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roportion as he posséssed that characteristic
at hewould prove his qualification to be &
teacher. It was sometimes said that Sunday
School teachers were not always punctual.
Now, Sunday School teaschers who loved chil-
dren were never unpunctaal, They would not
be behind time, because they would be depri-
ving themselve- of the pleasure of being with
“the children. He (the %ishop) had always felt
it a pleasure through life to be amongst chil-
dren, especially boys. It had always been a
reater pleasure to him to be among boys, even
ittle boys, than to heamongst men. Although
he delighted to be among friends, his chief
happiness always was to be with little boys.
He did not speak of this as if it were to be the
‘feeling of all teachers, but it was a feeling to be
cherished, in order to fit themselves for the
work they had undertaken. They should try
to love the children for their own sakes. Children
were sometimes vory troublesome, downright
plagues ; bat if they meant to begood tenchers
they must love them in spite of the plague;
they must be constantly feeling that though
they were troublesomo little animals, they were
God’s choicest gifts to them. This was the
gecond kind of love, but they must rise to a
bigher love. There must be a love of the Sa-
piour. If they had not already given them-
selves to God, surrendered themselves to their
Heavenly Father, thoy could not draw the chil-
dren to Him. They must begin by making the
desire to pleas? God the fundamenial object of
their lives; they must pour out their wholesoul
to Him ; they must know nothing clse in com-
parison with His will; they must try to kindle
within themselves the fire of that devotion
which marked the true Christian. It was good
to remind one another of these great fundamen-
tal truths when they met together for mutual
counsel, when they met together to show their
sympathy for each other in the work they were
doing; it was good to remind themselves of
what was necessary if they wero to serve tho
Lord as they had undertaken to serve Him.
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With triple gem in diadem,
On hor aucestral throne,

She rules the land whose silver sands
Are girt with azure zone ;

But she doth own a in-ouder throne,
Won for herself [ ween :

Within our soul, with soft control,
VYICTORLA re{gns o Queen.

With scoptred might, divinely right,
She rulesthese Western shores,
Around whose rocks in thunder shocks,

Old Ocean ever roars.

But o’er the world, her {tag unturted
In every portis secn @

Iu every zone where she is known.
VIOTORIA reigns a Queen,

The dark Hindoo, the Australian, 100,
Confess her gentle sway @ -

The Empross Queen—she rel¢ns supreme
O'er regions far away.

Throughout her reign, In wide domala,
Secience and Arl have beon

The lights that shone the paths upon
The Emplre of the Quecn.

And matt.fred dead a light have ghed,
- Thghlir ghtesthand t.h% Ibest
on thisage, whose nublest page
pOur mlsalo'n flelds atrest. pag

The Union Jack sha I nover lack
Hearts loyal and strong hands,

To nall quite 1ast unto the mast
The emblem of these lands,

The Shamrock green, with em’rald sheen,
The Thistle, and the Rose B

Bhall still combine and intertwine
Despite our coantry’s foes.

Lot alt rejolee with heart and volee,
In every clime and s¢ene,

That in this year ot JUBILEE
V10TORIA relgns a Queeh.

—TIrish Ecolesiastical Gazetle. AL

HARRY ALDEN'S BEACON STREET
' BATTLE. :

BY ELIZABETH ABEROROMBIE,

(From lhe Churchman, V. Y.)

Harry Alden was going to Boston to spend
a week and & day. He had never been to
Boston before. It was therefore a great event
in his life, although even this event sank info
comparative iosignificance before the thought
of the stupendous honors awaiting him in the
delightful old town. For you must know that
Harry was going neither to a South-End board-
house, nor to a West-Ead “flat” nor yet to a
down-town hotel, but he and his mamma had
been asked to wisit at the house of Mrs. Ly-
sander Walkinshaw, of Beacon Street.

It certainly was an honor that did not fall
every day to the lot of an Appledore boy.
Harry bad been tremedously raised in his own
estimation, ever since the invitation arrived.

He felt taller somehow, and wont abount strok-
ing his uppor lip with tender flourishes of his
little brown paw, although it was fully seven
years too early vet to look for even the first
downy shadow there.

If he'd been unexpectedly summoned to
Windsor Castle to spend & year with the queen,
he could hardly have felt much prouder than
he did now.

“I 'spose we can take the king with us,
mamma?”’ said Harry, tho day before thoy
were to start.

“What, Lion, Harry? No, dear, I don’t
think 'twould do. Mrs. Walkinshaw may not
like dogs, you know. At any ra‘e, I shouldn’t
wish to impose one upon her without a special
invitation, dear.”

This was a most unexpected blow. Harry
had never 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,
he and Lion had never been separated for a
single day—not since that time Harry ven-
tured out on that patch of ice ‘‘all teeny-torn y-
tin,”” and the big dog had fished him out by the
seruff of his neck, as if he had been a little
young puppy of his own.

Dear, good, faithful old Lion! Harry could
hardly bear to look him in the face as he skip-
ped from attic to cellar and from cellar to barn
collecting the treasures that—whatever else
was left behind—must go in the trunk. It was
an odd collection when done, I can assure you,
too. There were strings and nails and fired-
off-cartridges and jagged-edged jack-knives,
but when Harry laid a well-sharpened hand-
saw and a bundle of sticks among his mother's
best dresses in the tray, even that gentle-faced
lady rebelled. :

“No, Harry Alden, these can't go,” she said.
“I’'ll have you know that I draw the line at
saws and sticks.” ’

“Well, I might want them if it rained much,
you know,” pleaded Harry with a solemn face,
and was scarcoly convinced when Mrs. Alden
langhingly suggested the impossibility of its
raining very much in eight days’ time, to-
gether with the unlikelihood -of his wanting
a saw in a Beacon Street drawing-room at all.

As for Lion, he knew what all those pre-

arations meant only too well. Wise dog! he
ad not lived to his time of life without learn-
ing how people conduct themselves when start-
ing forth on a journey from home. All day
lon¥ he hung about close to his young master’s
heels. If Harry went upstairs, Lion trotted

Lrra is like & museum in which one sees
fragments, and torsos, and casts of ancient art.
Our best efforts are but weak and feeble copies
of excellence—sad, mutilated, some deformed, '

pll imperfeot,

-

upstairs too. It Harry sat down for a moment
to rest, Liion dropped down at his feet, poking
his cold noso against Harry's hands, beating
the floor with that great tail of his, and make.
ing a half-su{)pressed whine that cut into
Harry's heart like a knife.

“Foor old fellow!” said Harry, looking

straight into the Newfoundland's big, sorrow-
fal eyes, “it's an awful shame you 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 beautifal-
est beef-bone for your diuner the day I come
back that we can find in that stingy old Jem-
imy's kitchen cupboard. So cheer up, old
king of the beasts!” '

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

The next morning was one of too much
bustle in the little household for Harry to
think much about his dog. The carriage
which was to take the travellers to the station
had slready drawn up to the door before he
remembered that he had not seen him since the
night before. ‘

“Why, mamma, where is Lion ?” he 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. He must be somewhere abount. But you
baven't & moment to spare, Harry—we shall
be late to the train—you must come without
saying good-bye.”

Harry gave & long shrill whisile; no an-
sworing bark. “Lion! Lion! Lion!” he
shonted. No appearance of the dog. “It's
very strange!” mutlered Harry, dashing up
the stairs and opening numberless closed doors.
But they were calling him peremptorily from
below. He really musté go, or lose the train,
Bounding down again, he hurriedly bade Jem-
ima “take care of Lion,” and made a flying
leap into the carriage by his mother's side.
The horse started off at a brisk trot. Harry
gazed anxiously back down the road, but still
there was nothing to bo seen of the dog.

Then came & scramble at the station, buying
the tickets, checking the large trunk and the
amall valise, shaking hands with balf a dozen
boys, who had assembled to see their comrade
off, with as much seriousness ag if he wero
proposing to take a trip round the world, Fin-
ally, Harry followed his mother into the train.
He was given the seat by the window, of
course, and sat with his head leaning out, vain-
ly trying to think of something more tosay =
to the boys outside, when, suddonly, his eyes
were attracted to a smallblack spock, far up
the road. It was coming, coming, ocoming,
growing larger for every breath the excited
boy drew.

It was somebody's dog.

“Hurrah ! it's Lion|" exclaimed Harry, bid-
ding the boys look round. “It’s Lion, mamma!
good for you, old fellow—good for you I say!”

Harry gave another of his long shrill whis-
tles. Lion heard, but the matter wus beginning
to take on a serious hue, for the train had start-
ed. Would the dog get there only iu 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. Lmuckily the train wus
a long one, and the car the Aldens had entored
was one of the last. As this was slowly craw-
ling across the road, down which the dog had
been running, Lion stood not five yards away
from the track. Thers was a shout from the
bystanders; the dog gave a powerful leap,
and lay panting at his master's feot, bat sate,
safe | All Harry's big heurt went up in thank- .
fulness for that. He never was nearer crying—
and didn’t—in his life.

By the time he had resumed his seat by Mrz
Alden’s side the train was well under way, and
Appledore almost out of sight behind a pro-
jocting hill.  Lion lay at their feet with meek-
ly bowed head, knowing well enough, the
rogue, that he deserved a scolding for his hu
zardous trick,

(T's be continued.)




