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FAMILY DEPARTMENT.
SLEEP.

“ So He giveth His beloved sleep "—Ps. 127:2.

He sees when their footsteps falter, when their
beart grows wesk and faint,

He marks when their strength is fulling, and
listens to each complaint :

He bids them rost for a season, for the path-
way has grown too steep ;

And folded in their fair green pastures,

He giveth His loved uvnes sleep.

Like woary sud worn out children, that sigh
for thedaylight's olose,

He knows that they oft are longing for home
and its sweet repose ;

So He calls them in from their labors ere the
shadows aroand them creep,

And pilenily watching o'er them,

He giveth His loved ones sleep.

He giveth it, oh, so gently! a8 & mother will
hush to rest

The babe that she softly pillows so tenderly on
her breast;

Forgotten now are the trials and sorrows that
made them weep;

For with many a soothing promise

He giveth His loved ones sleep.

He giveth it! friends the dearest ocan never
this boon bestow ;

But He tounches the drooping eyelids, and plascid
the features grow;

Thoeir foes may gather about them, and storms
may round them sweep,

But, guarding them safe from danger,

He giveth His loved ones sleop.

All dread of the distant future, all fears that
opprost to-day,

Like mists, that clear in the sunlight, bave
noieelossly passed away ;

Nor call nor clamor can rouse them from slum-
bers so pure and deep,

For only His voivo can reach them

Who giveth His loved ones sleep.

Weep not that their toils are over, weep mot
thst their race is run;

God grant we may rest as calmly when our
work, like theirs, iz done !

Till then we would yield with gladness our
treasures to Him to keep,

And rejoice in the sweet assurance,

He giveth His loved ones sleep.
— Glolden Hours.

Daddy’s Boy.

(Br L. T. Mxapa.)
Craprer XVIIIL
Ronald was fortunate in getting back to the

house unobserved. No one had particularly
missed him or noticed his absence, and he join-
ed tho family tea in excellent spirits, snd full
of the most amiable and contrite feelings to-
wards Aunt Eleanor., .
§ ' L acoused her quite falsely,” he said to him-
golf. ¢ She must have felt droadfully pained.
Well, I never liked her better than I do now,

and I don’t think her at all so unworthy to be
Uncle Ben's wife.”

When Ronald was going to bed that night he
threw his urms around his sunt’s neck and
gavo her a violent hug,

“ Oh, don't, my dear Ronald, I beg. You
have rumpled my lace and pushed my cap
orovked. Don’t be quite so violent, dear, if yon
please.”

** No, I won't,” said Ronald; “I only gave
you that hug becanse I wanted you to torgive
me.”

* For what, my dear little boy ?”

“Xor hothering you about your purse in

church to-day. I thought they were starving,
you know, and they weren't, and I'mn so de-
lighted.”

Aunt Eleanor began to frown when Rouald
spoke about the purse. Now she took his two
hands and looked into his eyes.

“You showed want of breeling that time,
Ronsld, and did not sot quite as a gentlemsn.
Another time try to remember that you must
not follow your every impulse. There, we will
drop the subjeot now; it is not a pleassnt
one.”

* Bat you have forgivon me.”

 Of course I have.”

“Then you'll let e come and speak to you
to-morrow morning on a subjeet of tremend-
ous importance. You'll fix an hour, won't
you, for me to ocome and have a talk with
you ?"

“3Well, really, Roazie, you are a queer little
boy. I don’t know that I can spare you any
time to-morrow ; I shall be particularly busy
all day long.”

% Oh, but I'm afraid you must spare me half
an hoar, for what I've got to talk about is tre-
mendoasly important. I can’t say much about
it now, bat it means a great great deal; it
means blankets vrdered from Contor, and it

means tobacco for ‘when the coid strengthens,’
and it means money sent to & starving son.”

¢“ My dear Ronnie, let ma beg of you to ex-
plain nothing farther; your explanations are
most bewildering, my dear child. Come to my
room to-morrow morning at ten and I will
give you exaclly a quarter of an hour. Now
run to bed, dear, run to bed.”

The next morning, punctual to the moment,
Ronald appeared before his aunt. He went in-
to her room with the brightest of bright faces,
but he left it again in less than a gnarter of an
hour & very sad and troublad, and oven defiant
little boy. Never in all his eight years had
Ronald felt so absolutely naughty as he did
then. He was oppressed with a sense of keen
injustice. He oould not comprehend his aunt’s
reasonings; he could not comprehend her abso-
lute refusal to let him have somo of his own
money to oarry out his father's accustomed
bequest. Aunt Eleanor had.certainly wken
litule trouble to show him that she had spent
quite as much, but in 8 different way over the
the almswomen. :

Aunt Eleanor had & great dislike to ever
giving money presents, and she considered the
good Christmas dinner, the half ton of coal
apiece, to eay nothing of & gift of tea and sugar
to each almswoman, qunite equivalent 10 the
customary sovereign.—There 18 no doubt that
the almswomen did not all agree with her, as
they enjoyed nothing s0 much as spending a
little muney in their own way; and Sir Ro-
nald's Christmas sovereign had been the great
event of the year to the old ladies. Aunt Hlea
nor was exceedingly angry with Ronald for
goieg to see the almswomen without leave, and
for giving away to them his own nice Christ
mas boxes, but her anger knew no bounds
when she found that he had actually had the
audacity to promise them their sovereign in
addition to her handsome gifts,

“You are very naughty indeed!” she said,
“and you deserve to be well punished. I shall
be obliged to ask Miss Green to go up at ouce
ta the aslmshouses and tell the old women not
to believe a word that a silly little boy tells
them. Now run away, and don't interrupt me
any longer.”

Ronald, fecling most desperate and rebellious,
went downstairs and into the largo playroom,
where 8 huge fire was blazing and where the
Frere children were disporting themselves ac-
cording to their heart's delight.

] say, Ronnie,” called ont Walter, *‘ come
here, I want to whisper to you; the little fire
figare of Miss Green is all right and will be
here the mornisg of the last day of the year.
We'll burn it under the schoolroom windows

that night, Arn’t you glad ?”

“ Yes,” said Ronald; “I am very glad, I'm
delighted, I only wish we could have a little
fire figure of Aunt Eleanor burning there too.”

“ Of mother {” whispered Guy, rather shock-'
ed; “oh, we dsren’t, and besides you onghtn’t
talk of mother like that.”

“ Well, lot me go,” said Ronald, dashing
away and out of the bright and cheerful play-
room.

Noane of the Frere childran called out to him
to stay. They were all too busy planning their
costumes for the great faney ball.

“] am lonely,” whispered Ronald to his own
little heart; I am lonely, and I know I'm
naughty, and I do not care & bit about being
naughty ; I never can be good like this, I
never can be good like this. Oh, is it fair to
huve two up there and one down here? Oh, it
is hard on the one down here.”

Ronald ran ont, and being in that frame of
miod whon sll ordinary ideas of obedience de-
gerted him, he went round to the stableyard
with & kind of shadowy hope that he might
gain u little consolation in & converaation with
Jim. As he was runniog throngh the shrub-
bery on his way to the stables he heard the
door of one of the eide entrances shut with a
sharp report, and looking back he saw the thin
figare of his governess walking rapidly up the
averue,

‘“ She's going to tell them,” he muttered to
hi.aself, * and how oruelly sbe’ll do it. Oh,
poor, poor Peters; what will he do without
his pipe ?—Why, his voice may go, it may in-
deed ; and there'll be no singing then in church
on Sundays, and Jane Perch will shiver under
her thin blankets, and Ann Beale's son will
quite starve. Oh, what shall1do? Oh! why
won't Aunt Eleanor understand ?"

Ronald ran round to the stableyard, where
his sorrowtnl face attracted Jim’s instant sym-
pathy.

“You don't look at all lively-like, sir;
come, pow, but it's good to see you in the
stable yard again. Shall I bring Bal Drumie,
Sir Ronald ? and will you mount him, sir ? He
looks for all tho world like a picter this morn-

Buat Ronsld's little heart was too sore to en-
duro the sight of his fathor's hraoter just then.

“ No, thank you, Tim,” he s~id, * it would
remind me of fa ., and I could not quite
bear it. Jim, I'm not at all happy.”

“ I'm concerned to hear it, Master—Sir Ro-
nsald, I mean. Come now, wonldn’t you like a
ride on your own pony, Bobl He's a bit skit-
tish, for you don't exeroise him so much &8 you
ought, sir ; but, come, a gallop wonld do youa
power of gaod, Sir Ronald, aund I'll come along
on Brown Bess; she's mad for a oanter."”

Just at this moment an iden darted through
Ronald’s fertile little brain which caused the
color to retara to his cheeks, and the sparkle
of renewed hope to hie eyes.

“[ will have a gallop on Bob," he said ; *“it's
an excellent thonght, and you may comse with
me if you like, Jim; not that I mind going
alone.—Jim, I've got an idea ; I can’t tell it to
you for it’s & tremendous secret; but it will
take a great load off my mind, and it will have
some people whose names I can't tell you -
from losing 4 great gift—that's Peters’ voice—
whispered Ronald uuder his breath, and from
perishing with cold—that's Jane Perch’—he
continued sotto voce, *‘and from starving from
want of their rightful money—that's Ann
Beale's son"—conclnded Ronsld, * Jim, I teel
quite different since I've got my ides, and 'twas
you put it into my head, and I'm awfully
grateful to you. Now do you think, desr Jim,
that you could get me a little piece of paper
and pencil ? I just waut to write a note in &
great hurry.”

The necessary reguisites were forthcomiug,
and Ronald, lesning his bit of paper against
Bob’s stable door. transcribed upon it in his
queer round hand the followiog words:

¢ Peters and the Almswomen—Don't mind a



