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Chofce Titerature.

JEAN'S OPPORTUNITIES.

The afternoon sun of an Apnl day was shiming in through
the windows ot a cheery-tooking sitting-room, penetraung the
remotest corners, and beaming upon the head of a young wo
man who sat «t une of the wiadows, eugaged i the homeiy
task of darning stockings. Her face formed a strong con-
trast to the brightness which surrounded her, for it wore a look
of gloom. If it was an index to her thoughts, they were dis-
agreeable indeed. The shadow was not occasioned by her
occupation, for Jean Lransioun was not wduleat, and, 1a fact,
rather liked darning, and puded herselt upon the neat work
she could exceute , but on this patticular afternoon of which
1 write, the demon of discontent had her in his clutches, and
was doing his best to make her miserable.

She was thinking of the past, and contrasting it with the
present, greatly, of course, to the disadvantage of the latter.
Visions of her old home came before her, that dear old
place, where every one had obeyed one scuptaral injunc-
tion at Jeast, that of using hospitality without grudging, for
it had been a veritable open house, too much so, indeed, to
enable the owners of 1t ever to become nich in anything but
friends. And now that dear old home was broken up, the
famly scattered, the father and mother 1n their eternal home,
and Jean the only one left in their nauve city. She made
one of the family in the house of her aunt, a good woman,
who did all in her power to make Jean comfortable, and was
as kind to her as possible.

But this afternoon she was not happy. She was longing
intensely for the “glorious privilege of being independent.”
That care for the tuture, against which we are so specially
cautioned, was causing her uneasiness, for Jean s means were
very limited, indeed she needed to lovk at both sides of a
dime even before she spent1t. This scarcity of money did
seem so irksome. She thought if she only had a home of
her own, and plenty of roney, how happy she would be, and
how much good she would do tn the worid. She wouid con
tnbute so weil to the mussions and the Church, and look out
all the poor people who were 1eally «n want and be a sort of
Lady Bountiful to them. And the strangers who came to the
Church, she would iavite them and give them a chance of be-
coming acquainted. How dehghttul the imagination—but
alas! what a downtall did the reauity present. <(rippled as
her tesources were, she {2it that there was no avenue of ce-
ligions work upen to her, for what would one do without
money, that indispensabie factnr in all gnod wark® She had
forgotten that God does not look for impossibilities, and the
money value of a gift to Him 1s not of so much consequence as
the spint which prompts the offering. He has said a cup ot
cold water shail not iose its reward. Ltowever, this did aot
occur to hery and afier aa hour's van fietang she sesulved
to see what a walk wol.ll Jo towards raising her spirits, so,
having donned her outside garments, she sallied forth.

She bad not gone far when she saw a lady apprcaching
her who had but lately come to the city, and who sat so near
them 1n charch that they had become acquainted. °**Ab,
thought Jeao, “1if 1 only bad a home now ! would ask her o
tea some day.” As the lady came near she half paused, and
Jean, seeing this, stopped too, and a little conversation took
place, which ended by the lady saving. *“1 do wish you
would come and see me 1n an informal manner. [ know so
few people here, and have always been accustomed to haviag
a number of sisters in the house with me, and you canaot im-
agine how much I miss them, and how lonely I am at times,
for my husbaand is late in getting home from his business. It
would be a genuine blessing if you would drop 1o and see me
once in a while.” Jean heartily promised that she would
come soon and often. After parting with her friend she
thought over the hittle eprsode, and, roused from her moody
reflections, she went home in quite a cheerful frame of mind

Was it by chance, T wnnder. that Tean’s evening Scripture
reading included the sixth chapter of Galatians, and that the
verse which attracted her attention and haunted her waking
hours was the one beginning . “As we have therefore op-
portunity let us do good unto all 7 1 think.it was no chaace,
but rather the leading of the Holy Spirit, who chose this way
of teaching her that our respnasibility is only measured by
our opportunity  * As we have oppnrtunity.” thought Jeaa,
“mine are hmited enough, yet with God’s help 1 will look
for them and see if, after al), an insigmficant being like my-
self may not have a work 1n the world.”

In thinking over the events of the day, the meeting with her
friend recurred to her, and, like a flash, passed through her
mind the words of Christ, “ I was a stranger, and ye took
Mein.® *Dear me,” thought Jean, “can a visit and a little
attention to a stianger really be made works of service? Can
these little commonplace duties be regarded as work for the
;}Iaster?" She was dimly realizing the truth of Keble's
ines :—

If in our daily course our mind
Reset to hallow all we find,

New treasures still of countless price
God will provide for sacnitice.

It often happens that when in the cold glare of the morn-
ing light we review our thoughts of the evening before, we
are apt to look upon these as having been too eathusiastic,
and, in place of working oursclves up to them, we let these,
our best impulses, pass away. Not so with Jean. She woke
-and dressed with a full determination that with God’s help
she would turn every little circumstance of the day to good
account, and, not only this, but be on the outlook for
chances of doingz good. She earnestly asked the guidance
of God's Holy Spirit, and after a farewell look at the verse
which had so inspired her, she descended the stairs to the
diniog-room.

She had not long to wait for her message, for as she
came oto the dining-room her ancie said: * By the way,
Jjean, Mr. Thomsca was tciung me tast mght that he had
beea re-arranging his mussicnary districts, aod he hncds
that he nceds two more voutctars fot this one, and he want-
cd to know if yuu and Miss Keuth wouid fundertake the work.
1 told him I thought you would do it, so he has seat the book,
with the list of pcople, with their addresses, ou whom you
must call.”

* Missionary collecung of all things, xbonght Jean. *1
never did it of course, but 1 know ] shali hate . Faocy go-
ing to a lot of people you doa't know, and asking them for
money. Everybody says they treat you as if you were asking
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it for yourself. But,"” she thought again, * perhaps this is my
special work., God knows 1 have not much money to give, so
perhaps He wants me to make a present of my time.  Surely
I can do this for Him.” So she cheerfully said : * Very well,
uncle, I think I can answer for Miss Keith, and you may tell
Myr. Thomson we will do 1t to-day if possible.”

It was with a feeling of dismay that Jean beheld her own
nume in the List among those who weie expecied to conti-
bute to the missions. Hitherto she had been incladed in her
uncle’s giving, but evidently the new treasurer was going to
impress them with a sense of individual responsibility How
she was going to spare anything she did not see. She
thought of Chrnist Himself betog so poor, and yet when He
wanted money He sent Peter to get it out of the fish's mouth.
She could not do that. Then she thought of the widow of
Zarephath, who gave nearly her last morsel to sustain the
prophet, and how signally she was blessed. And the widow
with the mites went even further than that and cast in all her
living, and Chnist commended her. * Well,” said Jean, " 1
wish I had more of the spirit of these women, and the only
way to get it I suppose is by cultivation, so I will sign my-
self for 10 cents a month,” and with a relieved air she closed
the book.

During the morning Jean interviewed Miss Keith, and
found her ready and willing for the work, and they agreed to
set out early in the afternoon.

Afternoon came and the much.dreaded collecting. But
certainly Jean was doomed to disappointment in one respect.
They met with nothing but kindness in their rounds, and she
was surprised at the willingness with which many gave. Tc
be sure the sums were not large, but then neither were the
incomes of those who contributed. Miss Keith, too, seemed
to have such a happy faculty of drawing out the best in
vthers. And what a different colouning it gave to hite tu see
the h8me lives of others. If she had met these peopie yeat
after year in church, she would not have known as much
about them as that one afternoon revealed. Somehow,
whether it was Miss Keith’s sympathetic manner or what, that
drew them out, Jean found herself listening to manv different
tales. In one house where hived a widow they licard how
she had come to the dity some twelve years belvic so poor
that she had nothing, how her boys, then young, had taken
the first work they could get, and worked for her. She told
how now they had this good home and comfortable furniture
and even a pano for her one daughter, and how proud she
was to think her sons bad au grown up good, steady voung
men. Then they calied on one 0ld woman who was so afflicted
with rheumatism that she could walk only with great difficulty.
Rut instead of repiniog she seemed to be always thinking of
her mercies. Then they came to a poor young wife who was
struggling along with a hittle sick baby,—and I could not tell
you ali they saw, but Jean found herseif at the end of the
afiernoon with a more wide awake mierest «a others than she
h1d known before, arnd was heartly glad of having been ap
pointed to her duties

Thus ended Jean's first day of active service, but it was not
the last. For she found both her activity and usefulness grow
by putting forth the etfort. It was surprising to herself how
maoy opportunmities came to her. No great work to be sute
—in the eyes of the world—but who ca. «neasure the valae
of sympathy, and this was what Jean’s great talent proved tn
be. Itis not every one who possesses the happy faculty of
rejoicing with those who rejoice and weeping with those who
weep, yet this was her gift.  And when at times she felt weary
in well-doing she seemad to hear the encouraging voice of the
Master saying : ** Inasmuch as ye have done 1t unto on¢ ot
the least of these, ye have done it unto Me.”

TRUST.

‘ The same old bafling questions ! O my friend
T cannot answer them. In vain I send
My soul into the dark, « here ne.er Lara

The lamps of science, nor the natural light,
Of Reason’s sun and star! I cannot learn
Their great and solemn weaning, nor discern
The awful secrets of the eyes which turn

Evermore on us through the day and night
With silent challenge and a dumb demand.

Proffering the riddles of the dread unknown,

Like the calm Sphinxes, with their eyes of stone,
Questioning the centuries from their veils of sand !

I have no answer for myself or thee, ’

Save that I learned beside my mother’s kneo ;

¢ All is of God that is, and is to be;
And God is good.” Let this suffice us still,
Resting in childlike trust upon His wiil

Who moves to His great ends unthwarted by thee.

—John G. Whittier.

THE MEYERBEER CENTENARY.

An article published by the Hamburg Fremdenblatt
under the title: “Two Prophecies, n Raminiscence on
the Occasion of Meyerbeer's Centenary,” relates two inter-
csting anecdot-. with regard to the great composer, They
both refer t« Bloyerbeer's opera of ¢ Robert the Devil.”
One of thy anocdotes speaks of a visit paid by the maéstro
to Mme. Lenormand, the fortune-teller. Being first asked
by her to throw dice, ho did so, and the throw resulted in
threo sixes turning up. She exclaimed * A great success
—ay, the greatest success.”  Meyerbeer then shaffled
several times o pack of cards, which Madame afterwards
raked with her wand. Finaliy she said to him. " You
are o great arust, yoa bavo 1o haoa a great undertaxing
created by you with tho help of God, and for the world's
delight. It will bo crowned with great snccees and bring
you glory and prestige, but "—and then she turned up a
plain black card, *You have sold yoursclf to the davil,
aund he will be victorious.” Overjoyed at this prophecy,
which he of course interpreted as having referenco to his
opera, the composer was hurrying through the Champs
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Elysées when ho nearly upset s tall man who stopped him
with an oxclamation of recoguition. Meyorbesr shook
hands warmly. ¢ My dear Rossini,” ho said, *my head
is so full, you know ; the day after to-morrow is the pre
milre of my piece.”” ‘ Ah!of * Robert the Devil,’ " retorted
Rossini.  “ They say you have already got the opera on
thirty street organs to make it popalar befure its produc
tion. Is that picce of Jesuitisn really tiue?” Meger
beer, somewhat embarrassed, replicd that he had to fight
ngainst stubborn animosity to his opera, and that the end
justified the means. Before Rossini could answer, a barrel
organ near by bagan playing  Meyerbeer was delighted
to see Rossini ohviously fascinated by the tune, which
way no other than the air of * Robert toi gua j'aime."
“\What is this, and by whom?"” ejaculated Rossini.
Moyeorbeer’s eyes sparkled as he triumphantly declared it
to be an air from the new opers.  Rossini embraced him
in the street, saying : * Meyerbeer, you have conquered
me, and if your opera had no further brilliant pieces, this
air would securo its victory. That is my prophecy ” Both
prophecies proved true, and the opera was a splendid
success when purformed for the fivat time two days later,
on November 22, 1831, at the Grand Opéra in Paris.—
The Times.

SIR BOYLE RONIE

The mention of the name of Sir Boyle Roche will at
once bring to mind the Trish bull, for no other man has
coined more bulls than the renowned Sir Bayle, and possi
bly none other has kept the House in snch perpetual roars
of laughter at his follies. He held the office of Gentle-
man Usher at the Irish Court, and discharged his duties
to the satisfaction of everyone with whom his functions
brought him in contact. There is a harvest of drollery to
be gleaned from his speeches in the House at various
times, and more especially were his bon mots enter-
taining for the reason that he himself was often very
earnest and heated 1n his reniarks, and was unconscious of
the bathos he was giving utterance to. ** What, Mr,
Speaker, said he on onu occasion, **and 80 we are to
beggar ourselves for fear of vexing posterity ! Now, 1
would ask the hbonourable gentleman, and this most hon-
ourable House, why we should put ourselves out of our
way to do anythinyg for posterivy, fur what has posterity
dune for us "  Tue urater after tins deciatation, expect
ing loud appiause fruw his vwu party, was exiremeoly dis-
concerted w find the whole house iv a burst of laughter at
his remark, so he began to explain that * he assured the
House that by posterity he did not at all mean our ances
tors, but those who were to come immediately after them.”
This explanation convulsed the house, and noihing sericus
was done for half an hour. Sir Boyle was very indignant
at the proceedings of the Parisian Jacobins, and on one
occasion he thus aired his indignation and contempt of
them: “If we once permitted the villainous French
masons to meddle with the buttresses and walls of our
ancient constitution, they would never stop nor stay, sir,
till they had brought the foundation stonecs tumbling down
about the ears of the nation. If these Gallizan villains
should invade us, 'tis on that very table, maybe, these
honourable members might see their own destinies lying
in a heap atop of one another. Here, perhaps, sir, the
Marshaliaw (Blarseillaiee) men would break in, cut us in
nincemeat, and throw our heads bieeding oa that table to
stare us in the face.” Ure of his famous Uaton speeches
conciuded with this pithy remark, that * this excellent
Union will conver. our barren hills into fruitfal valleys.”
1o another speech, directed against the Jacobins and Jaco-
bin intrigue, Sic Boyls angrily exclaimed. ' Sir, I smell
x rat, I see him brewang 1o the air, bat mack wme, Me,
Speaker, I shall yet nip him in the bud.” Hearing that
Admiral ¥ awe was in search of the French, he remarked
that he trusted that *‘he would sweep the Gallic fleet off
the face of the earth.” He cxpresses his loyalty in one
speech by the sublime utterance : I stood prostrate at
the feet of my sovereign.” He also held up to the ridicale
of the House * the man who bad turned his back on him-
gelf.” He larmented ¢ that single misfortunes never came
alone, and that the greatest of all possible misfortunes is
generally followed by a greater.” Sir Royle was married
to a daughter of Sir Richard Cave; this wife of his evi-
dently ceemed bent on schooling her husband, for she comn-
pelled him daily to read Gibbons' “Decline and Fall of
the Roman Empire” for style. Sir Boyle was so cruelly
punished by this that ho often stigmatized the historian as
a “low fellow, who ought to have been kicked out of
company wherever he was, for turning people’s thoughts
away from their prayers, and their politics to what the
dovil himself could make neither head nor tail of."—Bel-
fast Telegraph.

IT IS 4 MISTAKE

To try to cure catarrh by using local applications, Catarrh is
not a local but a constitational diseasc. It is not a disease of
the man's nose, bat of the man. Tharefare, to efiect a cure,
regquaes a constilat.oaal remedy like Iaod's Sarsaparilla,
which, acting through the blood, reaches every part of the
system, expelling the taint whiszh causes the disease, and im

parting health.

DR. T. A. SLOCUM’S

OXYGENIZED EMULSION of PURE COD LIVER
QIL. I you nave Weak Lungs—Use 1t. For sale by all
Drupgists. 35 cents per bottle. »



