ho placed i some uicoi-

geia:l splier or' ocupitioi. The guiefof
the young fillow' w'hosefitheir put hin as
pupil to a colobiated artiste when as he

said witli tears, lie "wintel to bo a buîtch-
op," is vory reil, ind is repoetel cvery
day. The wOnder is not twat boys tn

out indiferenl'' t voikmen tinder thoese
circunstaneos, but that tbey tirin ount
vellatall. The* ls ton littletoubletaken

te fin om t the impulse of gnins or to
consult lthe fitness of the lad ; solthing
otrs-an advertisement is put in the

ppors, or ai unicle is fouid who bas
soine influience with soiebody ils, and
the round boy is drifted away into the
squaroe hole. The niat(cet is not mnided
vhun boys show a gencial clevriness.

They ar'e the imost pizzling and decep-
tive of' creaturis. Tlhcy are capable of
doing cvcrything, and too often doing
nothing. To fix them to any one thing
is, sure, lile iiiling a weathercook to a
qtuartru tordOr thei uscless. Thy
too, drift into troubled beings-dbblcrs
at nuiny things, nastors 'oftnone, and at
fifty perhaps out of' plac, an'd looking

foi' somthing to turn tip, th'cvictiins of
being tao clover by half


