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Ogronzr 30, 1889,

FAMILY DEPARTMENT.
A HARVEST HYMN.

“ While the earth remsaineth seedtime and
harvest . . . shall not cease.”—Exodus viii. 22,

O, God, Thy wondrous bounty
Skall be onr song to-day ;
Met here within Thy temple,
Where we Thy gifts display.
‘We own Thee as their Giver,
Nv'er can Thy promise fuil,
Fuibill'd aguin this Harvest :
Thy Name we gladly bail,

From secdtime until Harvost
We watch’d Thy ord'ring bhand;
The blade, the our, the full corn,
In duo rotation plann'd.
As suro us 10 the winter
Snceeeds the summer sun,
So harvest after seed time,
For so Thy Word doth run.

And to tbat other Harvest
Our thoughts this day direct:
When fruits ot Holy living
Thou'lt scek in Thine elect ;
For then the angel respers
Shall reap wherever sown
And death, the sea, and Hades,
Shel] yield tho dead they own.

Be prais'd then, Heav'nly Father,
For Thy providing cure;
And teach us all at veed timo
To trust Thy promise cleur.
O, grant wo may not weary
In sowing soeds of love ;
So shall we resp in duv tie
A home of rest above,

Sopt. 19, 1889, Arpsew P. MiToxsLL.

Daddyv’s Boy.

(Br L. T. MEADB.)

CHAPTER XXVIL (€ontinued.)

In tho moantime Major F'rere was boginning
1o repent of his promise; the day was turning
out rather damp and his rheumatic puins, cer-
izin thermometers with him, bogan to assert
thomeelves. At a quarter to twolve he looked
up aoxiously at the clock, Yes, it would be
nothing short of madness for him to stand in
that damp copso for an hour or two. On such
a duy ho ought not to ventare out at all. Yes,
yos, there wus no help for it; he must disap-
point the little chap, and tell him that there
could be no shooting to-day. He nobbled
noroas the room and rang the bell sharply.

“ Sena Sir Ronald to me at once,” be said tc
the servant when he appeared. Theman with-
drow, but came back in the course of a few mo-
monts to say that Sir Ronald was not to be
soon suywhere in the house.

**Just like the impatient little ohap, he has
gono,” grumbled the Msjor * Now for it.
I'll eatoh my death of oold to a certainiy,” and
ho began to faston on his warm military
cloak,

“ Now, Ben, what are you doing ?"" said his
wife, who ut this inetant vame hastily into the
room. ‘ Why, my dear Bon, you are surely
not thinking of going out?”

‘ Wol—I1—1—1I thought I might venture on
a litle stroll,” grumbled the Mujor. * The sun
will be out presently, my dear.”

“The sun /! TFidolesticks!" responded the
gocd lady. “Why, there’s a mist coming
across tho hills at this moment. Takeoff your
cloak at once, Bon, and sit down quietly by the
fire. I have just ordered your beef tes to be
sent in”

The Msjor walked over to the window and
looked out, Yes, certainly the day wus grey
und cheerloss, and Eloanor was right, & mist
was coming on. Oh, it would be madness for

him to venture into that copse ; and then, how
cosy the fire looked, and his arm chair, and
there was a long letter from the war correspon.
dent in the Times; and last. but not least, that
bowl of beef tea wounld be quite to his taste.
Yes, it would be & great disappointment to
Ronnie, but no harm could happen to him as
bis gun was not loaded, The Major had taken
care to leave no ammunition in his way, snd
it never entered into his wildest dreams that
Ronald had provided himself with u little
private store of otdinary powder and shot.—
Yes, the boy would wait for him for about an
hour, and then come home & good deal dispirit-
ed, he feared, but the Major wounld socon cheer
him up with somo wur stories. He was & dear
litule chap certainly, and the Mujor did notlike
to vex or disappoint bim,butitwas no joke
standing out in the damp vopse with rhenmatic
pains flying about you. So the good old gen-
tlemun, who meant no harm, only he was &
little selfich, and did not think gquite as much
of & promire as Ronald had done, returned to
the fire and essy chair and drank vp the soup
with gieat epjoyment,

CHAPTER XXVIIL

Ronald leaned against a tree, laid his small

fowling picce tenderly by his aide, and wailed
with considersable patience until he hoard the
distant stuble olock strike twelve.—the mo-
ment he heurd this sound he lovked down the
psth by which Uncle Ben would sppear. Not
peeing him approuschiog in this or any other
direction, he began to busy his active brain at
once with all kinds of conjoctures,

¢ He busn't used his mifle for some years,
ard he found it a litte rusty, and he bud to
polish it up,” heraid to himselt, ** Uacie Ben
was a crack shot in his day, of coures he was,
soldiers always are, He pas hot used his gun
for several yoars. Poor fellow, he couldn’t,
his wounds would nos let bim. I duresuy be's
a good desl excited this morning at the pros
pect. The sight of ficearms, or the mere touch
of powder and shot mast be like the acent of
the battle to & war horse. Ohb, he is a long
time coming; but J shouldn’t be surprised it
memory whs too much for him.—Or, perhaps,
oh, perhaps, hie is putiing on his regimentals
t00—oh, how lovely that will be. I shall be
the drummer boy and he the genorsal, and we
can invent & sham battle on the spot. Oh,
dear | oh, dear! why does he not come ?"”

The first gzarter struck from the olock in
the distanoe, and Ronald grew more and more
fidgety. He cessed to rpeculate now about
Uncle Ben and turned his attention to him-
gelf.

“ How eplendid I feel in my uniform ! there's
no color like ted; and how lovely this trumpet
looks | and don't I just long to blow & pealiug
blast! I musn't, for Un.le Ben said that our
shooting was to be guite a private affair. This
is a dear little drum 100; but I wouder if it is
quite the right sort; 1 suppose it is. Now
snppose that this was a resl little drum that
bad boen in Waterloo and could spesk, what
stories it could tell me. But after all I don't
want the drom to speuk, for my own head is
gquite full of Waterloo. I've only to shut my
eyes and I can see the whole of the grand
fight. On they come, Well done, Frenchmen,
though you are our enemies, you are brave and
I respect you, Here we are iu the thick of the
confliot. Isn't the booming of the cannons
cheering ? Hurrak! harrah |—we are going
to conquer you, yoa brave Frenchmen |—Inch
by incu you've got to give in to us—isn't it
tine—isn't itaplendid! = Yes, we have won the
greatest victory in the world.”

Here Ronald opeued his eyes, and found
himeelf standing alone in the cold grey damp
of the winter's day; all alone with only his
httle toy drum and his play trampet, and the
new fowling piece which he'd never used, to
keep him company. All alone, with no cries

of viotory it his ears, and only the sad, distant

rustle of a falling leaf or & orackling bough to
break the silence, Uncle Ben was nowhere in
sight, and it was now half-past twelve,

He became very impsatient, and naced up
and down aed chatted inwardly. No amount
of thinking about Uncle Ben's past desds of
prowess, no amount of imagining himself in
the din and glory of Waterloo could keep up
his spirita now. Heo began to feel cold snd
hungry, and sorely, seroly puzzied,

“] do hope no accident has happened to
Uncle Bon,!” he murmured anxiously, */ such a
thing now as one of s wounds bresking ont
and bleeding afresh. Such things buve hap-
pened, for Uncle Ben told me so, and I dare-
say he wus greatly excited and tired himself
very much patting oo his anifosm. Uf couarse
ke has put on his noiform, and it has taken
some time, for he has greatly loat the use of
his limbs, owing to his many wounds, Oh,
dear! I wish 1 wasno’t so impatiens, for, of
coarse, Uncle B.n will come; no soldier ever
broke his word; but he does put me cut wait-
ing so long, for I'm juat lunging to fire my
gun. What a dear little gan it is, and what
puins father took to choose this sweet little
fuwhng picce! Ha bud it made on purpose so
that it shouldn’s be too large for me, and it
came from Loodon, not from Conton. It came
just & week beiore father died, aod I never tired
vne shot out of it, never. 1 told the gunsmith
at Conton ebout my dear little gun, I meun the
man who is bait & gunsmith and half & muker
of firewarks, unid he was very surry for me,
for he knew what the pussion for shooting
means, He was & very sympathizing man,
and | liked him immoensely, He tolu moe how
10 load this sort of gun, for I deseribed it to
hium perfectly, and he said it was & muzzle-
loader, He said he liked muzzle-loaders nim-
self, und that iather probabdly nad uhiy kind of
gun made for me because L cuuld fire 1t off at
first with only powder, and then it could do no
barm, [ don't pelieve & bit or that; lam quite
perfectly sure thar fathor mesnt me 0 do the
thing properly or not au uil. The poor gua-
smith knew vory little 1odeed about father,
when he thought he would keep me back from
4 thing becaase there was & spice of dunger in
it, Father's moito was never to do things by
halves. The popr gunsmitn | He did nou
mean sny harm, bus it was reslly silly of him
Lo sappose thut father hud & gun made on par-
pose tor me which wss only to be loaded with
powder. Oh, how impauent [ feell I do
wish Uncle Ben would come, 1 say, thougi,
I know what I'll do, ['ll load my gan while I
am waiting. Wnat a splendid 1des, 1'll pat in
the powder and shot u1d fit on the little cap,
and have it ail ready. I koow exactly what
to do, for the gunsmith was very good natnred,
snd showed mes how to load from the mnzzle
properly, snd not jast with stupid powder.
Now this will keep me nics and basy waile I
sm waiting for Uncle Ben, aud then we'll be
ull ready to begin onr maniy sport when he
doos come. "'

Ropuld accordingly, all fire and life and
movement, again vommenced oporations. He
throw off his drummor's cap in his eagerness,
snd tembled out of his pocket his two packets,
the one containing powder, the other shot. He
hud also provided himselt with & httle cotton
wool and some caps, and he began carefelly
and very neatly to tollow out the directions he
had received & couple of weeks sgo from the
gunsmith st Conton. The little gun was cer-
lainly never mesnt for 80 heavy a charge, but
that did not matte: at all to poor little Ronald,
He poared in the powder and rammed it tight-
ly down, and then he laid a piece of coiton
weol over it, and tinally put in pleaty of shot.
The small gun was dangeronsly overloaded, but
Ronald, of course, knew nothing of this. He
succeeded in fitting on the oap, and now lay
dusvi on the grass with the destruotive weapon
by his side. He had been strangely exvited
and his little Sngers had trembled while he was



