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Children of the Quoeon.
LY LLRWELLYN A. MURRISON.

i'wir Canada, a vIirgin Lanrd,
Two thousand luagues aloag,

3y mountaln, piain and ocean strand.
Riugs wut In Joyal song,

From Arctle roar to Fundy's tide,
They martial tribute bring,

In city way, on prafrle wide,
Her luyal childeen sing .

Hurral fur Canada! The Right
Doth here ber cause malntain,

Hurrah for England !  \Who in might
And majesty doth reign,

Hurrah for Greater Britain ! None
Such Ewpire vest hath seen,

The buys and gicls of Canada
Are children of the Queen.

Her fertile vales abundance yicld,
Greater than greatest need—
A mighty Natlon’s harvest ficld,
By Providence decreed;
Here hilla and shoreway s, 1sles and seas,
Show wondrous wealth impearl'd;
While forests waving In the breeze
Are the pine lands of the World.

Kept by our God since Timo bad birth,
Hidden aad unexplored;

The boast and glory of the earth—
A garden of the Lord.

Within her gates the true and brave
Rejolce to find and feel

“he broadest freedom heart can crave,
And highest human weal.

White Morning in continual round,
\With light and life, for aye,

i"urever smileth, sunlight crown'd,
On Britain’s royal sway.

Amid the regal realms that grace
Her bold Imperfal guest,

Bright Canada hath won her place—
The gem of all the rest,

Toronto, Can.

TIM'S FRIEND.

By Annve M. Barton.

ety

CHAPTER IV.
TIM RONS AWAY.

All Granny Brown's hesitation and
duubt vanished in an instant, and selzing
Tim’'s arm, she demanded roughly:
* Where's the silver shilling, with a hole
in {t and a string, that a little boy gave
you this mornin’ ? Come, out with it,
and look slippy.”

Utterly talen aback, and bewildered by
this very unexpected question, Tim
blurted out, * Who told you?"” then per-
ceiving what a daungerous admission he
had made, changed it into a vigorous
shout: “It'salie! 1 tell you it’'s alle!
I've pever got no shillin’. I've give you
every cent I've earned this day, wisher-
may-dle {f I haven't.”

But the old woman was not to be hood-
winked.

“ You've got it, and the sooner you
turng it out the better,’” she said, with
grim sternness,

“ 1 haven't, I haven't,” cried Tim; * you
may search mé all over and you will find
nothing.” Making a sudden dart, he
tried to slip through the door, but the
woman caught him by the collar of his
ragged jacket, and dragged him back.

“So that's your little game, is it, to
slink oft and spend Your money on the
sly 2 Not it I knows it. I'll find some-
thing as 'ill make you speak atore you're
many minutes older.” *

“Not the beit! ol, npot the belt?”
shrieked T'm, as the old woman picked
up a thick leather strap with a buckle on
one end.

For answer, down came the strap with
a2 dreadful blow, then another and an-
other, while Tim screamed in agony, and
fought like a little wild cat, but, alas!
could not get away.

“ Where 1s the money, you little imp ?
Tell me what you've done with it
shouted the cruel woman, as she con-
tinued to beat the child.

“1 won't, I won't!
have it!
killin* me 1”

“ Ay, and it you don't tell me X will kill
you, you wretched little beggar's brat,
even If I have to swing for it ¥’

In her blind rage and fury it seemed
as if the old woman would, indeed, fulfi
her threat, and kill the boy, so unmerci-
fully iid the blows fall upon avery part
of hig shrinking body, while his agonized
screams rang through the room and pene
trated to the court.

Bob Fletcher, hitherto an unmoved
spectator, began to shufile uneaslly, and
at last gald grufily, ° Drop it, granny,
you've dosnie ¢nough;. it this row goes on

' bring the pollis, and you'll be put
Into guod.” .

You shan’t ever
Oh, help! help! help! she's

What effe et thin . pvr ol might have had
Wl @ever be kuown, for at that instant

, the room dear was flung vielently open,

,and a bg, coamne, red-faced wuman. with
viragu wriiten unmistakazly npony ler
feacurss, yushed In ke a whiriwind.

Before Granny Brown was anare of her .

; burpuse, sho had dragged Tim frem the
sl woman s clutches, and 1ot rposed Berp
own burly form.

" What d'yo mean by ill-treaun a bit
balra 1 such a fashioa 7 she demaanded,
turtously. "You wretched, guod-fur-

| nothing old hag '~

i Suddenly a tend In the road revealed a |, 82
i long. ueep hule, & pile of loose stanes
caml granel, a bhright fire, and & watch- | vore, and the old gentlrman saw that he

y after the lupg, culd walk ®

{ that e Knew was iopossible,
And then she used jgshort ume ho ecapected W Le oretered | and whistled,

Yea, *
“ How mush o they pay yinp, Steve—
nofdav *’
Kteve almuost strangled o a plece of

stvmad poe place whero he vuuld find shel-
ter,

had guessed too low,

man s ittie hut, tn wWhich was seated an
’ } 7082 9 e ventured,

old man rmobing & shurt clay plpe. {
Nairelessly  the buy  orept near and - &!nm than that, father

cowered duwn bes-do the seicume Liage. * Yuu dun't mean to say that they pay
Huw warm the fire was ! how delightful | you &5 much as five *°

It only he, * Yes, father, moro than twenty five.”

- might stay heside 1t agd go to sleep, but | The old gentleman 1rt Lts watermelon
In a very | fall breiween hia knees, stared at his boy,
Then a serlous look came

many strong words asd expressiond (oo away, and thuugbt, with dread, of the | ia the oll man's tace, and. ieanlng foe

i terribie to be repeated here.
For onc instant granny stood petrified
; by the sudden attack, thew, with a wild
 \TY ot rage, darted forward aand tricd
once again to selze the buy.
* Oh, no, you don‘t ! sald the woman,
| Bet Waters by name, keeping Tim walely

long, cold stretch of ruad that lay e wanl, he asked carnestly, ~ Say, Xinve,
s tween himself and Sunderland. , Are yan worth It **
{ Rut the old man tuok no notice, he, Every man ought tu ask himseif the
| wooton smo-king bia pipe, and Tim wis | >« iivua questiun concerning every suceessy
feeis. g very happy and comfurtable, when | that comes to bhim in Ufe, wlether hn 1s
he was suddenly startled by tho words . RIVIDg value received to the world In wer-
| Now, then, yvungster, bo off.  Youve, vict “ur the suctesa It cunfera upan him.

behind her broad back, and with uvne had a good warm, and the svoner you .

push of her brawny arm sho sent the
old woman staggering into a corner of
the rucan.

'm game I

“Blg Bet” was well known In the
aeighbourhuod as an evil-tonge: 1, quar-
relsome woman, who ltked not’ better
than a row or a fight.  Many wmes sue
had been brought before the magistrates
for assaulting her neighbours; but nelther
lInes nor penalties of any kind prevented
lier frum repeating the offence.

She was not kind-hearted or fond of
children, and interfered now upon Tim's
behall more from a desire to * spite”
Granny DBrown, whom she bated, than
from any other motive,

Tim saw an opportunity to escape, and
creeping, unobserved through tho half-
open door sped swittly away. He stop-
ped an instant at the old, tumble-down
building where his preclous shilling lay
bid, and, having recovered his treasure,
ran on again in breathless haste.

Poor child ! he did not know where he
was going; but upon opne thing he was
resolved, that never, never would he go
back to Granny Brown,

At last, from sheér exhaustion, he
slackened speed, and then, sore, and
aching in every limb, sat down upon a
doorstep to rest.

Tae short winter afternoon waa cloing
In; a thick, damp fog made the air chil
and raw, and the homeless, shivering
child felt desolate indeed.

Cruwds of people pasied along the busy
thoroughfare, but not one paused to ask
what was the matter with poor Tim.
His whole body was bruiscd by the cruel
beating he had received, his head was
aching, his eyes swollen with crying, yet
nobody pitied or tried to help him.

When tko evening grew quite dark, and
the lamps were lit, and the shops bril-
liant with gas, Tim, rendered desperate
by cold and hunger, left his resting-place
on the door-step, and wandeted about the
streets, begging from the passers-by.

People, however, did not seem charit-
ably disposed, and at nine o’clock Tim's
whole gains only amounted to twopence.

He looked at the coppers ruefully, jing-
ling them in his hanad,

* I must have some grub, so it leaves
nothin® for a bed. Well, I must just try
and find a corner where the wind doesn't
blow so hard,” he said to himself as he
éntared one of Lockhart’s Cocoa Rooms
and marched up to the counter.

For the next half-hour the boy was
blissfully happy, ueated at one of the lit-
tle marble tables with a halfpenny mug
0o? cocoa and a very large currant bun
before him. He ate these delicacies very
slowly, they had cost him three-hslf-
perce; he had only one small coln loft.
This also was preseuntly invested in a
three-cornered jam puff, and once again
Tim was pennfless.

Very reluctantly he left the warm,
brightly lighted room and passed into the
cold, dark street. = Ho stocd thinking a
long time .outside, his nose pressed
against the plate-giass window, his gaze
riveted upon tho steaming urns and the
young ladies presiding at the counters.
How dreadful it was to be homeless and
destitute ! He thought of little John-
nfe and of Johnnle's kind, luving mother,
but he dare not go to her to ask for help!
he knew Bob Fletcher would be sent by
Granny Brown to watch the hcuse, and
poor Tim felt he would rather die of star-
vation than fall into her c¢lutchics again,

Suddenly a plan otcurrcd to him he
would go to Sunderland, it was only about
tea miies, there he would try to pick up
a living, and perhaps some day he might
come across his kind friend Jobn Wilson,
steward on board the Argus.

Leaving the town, Tim trudged briskly

¢ along the high road leading to Sunder-

lané¢, and though his bare fect tingled
with cold, and the raw, damp fog pene-
trated every fold of Lis ragged jacket,
his heart was 1ight, for he was free.

As the night grew later the boy's foot-
steps fiagged; he feit Le cculd not go

much farther withouf a rest; yet there

"1t ye want a fight, cume on, '

mako tracks the betler.”

Slowly the boy ralsed himselt trom the
gruund, and came tv tho uther side of the
fire facing the speaker,

“And where would you adviseo me mx
g0 7" heo asked, in a very grave \'olco,'
though his eyes twinkled with fun. !

*Why, home, of (ourse, where all kids
such as you ought tu havo been hours
since "

“8.rry I cant oblige you, but sceing
as I have no home, it's Impossible. I'm
on the tramp to Sunderiand, looking for
worh I suy, mlater, you might let a
teller rest a bit by your fire, honest truth,
I'm about dead beat.”

Tho old man surveyed the ragged, dirty.
little creature with no unkindly cyes.

*\Where's your father und mother 2"

* Hain’t got any,’ was the prompt re
ply; “I'm on my own hook; fact s, I've
runned away."

** Where from ?"

* Over there,” sald Tim, indlcating by
a backward shake ot his head the tcwn
he had left a few houre before. * The
cld woman I lived with beat mo terrible
to-day, sq 1 cut my stick, and I'll never,
never go btack to her agen, \What d'ye
thin¥ of that, and that, and that 2’ added
the boy, pulling aside his ragged cloth-
ing, and showing dreadful marks on
arms, legs, and back.

“ Poor little chap!” said the man.
* Now, I'll tell you what, it you can man-
ago t¢ curl yourgelf up on the floor of
this little box, you can sleep till day-
light, and then move on *

“D'ye mean it ?” cried Tim. My
word * you aro a real decent chap, and no
mistake.”

Without more ado he crept into the
watchman's hut and rolled himselt Into
a round ball on the wooden floor, doing
his best not to inconvenience his new
friend, for whore legs there wag now uo'
much room.

The fire outside giowed and sparkled,
and the heat from it was as good as a
blanket to poor little cold and weary Tim.
In less than five minutes he was sound
asleep.

When he awoke it was broad daylight,
the fire was still burning clear and bright,
and the old watchman, smoking his plpe.l

was pacing up and down the frosty road‘

near the hut.

Rev L..ula Atbert Banks, D.D,

IT SAVES THE BOYS.

The best argument [ have found in
Matne tor prohibition was by an ceditor
ot a paper in Portiand, that was for pall.
tical reaspns nildly oppuged to it 1 hadl
a conversation with him that ran sote-
thing like this ;

** Whero were you born 1

“In o lttle village about sixty miles
from Bangor,”

Do you remember the condition of
things tn your viliage prior to prohibi.
tton 7"

* Distinetly. Thoere was a vast amount
ot drunkenuess and consequent disorder
and poverty.”

“\what was the effect of prohivition ¥

“It shut up all the rum-shops, and
practically bamishied liquor from the vil-
lage. It became one of the most qulet
and prosperous plaecs on the glube.”

“ How long did you live tn tho village
after prohibition 2

* Eleven years, or until 1 was twenty.
one ycars of age,”

13 'l\hen ?l.

* Then I went to Bangor.”

*“ Do you drink now 7

‘I bave never tasted a drop of liquor
in my Itfe.”

o \Vhy ™

“Up to the age of twenty-one 1 never
taw it, and after that 1 did not care to
take on the habit.”

That is all there is in it. If the boys
of the country are not exposed to the
infernalism, the men are very sure not
to be. This man and his schoolmates
were saved from rum by the fact that
they could not get it until they were old
enough to know better. Few men are
drunkards who know not the potson till
after they ure twenty.one. It is the
youth the whiskey and beer men want.-
North American Roview,

A WATER ENGINE,

The living body iz a watcr engine. It
could not carry on the work it does on
any other system. It s a much a water
engice as a steam oongine is, although 1
cannot deny that other fluids than water
will act as motors, for [ have seen u

Tim felt stiff, and cramped, and sore, tpirit engine; but the body is not an en-

but ne got up, and came slowly out. |

“ You've been very good to me,” he|as such.
t a~ 1L 1t we ¢ one, and at last get them-

sald stmply, ‘and I thank you for it.”

** Here, drink this afore you go, it'li,
put some heart igto you,” s~id the man,,
handing to the lad a tin bottle full of;
warm, sweet coffee.

Tim drank it eagerly, and then a big;
slice of bread and cold bacon was put in- |
to his hand, together with three pennies. |
Tim cculd not speak, but shook the hand
of his kind friend, then turned away, and
the old man stcod watching until the
torlorn littie figure paz.cd out of sight. i

g.ne of thig class, and no one can treat it
Sume try to make it one, live

relves into so morbid a condition under
1t they feel as if glcohol were tho only
ratu al fluid, even though fatal, so that
the sma.e.t aceident mey snap the ma-
ch.ne or break the talanco between mind
and matter — The late Sir B. W. Richard-
son.

BEAD BEADING.

A lttie fellow gat reading a book.
\Whben he saw his father coming he put

i
(To be continued) i the book out of sight, and stood up tn

) great confuston, waiting for bis father to
1 pass by. New, I didn't Ike that, and §
t hercwith advise that Loy, and all other

REAL WORTH,

A farmcr boy named Steve went away |
from hutie to the <ity, and in the cvurse,
of jears became a tvery Successful mﬂ«,
rvad man. Oxe warm sammer Jday hLe
fcund himsclf at home on a little vaca-
tifon. He was sealed under the old
apple tree, with the Lalf of a red-hearted
watermelon on his lap.  His father, busy '
with the other Laif, paused now and then
W ask Steve alout his new jub and what
he patd for his fine clothes, Presently |
Le nanteq to krow what they calied his
buy on ke ruad coundudtor, brakeman, ot i
what ? .

“The.. call me the General Frelight
Agent, father,” eald Steve. H

TLats a migkly Lig name, Steve.” |
Ycs, father, {t's rather a big job, too,
for me.” ]
But you don't do It all, Stese,  You,
must have hands to lhelp you load and
unload 7
*Oh, yes, I bave a Jot of holp,”
* And the company pays them all 1”

boys, never to read anything they are
ashamed of.  Upcn ¢fesy page sou read,
tull and free, o God 8 ught and presence,
as you must, and f 1t s aot fit to be
opened so, do not read it at all,

Bad reading is deadly puisun, and I, for
one, would like Lo sce the poisoners—
that ts, the men who furnish it—punished
uke any other murdcrers, ycs, more, 1L 3
:ar werse to kil the sout than to kil the
tody.

In my opinivn, parents are not hait
watchifus eavugh 1o this matter, and £ 1
were you, young folks, § wouldu't stand it.

Ma, remarked the smal) buy, =nt
it funny that everybody calls my Mitio
Lrother a bouncing bady !

Why do yon think 1t la fuany, Wil-
liam 7 returned his mother.

* Because when 1 dropped him on the
floor this morning he d4idn‘t bounce a
bit.  He cried”



