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FAMILY DEPARTMENT.
A CHRISTMAS CABOL *

Br YANNY MOSSIS WAlD.

All glory to God in the highest."

Hark i Hark i to the Hymn of the Ages
That comes through the cycles Of Timo

And tell me ye Prophts and Sages
Wbat meaneth tho anthom sublime ?

Glad tidings. glad tidinga, it bringeth
From Heaven to man upon earth.

Hark I Hark i for the universe ringéth
With joy, o'er a Saviour's birth I

Look i Look i on the star that bath risen
Par over the darknesa of night;

Ye mon to whom knowledge is giveni
Wbence cometh its marvelloun iight ?

Though bright when firet gilding the heaven,
Yet how bath its glory incroased,

Speak, ye to whom wisdom is given,
What meanéth that star in the Bast ?

O, mortal! you asi of the story
The angels once brought from on high,

And. awed by its wonderful story,
Ylnu ask of that Star in thé sky I

Take heed, be no longer a strauger
To authem, or heavenly sign;

But worship the Baba in the manger
Ben ou thlehom's Infant Divine f

Xneel, Knoel, in the deepest dévotion:
Wing'd logions descend fri-an thé nkp,

Hark I Baik I dike the avea of the ocean
In cadence celestial they cry I

"Ail glory to God in the Highest"-
We beraid Emmanuels birth,-

'AIl Glory to God in the Highest-
With peace and good will upon earth,"

Thon ahout the glad tidinge once given,
Be telling God's mercifal mmd

In sendiug A Saviour from Heaven
Te renoueand raunom mankiud I

Sing, glory to Qod ln tie Higheît "
To ail that arc fur off and nigh,

"Aliglory to God in the Highest 1"
Proclaim through the earth and thé sky I

-The Ohurchman, . Y.

Musi for tiqs caro can bu had at Massru. W. A. Pond
* Co., 25 Uuinn tquare, N.Y., by wbom tiacopyrighted.

THE FAITHFUL hiESSENGER BOY.

Frank Wayne bad just ja mped off the horse.
car and was walking rapidly down the street,
one of the most fashionable streets in the city,

wben he bard some one call ont: 'Hi, there,
boyl Messenger boyl'

Looking arrosa the street, wbence the sound
caine, Frank saw a atout old gentleman,
beckoning to him with one band, while in the
other hé held a square parcel, wrapped in
wbite paper sud tied with a blue ribbon.
Frank's destination was on that side of the
street, as ho Lad juast found out by examining
the numbers on the bouses, so hé crosed over
to where the gentleman stood.

'Here, boy, I want you to tare this down to
47 Vernon avenue,' said ha, as he banded the
package to Faink, 'and thon come back here
and tell me who opens the door.'

'I will in a minute, air, but 1've got to take
this parcel and note down to 376; 1il deliver
them sud thon come back sud do your errand,'
answered Frank.

'No. 376 this street? Why, that is four or
ivé blocks of, and 1'm in a hurry. Here, let

me hold your package-'
'Thank you, air, but I must deliver it it

once.'
'Pehaw. It is nothing but flowers; I can

amell thom. I want this bor to go to my little
grand-niece while she is At her dinner; it le
Lor birthday, and L'vo sent lier seme nice cake.
Just run along with this, and l'll give ou a
dollar-puy in advance.'

'I'm very sorry, air, but I must do rat the
èrrand'Tvo beennient tode.'

Oh,'gOalong I i'P.:olined thé ola gentleman,
wjth semé irritatiù.n 'I ee anether mensonger
boy oming; perhapa hé vili hé more oblig-
ing.

Sa Prank tan off at full speed to make up for
the delay' oaused by this uonverstion. He feit
that ho bad doue the right thing, yet he, being
a .poor bo, was very sorry to have missed a
chance to earn au extra dollar. He loft the
flowers, and was bidden to wait and carry an
an swer to one la* oiffoes in the same building
where the district messenger cii era e-re.
This, of ouurse, was his logitimate business, so.
he wâited patiently in a amall anteroom,
admiring the beautiful pictures on the wals,
the rich draperies, and the Soft far rugs on the

Aoor. When he boarded a car to go back into
thé aity, another messengor boy was standing
on fthe platform, Tom Bastman, a fornz.
schoolmate.

'Oh, I say, Frank, what a fool you arel
Won't you catch it, though, when you get
taok to the officel ' cied Tom, with more
seeming pleasure than sympathy.

'What for?'.
'Why, for not going down to Vernon avenue

with the little kid's birthday cake. You lost a
dollar snd gained s wigging,

'Oh, you are the fellow, eh? He said there
was another messenger coming, but I didn't
wait to see who it was.'

'No, tLat you didn't; you ran as if a mad dog
was after you. You are only in the offi je on
probation, aren't yon?'

'That's al. Bat why do you ask? Do yon
believe the old gentleman wl enter a con-
plaint againat me?',

'Great Scott i Do you mean to say you
didn't know him?' Tom asked, in much sur-
prise.

'No, who is ho? One of the législature?'
'Worse'n that, my boyl He is Mr. Samuel

Denrohe, president of our companyl Your
cake's ail doughl'

Frank emitted a long, low whistle. and thon
thrusting his bands deep into bis pockete
began to think what ho could try next if ho
lost his present position. All went Well that
day, but early the niext morning ho was aum-
moned to go into the inter cifiee, where the
manager always est. With him, as Frank
antioipated, was Mr. Deuroche, also thé young
lawyer to whom ho Lad carried the note froin
376 the day before.

'Do you know me?' Asked the old gentle-
man.

'Yen sir, I do now, you are Mr. Denroche.'
'Yon didn't know me yesterday?'
'No, sir.'
'I thought not. Well, my boy, t owe you an

apology for baving tried to make you fail in
your duty,' said Mr. Denroche courteoualy tu
the amazed lad. 'I did not stop to think that
you might not know me, sud so could not
trust me to hold your fowers.'

'I beg your pardon. sirl'
'Not at aIl. not it aIl! Yon did perfectly

right. A messenger should never instrast te
au unauthorized perion that -which is com-
mitted to bis keeping; more thian one poor boy
bas been robbed in just that way. Moreover,
though I am président of this company, I
ought not to have tried to dolay yon on your
way to do your errand, aven though we thought
it was only to give somebody a fev flower.
It turns out that time was of great conse-
quence, as the lady who recoived and replied
to the note was just about to leave town;
indeed, thé carriage was at the door, wasn't
it?'
. 'Yea, air, sud a man was strapping a trunk
on it,'replied Frauk.

'Godi You can use your eyes, it seems.
Wll, the matter was very important. My
nephew says ho would have given $10 rather
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than had it delayed too long; so Arthur, just
give this boy $o0 if peu pleasel'

'That I will, right gladly,' raid the foung
man, hanling him two five-iollar bills and
nmiling pleasantly.

'And as both eur manager here sud myaolf
are glad to find we've got a boy vo can trust,
we haveput you on the rolls as a ragalar mes.
songer, and will raine your pay a dolla: a
week now, and more.by-and-by if you contiaue
trustworthy.'

Frank tried to express bis gratitude, but
there was sucli a queer lump in his.throet that
he couldn't say much.

Mr. Denroche pitied his embarrassment, sud
asked kindly: 'Who taught you to do errands?'

'My mother, sir.'
'I thought so; you've got a good Christian

mother, I presume.'
Iadeed, I have, air. She has always tried

to make me understand that, if I am only true
and honest, I will be far happier, aven if I
am poor, than I would be rich by diahonot
means.'

'She is right. And remember, too, that a
good name is more to be desired than great
riches.'-P. E. Wadleigh, in Congregationalist.

KILLING TIME.

'Spare a copper, sir; I'm starving,' said a
poor half-olad man to a gentleman who was
hastening homeward through the streets in th e
great city one bitter coldnight. 'Sparo a copper,
sir, and God will bleus you.'

Struok with the poor fellow's manner and
appearance, the gentleman replied:

'Yon look as if yon had seen better days. If
you will tell me candidly what bas been your
greatest failing through life, 'il give you
enonglh money to pay your lodging,'

''m afraid I could hardly do that,' the
beggar anwored, with a mouruful smile.

'Try, man, try,' added the gentleman.
'Here's a shilling to sha peu your memory;
only be mure you spcak the truth.'

Thé man pressed the coin tightly in bis
band, and after thinking for nearly a minute,
said :

'To be honest with you, thon, I believe my
greatest fault bas been in learning to •kill time.'
When I was a youngster, I had kind, loving
parents, who lot me do pretty much as I liksd;
so I became idle and careless, and never once
thought of the change that was in store for
me. In the hope that I should some day make
my mark in the world, I was sont to coilege;
but there I wasted my time in idle drésming
and expensive amusements. If I had beon a
poor boy, with necessity staring me in the face,
I think I should have done botter. But some-
bow I fit into the notion that life was only to
be one continued round of pleasure. I gradn-
ally became fond of wine and company. In a
few years my parents both died; and yon can
guess the rest. I soon wasted what little they
left me ; and now it la too late to combat my
old habits. Yes, air; idleneas ruined me.'

II believe your story,' replied the gentleman;
'and when . get home I wili toit iL to my own
boys as a warning. I am sorry for you;
indeed I am. Bat it le never too late to
reform Cme to my offiloe to-morrow, and
let me inspire you with fresh courage,'

And giving the man another piece of money,
and indicatxng where ho could be found, ho
hurried away.-Christian Commonwealth.

Wu want additional subscribers in Halifax,
St. Jhn, Quebec, Toronto, Ottawa, London
Hamilton. Libral commission will bo allowed
to qualifded Canvasser-lady or gentleman-in
overy one or more of these cities.

:0-o.----
Be but faithful,'that ls all.-. Clough.


