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forth, te be agreoable to the Word of God."
Those who made that deciaration still hold
their'cures on the faith of it, and cannot, there-
fore,'do what Cardinal Vaughan attributes to
them 'without losing their self-respect and their
title to be called honest mon. We wish to keep
no such persons. For their own sake, and for
the Church's sake, and for Christ's sake, wo
entreat them to forsake se falso a position, te
abandon their errors and superstitions if it may
be se, and, if not, thon te go where they cau
boncstly teacb and bold them. As for our-
solves, we can nover call errer, truth ; or super-
stition, faith; or usurpation, right.

If, therefore, there eau b no present recon-
ciliation with the Church of Romo until we are
willing to do these things, we must sorrowfully
abandon the hope of any universal reunion of
Christendom in our days, and wait until God
shall have se ordered the affairs of this world,
and the unruly wills and affections of sinful
mon, that the future may bring us what the
prescnt withbolds-a union of hearts and
minds, se deep and truc, se close and evident,
that the world, seeing it, may believo.-Man-
chester Courier.

A CHRISTMAS HYMN.
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O Zion, about aloud and cry,
To us a Son is giv'n;

Behold the Day-Spring from on high
Descends to earth from houv'n.

The Morning Star breaks on the night,
And ushers in the day,

It dawns in beauty on our sight,
The sbadows fgeo away.

O golden time ! 0 happy morn,
Whn God's own Son comes down,

For ns is of a Virgin born,
For us puts off His crown.

All heav'n throws wido its starry doors,
And angels loave the skies,

Quitting awhile the crystal floors,
To gladdon mortal eyes.

Glory to God on bigh " each sings.
Fruit of the Saviour's birth,
Good will to men ''with Hopo Ho brings,
" Peace " to this troubled carth.

Yo heav'ns break forth in praiso, aud sing,
O carth lift up your voice,

With anthems let creation ring,
And ransom'd mon rejoice.

When seraphs sing, shall we bo mute,
Who His great morcy prove ?

Awake, awake, both harp and luto
Extrol His wondrous love.

While angels praise Him in the heiglt,
Wea at His footstool fall,

Adoring Him, the Lightof Light,
Our Christ, our God, our AIl

-Irish Ecclesïasticl Gazette)

"THEY SERVE WHO ONLY STAND
AND WAIT."

"Your glove-bore it is right by my pillow.
Are you going te get that embroidery silk that
you forgot yesterday ? I don't think I can got
papa's handkorcbief dono by Christmas if you
don't get it for me to-day. I am so sorry to
bother you, Victor," and Helen looked up into
her brother's handsome face with an odd little

wistful smile, while ho tried not to let ber sec
that ho was solfish, as he said:

" Well, give me a sampie. I lost the one you
gave me yesterday : it won't take me long."

As the thin little bands opencd the small
work basket and selected a thread of silk, the
little girls blue eyes were very sad, and when
she gave it to Victor, sho said :

" If vou want to go to the boys now you can
got thesilk bye and by, and I won't work any
until after the doctor bas been bore ; perbaps
it will be best."

" Would it do just as well lator, Neli, 'cause
Icould eaisily run around after the fellows come
and wo begin on that snow giant wc arc going
to mako. It wouldn't seem lilke timo lost, you
know. '

" Yes, that will do ; but please don't forget it
Victor," and Helen tried te smile as Victor
kissed lier and ran out of'the room.

Scarccly fifteen minutes lad passed when
Victor burst into the roon tigain shouting:

O, Nell 1 Ned Brown is in the yard, and
wo are malking snch a splendid snow man," but
as ho saw the little face was turned to the wall,
ho said :

" Wero yon asleep? I'm awful sorry. 1
didn't think."

"No, I wasn't asleep Victor, I was only
thinking," Helon replied.

That %%its -cally just the difference betwoon
the two childron. Victor was a warn-hearted,
bright, mrcry boy, but so full of lifo lie had no
time te think, while litilo Ilelon's poor back
kept ber lying day after day on lier sofa, and
gave ber long hours wien she could do nothing
but think, and so sho ofien did for them both
and saw things in an odd ol-fasiiened way of
ber own, and ielped Victor to sec many things
that his merry,laughing blue cyes would never
have noticed ; but to ber ho was always gentic
und loving, thoughu he often caused lier pain by
his want oftliought.

" I reailly was not auleep, Victor, only lying
thinking to the wall ; it is one of mny intimato
friends now, and I don't thiik it gots tired of
me at all, Helen said. Victor came over to the
sofa as lie said gently:

" Nell, wouldn't you like us to make a girl
inîstead of a man. Tie snov is so iresh and
white, and if mamma would screw your couch
yon lad last suminer up by the window yon
could watch us and we'd do it just the way you
wanted it ; wouldn't you like that better than
lookiig at the wall?"

"O, I should like it so muclh, Victor, do ask
manima. I think I hear ber coming now,"
Helen said, cagerly, and Victor bounded to the
head of the basement stairs up whici his mother
was coming and returned in half a minutc.
Putting his head in the door of Iclen's roon ho
called Out :

" The doctor- is bore. When ho gocs,mamina
says slie'Il try to manage it someiow. Nover
mind if the old follow hurts yon, Nell, the snow
girl will look ut you witih sîiow tears in lier
white cycs," and Victor was gone, but not so
the doutor, who worked for more than half au
lour, and then said, " Helen was the bravest
little woman le ever kncw."

Very soon after this the simmer couch was
brought in and little Heri laid on it, quite
worn out ; but sho could not ielp srnilling with
ploansure as she saw the white liguro rising in
the tiny squ- re yard behind the louse. Hielon's
room was ut the back of the bouse so that it
might always bo quiet, and the view from the
window was gonerally gloomy enouglh; but to-
day oven the high brick wall ut the side anîd
the smoky house ut the back had a certain re-
freshing suggestion of purity as the clear white
snow clung to them, as if it would like to bide
their dingy greyncss and let them sec how it
felt to b beautiful for onco.

Tho yard, too, usually so dreary, was piled
with soft, white flecy snow, so pure and spark-

ling, it looked as if it might have fallen froim
the angels' wings when they were hurrying on
tbe little Christ-child's messages for Christmas,
Helen thought, as she fell asleep, tired after
the pain and the effort of being moved.

The idea of the angels and the snow twined
together in ber sleep into a dream, and when
Victor knocked on the window pane ton minutes
lator, wakoning ber, she was astonished to sec
the snow image was only a beautiful girl, and
not an angel as she had fancied.

The boys wanted to know if thera was any-
thing else she would like them to do te the snow
child.

Helen raised ber head and was surprised to see
how beautiful the boys had made the snow fae.
It was as Victor called through the window,
"just fit to be Hloen's sister ;" but she shook
her head, and as a faint color came into her
face, sho said, " Mamma, ask Victor to put
wings on the snow child and make it a Christ-
mas angol, pleaso."

It was odd indeed, to sec the boys try
te carry out lier wishes. At first it seemed im-
possible for the clunsy boys' hands to over*
form the angel's wings; but they worked
patiently and Ielen was satiFfied, se they felt
paid for thoir trouble.

Tho snow began to fall afresh, and the boys
went away to join a snowball fight in an empty
lot.

Holen lay watching the snowas it came down
se softly as if to purify the cvil world and makc
it ready for the loly Christ child on His birth-
day. She soon fell asloop again as she did many
tines a day from sheer weakness.

The storm had ceased and the sun was again
shining when next she opened her eyes. As
she was alone no one board the little cry of -le-
light that she gave as sho saw the snow angel
so changed and so beautiful. The fall of snow
lad clung te the figure, smoothing and round-
ing every rough or angular feature, and now
the sunboams were clinging about the white
drapery and wings, and rested lovingly on the
waving hair until it scemed to be golden, as the
groat snow eyes looked in the window at Helen ;
but net sadly only as if she understood al,
about ber pain and knew it was best, and as
the hours sped quickly by through that after-
noon born on the wings )f ministering angels,
as I am sure the hours of every Christmas Evo
must b, Helen lay alone. Everyone else in the
houso was buýy preparing something to inake
the great festival more bright and beautiful,
only the little invalid was unable te take any
part in the gladdest and happiest worik of the
wholo year. Her poor back seemed unusually
bad. As mamma hurried through the roon
ber arma full of holly boughs, she bont over the
little couch lovingly and kissed the white wan
little face, as sho whispered, "I Remember, darl-
ing, 'They serve Who only stand and wait.' "

As the slow ticking of the clock was the only
sound to break the monotonous stillness and
prove that time was not really standing still,
thiat seconds woro really slipping into minutes.
that were carrying the hours away, and that
time would ut last bring some change. good or
bad, to the little girl who lay quito still bearing
pain, listoning to the old clock tick, and watch-
ing the snow angel outside the window.

If it is the work of angels to gladden, brigh ten
and raise our lives, surely this snow child
which the clumsy boys fingers had mado out cf
the pure fresh enow had won for itself a right
to the name; just when the whole world was
hurryiiig about busy with works of kindnes
and love to each other. Christmas love, whicl
comes fresh every year from the manger
through the open stable door, the snow angel
standing in the back yard betwoon the two
rows of city honses was carrying little Helen
away from ber suffering out of ber own life far
off into the past. She was thinIking and wonder-
ing what the world must have been before the
first Christmas bad changed ovorything and


