In

THR CHURCH GUARDIAN

Ooronme 16, 1889,

FAMILY DEPAATMENT.
“BOYS WILL BE BOYS.”

“ Boys will be boys.” Weresent the old saying,
Current with men;

Lot it be heard, in excuse for our straying,
Never again |

Ours is & hope tbat is higher and olearer,

Ours is & purpose far brighter and dearer,

Our is 8 neme that should silence the jeerer,
We will be men !

“ Boys will be boys” is an nnworthy slander;
Boys will be men!

The spirit of Phillip in yourg Alexander,
Kindled again!

Aag the years of oar youth swiftly iy away,

Asd brightens about us the light of life's day,

At theglory of manhood dawns on us, we 8ay ;
We will be men | .

“Boys will be boys!"” Yes ! if boys may be pure,
Models for men ;
If their ihoughts may be modest, their truthfal-
nees Bure,
Say it again |
If boys will be boys such as boys ought to be—
Boys full of sweet mirded, light-hearted glee—
Lot boys be boys, brave, loving and free,
Till they are men !
—Christian

Daddv’s Boy.

(Bx L. T. Mzapn.)

Union,

CHAPTER XXIV.

Miss Green pushed the rather dirty little
fingers away, guve Ronald a shove, which sent
him off her lap, and ther sat perfectly still.
Hor chair wss facing the window, and as she
pushed Ronald away the spring blind flew up
with & jork. She hud no need to rise from her
chair, tor all that was going on outside was
plainly visible from where she sat.

She saw the grinning and delighted faces of
the two great school boys; she moticed that
Violet lurked behind, and that her face was
convulsed with smothering laughte:r, and she
saw staring at her, orackling and consuming

away horribly, s burning caricature of herself,

The general likeness was unmistakable—the
angular outline and the somewhat set expres-
gion of the face had been caught to perfeotion.
Miss Green took in the whole terrible little pic-
ture with one long fixed stare of horror. For
more than & minute she pat end gazed, feeling
as if she must die undgr the cruel ridicule of
the thing; then she turndd slowly and met the
tull, sorrowful and compagsionate gaze of the
boy she had never even pretended to under-
sland, She saw then something in his eyes, o
beseeching look of dumb entreaty which smote
on her more paininlly than even the ordeal
throngh whioh she had jost passed.

“ God forgive me, if 1 have been unjust to an
orphan child,” she said to herself.

Ronald met her gaze and held out his little
hand,

1 Come and sit on the sofa with your back
to the window,” he said. *“Oh, 1 knew it
would pain you dreadtally.”

“You are right, Ronald, it has pained me,”
gaid Miss Green, She rose slowly and took a
seat on the distant sofa.  All the light of pleas-
ed antiocipation had dicd out of her face; she
bad been very cheerfal at the thought ot her
promised visit,

] havo known those boys since they were
bubies,” she said. *1 have taught them and
been good to them, and I would have done
much or any one of their mother's children,
{or she has boen my oldest and best friend. I
have known you, Sir Ronald, for three months,
and 1 will cantidiy coufess to you that you

have never been & special favorite of mine, and
I bave nover beecu particularly anxious to pleage
you ; I have always thonght you s very queer
boy. How is it, then, that you alone of ail the
children here wish to save me pain to-night?”

“ Oh, that's eusily explained,” said Ronald;
¢ it's becaunse of father, you koow."

“ T confess I do not know, my dear.”

‘' Tt was something father ssid,” replied Ro-
nald ; * something he often said, and it’s not
likely I'd long forget a thing 1 ke that said by
my own fathor. If you had heard him, Miss
Green, and had seen the look on father's face,
you'd remember it too, even if you had lived to
be a8 old as Mothuselah’s wife,”

 But what is it, my dear child ?”

 He said it was very, very cowsrdly for a
boy or & man to do anything to hurt a woman,”

‘* And was that why you did not wish mo to
be hurt to-night, Ronald 7'

“ Yes, Miss Green; certainly that was the
reason ; fur you know—I am sorry to say 1,
but it's really true—I don’t love you.”

Inatead of pushing Ronald away, as was her
wont, Miss Green now held out & vory thin
hund and drew the child towards her.

“Your father was u good man, und yon urs
a very honest litile boy,"” she suid.

“Part of tho time today,” continued Io-
nald, “I did more than vot love you; I huted
you; I was out all alone in the dark and the
cold, and I had broken mv word, and you were
the cause of it ull, yon and Aunt Lleanor, uud
I hated you both, I remembered then about
the little fire figure, and do you know I was
giad—I was, reslly; bat afterwards [ wentin-
to the church, and 1 think God whispered to
me, and father did not seem so fur away ; and
after that, Miss Green; I could notdo snything
to grieve my father, could 1? so that was why
I came to you.”

“ Bat you don't hate me, now Ronsid ?” snid
Miss Green, drawiog him 4 lLittle nearer to her.

“ Ob, 00, indeed, [ wus very sorry when I
g&w you in such pain just now. I do wish you
hud let me keep my fingers up in your oyes,
for you might uot have recognized her when
her face was burnt away.”

“We won't talk on the subject ooy moro,”
said Miss Groon, with a little shadder; *for
your sake, Rooald, I will forgive Walter und
Guy and Violet; 1 will not pain their mother
by tolling her what 1 think of her ochildren,
For yoar sake I will never montion this sub.
jeot to the Frore children, You hauve behaved
like a gontlemsn, my boy, and [ repeat again,
that your doar father must have been a good
man. I should I'ko, however, to have one
thing evplained to me, my doar little child,
Wh;; were you 0 very selfish about Bob to-
day ?"

*Oh, don't you know ?” said Rouald. *Oh,
I forgot; it's asecret; it's & great and most
important secret, and perhaps you had better
not know, for you and Aunt Eleanor do mnot
like them. I think it is such a pity that youn
do not like them, Miss Green,” looking at hor
with great esarnestness, ‘**did you over sleep
nnder very thin blupkets, and iong and long
for & thick pair, and say to yourself, ‘When my
sovereign comes I'll buy the thick blunkets?'
and had you ever a son, Miss Green?—oh,
well, & brother will do—a poor starving bro-
ther, looking out for the post and saying to
himself, ¢ Well, when the sovereign comes,
half of it will be sent 10 me, snd then I'll have
just & jolly big mesl! and, oh, I wonder, I
wonder did you ever long very, very mach, or
your pie and your tobacco, and say—oh dear,
put yon don't smoke, 80 you can’t understand
about poor Petera, ”

 You have not at all explaived to me why
Bob conld not teke my luggage to Fairholm,
Ronald,” said the govorness, but she ssid it
gently.

“Qh, dear,” continued Ronald, *“how ocan I
make it olear to you when it is such a secret;

only~you ree Bob was going to do something

noble—dear little Bob—he was going to be
turned into blankets, and postal orders, and
tobacco—ien't it puzzling? Bat it's qaite
trne, And the Kemps were waiting in broad-
oloth and a black bonnet, and the pawnbroker
was waiting with a warm stable and a hot
mash, and Uncle ben knew all about it, and I
had given my word of honor like a gentle-
man."”

While Ronald was speaking Miss Green's
face gradually brightened and cleared, until at
last it looked quite pleasant.

“ My dear,” she ssid, “you are quite the
strangest little boy I have ever come across. I
begin to got & glimmering of your mesning;
and if T am st all right, I shall endeavor to put
things & little straight for you which throngh
me went a little crooked to-day. Yom are &
gentloman, Ronald; and I always respect gen-
tlemen, however young they are. Now good
vight, my dear, and thank you for your kind-
ness to a rather lonely and not too happy wo-
man. I am going away in the morning, but
when I come back at the end of a fortnight, we
may be better friends than we were before,
Good night, good night.”

“ ttood might, Miss Green,” replied Ronald,
and he raised his sweet face to kiss hers ; then
he added, with a smile, ¢ It is not at all diff-
oult for me to love people, and perhaps I shall
be loving you when next we are together,

CHAPTER XXV.

A wonderful sight met Ronald's eyes when

he oponed them the next morning. The little
table which always held father’s picture and &
copy of the Now Teatament, and which stood
olose Lo the wall of Ronsld’'s bedside, had been
pushed slightly out of its nsual place. He no-
ticed this, for his father’s likeness, taken in &
shooting costume and with & rifle in his hand,
was D0w ip such & position ithat the plesssnt,
smiling, handsome fuce seemed to look at the
little follow with a glad New Year's greeting.
Ronuld raiscd himselt on his elbow and began
to talk, as he often did, aloud to the picture,

‘“ Gaod morning, father,” he said, * a Happy
New Year, father, There is no foar, is thers,
father, of you huving any more sad new years ;
you have done with that, haven't youn ?—How
[ wish you couid speak and wish me s Happy
New Year; but perhaps you sre wishing it to
me.—I shouldn't be & bit surprised if you and
mother were standing at the gates and saying,
‘A Happy New Year, Ronnie, a Happy New
Year I" and perhups one of the angels has heard
you, and bronght down your messuge and
whispered it to me, for I do feel wonderfully
happy this morning. Oh, dear! oh, I say,
what is that close to father’s picture ?"

Ronald stared with all his eyes, then he
jumped out of bed and capered wildly ap and
down the room, then he shouted, ‘Hip, hip.
hurrebh I' at the top of his voice, and so loudly
that Violet oame knocking at his room door,
and demanding eagerly to know if she might
come in, and what was the matter,

“ No, you mayn't come in Violet,” said Ro-
nald, ** for I'm jumping into my bath; but you
may stand outside the door, if you like, and I'll
soream to you. You won't hear whatl am
saying while I am splashing; but yon will
when I'm drying. There, now, I have had a
splendid wash. Violet, what Ive wanted has
come; it's on my little table; it's all there—
six big ones and one little one; the little one
18 on top, and they make a pile, and they
shine, Am I speaking loud enough for you,
Vioet? The most wonderful, delightful,

.beautiful thing has happened, and I must shout,

hip, hip, burrah | again, and you may join me
ouiside the door, if you like,"

Violet obeyed, but when the noise of their
united voices had ceased, and when Dorothy
and another servant were seen running to in-
quire the oasuse of this din, Violet soreamed
whrough the koyhole to know what the little
pile was, uud in particular to inquire what the



