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NORTHERN MESSENGER.

CARRIE THORNIE'S OPPORTUNITY,
BY MRS, L, E, THORI’Ef .
“Pe yealgo ready.” Matt, 24: 44,

Carrie Thorne was an earnest Christiém,
yet, Marthalike, “cumbered with much
serving ” for her family, and ever bemoan-

ingher lack of opportunity to engage in any |-

charitable scherae, so thickly was her path
set with small duties and general home
care.

One bright spring morning as she finished
sweeping her spotless north porch she hesi-
tated a moment for one look out,

Her next-door neighbor, a kindly but
coarse and ignorant woman, approached,
and in response to Carric’s greeting said,
“Yes, it’s a nice morning, and them as can
enjoy it ought to be thankful. I’ve just
seen one poor crectur as’ll never look on the
like again, or I miss my guess. The poor
woman who lives in the basement at Mrs,
Ryan’s,” she continued in reply to Carrie’s
anxious inquiry ; “it’s just acrost the creek
there, They’re strangers, and she’s been a-
laying flat of her back ever since they came
there, nigh ten weeks, with consumption.
No, they’re too poor to have help, and he
works at the iron-works all day and does up
the housework nights; and she alone all
day in that damp, dark place, with three
little children, and that gang of Ryan boys
a.stampin? like a drove of horses overhead !
No, I didn’t know of it either till I hap.

pened to mistake her door for Mrs, Ryan’s | Pray

as I stopped of an errand. I thought I’d
just come by and tell you, and maybe you
could run in aspelland take her some read-
in’ and cheer her up a bit, she’s so lonesome
and sufferin’.”

“ Indeed I will, Mrs. Cope ;I am so glad
you told me., I am cleaning my bed-
room, but I’ll hurry and get things re-
placed and try to see her this afternoon.”

While .thinking over the matter when
Mzrs, Cope had gone, a strange conviction
came over her that this woman needed
Christian counsel, Now Carrie had never
had much faith in “spiritual impressions,”
believing them to be too nearly allied to
imagination and superstition, and that it
was a safer way to follow the plain teaching
of the Word of God ; yet there was some.
thing in this burning desire that filled her
heart to speak to that sick woman of Jesus
that she knew was not of her own mind,
and with it the most comforting and appro-
priate textsof Scripturepresentedthemse}l)ves
so vividly she was completely overcome,
and, falling on her knees, she cried out with
tears, “Dear Lord, Ido believe this is thy
will; I will go and speak to her of thee.”
Oh, how she was filled witha sense of God’s
presence !  She seemed to hear him saying,
*(Ho and call my lost one back home,” and
she felt so willing while waiting at his feet
for strength, and she thought with rapture
how doubly precious was this call, as it wit-
nessed also her own acceptance with God.

Bat other duties followed the room-work,
aud baby Ralph was so fretful that at last
she decided the visit must wait till morning,
Then new cares and company kept her home
again, The next day Mrs, Cope had to be
away washing and could not keep Ralph,
and as there was a rumor of measles she
feared to take bim, But Mrs, Cope had
promised to stop and inquire, and Mrs,
Thorue hastened out when she saw her
returning.

“0 Mrs, Thorne, I never pitied anybody
so in my life! I fixed up the room and
washed the children, but if I could only
talk to her like you could! She’s such a
lady, and I’ve got no learnin’.”

“Do you kuow if shois a Christian 17
ventured Carrie (nlns, so timid are we in
speaking of Christ even to our nearest neigh-
bor 1),

“T asked her if any one talked to her of
bein’ ready to go, and she said only Mrs.
Ryan, and she is a Roman Catholie, and she
would not listen to her, and that she wasn’t
goin’ to die. It’s just pitiful to hear her
teil how she'll take care of the children and
can up fruit when she gets well! You
know that bunch of lilacs Mrs, Case gave
you and me ; I took her mine, and you just
ought to ’a’ seen her, it cheered her up so !
She cried over *em, too, and said they made
her think of home.”

“ If yow’ll keep Ralph, 'l go to-morrow
and take her that pot of red geraniums;
they are the only flowers I have yet. 1
think Mrs. Cnse might send her some every
day,” and Carrie looked wistfully over the
fence at her neighbor’s rich lawn,

“T went and told her a-purpose, and she

sz};‘d”she would, but she keeps a-puttin’ it
off, . ‘

The next day brought incessant rain, and
on the morning following Carrie was mak-
ing hurried preparations for her visit; when
Mrs, Case called ‘her to the fence to see a
lovely white wreath and eross,

* A poor woman died last night down at
Mrs, Ryan’, and they sent here for
flowers. Alice made these, and I'm going
over with them, as she is to be buried this
afternoon.” )

It was with difficulty Carrie restrained her
feelings untilshe regained her room. ~ Sink-
ing on the carpet she moaned and wept in
disappointment and self-accusation. All
her prayers and pleadings for an opportunity
to do something for Christ came before her;
how be had called her to this duty ; how
she had said, “I will go,” and went not; of
all her neglect might mean to that precious
soul just ushered into eternity ! Then,
like burning coals on her conscience, fell the
words, ““ A stranger, sick and in prison, and
ye visited ‘me nof,” until she sobbed in re-
morse that seemed bitter as denth. DMost
terrible of all was the thought, “I can’t
pray ! Neverbefore had she had a sorrow
she conld not take to Jesus, Ah, she must
have realized in those moments something
of the anguish of a condemned soul when it
knows for the first time that it can never-
more pray. An cternity of sorrow and no
Jesus! O God help us to pray while wecan

ray ! .
After a time Carrie felt again the assuring
love of Jesus and in a mensure comforted
and quieted ; but all the prayer she could
offer for days was the one, now too late,
pleading with him to have compassion on
the precions soul she had neglected, and for
weekshamiliation and sorrow overshadowed
her, and it seemed like a special mercy that
this consolation came to her a few days be-
fore leaving that city.

“ I had a long talk to.day,” said her hus-
band one Sabbath evening, with the Rev.
B—— who preaches for our church on
South Hill, and I happened to mention your
feelings in regard to that woman who died
at Mrs. Ryan’s, Heknew all about the cir-
cumstance, was summoned there with a
brother minister the night she died, as she
became distressed for her soul, and he told me
to tell you she obtained mercy, and sweetly
fell asleep whispering the name of Jesus,”
This was joy indeed, but Carrie wonders if
God will evergive her another opportunity.
—American Messenger, .
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THE STORY OF A HARD FIGHT.

“What can those two boys be talking
about 2" said Mrs, Upton to her husband one
morning, ¢ They look as wise and mysteri-
ous as though they were eighty years old
instead of seven and eight, I hope they’re
not planning any mischief.” With this the
goodp lady sighed. .
Indeed, she too often had cause to sigh
over her two frolicsomelads, They did not
mean to be troublesome or disobedient, but
somehow they had a way of making plans
which often brought annoyance to theirimo-
ther and disgrace upon themselves, This
time, however, they were not plotting mis-
chief. They were simply considering how
they might help in the work of a Mission
Pand which they had joined the day before,
This Band had pledged itself to the support
of a little boy in a school in India, and each
member had promised to give something
from his own carnings or savings for this
purpose. Let us listen a moment to the
two brothers as they whispertogether in the
corner, -

“We can’t give anything from our sav-
ings,” says Henty, the elder, “ for we have
nothivg to save. But I'll tell you what,
Charley, I’ve aplan for making something.”

“What is it 1 asks Charley, while his
eyes sparkle, . .

“Well, you know that nice-looking old
pentleman who has just moved next door.
Isaw him yesterday out looking in the fields
for greens, but it was terribly hard work for
him to stoop over. I gness hehas the rhen-
matism or something, He asked me if I
knew what yellow-dock is, and I showed

him some. Now,suppose we should go there | y

this morning with & basketful, Don’t you
think he’d buy it of us 7’

“Tn course he would,’” answered Charley,
“Igpecially if we should tell him what the
maney is for.” .

So the plan was made and carried ont
most successfully, Children who livein the
country do not need a description of the

slender-leaved weed called dock, which
grows so abundantly in our fields, and is by
many prized as an arlicle of food. The two
boys filled a good-sized basket with this
spring delicacy and offered it to their new
neighbor, who not only promptly bought it
for the sum of five cents, but ordered
a supply for every morning for a month.
“Whew !” exclaimed Charley, as they
were seampering home to report their good
success,” * I{ow he must like greens! DBut

never mind, It’s a good thing forus, Tsn’t{ g

it, old fellow 7 : .

“To be sure it is, to be sure, Why!
we'll make enough to buy that little hoy’s
clothes, I should think, for a year. I wish
I knew enough ’rithmetic to count up how
much it will come to. Let’s ask Bill when
he comes in at noon,”,

Bill, the “hired man,” when applied to,
dutifully set about the calculation. He
reckoned thirty days o the month and an-
nounced that the sum-would be exactly and
precisely one dollar and a half, “ And that’s
a good deal,” he added, * for little *ups like
you o make.”

“But you haven’t taken out the Sundays,”
said Charley, “Of course, we can’t work
on Sundays,”

“Of course not ;" said Henry, “that
would be what mother calls ¢ doing evil that
good may come,’ and maybe she won’t let
us work when it rains.” .

“Well, never mind. If you stick to your
bargain every day when you can, you’ll be
able to do your part, and "Il count up your
money when you get it ail together.” This
from Bill, who was the boys’ oracle.
You may look up that word in the diction-
ary, if you do not-quite understand what it
means. ‘

The boys did stick to their bargain, One
five-cent after another found its way into
the little box set apart for the treasured
earnings, There were but tvo very rainy
days that month, Making allowance for
these and the four Sundays there must have
been, how much was in the box ¢

“A dollar and twenty cents,” somebody
answers, and that somebody agrees with
Bill, who slowly and carefully reached the
same result,

“What a pity it hadn’t been five cents
more ! he exclaimed: ¢ That would have
been ten shillings. Guess I’ll have to give
you that to make the thing even,”

Dear me! How guilty Charley looked
then, What could have been the matter ?
I will have to tell you,

It had happened that that very morning

he had gone alone to carry the last basket-| 2

ful of greens, and that the old gentleman
who had proved such a good customer, had
rewarded bim with ten cents instead of five,
Poor Charley! The temptation had been
too much for him. He had put half of the
money into his pocket and the other half in-
to the box. Nobody would be the wiser,
he thought, and ke did so want to be able to
buy some torpedoes for the coming Fourth
of July.

Yet there were two who knew of his dis-

honesty., He knew of it himself and the

knowledge made him unhappy. The Loxd

above knew of it, for no one can escape from
His all-seeing eye, All day long Charley
suffered from the reproaches of his con-
science. He had deceived Heury, he had
deceived Bill, and he meant to deceive the
other members of the Mission Band, for
Henry, of course, would tell them that they
had putall their earningsinto the hox. He
had a hard fight for some hours, but con-
seience won in the end.

After supper he went up to Bill, who was
sitting outside of the kitchen door, and hand-
ed him the five cents which he could no
longer keep in his pocket.

“ Here, Bill,” said he, “ I'll pay you back
this money. I ought to have put it into
the box, but I didn’t.”

Then he stammered out the story of
his temptation., Bill was surprised, of
course, and so was Henry, who was standing
near. :

“You've done well,” said honest Bill;
“ you’ve done well to bring back the money,
for it really wasn’t yours after you'd pro-
mised to give it away, and if you’d kept it
owd have been acting, to my thinking,
very much like Ananias and Sapphira that.
your pa rend about at family prayers this
morning, Now we’ll just put itinto the
box along with the rest, and there’ll be so
much more for your boy in India.”

Charley went to bed happy, feeling that
he had done right, though it cost him a

struggle to do so.—Cousin Lots.
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TEN MINUTES.

Take ten minutes cach day, and devote it
to the Bible, to one verse, -following it
through its marginal references, comparing
the familiar with the revised text, thinking,
for only ten' minutes, of its central truth,
Give ten minutes, morning, noon, or even-
ing, to study of the lesson—real downright
study, not mere perfunctory perusal. Let
the piano, standing silent and unused in the
corner of the parlor, for ten minutes each
ay, win you to the old finger-practice.
From the shelf, where it stands forgotten or
neglected, take the volume of essays or
history, which you have long intended to
read when you should have leisure.

For only ten minutes every day, if you
honesatly can give no more, sit down with
your half-grown lad, just arrived at the
Ishmael stage of existence, the period when
he is at odds with all the world, and devote
yourself to his entertainment ; hear the
story of his day, and talk over his school-
life and its ambitions.

Belicve me that the course will pay in
each case. The experiment is worth trying.
The blessed ten minutes with the Bible;
the conscientious ten minutes with the
lesson ; the persevering ten minutes at the
piano ; the faithful ten minutes over the
book ; the loving ten.minutes with your
boy—will each, in its own province, result
in that which will bring reward.—Mus.
Sangster.

Question Corner.—No. 16.

BIBLE QUESTIONS.

1. What ancient king employed dromedaries
as mail earriers? ’

2. By whom was the first temperance society |
organized ?

3. Who did the Lord help in battle with hail-
gtones, which slaw more than the sword?

4. What prophet was found plonghing with
twelve yoke of oxen ?

SORIPTURE QUOTATIONS,

1. “Dlessed is the man that trusteth in the.
Lord.”

. ** Our God hath not forsaken us,”
. *“ He carveth for you.” '

. *“Good is the word of the Lord.”
. My Lord and my God.”

. ' Thou God seest me.”

. God will provide.”

8. *¢ e will keep the feet of Iis saints.”

The initinls of the Authors of the above quo-.
tations give the name of a celebrated Israelitish
judge.

ANSWERS T0O BIBLE QUESTIONS NO, 15
1. N(}lm’bers 15:32-36; 1 Kiugs17: 10-18; Acts

. 2 Samuel 17 23,
. Genesis 28 ¢ &, 0.
. 2 Chronicles 38: 10, 11.

. Nehemiah 13: 16,

L, Lozra 129,

A BIinLE AcnrosTio,—1. Faith. 2 Elernity.
3 Arnrat. 4, Redemption. 5, Nathan, 6. Orion,
7. driumph, 8. Pnde. 9. Aflection. 0. Unlon,
11. Love.— Fear not Paul” (Acts 27: 24). -
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NOTICE TO SUBSCRIBERS IN THE
UNITED STATES,

Our subscribers throughout the United
States who cannot procure the international
Post Oflice orders at their Post Office, can
get, instead, a Post Office order, payable at
Rouse’s Point, N. Y., which will prevent
much inconvenience hoth to ourselves and

to subseribers.
———pe———t

CLUB RATES.
Tiue Cros Rares for the “ MursspNarr,”
when sent Lo one address, are as follows ;—

1copy, - - - - 30 cents
10 copies - - - -§ 200
ZHeoples- - - - - G 00
- B0 copies- - - - - 1150
100 copies- - - - 22 00
1,000 copies- . - - - 20000

JonN Dovgarnn & Sox,
Publishers, Montreal.

——l— e
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MonrreAT Datny WiTNEss, $3.00 a year,
post-paid. MonrREAL WEBKLY WINNESS,
$1,00 a year, post-paid. WrerLY MusseN-
GER, 50 cents ; 5 copies to oncaddress, $2.00.
Jornn Dovaarnt & Sow, Publishers,Montreal,

Que.

’ ARDS—COMPRISING SILK-FRINGED
20 (g)‘m-fringud. Gold-edge, Glosa, ’1‘:'|s||m3llru||b. Hidden
Name, Chromon, &¢, Yoite nmo on oach, in gold and jeb
for 10¢.  Address BUREKA CARD CO,, Rolton, Que.
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