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grew very wistful. 'I would willingly die
to-day that I might tastè the life of the bebter
world, and find my earth-wora spirit. free
and strong for God's happy service.' There
was a knock et the door; one 0f bis clerks
wan.ted some instructions, and he answered
-not like one who had just been longing
for the higher life and aspiring heavenwards,
but roughly and impatiently. Wlien the
dcor closed again he sneered at himself: 'I
am a fool; my religion costs me something
now and then, but it has not made me bet-
ter than other men.'

Then -he wrote on. Ho did net know thait
an angel ws bending over him-a being so
fair, so strong, sO radiànt- with holy'joy
that a mortal could hardly look upon him
without envying his bliss. The angel's face
was very sweetly grave, and his clear eyes
were full of tender pity.

'Brother!' lie said, at length, in tones of
music, that opened the ears and heart of
thé man beside him,-'brother, fear not! I
ami like theo, one of the servants of God; and
but now, as I sang in my-plane la the chorus
'of heaven, his word came to me, bidding me
seek thee, because thon art very weary, and
haÝing shown myself to thee, tell thee that
if ·thou art wilHng we may change our ser-
vice. We shall be ourselves unchanged in
heart, and character, but changed in all be-
side. Thou shalt dwell in this angelic body,
and I will tabernacle in thy mortal flesh.
Thou shalt watch me, if thou wilt, as angels

have many times watched thee; or, if thon
choosest so, thou shalt soar heavenward and
join the celestial chorus. All the powers
and privileges of angelhood shal be thine
while I dwell here in thy place, wearing thy
form and fulfilling thy duties. Wihat sayest
thou? Art thou willing?'

'More than willing, oh, blessed angel!' the
man answered eagorly, his voice broken
with a sob of joy. ~ 'How could I be other
than willing ta resign this humdrum. life,
with its sordid cares and ceaseless toils for
things earthly, for joy and glory, holiness
and happiness like thine?' As he spoke a
strange gladneis thrilled every nerve; he
closed his eyes for a moment. Then lie look-
ed again toward the angel, and lo, lie saw
instead the outside of himself. Yet, on tie
careworn face of :the man,: ivith its early
.wrinkles and premature gray hairs, the an-
gel's sweet, grave smile shone strangely;
and even in the first amaze of glancing down
at the glories of hie new exterior, the man
felt tbat lie was not ail angel.

'Am I as thou wert?' lie asked, doubtfully
and balf afraid.

'Thou hast ail I had that could be taken
from me without robbiig me of myseif,' ans-
wered the angel. 'As thou seest that I am
truly become as thou wast, so completely
art thou become like what I was. Thou
wearest the glories of the life celestial; thou
hast the form and privileges of a heavenly
servant of the King of kings. Will thou rise
-heavenward' and taste the joys from whioh I
came, worshipping in my place?'

'No,' faltered the man, 'not yet. I fear-
I fear I knxow not what. Old burdens cling
to me and I dare not go heavenward; my
heart faints at the thought nf it. I am not
happy; I am not at peace; how cea I venture
among the blessed? Let me stay here and
watch thee!'

'As thou wilt,' answered the angel, 'Thou
shalt be invisible to all, even to mo, tiil thou
desirest obherwise.' And turning to the
desk lie began to write, like -the man lie
seemed, and worked diligently, and swiftly,
with intent, smiling face, until his pen
scratched. and a heavy blot fell on the clean
page before him. Then, as lie paused long
onougli to take away the spoiled sheet, a
low, sweet song burst from his lips: 'Worthy
art thou, our Lord and onr God, to receive

the glory and the honor and.the power, for
thon didst create all'things, and because of
thy will they were, and were created.'

The-n he wrote on till someone knocked at
the door. Ho iespondd cheerily, 'and turn-
ing a kind, 1bright face toward the clerk, ans-
wered, his inquiries pleasantly, and busied
himself, among the papers again. So he
wrote until it was time to go tu the man's
house. He went through the' busy streots
with a happy face, singing in a low, sweet
undortone. He did nbt lose hie serene smile
lin the bustle and throng of the crowded
railway station; It rather deepened as. he
guided a weakly old maxn down the stairs,
and helped a frightened womain and lier lit-
tie ones int. the train. Mon who sait in the
carriage with him forgot te read their even-
ing papers as they watched his face, wonder-
ing at its look of exceeding gladness, and
following bis eyes as ho gazed at the sky,
glowing toward sunsot. One after another
spoke of the beauty of the evening, the love-
liness of, the long bright days, and the sweet
glimpses of summer that came even to the
noisy city; and, somehow, as they went to
their -homes, they felt strangely happy. It
rseemod, indeed, that he carried an atmos-
phere of joy with him, for as lie entered the
house smiling, the children ran to meet him,
and clung round him in eager welcome.
When lie sait down they climbed to his arms
and whispered baby confidences, and listened
eagerly to the tales ho told them till their
mother came, with apologies for delay, and
more complaints of the careless maids, to
call him to the evening meal. She was balf
timid, half resentf-ul, ·and lier eyelids were
reddened with unconfeosed tears. But lie
smiled on bar.

'There is no need to trouble,' he said; 'It
is ail very well if thonwilt be happy.' And
those few words, uttered li the, gentlest of
tones, maie her more enger to serve him
than all the barsh reproaches that her hus-
band had srpoken ln the marning.

The meal was a very happy one, and when
It was over she lingered near, with tear
bright eyee, till, turning from the littie ones,
he talked with ber, and .they spoke together
of many things.

Priesontly she said,.'It Is long since we
have talked: like this; how is it you are more
kind than usunl?'

AM I?' the angel askod, smiling. Then
she blushed, for though thrre was no hint of
reproach in his words or his tone, she could
not help remembering how ·ofton she liad
been cold and -unresponsive when ber hus-
band meant to be kind. Kissing the bright,
biair of her youngest ohild, she vowed in ber
heart to be more gentle and loving from that
hour.

That night there was to be a meeting at
the ald church, when the members were to
hear tho report of the special committee, and
vote upon the plans for rebuilding. The
man had dreadod it, as likely to be a stormy,
disputatious gathering. The angel went to
it singing, and greeted the members he met
se kindly that they whispered to one another
their wonder at the change in their old
friend. And the meeting was curiously
peaceful. In his opening remarks the minis-
ter hald nervously deprecated unseemly
strife, for ho feared a confliot among bis
strong-willerd helpers, but for once there was
no disagreement; it seemed as if everybody
was more auxious to decide on the best plan
than to recommend his own, and one after
anobher spoke of sarving Christ rather than
sect or creed. The closing hymn was a
sbout of praise, and the minister's prayer
was full of gratitude, while many eyes wore
dlm with wholesome tears, and many hearts
felt a new sofness. There was a hush upon
then all, as they went out Into the summer
nighLt. Some one whispered to the angel.

'It bas been a strange meeting-more like
ane for worship than for business.'

And the angel answered,
'Worship is our business, and ail our busi-

ness is vorship; if we are the servants of
God. What lie cleanses cannot be common
or uncleaa.'

*. * * * * * * * *' *

For many days the man in angel form
watched the angel w:ho had taken his place,
and saw how he met life's.difficulties. Wor-
ries and annoyances, trials and temptations
met him la the honse, in the office, in the
church. He was often weary, yet he never
seenied vexed or troubIcd or sad; he never
complained or shbwed impatience. Stead-
fastly and faithfuly ho went through the
round of commonplace duties, and partly be-
cause ho did them sa well, partly because of
a nameless something in, hie look and word,
lie had power over ail whom he met. The
.children were ashamed to quarrel or be dis-
obedient in bis gentie presence; the men who
served dared net bring neglect or unftaidhful-
.ness before his clear eyes; men and women
who came, ta his office groedy of gold, and
unscrupulously eager te win it, were humbl-
ed and sobered as they talked with him.
And always in the pawses of business, as lie
.walked through the busy streets, while lie
watched the children at their play, ho sang
.low and sweet a sang which 1ad for Its bur-
don 'Thou art worthy, 0 Lord!'

The man, listening enviously, was not
surprised te heur many praises of the angel.
One morning the children whispered together
that 'fa:ther was such a deir now,' and their
mother asked him, 'Do you notice what the
'hildren are saying? And they are net the
only onos. The servants say it is a pleasuro
to wait on master now, and ycsterday, as I
was shopping, I heard-'

But' something in the angel's face checked
lber, and she fell into reverent silence, whIle
lie sang low as lie went away to the dingy
office, 'Thon are worthy O Lord!'

When ho entered it the spléndor o! his
angel shape flazshed upon him, and the man's
voice cried, 'Let me speak! I can bear this
no longer. Lot me ask thee somo questions.
Art thou happy?'

'Yes, every day and all:day long,' the angel
answered heartily.
* 'But art thou content? Thou art-far from
lieaven' now, and thy life is full of common
teaks and petty toile. Instead of angels,
thy neighbors are men and women, erring
and often sinful. Some of them praise thee,
but some of them misunderstand and despise
thee. Thou canst net be happy! Dost thou
net loathe this life and long for heaven?'

The angel's smile glorified tho plain,
worn face through which lie looked as he
answored, 'I an content, I am happy. I love
this life, for it la heaven to do the will of
God, and I would not leave heaven.'

'But it is impossible that thou art content
here!' the man protested passlonately. 'Thy
angel powers are wasting. Dost thou de ire
nothing better? Hast thou no longing for
God's nearer presence, for more worthy ser-
vice?'

'I long for nothing botter than to do God's
will. I desire no better service than ho gives
me. He cannot waste what is his own, and
what he uses is very near to him,' the angel
answered steadfastly.

Thon the man burst into bitter weeping,
and the angel glory which he wore was
strangely dimmed with the passion of bis
tears.

'Alas!' he murmured, 'I an weary, troubl-
ed, lonely. I cannot tell why thou art so
bappy!' Net even thy angelhood has brougit
me joy. I dare not seek heaven, and I have
no gladness here. Give me back my man-
hood again.'

The angel's glance was Infinitely tender as


