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GOING, HOME.

Br FRANCE BROWN.

We said that the days were avil,
We feel that they might ba few,

Fcr low was our fortune's levai,
And beavy the winters grow;

But one who bad no possession
Looked up to the azure doma,

And said, in bis simple fashion,
"Dear friands, we are going haine I

"This world is the same dull market
That wearied its carliest sage;

The timea to the wiseo are dark yet,
But so bath been many an age,

And rich grow the toiling nations,
And red grow the battle spears

Ad dreary with desolations
Roll onward the ]aden yeara.

"What need of the changeles story
Which time hath su often told,

The spectre that follows glory,
The canker that comes with gold ?

That wisdom and strength and honor
Muet fade lika the Lar sea foam

And Death is the cnly winner;
But, friends, we are going home I

" The homes we nua noped te rest in
Were open ta sin and strife,

The dreams that our youth was bleet in
Wore net fer the wear of life;

For care eau darken the cottage,
As well as the palace hearth,

And birthrights are sold for pottage
But never redeemed on earth.

"Tho eprings have gone by in sorrow,
The summer& were grieved away,

And ever we feared to-mrrrow,
And ever we blamed to day.

In depths which the searcher sounded,
On bills, which the high heart clomb,

Have trouble and toiled abounded,
But, friends, we arc going home i
Our faith was the bravest builder,
But found net a stone of trust;

Or love was the faireet gilder,
But laviehed iLs voalth on dust.

And tinia bath tha fabuie ehaken
And lortune the clay bath show,

For much have they changed and taken,
Bat nothing that was our own.

"The light which te us made baser
The paths which su many choose,

The gifts thora was found no place for,
The riches we could net use;

The heart that whan life was wîntry
Found summer in atrain and tome,

With thesa te our kin and country,
Dear frienda, are going home 1

Daddy's Boy.
(Br L. T. MEADI.)

CHAPTER XXIX.
"How niee I feel in my sbpherdess' dre,"

said Violet Frere, as ahe bobbed up and down
and turned herself ta the right and left bafore
the long glass in ber mother's bedroom.-
"Don't you lika me in this dress, mamma."

fYes, dear; very nico, ver> nice indeed,"
answored Mra. Frere, who vas looking ex.
tramely pratty and yoâng herself in black
velvet, magnificent BrusslIs lace and diamonds.
" Don't stand ataring at yoursalf any -more,
Violet; tako up your little crook and run
downstairs., I think everything is . now quite
rendy, aad'your guests will arrive in a moment
or two. Go down and be roady ta reoeive them,

Violet. I only wish Mary was hoe to-night;
she could enjoy your pretty fancr bail.

"I muet look for Ronald," said Violet Us she
tripped out of the room. "Il expect be'll look
rather a show as a little vunded drummer
boy. Isn't it silly of Bonnie ta want ta b
a wounded drummer boy, mamma ?"

"My dear, I bave no time ta discuss this
q.estion at pi osent. Tap ut your cousin' a
door, and if he is ready ask him te go down-
stairs with you. Ronald is the right persen te
receive his little gue ts, and you may help him
if yon like."

A few moments !ater Ir. Frere wae stard-
ing in the magnifiient hall, which was looking
gay sud bright r.ow with blazing firelight, and
the soft lustre of innumerable wax candies. A
gay crowd of children, dressed in ail kinds of
picturesque costumes, surrounded bar. The
halt was filling fast, and the bright and pretty
childrei filitted about and made the old place
ocho with their laughter and mirth.

Suddenly Mrs. Frere called Violet te her
side,

" Where is your cousin, dear ? I don't se
him anywhere about ?"

"Oh, I don't know, mamma?-Please don't
keep me, for our first waltz le tà begin directly,
and Charley Staniland wants me as bis partner.
-He's te tallest boy in the room, and I do
like to dance with him. Pleaso let me run
away, mamma; I really don't know where Ro-
nald id."

" But stay eue moment, Violet. lWas ho net
in his room when yon went te fctch him ?"

" No, mother dear, ha wasn't. I vent right
into the room, aud h. wasn't there ; but it's ail
right, for I lookud into the wardrobe, and his
little drummer's suit was gone, ad bis old
velveteen Clothes were tossed in a little pile on
the shalvea. Ronnie's ail right ; ho has only
got one of bis funny notions in bis hamd, and
he'll b in the ball directly. May I ran away
now, mamma "

Mrs, Frore gave permission, and saon the
litile ehepherdess was fiying round in the giddy
mares of the waliz, Mrs. Frere did mot feel
quite satisfied; she suddenly remembared that
Ronald had net been present at the early din-
ner; this had given bar no uneasinesa at the
time, for the little boy in his holiday was very
fond of snatching a hasty meal under Dorothy's
wing. At teas Lime Mrs. Fr-re wasnot proent;
ebe was very tired, and bad deaired ber maid
to bring ber some tes te her bedroom. Now,
however, ehe began te bave a forebodiug; R>
nald, with ail his vagaries, was not likety te
absent himslf from the hall. Certainly bis
baving put on the tittile drummer boy's dress
was some consolation, and made ber at one mo.
ment inolined.to laugh at her fears; but they
returned more strongly the next, anad she found
that sha could not romain quietly ie the hall.
She found herself gatting quite nervous as she
watched in vain for the appearance of the
Waterloo drummer bey.

Waiter pased bar sud abe caught his arm.

SM'y dear, have yoe sen anything of Ro.

" No, mother; I have not seen the little chap
aIl day."

" What? My dear son, Ronald was auraly
present at to time ?"

"No, mother; Guy and Violet and I were
mît alone."

Mrs. Frere fait ber comely face turn pale.
She gave soma directions ta Walter, and went
a littie more quickly than ber wont out of the
hall.

Meanwhile a little rumor began ta spread
among the young dancers that some one was
missing. They heard reports çf the very Cur-
ions dres which Ronald had chosen to wear,
snd the little girls expressed themselves aux-
ions te sec him, and said that bis was a delight.
ful idea, sud aven the boys that the littie drum-
mer might as well put in au appearance.

Mrs. Free walked quickly into a passage

and rang a certain. bail which communicated
with the children's part of the house. In a mo.
ment or two old Dorothy came downstairs.

" Dorothy," said Mrs. Frere, "I wish yen
would hurry Sir Ronald ; he i most Jikely in
bis room, and the children are waiting for him
and expecting him. Yon know he is master of
the ceremonies, and ha ought to be present.
Just ask him te come downestairs at once Dor-

"He's not in his room, ma'am," said Dorothy.
"I went there but a minute or two back, think-
ing he'd want me te buckle on his belt or-some.
thing, but the little darling had put on those
blessed regimentals ail by himaelf, and 1. expect
ba'a figuring away now in the ball room,
ma'am. Sir Ronald would scorn te ask any
one te help him when ha conld do the thing
himself."

"Yo gave him bis dinner, didn't you, to-day,
Dorothy ?" asked Mrs, Frore.

"No, that I didn't ma'am; I have Dot seen
my dear little master not for the whole live-
long day."

Mrs. Prere fit her heart growing fainter;
seb turned into her husband's study. The
Major had long ago determined net te b pre-
sent at the children's ball, and ha was now
lying back in the deptba of his easy chair with
his feet encased in comfortable alippers, and a
newspaper, which, however, ha was not read-
ing, in his band.

"Ben," said his wife, coming in and stand-
ing before him in ber magnificent dress, with
the diamonda, which wouild b Ronald's some
day, sparkling and shining on ber white neck
and in ber dark hair, " Ban, I am a littie aux.
ions about Ronald; ha is net in the bail room,
sud I have made inquiries and no one seems to
bave seen anythiug of him mIl day." " Good
Lord 1" said the Major; ha spraUg ta his feet,
his weakness and rheumatism forgotten ; "good
gracions, Eleanor 1" going up te bis wife ana
elutching her soft, white arm, " the boy must
be in the bail room, ha muet. Why, he -was
perfectly wild about it. Yo don't recognize
the little cbap in the drumner's dress, that's ail.

" No, Ban, he'a net thera; ha has not beau
seen since the morning; ha was not present
either at dinner or at teu, Oh, my dear, what
is the matter ?"

" Then he's in the copse," said the Major; I
know it; I am sure of it; ha is in the copse,
and it's my fault. The dearest, the bravest lit-
tLie chap i Lot me go te him; ha hs got
hurt in soma way, and ho is in the copse."

Suarcely knowing what ha was saying or do-
iug for the most horrible dread had overtaken
Major Frere, he rushed past his wife, and haties&
anc in bis elippers baret opan a aide deer, sud
vas runiug ln the diretioe of the place where
ho had asked Ronald ta vait for him. Mrs.
Frere waited one instant to call a man-servant
ta accompany ber, sud than ahe too, in ber
beautiful evening dress, and with ber head un-
cevered, went out into the damp, dark winter's
aight.

The dance went on right merrily ; the chil-
dren were ait in capital spirits, and Walter
made a very good impromptu master of cere-
monies.-Now and thon a little voice said: "I
wonder when the drummer boy is coming;'
and now and thon bright eyea vera turning
expoctantly in the direction from whance a
small figure in regimentals might be expected
ta enter.

Suddenly, for no reason that the children
could aver understand, the music oeased, the
little dancers stopped and looked at each ether
inquiringly; a servant came up and whispered
someathing te Walter, who turned white, utter-
ed a groan, and rusbed from the bihll.

" What is wrong ?" asked a boy of Violet.
" Oh, nothing 1" she answered, for she had

not seau her brother's face.
"I Pe haps the drummer is coming at lat,"

said another child with a laugh.
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