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The Family Ciecle.

HOPE ON Y

1lope on, tired heart, hope on?
Though dark thy lut,
Nor one bright spot
‘T'o cheer thy lonely way,
I¢ ~ot thy courage fail thee,
When doubts and fears assa’l thee—
Hope un’
There shipes a star above,
Look up and find its ray.

Hupe on, brave heart, hope onl
Friends may deceive,
And thou mayst grieve
And mourn affction’s loss.
But do not yet despair, love—
tiope on!
And throueh the growing darkness nobly,
Bravely bear thy cross.—
Hopeon?! -

tlope on, tired heart, hope on!
Let [riends despair.
One faithful heart is tixed and constant stitl.
Then let this one thought cheer thee—
In spirit 1 am gear thee—
Hope on!

Thy star is watching o’er thee
To keep thee trom all ill,

Hope on, sweet heatt, hope on'!
By night and day
For thee I'll pray,

Till all thy trials are past.

‘These days so dark and drear, love,

Are passing, never fear, love,.—

Hope on !

SERVICE FOR OTHERS.

* Anna, 1 say Anna, do you know
where my racquet is? I havo looked
everywhere for it.”

Anna Seymour came o the foot of the
stairs, and answered her brother in low
toues. ¢ Sh—, H:;rry, you will disturb
grandpa ; he is just takinga nap. Where
did you leave yoor racquet?”

¢ I’m always doing something to bother
grandpa,” muttered Harry under his
breath, Then he said, “ I don’t know;
1t ought to be in my room, but some one
hag carried it off.”

¢ 1 will look in the library, you msy
have left it there,” said Aunpa, knowing
Harry's habit of throwing his belongings
down in any corner, and the boy went
back to his room to finish his toilet.
Presently he came down into the kitchen,
where his miother was preparing a basket
of delicate sundwiches, pickles, cake and
fruit. * Look here, momma, can't you
stop a minute and mend my blovse? I
forgot to tell you the other dsy that I
had torn it. I guess it will not take long
to fix it up.”

“ Oh, Harry,” said his mother, drop-
ping the biscuit she was buttering to
cxomine the jagged rent. “ I will try to
wend it for you, but I cannot put much
work cn it now. Suppose you run into
the fruit-closet and get a glass of jelly for
me, whilc I mend your blouse. You will
find the glasses on the sccond shelf near
the window.”

Harry went off, but in a few minutes
a8 he caught sight of his sister passing tho
door, he called out, ** Anba, can you tell
me where to gat a glass of jelly? I can’t
find it.”

Anna soon found what he bad been
sent for, and as soon as Harry reccived

" tho blouse from Mra. Seymour's handg,
he went whistling up the stairs. * Denr
me,” murmared Annag, ** Harry nevor will
remember about poor grandpa.”

Several other demands were mndo upon
his mother’'s and sister’s time beforo
Harry was ready (o tako his departure,
hat at twenly minuates past ten he started
away, basket and racquet in baud, waving
his hat to his mother and Anaa as thoy
atood oa the porch.

« Harry is go thougbtless,” said Mrs.

IRHID

Seymour with a sigh as she camo into the
house,

Mies Maria Jowett, the seamstress, who
took equal pride in her plain sewing and
plain speaking, drew her needle vigorous-
ly in and out of the piece of goods upon
which she was working as sho said,
““Thoughtloss, indeed! Miss Seymour,
that boy's dowaright selfish, an’ thore's
no other name for it. He don't take no
’count of what anybody wants but himself.
ITere ho's had you an’ DMiss Anna runnin’
for him this whole mornin’, an’ I'm only
surprised ho hadn't his old graudfather
goin’ up an’ Jown stairs to wait on him.”

Mra, Seymour made no anawor, but
with another long-drawn sigh went back
to her work in the kitchen.

Meanwhile Harry, all unconscious of
his mother’s sighs and Miss Maria's un.
complimentary romarks, ran swiftly down
the street, and in a few moments was with
the other boys and girls,

The members of the Junior Sooiety of
Christian Ecdeavor were to bave a picnic
this bright June day, and diss Kent, with
two asgistaunts, was to take chargo of the
children. There were more than forty
bright-eyed, happy boys and girls, and
they certainly made a pleasant picture as
they went through the village. A shower
the evening before bad laid the dust, and
this morning the sun was shining, the sky
abov » was cloudless, the birds werse twit-
tering in the trees, and all nature seemed
to be rejoicing with .them. After a walk
of less than half an hour the party reach-
od the picnic grounds, a beautiful grove,
which Mr. White bad fitted up for athlutic
sports, and great had beec the delight of
tho childran when Mabel had deliverad
her father’s invitation to them to spend
the day in his grounds. Soon the boys
and girls werc epgaged in sport ; some
swinging, others playing ball or croquet,
while the older boys and girls hastened to
the tennis courts.

« Only two courts, and about twenty
children who wish to play,” laughed Miss
Mary Palmer, ss she noticed the disap-
pointment pictured on the faces of several
boys who were slowly walking away.

# 1 am sorry,” said Miss Ethel; * but
you will have to be unselfish anc try to
give all a chance to play. Come back
presently, Bert, and I am sure some of
the boys or girls will give you a place.”

After what I have told you of Harry
Seymour, you will not be surprised to
hear that, notwithstanding Miss Ethels
suggestion, he kept his placo at the wennis
court duriny ho entire morning. Sue
Prindle, Andy Ott, Bert Anderson and
others gave up their places after playing
for a time, but Harry cared more for his
own pleasure than he did for that of his
companicns, and it was not uatil the
summons camo for them to tako their
places at the dinner table, that he threw
down hisracquet. Then, while several of
the boys of his age ran to bring pails of
water for tho table, Harry busied himself
in finding tho most desirable seat. Ho
fancied Miss Kent looked at him once or
twico ®ith a troubled oxpression in her
oyes, but after wondering about 1t
awhile, ho decided he must bave been
wistaken.

At the close of tho day Afiss Kent
gothered tho children around her, and
after singing ono of their familiar
hymas, they turned their faces home-
ward.

* Mary,” said Miss Ethel, aftor they
had taken tho smallor children homo and
had parted from the rest of the company,
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‘I am so surprised about Harry Seymour,
and so disappointed in him."

Miss Palmer laughed as he said
lightly, % Ob, you know, Biss Ethol, we
all bave faults that become apparent on
clogo intercourse.”

“Yes, I know,” snid Miss Kent
thoughtfully. ¢ Of course we have, but
Harry's eolfishness is so glaring. It made
me sad to-day to see how little thought
be bad for the comfort and pleasuroe of
others.”

““Yes, he is very selfish. I visit his
sistor Anna; wo are in tho same cless at
tho seminary, you know. I have often
wished Harry woald wait on himselt more
than ho does, for indeed he imposes on
Auna, and she is always so patient.”

By this time they bad reached Miss
Kent’s home, and Mary Palmer, bidding
her good-bye, hastened on.

Tho next afternoon the members of
the Junior Society were in their places
promptly. Mids Kent loved to see the
bright, youthful faces, and to hear the
childish voices unitein song and prayer.
Harry Seymour was seated beside his
friend, John Parry, while on the other
side sat Cleorge Jones. *‘Bear yo one
another’s burdens.” That was the text
Miss Kent read, and the children listened
attentively, for they knew she would have
something of iaterest and importance to
say to them As Harry listened, he grew
very uncomfortable, and twisted his neck-
tic while his face finshed up. Somehow
he could not rid himself of the impression
that Miss Kent was talking to him. He
wondered if the other boys noticed it,
bat when he ventared to steal a side-long
glance at John and George, they were
looking straight into the speaker’s face.
How could Miss Kent know that he bhad
said ¢o himself, when reading over the
verses for the week, ¢ That'll do woll
enough for girls and grown-ap people, but
boys can't do much to help?” Surely she
must know, for just now gho was saying,
% There may be some of you children who
think you aro too young or too insignifi-
vant to help bear burdens now. You may
be thinkicg that you will show what you
can do when you tecome men and women.
Dear boys and girls, do not wait until
then ; the selfish boy or girl will never
grow into the unselfisk, helpful man or
woman. Begin now to do what youcan
to help those around you. ¥Youn all have
opportunities to bo burden-bearerg, and it
isonly when you forget self and your own
comfort in your desire to sorve and aid
others, that you are cnabled to render
agsistance pleasing to our heavenly
Father, and really helpfal to those about
you.”

As AMiss Kent talked, Harry looked
down at George Jones's rongh, red hands.
He knew that George got up very eatly
cvery morning to carry water for his
mother, who was a washcrwoman, and
onco ho remembored to have soen tho boy
actually doing a washing when his mother
was ill. He had looked down upon him
for doing woman’s work, bat now he felt
sure that Miss Kent respected Georgo in
his coarge, ill-fitting clothes, more than
she did him.

At the closo of the mesting Harry
walked to the corner with John Parry,
then tarning abraptly, and looking in his
fricad's face, he ssid, **John, do yoa
think I am selfich7” John looked in his
with a curioas exprossion, bat said
quictly, “To bé honest, Harry, I think
you are about the most selfish boy 1
koow.”

(SEPTEMBRR 30th, 1546

Poor Harry ! If hohad come to John
for comfort, he had not obtained it, and
he walked the remainder of the way home
in woody silenco. ‘Lo bave spont fourteey
years af lifo with the ides that he was in
must respects a very good sort of Loy,
only to waken up to the fact that ho wag
regarded as extromely selfish, way hard,
Certainly his fault must have made him
very offonsive. Miss Kont looked upon
him with disapproval, though she had
8aid nothing to him directly, and John,
bis warmest friond, had called him the
most selfish boy he know. Harry went
up to his room and did not como down
until tea time. He was resolved to make
tho attempt to forget himself and his
own pleasure. He was trying to be a
Christian, and from early childhood he
had been taught to ask God’s help ; this
he did not forgot to do now, for he knew
he was undertaking no easy task.

Tho next morning thera was less of a
commotion than usual whez it came
school time. Harry looked for his hat,
which he had thrown down carelessly;
without calling on his mother or sister (o
ai¢ him in the search, and qaietly gather-
ed his books together. That afternoon ke
returned from school, and hending the
papars from the postoflico to his grand-
father, sat dowa to read an interestiug
book. His sister was spated in the
library, and he could see hor through the
window bending over some writing at her
desk. Anna expectad to finish her school
life in a few weeks, and was studying
diligently, preparing for the examinations.

Presently grandpa’'s quavering voice
was heard calling, ** Aana, the papers
have come; are you ready to read to
mef”

It was Auna's habit to read the daily
papers to her grandfather, whose eyesight
was very dim. Harry thought it amazing
that Auna could sit and read for an hour,
or perhaps two hoars, with no sign of
weariness or impatience, for 3Ir. Seymonr
wished to hear literally all that was in the
payer, and eagerly looked forward to the
hour when the mail from the city arrived.

“Yes, grandps,” called Anna, in her
clear voice ; then she arose and was gath
ering her papers together to put them
away.

* An opportanity,” said Harry softly :
then he went into the room, saying, “I
will read to grandpa to-day. You want
to study.”

Anna looked at him in surprise. ** But
you do not.like to read the papers aloud,
Harry ; I have heard you say so.”

# Neither do you,” was the reply,
* oply you aro too good to complain. I
can gurely do that mackh to help you.”

Anna -looked relicved. I was anx:
ious to get this writing dono this after
noon, and if you don’t mind so very much
I will go and tell grandpa, so he
will nnderstuod.”

Harry foilowed his sister out on the
side porch, whero old Mr. Soymour was
sitting in his large arm-chair.

“ Well, well, child,” he said quern-
lously, ** I am wlling Harry should read
to mo if you are basy."

Grandfather Seymour, like meoy old
poople, was sensitive, and did not wish
to bo considered a care to those arouad
him. Harry sat down and commeneed
to read; ho had a [oll, clear voice,
and was considered a fino reader. Tho
toa-bell rang just as ho was on the last
pago of the Daily Record, and thoy went
into supper togother, Mr. Seymour lcan.
ing on bis grandsod’s shoulder.



