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" The Family Circle.

Al

' FATHER, TAKE MY HAND.

The way is dark, my Father! Cloud on cloud
Is gathering thickly 6'cr my head, and loud
The thunders roar above me, - See, I stand
Like one bewildered! Father, take my hand,-
And through the gloom
Lead up to light

Thy child!

The day goes fast, my Father! and the night
Is drawing darkly down. My faithless sight
Sces ghostly visions ; fears & spectral band,
Encompass me, Oh, Father! take my hand,
And from the night
Lead up to light
- Thy child ¢
The way islong, my IFfather! and my soul
Longs for the rest and quiet of the goal,
‘While yet I journey through this weary land,
Keep me from wandering, Father, take my
hand ;
Quickly and straight -
Lead to heaven's gate
Thy child !

The path is rough, my Father! Many a thorn
| Ias pierced me; and my weary feet, all torn
And bleeding, mark the way. Yet the command
Bids me press forward, Father, take my hand;

Thon safe and bless

Lead up torest

_.Thy child!

The throng is great, my Father! Many a doubt
And fear and danger compass me about,
And foes oppress me sore. I cannot stand
Or goalone. Oh, Father, takc my hand’;
And through the throng
Lead safe along
Thy child!

The cross is heavy, Father! I haveborne
It Jong, and still do bearit. Let my worn
| And fainting spirit rise to that blest land
Of joy and rest. Oh, Father, tako my hand;
- And, reaching down, -
Lead to the crown
. Thy child!

—sdnon,
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- MASTER SOMETHING.

Henry Norton lived with his widowed
mother in a small townin the western part
of New .York State. His father, when
living, had lost most of his property through
unprofitable investments, and died leaving
_his family only a few thousand dollars,

Mrs. Norton was a delicate woman, and
knew that her health would never permit
her to engage in any kind of business for
the support of her large family, "So she
decided tolive ascconomieally as she could,
and make the little money sho had last as
long as possible. As soon as her boys be-
camo old enough she would send them out
into the world to earn money for them-
selves. Had their father lived they would
have all gone to college. It grieved Mrs.
Norton very much that her oldest son,
Henry, could not take a college course.
Sho was & lady of much culture herself, and
had paid particular attention to the French
language. Having associated o great desal
with French people in her younger days, she
had learned to spenk their language with
remarkable. fluency. She now reasoned
with herself :

*If T cannot send Henry to college I
will do the next best thing. I will try and
have him master the French language, and
I know that if he has thoroughly Jearned
some one important branch of study he
will not be so far behind others in the life-
race.” : : :

At this time Henry was fourteen years
old. Te had been studying French a year
with his mother already. Hoattended the
high-school, and his mother hoped to keep
him_there two' years longer. She nover
let a day pass withoutgiving him a French
lesson. -

Often he rebelled, and sometines he
thought it was too bad that he must give
up a ball game or some other favorite
asmusement  just for ‘‘that French.”
{* What good is it, any way ?” ho would say
in. his boyish, impatient way, But his
mother persisted, and eyery day the French,
lesson 'had to be learned. After a time,
when he began to read and write French-

| wit,

wéli, it _bécurﬁe very interesting, nndhe
‘spent many delightful hours reading French
e

authors with his mother.. Shealso obliged
him to write her-one short French letter

every week. T R
Time passed rapidly, and almost bcfore
le knew.it Henry’s sixteenth birthday was

“{upon him, and he was obliged to leave

home to begin to make- his own way in'the
world. He went to New York. An’old

friend of his father’s had procured him a |.

place in a large house where there were a
number of clerks; 'Now Henry was a
country-boy ; and although his home was

"lacentre of refinement, he had never been

away from the small country town where
he was born. His manners were very re-
fined, but he .was very diffident, and had
not the confident, easy address of city-bred

| boys.

When he made his appearance among the

{clerks where he was to be employedhe

was, greatly embarrassed, and, of course,
showed himself in the worst possible light.
“Country-bumpkin,” whispered somebody,
and for a long time his nick-name was
“Bumpy.”

His position at first was naturally. a very
humble one. He was a kind of messenger
at the beck and call of all the other clerks.
And a hard time of it he had! His diffi-
dence, and an unfortunate trick he had of
blushing, made him a target for all their

but were thoughtless. And the younger
clerks thought it great fun to make
““ Bumpy” blush and look like a girl.

But Henry bore it all in heroic silence,
although many times he was greatly dis-
couraged and thought it was useless for
him to continue. His diffidence, and the
consciousness that he was the butt of the
other clerks, often caused him to make
mistakes, and the conviction was growing
upon him that he would never make a busi-
ness man. Bufnever a word of all hishard
times did his mother hear. Their letters
back and forth were always affectionate
and cheerful. Mrs. Norton continually
exhorted her son not to slight his French,
and he kept it up; several evenings every
week he went to the Mercantile Library
reading-room and read the French papers
and magazines. But no one everknew it
at the counting-house.  Indeed, it never

‘occurred to Henry thatit .was aballxg-i' B
together and said,

miarkable that he should knpw Frenchijgo
well, he had learned it all so qaietly with
his mother, and besidés, ‘hé was & modest
boy. Then, too, my young friends, what
we know thoroughly we’are not .apt ‘to
parade ; it is only the smatterers who. de-
light in talking about-what they-know. | ..
But there is an old saying that ‘“sconer
orlater every one will find hisniche:”’ .And
Henry found hisvery soon.. = - -, [
The firm that employed him had bcen
doing business for years with' a French
housein Paris. The French firm employed
an English clerk for aits English and Ame-
rican correspondence, so that hitherto all
business lettersfrom that quarter had been
written in good English and had caused no
trouble. o
But whén Henry Norton had been in
New York about six months a bateh of
genuine French letters was received by his
employers. The English clerk at Paris
had become ill, and during his absence the
business letters wero all written in French.

Thero was no little excitement in the
counting-room over these letters. No éne
could read them. They were immediately
given over to one of the clerks who had
quite a reputationamong them as a French
scholar, Hoe was very fond of airing French
phrasess it was pardonnez moi, to thisone,
excusez moi to another, je ne sais pas five
orsix times a day. But the letters.. 0,
that was v different matter! While: he
was making excuses about the writing be-
ing undecipherable, ete., Henry entered.

One of his tormentors immediately saw
that here was & chanco for some capital fun.
“‘Bumpy” should. bo asked to read thosc
letters. This idea was soon telegraphed
around among them, and tlie interest be-
came intense, It would be a hugo joke,
and every body expected to see ‘ Bumpy’>
covered with confusion when the orginator
of the joke approached him, saying, in a
very solemn manner,

‘‘ Bumpy, hero aro some French letters

which Mr, Morse (one of the firm) lcft for |.

you to translate. If you eannot do it the
.chances are thatyou willlose your position,”

. But now. Henry's turn had come. ) fAll

They were not intentionally unkind,’

embarrassment 'fled.” . For-the. first time
since he entered ' that counting-room he
felt. likea man,.. Here was something
he could de without blushing.” Taking the
letters he turned to the -would-be French
scholar beside him, and with a quiet dignity
that those city-bred clerks might have en-
vied, said, - B

‘“Mr, Eldridge, may I have your desk
for a short time 7 - o
You should have seen those other clerks !
They were so perféctly astonished that they
did not even feel abashed at the failure of
their joke. They watched Henry in per-
fect silence ; no sound was heard in the
room but the scratching of-his pen,

"It wasnot Jong before he gave the letters
translated into the best of English to the
confidential clerk, for both members of the
firm were absent, : : .

And then—well, he was not called
‘“Bumpy” again, I assure you. They
crowded about him, addressing him as
Henry in the most respectful and affection-
ate manner, and some even called him Mr.
Norton, which amused Henry very much,

And from that. timo forth the two heads
of the firm were hardly regarded with more
respect than was Henry Norton. When
it was learned that he could answer the
letters in French their respect and admira-
tion knew no-bounds, And Henry’s head
would have been turned by their attentive
behavior had he not inherited such o
large stock of common sense from his ex-
cellent mother, who had taken care to foster
this good quality in her son.,

Henry was glad to be sentout again with
a.message S0 that he might be alone with
his newsense of freedom and feeling of man-
liness, , His feet fairly flew over the pave-
ment,- and" his controlling thought was,
¢ My dear, dear mother! How thankful
I.am that she made me learn French so
welll” "

And what a letter he wrote her that
night ! -He told ler all the troubles of tl.e
past six months, and how often he had
been tempted to give up and come home to
her.-

- ‘But he did not dream of what was yet in
store for him. His happiness and grati-
tude arose-from the fact that hisknowledge
of French had completely changed his posi-

-tion with the other clerks, -

But ‘the fwo. .principals got their heads

“ Henry. must have 'a better position.
A boy. who can do such work as that cught
not to do messenger work.” . .

So they-decided ;to ‘promote him. The
clerks, of course, told every.otherman they
met the remarkable story; for in those
days—this happened - twenty years ago—a
young.man in business with such a know-
ledge of French was a rarity,

About a week after the event a prominent |

banker in the vicinity sought an interview
with Henry and " offered him a large salary
to translate and write French letters for
him. Henry took the position, and when
he was eightecn years old he conducted the
entire French correspondence of that large
banking-house. .

Soon after taking this position he deter-
mined fo learn the banking business as
thoroughly as he hadlearned French. He
did it, and to-day he is one of the largest
and most prosperous bankersin our country.

He attributes all his success to his thor-
ough knowledge of French ; for it was not,
only the stepping-stone to a hetter position
and larger salary, but, what was of equal
importance, the application that had been
necessary tomaster I'rench had so strength-
ened and disciplined his mind and character
that he was prepared to assume greater re-
sponsibilities as they came. =

In Henry Norton’s case it happened to
be the mastery of the French language
which paved the way to his success in busi-
ness. But depend upon it, my young
friends, it will pay you to master anything,
And, once the habit of thoroughness is es-
tablished, you will master overything you
undertake, and suecessis sure.—OQur Youth.
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¢“THINKETH NO EVIL.

BY MRS. S, ROSALIE SILL.

¢ Iave you been to seo our new neighbor
yet ¥ asked Mrs. Hoover of Mrs. Landon,
as'she called one evening, :
¢“No. I have mot had tho time yet.
You know our children have had the

‘them.”

whaoping-cough,  and I 68uld not leave

- “If T-were you, I would not call just
yeb,” wag said. with-the mysterious air of.
‘I have something I conld reveal; but I:
think I will not just now.”. .. .. =

So_a suspicious feeling took pessession.
of the heart of Mis. Landon, who was
really a good woman.and intended calling
upon this woman who had recently come in
to live among perfect strangers. -

, “*Ido wonder if there is anything bad
about’ this Mrs. Heddon?’ Mrs. Landon
said to her hiusband one day, ¢ Have you
seen her at all 9 . e E '

. “Yes, once,’ She came into the store
one day, and did some trading.” -

“Did she look like,a bad woman, or
bold one?

“No indeed! She was a timid little
thing, dressed in deep mourning, which I
noticed was growing a little shabby ; and
she had a shaip, harsh cough., I thought
at the time she must be in the fivst stages
of consumption. But what do you mean
about her being bold or bad ¥’

 Why, I know nothing about her, only
Mrs., Hoover said if she were in my place
she would not call just now ; and her looks
seemed to mean more than Lier words.”

“Humph,” came from Mr, Landon,
‘¢ It seems to me you are not doing exactly
as the Book you profess to take as your
guide would have one to do. ‘I wasa
stranger, and ye took me in ; sick and ye
visited me.” I think this woman is a
widow, as I have never seen a man about
the place or any one else but her. Come
to think of it, I have not seen her for the-
last two days, I dare say, Mrs, Hoover
knows nothing against the woman: You
remember she.is just a little singular,
Your Book teaches you also to think no
evil ; doesn’t 169’ Mr. Landon was very
apt to quote Scripture where it concerned
his wife, much more so than where it con-
cerned himself, for he was nota Christian ;
although he was noted for,benevolence.’
© “Why, James, the poor woman may be
sick, and no one with her,” said Mis.
Landon, in a distressed voice. = **I will call
as soon as we finish dinner. I am so sorry
I have allowed myself to be influenced by
Mrs. Hoover.” .

T will go in with you, as Tam on my
way to the store, and if anything serious
should be the matter, I will see that a
physician‘is sent at once. Do not distress
yourself,” Charlotte, over what I have said.
I'know you mesan right. But when I sce (|
a flaw in a Christian’s life, I ‘make too.
much of it.”

The Landons found Mrs. Heddon lying
upon the couch, weak, and suffering from
the terrible cough. . The poor woman suid
that every one had seemed to shun her,
and she had drawn within herself, feeling
too sensitive to covet acquaintance.

‘Mr. Landon soon had a physician there,
and needed comforts from his store.

Mrs. Heddon had come to the little
town, as ordered by her physician, for a
change ; but it had proved too late, - She
had brought & letter from the Baptist
church where she had lived, and intended
uniting with the one there, but her cough
had been so annoying she could not attend.
And as Mrs. Hoover had sown the seeds
of distrust the woman was left to herself.

. Mrs. Hoover, in self-defence, said she
heard a woman by.the name of Heddon
had been suspected of having tried to poison
her husband, but had afterwards been
cleaved. = . .

“But. that was in B——" said Mrs,
Landon, when told of it, ‘¢ and this woman
came from another place.”

“You are all so very kind to me,” the
sick  woman said one day. *‘I was so
lonely though, for atime. Ithink Imissed
my dear pastor most'of all, DBut I should
learn to love thisnew one almost agawvell, L
know ; only the days are so few now.”.

The tears coursed down Mrs, Landon's
Tace as she heard these words, for well she
knew had she not listened to Mrs. Toover,
this poor woman would have had so much
more enjoyment. ‘‘Glod give me that
charity which thinketh no evil,” she said
softly to herself as she twmed away.—
TP atchmann. o

———e

Hanrirs are to the soul, what the veins
and arteries are to the blood, the courses
in which it moves.—H. Bushnell.

Virrue will catch adwell as vice by con-
tact ; and the publicstock of honest, manly

principle will daily accumulate.—Burke.
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