4 THE MESSENGER.

ehe has come to see you, my darling,” and
her father bent over her tenderly and laid
his hand caressingly upon her forehead as
he spoke.

¢ Has she come P’ and Alice started up
wildly and sat upright in the bed, and,
stretching her hands out toward ‘her
teacher, she cried out, ‘O I am so glad you
are come! You will help me, you know
all about it, dear Miss Lorrimer;’ and she
clasped her thin arms about the young

lady’s neck and drew her down close to .

her. ‘The doctor says I must die; die, and
I cannot; I am afraid; papa can’t help me
—you must, dear, dear Miss Lorrimer; no-
body has prayed for me—will you pray?

‘I want to be willing to die, don’t you
know ? I want to love Jesus; I want to
know how to do it; help me, dear Miss
Lorrimer!’

Katherine Lorrimer had dropped upon
her knees at the girl’s bedside, and to her
dying day she will never forget the great
wave of borror and agony that swept over
her at this despairing appeal.

She pray! she show this dying girl the
way to Christ!

She could not; she did not know the way
herself. For the first time in all her ami-
able, decorous life she saw her real self.
She was not a Christian; she had no hope;
if she were lying there in Alice’s stead
the way would be all darkness to her.
Quick as a flash all this went through her
mind—then she spoke.

‘Alice, I cannot pray ; I do not know
how!” ~Will she ever cease to hear the
¢hrill, frightened voice of the sick girl?

‘Get someone to help me. Bring someone
to pray for me mow, before it is too late!
Papa ! papa ! can’t you pray ? can’t you
help?’

The strong man wept aloud. He tock
‘the girl in his arms and whispered fond,
caressing words over her.

‘My darling, do not be alarmed ; you
will be better soon; do not excite yourself;
you have nothing to fear, my child; you
have never done anything wrong. Be
brave and courageous.’

‘Papa,” and her voice had grown very
weak, ‘I must have someone to show me
what to do. I have got to have something
here,” and the poor child laid her hand on
her breast with a pathetic gesture.

Just at this moment a gervant appeared
at the door, with a whispered message, of
which Miss Lorrimer caught only a word,
and that a name—Betty Carew.

She sprang to her feet and went to the
door.

‘Is Miss Carew downstairs
come up at once,” she said. #

It had rushed over her in a second as
she heard the young girl’s name, that she
was a Christian and might do or say some-
thing to help poor ‘Alice. She remember-
ed to have heard a whisper in the class
one day about Betty being a church mem-
bér, which then had made no impression
on her mind; now it seemed to her the on-
ly thing in all the world to hope from.

She met the girl half way down the
stairs and caught both her hands dn hers.
‘Betty, come to Alice,” she said; ‘she is dy-
ing, and there is no one to even pray with
her.’ -

The young girl’s cheek flushed deeply
and she did not reply, but went swiftly
on to the sick girl’s room. Alice was wan-
dering again. ‘What can I do?’ she cried,
wildly. ‘Who was it in the Bible that

Let her

said that? I want to be saved, saved!” and
she clasped her hands and looked piteous-
ly at her father, who hung over his child
in speechless agony.

Betty Carew drew nearer to her and took
her hand gently in hers. ‘Alice, dear,
she said, softly, ‘there is nothing you can
do to save yourself. It has all been done
by Jesus. Can’t you trust in him? Just
believe, and commit yourself to him and
you are safe.’

‘Betty Carew, can you pray for mef’ was
the next solemn question, and Alice turn-
ed her large eyes full upon her young
friend as she spoke.

Miss Lorrimer stole away from the room
when she heard the first words of prayer
from the childlike voice. It was no place
for her, she thought. She went home, but
how she got there she never knew. Once
in her room with the door locked, and the
girl was alone with that most terrible of
all companions—an aroused and accusing
conscience.

She saw it all plainly now. She had
had her opportumity with those girls, and
she had thrown it away. She had been,
in a certain sense, entrusted with the care
of four immortal souls; she who had no
real love for Christ herself, had dared to
lay her unholy hands to such a work!
‘And mnow, O. God, forgive me 1’ ghe
thought. ‘One of those girls is passing
into eternity unforgiven, and I am respon-
sible.’ For a time, at least, Katherine Loz-
rimer felt the full horror of having the
blood of a soul laid at her door.

She never talked afterwards of that
night or the next few days that followed,
but when she went out into the world and
took up again the burden of life she look-
ed ten years older., Two days had passed
—they seemed months to Miss Lorrimer—
when a timid knock came upon her door,
and a voice said, ‘It is I, Betty Carew.
May I come inf’

She opened the door and saw the child
standing there—very pale and with traces
of tears upon her cheeks, but with a faint,
shadowy smile hovenng about the sweet
young lips.

Miss Lorrimer could not speak., Twice
she opened her lips, but no words came.

“Yes, said Betty, simply, in answer to
the unspoken question, ‘yes, she has gone
—gone home to the Saviour, and to hea-
ven, I believe—no; I dont believe it, I
know it,” and the blood rushed to the girl’s
pale cheeks as she spoke. ‘She prayed to
him and trusted in him, and I know she
is safe.’

Miss Lorrimer covered her face with her
hands and burst dnto passionate sobs and
tears. Such a load of agony had those few
simple words lifted from her heart !

‘Dear Miss Lorrimer,” and Betty knelt
upon the floor beside her and 'put her
young, strong arms about her teacher as
she spoke. ‘She left a message for you.
“Tell her, Betty,” she said, “that I found
the way and she must come too.”’

Before poor Alice Fairchild was laid in
her grave, Mr. Foster had Miss Lorrimer’s
resignation in his hands, It was a hum-
ble and pitiful note.

¢ Rorgive me,” it said, ‘if you can, for
the dreadful mistake I have made in un-
dertaking a work I was wutterly unfitted
for. I can never teach again. I feel that
my whole life cannot atone for what I have
done—or failed to do. I would gladly
give my life to call back that poor girl
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again’—here the page was blotted with
tears and there was only one sentence
more. ‘Pray for me, Mr. Foster!’

The superintendent’s eyes were suspi=-
ciously dim as he folded away the pathe-
tic note. This was severe discipline for
the young teacher, but sent in mercy, as
the result proved, for out of the darkness
of despair and self-condemnation came at
last light, blessed light; for Xatherine
Lorrimer became a Christian. i

Her class, that had been disbanded af-
ter Alice Fairchild’s death, she sought out
in their homes, and with tears and deep
humility asked their forgiveness for the
wasted past, and begged them tc come
back and help her to undo the harm she
had done.

They loved her so well that they needed
no urging, and now again Miss Lorrimer’s
class is the best in the school—best in the
deepest, broadest sense, for meekly and
prayerfully the teacher is trying to lead
her girls to Christ.

The Wrong Door. s

Recently a worker at an eastern coal
mine opened one of two trap doors and
stepped through, supposing that he was
stepping into the cage; but he had opened
the wrong door, and he fell three hundred
feet and lay a mangled mass at the bot«
tom of the mine. Such pathetic tragedies
are frequent in the industrial world.
Sometimes they appear to have been un=
foreseeable, but generally they are the re=
sult of thoughtlessness. . Familiarity with
dangerous processes is apt to make men
careless. The danger point may be safely
passed with heedless inattention a hun-
dred times, but presently there is a slip or
a miss, and then the dreadful penaltyis
paid. A workman cannot open the wrong
door with impunity: it is his business to
think and know what he is doing and
open the right door. The world is full of
doors. Some of them open into life and
light, and others into darkness and death.
The man that opens the door of a saloon
instead of the door of his home is taking
a fall that may land him at the bottom of
the pit. Dishonesty is a door through
which many @ man thinks he is stepping
up into wealth, but it will drop him into
woe. It is a sad and terrible thing for
one to miss the door of the church and
find the door of the ball-room or the gam-
bling house. Many of the doors of sin are
&0 decorated and gilded that they look more
attractive and promising than the doors of
righteousness. But it is our business to
know the difference between these doors
and not be deceived. Ignorance will not
excuse us, carelessness will not be accepted
as an extenuation of guilt. He that opens
the wrong door inethis world may be drop-
ped into the bottomless pit; but the right
door may be the gate into the celestial city,
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Do our subscribers all know that the
postage on papers to Great Britain and
Ireland has been so greatly reduced that
we can now gend any of our publications,
postage paid, at the same rates as obtain
in Canada,

‘Daily Witness,” post paid, $3 a year.
‘Weekly Witness,” post paid, $1 a years
{World Wide,” post paid, $1 a year. 1
‘Northern Messenger, post paid, 30c year.




