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FAMILI DEPARTMENT.
A HARVEST HYMN.

"While the earth remaineth seedtime and
barveat . . . shall not ceae."-Exodus viii. 22.

O, God, Thy wondrous bounty
Shall be our song to-day;

Met here within Thy temple,
Whre rwe Thy gifts display'.

We own Thea as their Giver,
Ne'er can Thy promise fail,

FuOfill'd again this Harvest:
Thy Name we gladly bail.

Prom seedtime until Rarvest
We watch'd Thy ord'ring band;

The blade, the car, the fli corn,
In due rotation plann'd.

As sure as to the wmter
Sneceeds the summer Sun,

Sa harvest after seed time,
For so Thy Word doth run.

And to that other Harvest
Our thoughts this day direct:

Wben fi nuits oi Holy living
Thou'lt seek in Thine elect;

For thon ttc ange] roapars
Shae acp werveor sown

And death, the se, ad Hades,
Shbll yield the dead they own.

Be prais'd then, Reav'nly Father,
For Thy providinîg care;

And teath us aIl at seed tine
To trust Thy promise cloar.

0, grant wo may nat wory
lI sowing soeds of love ;

So shal wu reap in due tiî îiu
A home of rest above.

Sept. 19, 1889. ANDalw P. MInaTL.

Daddv's Boy.
(Br L. T. MEAD.)

CHAPTER XXVII. (eontinued.)
Ii. the meantima Major Frere was beginning

ta repent of bis promise; the day was turning
out rather damp and his rhoumatic pains, cer-
tain thermometers with him, began ta assart
themselves. At a narter ta twelve ho looked
up auxiously at the Clock. Yes, it would b
notbing short of madness for him ta stand in
that damp copso for an hour or two. On such
a day bu ought nat ta venture out at ail. Yes,
ycs, thera was no help for it; ha muet disap.
point the little chap, and tell him that thore
could bo no shooting to-day. He nobbled
across the room and rang the bell sharply.

"Send Sir Ronald ta me at once," ho said tc
the servant Whon b appeared. The man with-
drew, but came back in the course of a few mo-
ments to say that Sir Ronald was not ta be
soen iiywhere in the bouse.

"J ust like the impatient little chap, ho has
gonu," grumbled the Major "Now for i,
I'il catah my death of cold ta a certainty," sud
ho began ta lasten on bis waram military
cloak.

" Now, Bon, what ara you doing 7" said bis
wife, Who at this inetant came hastily into the
room. ' Why, my doar Ban, you are surely
not thinking of going out ?"

" Wol-1-1-1 tbought I might venture on
a littile stroll," grumbled the Major. "lThe sun
will bu out presently, my dear,"

- The sun / Fidolesticke 1" responded the
good lady. " Why, there's a mist Coming
acros the bille at this moment. Take off your
cloak at once, Bon, and sit down quietly by the
fire. I have just ordered your beef tea ta he
sent in."

The Major walked over te the window and
looked out. Yes, certainly the day was grey
and cheerlesa, and Eleanor was right, a mist
was coming on. Oh, it would be madneus for

him ta venture into that copse; and thon, how
cosy the fire looked, and bis arm chair, and
thore was a long lotter from the war correspon-
dont in the Times; and last. but net lest, that
bowl of beef tes would be quite ta bis taste.
Yes, it would be a great disappointmont to
Bonnie, but no harm could happen te him as
his gun waa nat loaded, The Major bad taken
Caro ta leave no ammunition in his way, and
it never entered into his wildest dreams that
Ronald bad provided himseif with a little
private store of oidinary powder and shot.-
Yes, the boy would wait for him for about an
bour, and thon cume home a good deal dispirit-
ed, ho fesred, but the Major would soon cheer
bim up with some war stories. HE was a dear
littie chap certainly, and the Major did nottike
ta ver or disappoint him, buit was no joke
standing out in the damp copse with rheumatic
pains flying about you. Sa the good old gen-
titman, who meant no barn, only ho was a
littie selfLh, and did not think quite as much
of a promise as Ronald had done, returned te
the fire and easy chair and drank up the soup
with giat enjoyment.

CHAPTER XXVIII.
Ronald leaned againet a true, laid bis smali

fowling piece tonderly by his sida, and waited
with considerable patience until ho board the
distant stable clock strike twelve.-The mo-
ment be beard this sourid he louked down tho
path by which Uncle Bon would appear. Not
seeing him approaching in this or any other
direction, ho began ta busy his active brain ai
once with ail kinda of conîjoctures.

l He basn't used bis rifle for some years,
aid ho found . a lifo rusty, and hi bad to
polish it up." he said to himeulf. " Uncie Ben
was a crack hot iii his day, of courne he was,
soldiers always are, He nas hot used hik gun
for soveral years. Pur fellow, he couldn't,
bis wounds would not lot him. I darosay be's
a good deal excited this morning at the pros.
pect. The sight of filearme, or thu mare touch
of powder and shot must be like the scent of
the battie ta a war hore. Oh, ha is a long
time coming; but I shouldn't ba surprised il
memoiy wb too much for him.-Or, perhaps,
Oh, perbaps, he is putting On bis regimentals
too-oh, how lovely that will be. I shall bu
the drummer boy and ho the general, and we
can invent a sham. battle on the spot. Oh,
dear oh, dear I why does he not coae ?"

The first qtarter struck from the clock in
the distane, and Ronald grew more and more
fidgety. He ceased to ipeculate now about
Uncle Ban and turned bis attention ta him-
self.

" How splendid I feel in my uniform i thore's
no color liko i ed; and how lovely this trampet
looks I and don't I just long ta blow a peablug
blast 1 I musn't, for Uns le Bon said that our
shooting was ta be quite a private affair. This
is adear littie drum too; but i wonder if it ia
quite the right sort; I suppose it is. Now
suppose that this was a roal littie drum that
had beon in Waterloo and could speak, what
stories it could tell me. But after ait I don't
want the drum ta speak, for my own head is
quite full of Waterloo. l've only ta shut My
eyes and I cean se the whole of the grand
fight. On they come. Wall done, Frenchmen,
though you are our enomies, you are brave and
I respect you. Rore we are i. the thick of the
confliat. Isn't the booming of the cannons
cheering ? Hurrah I hurrah 1-iwe are going
ta conquer you, you brave Frenchmen I-Inch
by inc.i you've got ta give in ta us-isn't il,
fine-ien't itsplendid i Yes, we bave won the
greatest victory in the worid."

Here Ronald opoued his eyes, and found
himself standing atone in the cold grey damp
of the winter'a day; ail alone with only bid
lttle toy drum and hie play trumpet, and the
new fowling piece which he'd never used, ta
keep him company. Ail alone, with no cries
of victory in his eari, and only the sad, distant

rustie of a failing leaf or a crackling bough ta
break the silence. Uncle Ben was nowbere in
sight, and it was now half-past twelve.

He became very impatient, and naced up
and down and chatted inwardly. No amount
of thinking about Uncle Ben's past doude of
prowess, io armount of imagining himself in
the din and glory of Waterloo oould keep up
bis spirits now. Ru began to feel cold und
hungry, and sorely, sorely puzzled.

"I do hope no accident bas happened to
Uncle Bon," ha murmured anxiously, " sncb a
thing now as one of his wounds braaking ont
and bleeding afresh. Such things have hap-
pened, for Unole Bon told me so, and I dare.
say ho ws greatly excited and tired himself
very much pattiug on bis unifaim. Of course
ho bas put on his nniform, au it bas taken
some time, lor ho bas greatly tost the use of
his limbs, owing to his many wounds. Oh,
dear I I wish I wasn't so impatient, for, of
course, Uncle BLn wdlI come; no soidier ever
broke hie word; but he does put me ont wait-
ing so long, for I'm just lunging to fire my
gun. What a dear little gun it is, and what
pains father took ta choose this sweet little
fowling piece I Ha bad it made on purpose so
that it shouldn't be too large for me, and it
came from London, net from Conton. It came
just a week beore father died, and I nover fired
une shot out or it, never. 1 told the gansmith
ab Conton about my dear little gun, I muean the
man who is hait a gunsmith and haitf a maker
of firowarks, amid ho was very sorry for me,
for ha know what the passion for shooting
menus. He was a very sympathizing man,
and I liked him immensely. lie tolu me how
to load thîs mort of gun, for I debcribud it ta
him peiloutly, and he said it was a muzzlo-
londer. fie said he likod muzzle-loaders iiim-
elif, and that iather probably atd Uiis kind of

gun made tor me beusse I culd fire it off at
firet with only powder, and thon it could do no
barm. I don't nolieve a bit ar that; 1 am quite
perfeutly sure that father meant mu to do the
thing properly or not at ail. The poor gun-
emith kanw vory little indeed about father,
wheu he thought ho would keep me back from
a thing becandu thora was a spice uf danger in
it. Fater'us motta was never ta do things by
halvus. The popr gunsmith I fe did not
mean any barm, nat was reali siliy of him
ta suppose that father had a gan made on pur-
pose for me which was only t be loaded with
powder. Oh, how impatient £ feel I I do
wisb Uncle Bon would come. I say, thoagu,
1 know what l'il do, I'il loaad my gan whiie I
am waiting. Wnat a splendid idea, i'll put in
the powder and bot a id fit on the littie cap,
and have it ail ready. I know exactly what
ta do, for the gunsmith was very good uatured,
Mnd showed me how ta load frorn the muzzle
properly, and not juet with stupid powder.
Now this will keep me nice and basy white I
arm waiting for Unule Bon, and thon we'l li e
ail roady t> begin our manîy sport whon he
doas come."

Ronald accordingly, ail fire and life and
muvemet, again coneaunced oporations. He
threw off his drummer's cap in bis eagerness,
and turbled out of bis pocket bis two packots,
the one containing powder, the other ahat. He
had also provided himseli with a httle cotton
wool and some caps, and ho began Carefully
and very neatly ta oilow ont the directions he
had received a couple of weeks ago from the
gunsmith at Conton. The littie gan was car-
tainly never meant for so heavy a charge, but
that did not matter at ail to poor littie Ronald.
He poured in the powder and rammed it tight-
]y down, and thon he laid a piece of cotton
wool over it, and finally put in plenty of abot.
The amatl gun was dangeroausty overloaded, but
Ronald, of course, knew nothng of this. He
succeeded in fitting on the cap, and now lay
dj wi on the grass with the destructive weapon
by bis aide, fie 1ad been strangely exoited
and bis little gugers had trembled while ha was
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