
'I'HJ-i MESSENGEe±..

Porrie's Waiting Time.
(Julia H. Johnson in Presbyterian

Banner.)')

Dorrie Blake had the measles.
This was uncomfortable enough, to
begin with, but when you hear that
this trouble did not come alone, but
brought a disappointment ïvith it,
you will be sorry for the little girl,
I am sure.

'In just one more week it will be
vacation, and'I was to go to grand-
ma's then, wlere Cousin Edith is
now,' Dorrie explained to the kind
doctor, who had found lier muci
cast down, and had said that it
wasn't the hardest thing in the
vorld to have the measles, when

one had such a good place in which
to be sick.

'You shall go in -good time,' said
the doctor. 'It will be after vaca-
tion, but school books may wait,
for you must grow quite strong be-
fore you begin to study again. The
waiting-time will soon pass, little
girl.'

Yet it seemed very long to Dor-
rie, and when grandma wrote that
she must not come till she was cer-
tain not to bring the measlesto Cou-
sin. Edith, who . was not strong
enough.to-bear any illness just now,
it seemed harder still. Then, when
little brother Ned came down, with
the disease, or rather, came out, for
the big red spots popped out all
over, Dorrie thouglit she could not
bear the long waiting for the good
time coming.

'I would't give Edith the measles,
minamma,' se said, 'no, not a single
one. Why can't I go to grandma's
now ?'

'If you could have gone before
'Ned was broken out, it might have
been well 'enough, but you niust
wait a little longer now.'

'But I wouldn't take any of Ned's
measles, mamma. Oh, dear ! It
seems like years and years to wait.'

'Do you rememnber, little daugh-
ter, how we waited in the big de-
partment store one day before you
were taken sick •

Oh, yes, mamma, while my lit-
tle own umbrella was covered. It
seemed a pretty long time too.'

'Yes, but while we were waiting,
and thoght we had not much to
do somebody was doing something
for us, and the next time it rained

you were glad of your little own
umbrella to take to school. Then,
dear, you surely remember the lit-
tle lost child 'that came into the
rooni whére we were.'

'Yes, mamma, the poor little girl When little brother was well enougli

that had lost lier mamma. I don't to be amused by his sister, allowing

know what she would have done if mamma to do something else, there
1ww glad was plenty for Dorrie to do, you

you hdn't been there. How dmay depend. She did it so busily.
she was when you found lier main- that she forgot about looking at the
ma for her.' clock and wishing that the- time

'You see, Dorrie, that while we would pass.
were waiting, there was somèthing And s the waiting-t e ent by,
for us to do'for others, as well as as it was certain to do, but it wvent

fsorus to hae done afor ou- happily, because it was not wasted
something tour- in wishing, but spent in doing. Thus
selves, and the waiting-time wasn't Dorrie-learned.the wise and helpful
lost. It did not seem long to you, lesson that-to work for others wiile

I know, while we were hunting foir waiting for one's own good time, is

the mother, watching the gladness the very·best way to spend the days.

of that mother and child when they
met again.' Christmas Thoughts.

'I guess not, mmama. ' I most felt (Rev. A.,M. Hubley-in 3Presbyterian
as if I had been lost and found, too, Banner.')
I was so glad.' 'the inn-keeper stood on his thresh-

'Well, Dorrie, let us see what can old,
be done to make this waiting-time The night-shades were gathering
easier for you and better for others. low,
Remember that while you are wait- When Joseph and Mary approached

ing. the good time at grandma's is hir ea,
1 ~Their footsteps. were weary and

getting ready for you, so the time is slow
not wasted. Then, suppose you see
what you can do for others while For food and for shelter they

you wait for your own good time.' pleaded,

'But I'll give them the measles, if T ests;
I try to do things for other bodies,' But his heart was filled with his
said Dorrie, dolefully. business,

'There are different ways of;o-. For his inn was crowded with

ing 'thins, and we'll. find a safé guests.

w-ay. What would yóu think of: No. room in the inn,' lie made !an-
writing some little letters to your swer,
friends who are sick too? Ada, 'No, no ropm in the inn to-day,
Uadge, and Florence bave the mea- You must seek from some other

sles, you know, and are not yet well quarter
Food and shelter for which you

enough to do much. You mightp
make three homes a little brighter
by cheery letters.' · The inn-keeper felt some compas-

Dorrie was delighted with this Y itiu
~Yet with scorning lie turned

plan. She could write very well away,
for so sma.ll a girl, but not very fast, His thouglits were .a tumult within
so the letters, on the dear little him,
sheets, took almost a day to get His business would brook no de-

ready for their pretty envelopés. lay.

When to-morrow came, mamma There are merchants, and priests,
said: 'Suppose you make some books and princes,
out of your Sunday-school papers These take my resources to-day;

by tying together. a numbeof them My servants are all now too busy,
with ribbons.. I, knoW some child- With guests that are able to pay.

ren who have no'such things wlio These poor, toiling Nazarene peas,
would enjoy such books. ants,

This, too, was a capital plan, and They require but humble fare;

kept Dorrie happily busy another No doubt there is near by a stable,
kep Ontetvnngo ha a The cattle its shelter.will share.
day.. On the evening of that day
came tliree answers to lier letters, God will provide them a. resting-

written by the little girls' mammas, place,

telling how happy Dorrie had made And thoughi may be with the

them by writiug, and this made the T in on
srnall -m.riteÉ happier stilî. Their lowly abode will be honored

smalliter ape till. comng With guests of a lordlier line.
'There's a *goodý time commg,

mamma,' she cried, 'but this is a The stable will echo with music,
good timne, too.' Heavenly strains, such as angels

Helping cook in the kitchen, sav- sing,
ing lier steps by running for her to And wise men, led by the star of
'paiitry and store-rooln, and doing peace,
variou.s smnall errands, made the Will gladly serve Jesus our
time pass for another day or two. King.


