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Fumily Beptment,

AN AUTUMN HYMN.

By g Ricnr REV. YiUE Lorp B1s1or oF WAKEFIELD.

“Jle . . . gave us rain from heaven, and fruitiul
seasons.”"—Acts xiv. 17.

The year Is swiftly waning;
The summer doyd are past
Andd Hife, Brief Ve, I8 speeding §

Tho end Is nearing fasl,

The ever-ehanging seasnns
In slience comennd go ;
It Thou, Fternad Father,
No time or change ennst know.

Behold the hending orehards,

With bountoous frult are erowned ;
Lord, lu our hearts wore richly

Let Henvenly froifs abound,

Ol by caaly mevey vent ug,
Al by ench grlerand palu,
" Iy htesslngs Bke the sunshlne,
And yorrows ke the raln—

our barren hearts make froltfil
WHE every goodly grace,

That wo Thy Noane mny hallow,
Andsee at st Thy Frewe

JULLIIL.

CIHAPTER §.
RLSIE'S STORY—SATURDAY AFTERNOON,

“Tew'w roudy ™ wereumed Mandi, cipping
hor handy out of the kitchen window,

Such a bother! That was always the way.
Wo hadn't half finished making our plans, and
after Lea the little ones would all he around us,

CWo'll como infive minutes. Tea csn wait, "
said Guy, in his lordly manner, < Littup the
Nd, Blsie—geny, now; a little more—that's
all right " and Bmperor luttered  info the
basleol by the side of Joun,  “They're  hoth
secured now,” siid Guy, and he shut down the
lid on his handsomest carviers, and mado it fast
with o piceo of string,

YYour aunt’s sitbing sl table,  You'd best
como "Voneo 1" sereamed Manda ; and she puiled
down the window direetly to make sure of hav-
ing the last word, ’

Mandun ahways pronoaneed aunt “ant,” and it
wis 1o wse trying to teach her better,  “Can't
yousuy ‘aunt,” Munda 77 Fuseld to say sone-
times. “Ant,” she would apswer, and never
reo any diffevence, Herreal nume was Amanda
but tho “A" beginning it made it a whole
sy tlabto longer so we always Ll it ont,

Auntio was sitting before the ten tray with
Chubbic on ane ride and Pall on (he other, and
Julio next to Putl,

“Goamd brush your hair: Tawee,” wandic
said; and vory likely your hands want wash-
ing lvo.”

“My hands arven't divly” said Lanc,, in-
dignantly, holding them up.  And pushing hix
rampled hair oft his forehend he said, “There,
auntio, that's brushed onough.”

“Gio and brush your hair; Lance,” command-
ed suntio again,

“Oh, woll, since yon're so particular, okd
fady I” and Lanco bounced out of the room
whistling shrilly,

Luanco's whistling always went through and
through my head; it was so piereing, Tt was
tho shrillest whistle 1 ever heard—not a Lit liko
tiny's, Gy whistled so softly, such o swoet low
whistle, like music itself, It was strange
though, that it should be so, because Guy had
siieh & heavy (oueh on the piane, and conld not
play nicely at all) while Lanee used to make up
waltzes of his own, and play them Leautifuily.,
Ho nover would read the notes. Miss Bryunt,

his music-teacher, used to rap his nuckles with
n lead pencil to make him look at the music ;
it wasnot a bit of good. He could play over any
air that he heard once or twice from ear.

AnostLer funny thing was, though auntie was
always finding fault with Lance about his bair
and hands, and lots of other things, he was the
ouly one of us that dared call her % old lady ;"
hecuuse, a8 Rose said an elderly lady of forty
who was not married has an objection to be
spoken to like that,

Rose was the sccond eldest; she came afier
Guy. She was the belle of our school, and the
belfe of Mrs. Craigie's last Christmas party.
She scemed to know  everything, and was able
to do everything ; we were all so proud of
Rose.

« Qur Beanties,” we used to ¢all Guy and Rose:

Lance and 1 were never anything particular to -

look at, Guy was such « handsome fellow ! It
was wonderful what « difference there was bo-
tween Guy and Lance,  Guy always finished oft
everything he began, and finished it well; Lance
left off everything in the middle, and seldom
finished at @11, T don’t think another boy in theo
world eould e as untidy as Lunce.  He used to
take off his things in the middle of the room,
and leave them there ina heap; if any of us
went in the dark to the boys bedroom, we were
sure to full over Lance’s clothes, or stumble
over his boots, Lt used to make Guy mad. e
waid he hated having a bedvoom with Lance, and
would often give a great kick to the heap, and
conts, (rousers and waist-coats would go flying
over the floor.  [£hiy eollar got lost he would
generally find it in the grate, and his necktio
under the bed, But Lanee would run miles to
doanything for anybody ; hewas always so very
goml-natured,

{iuy was thirteen, and Rose was twelve; 1
was eleven, and Tamnce was ten,  Julict was
cight, butl she counted with the little ones,
Chubbie and  Puit—who were five and four,
Chubbie’s preper name was Charlotte, but it
didn’t suit her a hit.  One always thinks a
Charlotte ought 1o be a thin, long-taced person,
and our Charlotte was so fat and round, the
hest thing we could ealt her was Chubbie, Paft's
real name was Dufferin—our mothers maiden
nume; hut Chubbie used to eall him Puftwhen
he was a baby, and we all got into the way,

Weo knew Lanco wis coming downstairs from
his s<hrill whistle. 1 put my fingers into my
ears,

“Pake your fingers oub of your ears, Elsie,”
auntie saul,

1 wish Lance wouldn't whistle like that;
it's like a steam-engine,” 1 said,

*Steam-engine!” rotorted Dance, and hegave
my haiva pull as he passed my chair, © You
haven't any ear tor musie !

¥ Music 7" said Rose, opening her eyes, and
we all burst out laughing,  Lance never mind-
ed being laughed at; he joined in the [augh
himself?”

“Which side is the bread buttered ?” asked
Lanee, helping himselt to a slice and turning it
about in his hand,

Rose got a lttle red 5 sho was sensitive about
thing=. Sho liked things to be refined and grace-
ful and “wenteel,” a3 Lanee nsed to sny. Only
Rose said thae word set her teeth on edge,
Yor shame, Lanee 17 she said,

“Butter keep quiet, I see,” e answered,
“What d'yousay asked Guy, e nlwayssaid
Whatd'you suy ?” when Lance made a punf
“ Butter keep quiet ! bawled Tance,

“1lum " suid Guy, Not bad for ten.”

* Make a butter " laughed Lance., * But-yet
butter not try"

Then we all shouted.  Aud Chubbie and Puft
laughed the loudest, though they hadn't a notion
of course, what we wore lnughing about.

“ What have you been doing all the after-
noon ?” auntie asked, when she had stopped
laughing, It was Saturday afternoon, half-

holiday, and auntie had taken the little one into
town to try on new boots.

“ Hanging round after the pigeons, said Guy.,
“Wec're going to fiy Emperor and Joan from
Whitstone this evening.”

“Have you prepared your lessons for Mon-
day ?” she asked—*¢ all of you ?”

“Ihave,” sald Guy. ‘I have,” said Rose
and I. .

“Tance?" asked auntie,

“ All but a tiny piece of French exorcise. I'll
do it in a jitly when we come back.”

“If it's to be doue in a “jiffy,” said auntie,
it can be done before you go.

Tance's face fell. He made a face at Guy.

“T'1 sce that he does it this evening, auntie,
gaid Guy, “The birds will find their way home
sooner while the sun keeps up.”

“ Then I'lll leave it with you, Guy,” suntie
said ; and she knew Guy would make Lance do
it, “The sooner you start the better,” she
ndded. How are the girls going 7"

“ Wo're all going to wallc one way, and come
back by train," answered Rose. “ We'll spend
our own pocket-money.

“Very well, said auntie. “I've got no pennies
Lo spare for you to-day, (et off as fust as you
can.”

‘We all rushed out into the yard, and Chubbie
and Puft began peering through the cracks of
the basket where Emperor and Joan had been
ut.

M Get away, Puft,” said Guy; * Those goggles
of yours will frighten Joan into fits.”

“S0'll yours,” stuttered Puff, who would never
be put down about anything.

“Well, I aint giving her tbe benefit of mine,”
said Guy, ¢ Move away, Puff.  Julie—where's
Julie? Look hero, Julie; I want you to be in
the yard when the pigeons come home, The
minute they fiy down you'ie to run and look at
the clock in the hall, and tell me the exact
time,

“But I'm coming with you to fly Emperor
and Joan from Whitstone,” said Juliet, opening
lier oyes wide.

“ Nonsense, Juliot I'' said Roso. “ You couldn't
wall there.”

“] could walk there,” said Julie, plaintive-
Iy.

“ You couldn't," said Rose, impatiently.

] could,” retorted Julie, with the corners of
her month turning down.

“ No, no, Julie,” said Guy; “you'ro too small,
you know, You stop with the little ones, and
watch for the pigeons coming home, and tell me
the time. L've put my watch exactly with the
hall ¢lock. I want to know to the very minute
how soon Emperor and Joan will doit,

“I'm not small.” said Julie. “I'm notoncof
the iittle ones. 1won't stop to look at the clock.”

That was always the way with Julie, Of
course she was small, and of course she was one
of thelittle ones, and she was always wanling
to comealong with us big ones when it was not
convenient at all,  She couldn’t wall fast; and
if she did, she got a pain in her side. Then she
would begin Lo cough, and Guy would have to
carry her on his back a little way. If Julie
could only makoup her mind to keep with the
littlo onos, it would be convenient to all. She
kept them out of mischief, and could keep out
of our way as well,

“ Ah, yes, you will" said Guy, coaxingly.
“ Dear, good little Julie, you will ! There's only
you Lo tefl the time, you see; you're as impor-
tant asany of us, after all. Auntie'll forget
all about the pigeons coming home, and Manda'll
be serubbing about the pluece. Chubbie can’t
tell the lime, and Puff can't: you can—aint you
an important little girl ?”

Guy generally got people todo what he want-
ed; he had such a clever way of putting things.

“ But it’s nicer to go to Whitstone to start
the pigeons and come back by train,than to
stop inthe yard with Chubbie and Puff, and run



