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FAMILY DEPARTMENT.
GOING. HOME, .

By Faarces Brown.
We ssid that the days were evil,
We feel that they might be few,
Fer low was onr fortune's leve!,
And heayy tho winters grew ;
But one who had no possession
Looked up to the azare dome,
And said, in hissimple fashion,
* Desr friends, we are going home !

¢ This world is the same dall market
That wearied its oarliest sage ;
The times to the wise are dark yet,
But g0 hath been many an age,
And rich grow the toiling nations,
And red grow the battle spears
Avd droary with desolations
Roll onward the Iaden years.

 What need of the changeles story
- Which time hath so often told,

The spectre that follows glory,
Tho canlkor that comes with gold ?

That wisdom and strength and honor
Must fade like the far ses foam,

And Death is the only winner;
But, friends, we are going home!

“'ho homes we psa noped to rest in
Were open to sin and strife,

The dreams that our youth was blest in
Wore not for the wear of life;

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

Anud birthrights are sold for pottage
Bat vever redeemed on earth.

“ The springs have gone by in sorrow,
The summers were grieved away;,
And ever wo feared to-mcrrow,
And ever wo blamed to day.
In depths which the searcher sounded,
On hills, which the high heart clomb,
Have trouble and toiled abounded,
But, frionds, we are going homel

“ Qur faith was the bravest builder,
But found not s stone of trust;

Oar love was the fairest gilder,
Baut lavished ita weslth on dust.

And time hath the fabrio shaken
And fortune the olay hath shown,

For much have they changed and teken,
But nothing that was our own.

“The light which to us made barer
The paths which 8o many choose,
The gitts there was found no place for,

The riches we could not nase ;
The heart that when life waswintry
Fouud summer in strain and tome,
With these to our kin avd conntry,
Doar jriends, aro going home "

Daddy’s Boy.

(Br L. T. Mrapn.),

CHAPTER XXIX,

* How nioo I feel in my shepherdess’ dress,"”
said Violet Frere, as she bobbed up and down
and turned herself to the right and left before
the long glasa in hor mother’s badroom.—
* Don't you like me in this dress, mamma,"”

' Yes, dear; very nico, very nice indeed,”
answored Mrs, TFrore, who was looking ex-
tromely protty snd young herself in blsck
velvet, magnificent Bruesels lace and diamonds.
“ Don't stand staring at yourself any “more,
Viclet; take np your little orook and run
downstairs,.. I think everything is -now quite
ready, and your guests will arrive in a momer:t
or two. Go down and he ready to receive thexn,

Violet. I only wish Mary was here to-night ;
she could enjoy your pretty fanoy ball. '

#T must look for Ronald,” said Violet a8 she
tripped out of the room. “I‘expect he'll look
rather a show as a little wounded drummer
boy. Isn't it silly of Rooxie to want to be
8 wounded drummer boy, mamma ?” .

“My dear, I have no time to discuss this
q1estion at present. Tap at your cousin's
door, and if he is ready ask him to go dowa-
stairs with you. Ronald is the right person to
receive his little guests, and you may help him
if youlike."

A few moments 'ater Mrs. Frere was stard-
ing in the magnjfisent hall, which was looking
gay snd bright row with blazing firelight, and
the soft lustre of innumerable wax candles, A
gay orowd of children, dressed in all kinds of
picturesque costumes, surronnded her. The
hali was filling fast, and the bright and pretty
childre= flitted about and made the old place
echo with their laughter and mirth.

dSudden]y Mrs, Frere called Violet to her
gide,

* Where is your cousin, dear 7 I don't see
him anywhere about ?" -

Oh, Idon't know, mamma?—Plesse don't
keep me, for our first waltz is to begindirectly,
and Chsrley Staniland wants me as his partner.
—He'n the tallest boy in the room, and I do
like to dance with him, Please let me run
away, mamma; I really don't know where Ro-
pald is.”

‘ But atay one moment, Violet. Was he not
in his room when yon went to fetch him ?"

“ No, mother dear, he wasn’t. I went right
into the room, and he wasn’t there ; but it's all
right, for I looked into the wardrobe, and his
little drummer's suit was gone, and his old
velveteen clothes were tossed in & little pile on
the shelves. Ronnie's ull right; he has only
got one of his fanny notions in his head, and
he'll bo in the ball directly, May I ran away
now, mamma ?"

Mrs, Frere gave permission, and soon the
little ehopherdess was flying round in the giddy
mazes of the waliz, Mrs. Frere did wot feel
quite satisfied; she suddenly romembered that
Ronald had not been present at the early din-
ner; this had given her no uneasiness at the
time, for the little boy in his holidays was very
fond of snatching & hasty meal under Dorothy’s
wing. At tea time Mrs, Frere was not preseut;
she was very tired, and had desired her maid
to bring her some tea to her bedroom, Now,
bowever, she began to have a foreboding ; Ro-
pald, with all his vagaries, was not likely to
absent himself from the hall, Ceriainly his
baving put on the littledrnmmer boy’s dress
was some ¢onsolation, and madeher at one mo-
ment inclinad, to laugh at her fears; but they
returned more atrongly the next, and she found
that she could not remsin quietly in the hall.
She fonnd herself gotting quite nervous as she
watched in vain for the appearance of the
Waterloo drummer boy.

Walter passed her and she caught his arm,

“ My dear, have you seen anything of Ro-
nald?”’

“ No, mother ; I have not seen ths iittle chap
all day.”

“What? My dear son, Ronald was suraly
present at tea time 7"

' No, motker ; Guy and Violet axd I were
all alone."”

Mrs. Frere felt her comely face turn pale,
She gave some directions to Walter, and went
; llilt.t.le more quickly thun her wont out of the

all.

Meanwhile a little rumor began to spread
among the yoong danoers that somé one was
missing, - They heard reports ¢f the very onr-
ious dress which Ronald had chosen to wear,
and the little girls expressed themsslves anx-
ious to see him, and said that his was s delight-
ful ides, sud even the boys that the littls drum-
mer might as well put in an appearance,

Mrs, Frere walked quickly into & passage

and rang s certain, bell which commanicated
with the children’s part of the houss, In&mo-
ment or two old Dorothy came downstairs,

* Dorothy,” said Mre. Frere, I wish you
would harry Sir Ronald ; he is most Jikelp in
his room, and the children are waiting for him
and expecting him. Youn konow he is master of
the ceremonies, and ho ought to be present.
Just s'.ak him to come downstairs at once Dor-

“ He's not in hisroom, ma’am,” said Dorethy.
“J went there but a minute or two back, think-
ing he'd want me to buokle on his belt orsome-
thing, but the little darling had put on those
blessed regimentals all by himself, and 1 expect
he’'s figuring away now in the ball room,
ma'am. Sir Ronald would ecorn to ask any
one to help him when he conld do the thing
himself,” : _

*You gave him his dinner, didn't you, to-day,
Dorothy ?” asked Mrs, Frere.

“ No, that I didn’t ma’am; I have not seen
nmy dear little master not for the whole live-
long day.”

Mrs. Frore folt her heart growing fainter;
ghe turned into her husband’s study. The
Major had long ago determined not to be pre-
gert at the children's bsll, and he was now
lying back in the deptbs of his easy chair with
his feet encaced in comfortable slippers, and a
newspaper, which, however, he was not read-
ing, in his hand.

* Ben," said his wife, coming in snd stand-
ing before him in her magnificent dress, with
the dismonds, which would be Ronald’s some
day, sparkling aud shining on her white neck
and in her dark bair, * Ben, I am a little anx-
jons about Ronald; he is not in the ball room,
and I have made inquiries and no one seems to
bave seen anything of him all day.” ‘ Good
Lord!" said the Mujor ; he rprang to his feet,
his weakness and rheumatism forgotten ; “good
gracions, Eleavor I going up to his wife an
oclatching hor soft, white arm, ‘‘ the boy muat
be in the ball room, he must. Why, he <was
perfectly wild aboat it. You don't recognize
the little ochap inthe drummer’s dress, that's all,

# No, Ben, he's not thero; he has not besn
geen Bince the morning; he was not present
either at dinner or at tea, Oh, my dear, what
is the matter ?"

“Then he'a in the copse,” said the Major; I
know it; Iam sure of it; he is in the copse,
and it's my fanlt, The dearest, the bravest lit-
tle chap! Let me go to him; he h2s got
hurt in some way, and he is in the copse.”

Scarcely knowing what he was saying or do-
ing, for the most horrible dread had overtaken
Major Frere, he rashed past his wife, and hatless
and in his slippers barst open & side door, and
was running in the dire.tion of the place where
he had asked Ronald to wait for him. Mrs.
Frere waited one instant to oall & mun-servant
to accompany her, and then she too, in her
beautifal evening dress, and with her head un-
covered, went out into the damp, dark winter's
aight. ]

The dance went on right merrily; the chil-
dren were all in oapitul spirits, and Walter
made & very good imprompta master of cere—
monies.—Now and then a little voice said : I
wondsr when the drammer boy is coming;'’
aud now and then bright eyes were tarning
expoctantly in the direction from whence a
small figare in regimentals might be expeated
to enter, _

Suddenly, for no reason that the children
could ever understand, the music ceased, the
little dancers stopped and looked at each other
inquiringly ; & servant came up and whispered
something to Walter, who turned white, atter--
ed a groan, and rushed from the hall,

“ What is wrong ?” asked & boy of Violet.

“Oh, nothing I'” she snswered, for she had
not seen her brother's face.

“ Pethaps the drummer is coming at lsst,”
said arvother ohild with a langh.,



