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rtibu as he posséssed that characteristic HARRY ALDEN'S BEACON STEET

hao wold prove lis qualification to bo a BATTLE.
teacher. It was somotimes said that Sunday
School teachers weore not always punctual. BY ELIZABETH ABEROROMBIE.

Now, Sunday School teacbers who loved chil-
dren were never unpunctual. They would not (From lhe Churchman, N. Y.)
be behind time, because they would be depri-
ving themselvo" of the leasure of boing with Harry AldeD was going to Boston to spend

the children. He (the Bishop) had always feit a week and a day. He lad never beau to

it a pleasure through life to be amongst chil- Boston before. It was therefore a great event
dren, especially boys. It had always been a in bis life, althougb even this event sank into
greater pleasure to him to be among boys, even
rittle boys, than toe oàmongst men. Altheugh comparative insignificanco bofore the thougt
ho delighted to ho among friends, bis chief of the etupendous honore awaiting him in the

happiness always was to be with little'boys. delightful old town. For you muet know that

He did not speak of this as if it were to be the Huarry was going neither to a South-End board-
feeling of ail teachers, but it was a feeling to be house, nor to a West-Ead "flat" nor yet to a
cherished, in order to fit themselves for tbe down-town hotel, but ho sud hie mamma lad
work they had undertaken. They should try been-take ot vsi t the ho e of M . y
to love the children for their own sakes. Children b.an askad te visit at tIe bonne cf Mr. Ly-
were sometimes very troublesome, downright sander Walkinshaw, of Beacon Street.
pla,ues; but if they meant to be good teachers It certainly was an honor that did not fall
they must love them lu sptte of the plague ; every day to the lot of an Appledore boy.
they muet be constantly feeling that thougb evor>'b ba te lot ef an Appiedore boy.
the were troubesome ltte animas, they were HaLy ad beon tremedouely rised lu his own
God's choicest gifts to them. This was the estimation, ever since the invitation arrived.
second kind of love, but they must rise to a Hie foit taller somobeow, and wont about strok-
higher love. There must be a love of the Sa- ing his uppor lip with tender flourishes of bis
viour. If they had not already given them- littie brown pa-w, although it was flly seven
selves to God, surrendered themsalves to their years too early yet to look for eveu the first
Heavenly Fathor, thoy could not draw the chi1- downy shadow thore.
dren to Him. They must begin by makingthe If he'd been unexpectedly summoned to
desire to please God the fundanenial object of Windsor Castle to spend a year with the queen,
their lives; they must pour out their whole soul ho could hardly have feit maue prouder than
to Him; they muet know no'hing aise in con- ho did now.
parison with Hie will; they must try to kindle "I 'anose we can taire the king with us,
within themselves the fire of that dovotion mamma?" said Harry, the day before they
which marked the truc Christian. It was good were to start.
to remind one another of these groat fundamen- "What, Lion, Harry ? No, dear, I don't
tal truths when they met together for mutual think 'twould do. Mrs. Walkinshaw may not
counsel, when they met together to show thoir like dogs, you know. At any rate, I shouldn't
sympathy for each other in the work they were wish to impose one upon ber without a special
doing; it was good to remind thoeselves of invitation, dear."
what was necessary if they werc te serve the This was a most unexpected blow. Harry
Lord as they had undertaken to serve Him. Lad nover dreamed of having to leave Lion be-

hind. "She must be a queer sort of woman,
if she don't like dogs," he muttered. Why,

FAMILY DEPARTMENT. ho and Lion lad never beeu separated for a
---- I Esinglc day-not since that time Harry ven-

ODE.-VICTOIRIA. REGINA.-1887- tured out on that pateh of ice "all teeny-torny-
tin," and the big dog lad fished him out by the

Witb triple gem In diadem, scruff of lis ncck, as if he had beau a little
On ber ancestral tkrnne,

She rules ti land whose silver sands young puppy of lis own.
Are girt with azure zone ; Lear, good, faithful old Lion i Harry could

But she doth own a prouder throne, hardly bear to look him in the face as he skip-
Won for bei-soir i wecn:

WiLin our seul with Huft control, ped from attic to cellar and from cellar to barn
viCroInA reigns a Qneen. collecting the treasures that-whatever eise

Withsceptred might, dIvInely right, was left behind-must go in the trunk. It was
She rules these western shores, an odd collection whon done, I can assure you,

Arounti whBse rocks ln thuinder shueks,
0Ar Ocean ever roars. too. There were strings and nails and fired-

But 'er the world, her flag unfurled off-cartridges and jagged-edged jack-knives,
In every port is scen : but whein Harry laid a weli-sharpened hand-
VIeCTzoe rwgre aQUen °kow saw and a bundle of sticks among his mother's

The dark Hindoo, the Australian, too, best dresses in the tray, aven that gentle-faced
Confeas berge ntie swnay: s lady rebelled.
oer regions ar away. "No, Harry Alden, these can't go," she said.

Throngbout her relgn, lAn wide domain, "I'il have you know that I draw the line at
se ncet and Ar ve been saws and sticks."

The lighta that abone the patha upon "oî îî
Th Empire of the Queen. "Well I might want them if it rained mucb,

And martyred dead a light bave shed, you know," pleaded Harry with a solemn face,
Upon th agtes anobes page and was scarcoly convinced whon Mrs. Alden

our mnision oie bls attegt. laughingly suggested the impossibility of its
The Union Jack sha rover lack raining very much in eight days' time, to-
To nai quite tast uto the mat gether with the unliklihool of his wanting

The eimblem of these lands. a saw in a Beacon Street drawing-room at all.
The EheTmrok green, wi hem'rald eheen, As for Lion, ho knew what all those pre-

The Tilistie, aud the oe
Shall stili combine and intertwine arations meant only too well. Wise dog i ho

Despite Dur country's foes. ad not lived to his time of life without learn-
Lot ail rejoece wlth aeart and voice, ing how people conduct themselves when start-

iu evory clîme and soeine,
Tat in this year o JU1LEE ing forth on a journey from home. All day

viCroaiA reigns a Queen. iong ho hung about close to hie young master's

-rria Eccresiaitca Gaette. heetls. If ffarry went upstairs, Lion trotted
upstairs too. It Harry sat down for a momlent

ra is like a museum in which one ses to rest, Lion dropped down at his feet, poking
fragmento, and torsos, and casts of ancient art. i celd nose gtinst Hary's bands, beating
Our boet efforts are but weak and feeble pthe floor iinth that gret tain f lhi, ad mak

Oui' m iîug a hahf-supprcsbcd mhIme that cnit inte
of excellence-ad, mutilated, ome deformed, Bairy's heart like a knife.
pi impoefoot. I 'oor old follow 1" aid Harry, looking
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straight into the Newfoundland's big, sorrow-
ful eyes, "it's an awful shame yeu can't go-
yes it is. But I shall soon be home again,
doggie, and you shall have the loyeliest new
collar I can find in Boston, and the beautiful-
est beef-bone for ycur dinner the>day I come
back that we eau find in that etingy old Jem-
imy's kitchen cupboard. So cheer up, Old
king of the beastts 1"

But strange to say, Lion was not comforted
very much by al these fine promises. He
carried about a deeply dejected and mournful
countenance all day, and evidently foit offended
as well as grieved.

The next morning was one of too much
bustle in the little hous3ehold for Harry to
think much about his dog. The carriage
which was to take the travellers to the station
had already drawn up to the door before ho
remembered that ho had not seen h im since the
night before.

"Why, mamma, where is Lion ?" ho exclaim-
ed, with a start of dismay.

"I don't know, dear; I saw him lying be-
fore your door when I left my room this morn-
ing. Ho muet be somewhere about. But yen
baven't a moment te sparo, Harry-we shait
be late to the train-you must come without
saying good-bye."

Harry gave a long brill whistle; no an-
swering bark. "Lion I Lion I Lion " ho
shonted. No appearance of the dog. "It's
very strange1" mattered Harry, dashing up
the stairs and opening numberlese closed doors.
But they were calling him peremptorily from
below. Ho really must go, or ose. the train.
Bounding down again, ho hurriedly bade Jem-
ima "take care o tLion," and made a flying
leap into the carriage by his mother's side.
The horse started off at a brisk trot. liarry
gazed anxiously back down the road, but still
there was nothing to be seen of the dog.

Then came a scramble at the station, buying
the tickets, checking the large trunk and the
small valise, shaking bands with half a dozon
boys, who had assembled to see their comrado
off, with as much seriousness as if ho were
proposing te take a trip round the world. Fin-
ally, Harry followed lis mother into the train.
le was given the seat by the window, of

course, and sat with bis head leaning out, vain-
ly trying to think of something more to say &

to the boys outside, when, suddonly, his eycs
were attracted to a emall black speck, far up
the road. It was co'ning, coming, coming,
growing larger for every breath the excited
boy drow.

t was somebody's dog.
"Hurrah I it's Lion 1" exclaimed Harry, bid-

ding the boys look round. "It's Lion, mam ma 1
good for yo, old fellow-good for you I say 1"

Harry gave another of his long shrill whis-
ties. Lion hoard, but the matter was beginiug
to take on a serions hue, for the train had start-
ed. Would the dog get there only in time to
be crushed under those cruel wheels ? Harry
turned sick at the thought, and heedless of his
mother's entreaties, dashed out on the platform
to bid him keep back. Luckily the train was
a long one, and the car the Aldens had entered
was one of the last. As this was slowly craw-
ling acrose the road, down which the dog had
been running, Lion stood not five y ards away
from the track. There was a ehont from the
bystanders; the dog gave a powerful loap,
and lay panting ai his master's feot, but safe,
safe I Ail Harry's big heart went up in thank-
fulness for that. He never was nearer crying-
and didn't-in his life.

By the time ho had resumed bis seat by Mr.
Alden's side the train was welI under way, and
Appledore almost out of sight behind a pro-
jecting hil. Lion lay at their feet with meek-
ly bowed head, knowing weli enough, the
rogue, that ho deserved a scolding for bid ba
cardons triek.

(To bc continued.)


