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FAMILY DEPARTMENT.
TEOUGHTS BY THE WAYSIDE,

O~ 7182 BEAUTY OF NATURE,

“ He hafh made everything beautiful.”— Re, iii.11.

‘What wondrous beauty spreads around,
On wood-clad height, in caltored vale,
And testifies the love profound
Which, thus adorning hill and dale,
Delights the eye, the heart makes glad,
Arnd cheors the suff'ring and the sad.

Boneath the tall umbrageous treos,
Whon bright the morning sunboama fall ;
Or when the evening symphonies
To meudow meditations call,
What pure enjoyment for the mind,
May we in nature's beauties find,

And when, amid the foliage green,
Distant or near, the rising spire.
Which marks God’s sacred fane is seen,
Eukindled then the heart's desire,
Tribute of holy song to bring,
To God—Creutor, Lord, and King.

But ab [ familiar with the gifts
Pour'd by th' All-Loving Father's hand,
Too seldom cares to understand
Too seldom man the heart uplifis,
That vurthly blessings all may share
Should turn the voice topraise and pray’r

Thus in the beautifel, the bright,
In nature's sweet, soft harmonies,
Souls oft are bound in fotters light,
Which hinder thoughts that fuin would rise;
And thus content mon live snd move,
Nor oa: e the joys of Heav'n to prove,

Give me, O God, 8n oye to seo
Thy Hand in ev'ry earthly thing;
Anv esr to hoar Heav’'n’s molody
In ev'ry note the song-birdssing;
And may my praise as theirs be pure,
For mercies that for aye endure.
Henbury.

Daddv’s Boy.

(Bx L. T. Mzapx.),

J. T

CHAPTER XXVI.

Tho almswomen and Peters being mow satis-
fied, Bob not removed away to tho tender mer-
cies of the pawnbroker, and the Kemps having
secrotly returned Major Frere's money, the
whole incident was specdily forgotten by Ro-
nuld, and the one grand topio of conversation
was the coming fancy ball, Nothing else wae

_thought about, nothing olse wus dreamt about
during the fow days which intervened between
Now Year's day and the 6ih of January. The
different costumes, the decorations, the supper,
in short, the various details sbsorbed ome and
sll.—With his ususl enthusissm Rouald threw
himeelf into the aflsir, and wus most anxious
to pustnin his own character on the eventful
night to perfection. Haviog made a confident
of the Msjor, he much worried the old gentle.
mun with queries snd numberless remarks,

Unole Ben bud arranged that Ronald should
wear the dress of a drummer bov of his own
regiment, and us his regiment bad really fought
at Waterloo, nothing could please the little boy
better. The old regimontals for this special
corps were red with yellow facings,

“Not thut we were proud of our facings,
boy,” said the Major, *for yellow is the
trattor’s color, and we put them on bedause we
came long ago to thut usurper, Prince William

ot Orange. There, there, we won't go into
history, lautle chap; yellow our facings were’

at the period of the great battle, though I'm
glad to say they are changed to white now,”

“I'd better wear the facings you had
on when yvoz won yoar chief glory, Uacle
Ben,” said Ronald. “I rhould not like any
change, please, and I don't really czre about
the Prince ot Orange, becaunse I have not come
to him in my history book yet. I am at Charles
II now, and I don't think muchof him. Waell,
Unocle Bon, 1 must have my drom and my tram-
pet. Iamnot only & drummer boy off the
field of Waterloo, but I have gone with one of
the generals into the thick of the fizht, and
bave sounded my trumpet for more than one
magnifi ent charge. I must be wounied,
Uscle Ben;it would be very unnatoralif I
wasn't wounded, now wouldn't it, Uncle Ben?
I most have my wonnd, and I think it had bet-
ter be on my arm, for then I can wear it in a
gling.”

"chll boy,” replied the Major, “I think
that fancy of yours of beinz wounded carries
the thing a trifle too far, You must know, my
boy, that no soldier wiifully fires at 4 drommer
boy.ll

“ You, but, Uncle Boen, he must be in danger.
I mean /the drummer boy who goes with the
general, for he's in tho thick of it all, and if be
sits his horse like & men, aud rides straightfor-
ward and never flinchey, why vou know, Uncle
Ber, a shell may burst near him, or a few stray
shots may riddle him here and there.”

“Yes, my boy,” euid the Major rather sor-
rowfully, ¢ it's quite within the reach of pro-
bability, and 1 have hourd of more than one
bluc eyed dramuer lad who got his quietns
just as he was in the act of sounding his trum-
pet for a gallant charge.—There is nothing at
ail improbable in your acting the psrtof a
wounded drummer boy, but I only think that

- | you are carrying youwr joke & lictle too fur.

When we come to wounds, the play dies onf,
you kuow.”

« 8o it doos,” said Ronald. “ Uncle Ben, I
have made up my mind I ean only be n play
drummer boy on Twelith Nighlt with a play
wound ; but 1 will follow in your steps, Uncle
Ben, if I live: Iwill bleed for my country's
honor as you bave bled.—Uncle Ben, I must
aay it, oxcept father; you are tha greatest hero
I know. Ob, desr! it will be lovely to put on
regimeontals! but I don’t much care for the no-
tion of & play wound.”

CHAPTER XXVII

PFew litile boys ever oponed their eyes in &
happier frame of mind than did Rovald on the
morning of Twelfth Day. A double cause of
pleasure was before him, for Uucle Ben, who
had been better for the last few duys, had been
won over by his constant entreaties, and had
promiged that about noon on thisday, provided
the weather was fine and still, he wonld meet
him in the vopse sbout half a wmile from the
house and give him his first lesson in shooti..g.

Ronald felt nearly wild with happiness over
this idea, At last, at last, ha should use that
beloved little gun which his futher had given
him. At last, with his own bands, he should
fire 8 gun; and this one accomplishment, io
which he bad made no way whutever eince his
father's desth, should be his,

“T wonder if father knows anything about
it,” he said to himself.—** I shouidn’t be sur-
prised if father hasn't felt a little low about my
pever becoming asportsman ; butif he does see
things, and I rather think he must, he'll be
very hsppy todsy. Doar futher! How dread-
ful it wouid have been if Gad had sent for me
and I had been obliged 10 tell father that I
had never once used my sweet litue fowling
piecel” )

Ronald ran down satairs to breakfast, and
when the meal was over be found himself for a
moment by his uncle’s side.

Now a very sad truth is bere to be confessed;
Uncle Ben, tor all the warlike and horoic quali-
ties which Ronald invested him with, stood in

considerable awe of Aunt Eleanor, Not for
worlds would the Mijor confess to his good
wife that he was aboat to cacry Ronald off on
o secret shooting expedition. Aunt Eleanor,
gince her brother’s death through a gun acei-
dent, had been mortally afraid of these instrau-
ments of destruotion, aud had strictly forbid:
den either Guy or Wulter to bandle a gun,
except when accompanied by one of the most
trusty of the keopers. Never had it entered
even into her wildest imaginings that Ronald
would touch firearms, and the Mujor, who
knew her prejudice without at all sharing it,
quite made np his rather cowardly old mind
that the shooting expedition must be & pro-
found secret between himself and his nephew

*Yes, yes,” he suid, fidgeting as the boy

ame up to him with his fuce brimful of bap-
piness; * yes, yes; Iquite understand—twelve
o’clock—yes, I'll be punctaal, never, fear.”

* What's all that ubout twelve o’clock 7’
enid Mea, Frere. ‘‘ Yoa sre not going to ven-
ture out, surely, Ben, this damp morning?
‘What is Ronald whisnering to you? That boy
i# always up 10 some mischief I

*Oh, nothing, my dear, nothing!" said the
Major, turniug his bsck on his wife. *‘There,
be off, Ronald, be off. T want to read this
leudor on the Irisk Land Bill.”

“T'll bring wy little gun,” buzzed Ronald
into his eur, but the Major gave him & push,
and he run out of the room ; Aunt Eleanor, un-
fortunately, as things torned out, not having
heard those dangercus words,

The whole house was in a slate of topsy-
turvey in preparation for the soming bsll, The
fancy ball was to take pluce in the great hall, a
magnificent apartment which ran across the
whole width of the house, and the children
woro all busy twining greens round the stately
marble pitlurs. Mrs. Prere, too, had not &
moment to think of any oue in her anxiety for
the success of the evening, and Ronald was
gnite at liberty to disappesar unnoticed from the
sctive scenes of preparation about half past
oleven. A brilliant idea had come into his
head, aud he resolved instautly to put it into
exepution,—What more suituble and more
glorions than that he should fire his firal gun
in regimentals ? Why should he not put on
his dremmer’s dress a few hours before the ball,
and with his drum snd his trumpst and his
beloved little fowling piece, sally forth o meet
his uncle? He rushed up to his room and
locked his door, trembling with delight over
this happy thought. The dress was laid neatly
in the wardrobe, all ready for the evening, and
he groon tore off his ordinary black velvet suit,
and got into the little deammer's trowsers and
rcarlet jacket, The dress fitted him nicely, for
Uncle Bon had seen to that, aod thedrummer's
cap, the trumpet, and the drum wore all com-
plete. Ropald felt lifted into the seveath
beaven of estacy when he saw his owu little
figure 80 attired.—Ho bandled his velvet sait
into the wardrobe, and fetohing his gun from
ita place oo the wall, and pawing into his
pocket the precious powder and shot which he
hud purchuased weeks bstore ut Conton, he flaw
downstairs and out of the house. No one saw
fim, for nearly every individusl was at work
in the great hall, and Ropald ran down stairs
by u back way which he well knew, Hxucily
at five minates tn twelve he hud reached the
copse, and there he waited as patiently u8 he
oould for the Msjor 10 appear.

[To be continued,]

NEW BOOKS.

Tox SacraMENTaL TrAcHING oF THE LORD's
Peayea—by Kev. Edwaia Larrsbee, 8.I.B,
(The Young Cburchman Cuv.) in this little
book, 94 pages in all, the anthor strives to show
that the Lord's Prayer natorally lends itself
10 the explication of the sacramental system ;
and throngh a supposed correspondence be-
tween ita seven petitions and the “ geven”
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