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The Storyteller

A CHRISTMAS VISION.

THE young assistant organist, Cuth-
bert McBean came into Church at
five o'clock on Christinas aiternoon,
The morning had been brilliant with
winter sunlight ; but later on, «
heavy, dense mist, nlmost like rain,
had gathercd, so that the church,
except for the great sanctuary lamp,
and the starlight light at the Christ-
mas crib, was very dark indeed. He
made his way slowly up the familjar
aisle. Not one child, not even the
most devout and constant haunter of
the sacred pluce, scurcely over soli-
tary, was there. He knelt, and he
emiled a little all by himself, ve-
membering what he hud heard the old
sacristan say, onc night, when he
was locking Lhe crowd out after Ves-
pers.

‘ How can you make us leave our
Blessed Lord alone?’ a girl, with
heavenly cyes and an angel’s voies,
had asked him reproachiully. {She
was safe and happy now, Lthat Christ-
mag Day, 1n a convent of Perpetual
Adoration.)

‘ There’s Letter than us wath Him!'
Brother Rodrigucz had replied, un-
gramatically butl truly.

They were great friends, the vener-
al.le Sacristan anrl the  ~oure
musician. Few words ever pussed be-
tween thein ; but, without words,
they sufficiently nndeprstood each
other’s ways. The one would hinger
about the altar fondly, while the
other’s (ingers strayed lovingly over
the organ’s stop- and koeys, and each
was very well aware that what  the
other did was done most earnestly,
with =all the wlholr hivart's best en-
deavor, for the laord within the
tabernacle, so Jdear 10 hoth

Brother Radiiwues had his own very
definite amd certamldy ot unfounded
theorics m o1egard T sacred se
Not without  {fruit bad he bevn thae
sacristan =a  wenyv vears e the
grand chutrch of (he Gesu oand heard
the musiec of composcirs wha are  the
world’'s wornler and aditratyon, Sun-
day  aater Sundav, oood deast after
feast. Not  wiahont  tauch  shrewd
wisdom gained, hat he eodeavopred
to link 1he music o with Jus pravets,
and witiy  the  prescrent spiot of
oty Church  He knew well why o he
liked that delicate yowng assistant,
who alnways bad 1o tahe the second
place, and never wiebled 1he baton
as directer of a Christimas or 1Taster
orchestra , hut who also nexer made
the vaulted roof aboyve one's aching
head resound  as af L would cleave
asunder, and fall down upoen the wor-
shippers below, 1 the  crash  and
clang of w triwmphant wubtary  or
operatic march

Cuthbert Mcelean wonld =it a- con-
tentedly for hours preactismg, with
nobody but the Brother to hear hin,
as if the church were crowded with ail
the musicians of the ity Often be
played sometiing thal the Brother
lovad, simply to please hie—Gou-
nod's  Sanctus, Cliopin s I'ineral
March, soft chords of “ 0 Veny Joeso?
Veni, Amor nn '’ o the old Gre-
gorian ‘ Tie  Profimdis’ And af,
sometinies, under his shlled ey,
the 1t o of the tremendons 0 Thes
Tr_r  pealed forth  bke an o chan-
grlic trumpet, the Drother stoutly
maintained that 1he * taouch of the
master was in L7, and that, under
such firm. coutrolled touch, the poof
could never fall 10l the time of the
Master of all things shooid come !

*The lad up there plaxs the organ
for the greater glory of God ' the
Brother said to thie Father  Hector
one day, when they met in the sac-
risty ., und, unseen, heard Cuthibert
playing as softly and as sweetly as
though a Solemn Hiigh Mass weve he-
ing sung by the best gquartetie mn the
city.

On Lhis dark, Christolas afterooon,
at five o'clock, however, vot even the

Drother sacristan was in the church,
which was in  itself a very unusual
Lthiug., Cuthbert McBean knelt by the
crib  awhile, watchung the Christ-
Clild’s holy face, the lovine cves of
the Virgin Mother, the intent count-
enance of the faithiul St. Joseph ;
even the ininutest details, the quaint
muanger bed, the ox, the straw, All
his earliest Chrisimas mcemories were
Linked with that Christmas crib ; his
childhood, his boyhood, his Commun-
yons, his prayers,—sweet  thoughts
that Le could not tell, even to his
mother, only to his argan ; and there
he often told themn, for angel cars,
that heard.

By and by, he left the crib, and
kmelt, at Lhe high altar. What mar-
vellous stiliness, what perfect, peace,
dwelt therc! Here, really, was
Jesus Christ.  All the lad’s sensitive
nature felt that Divine P’resence, that
uncarthly peace, the fiue Christmas
peace.  All the chivalrous loyalty
withia him sprang Lo greet it.

S 'Thoere's better than we are here, 1
T know,' he exclaimed, half aloud in
the stillness, ' DBut the angels sang
ai the {irst Christmas, and there is
no music here.  Ah, dearest Lord !
let me take the angels’ part for them.

Towa the dark aisle he sped, and
up the stawrs, te ns wonted place in
the magnilicent organ  gallery  that
had hbeen designed by one who ardent-
ly loved the Sacramental L.ord ; so
widae that, no singer had any excuse
for not. kneeling ; wond wilth the kev-
honrd and bench so placed Lthat the
organ;st was always face to facc with
the tabernacle and the altar,

Cuthbert openced  1he organ  and
pulled out o step or two , then he
paused, to drink iy agamm the inspira-
tron of the scene The Light in the
Chrystimaes et flared up for a mo-
neent, fhickered, and dued awaw.,  All
the Lght  then, i the gomense edp-
lee. came from the anmque, miassive
Iatnp of  solid  brass, with its seven
crimson  eups,  suspended  from the
lofty arceh.  The saulted  roof, hke
St Peter’s ship,  turned Jdownward,
big-tibbed and kieh—the tall, painted
windows—<howed no  <ign of  thewr
wilded tracery or bolhant colering ;
but, 1 Lheir shadowy ecesses, solne-
Lhing sechudd 1o svay softly, aml Lo
tremblie, a- 1f, mdeed, o thatl Christ-
mas Lwihight, mere than man was
there The magestic marble altar, a
mounil of solid snow. rose m dim out-
Tine apainst the datkness of Lhe wall
behmd 1t 'Fhe seven lamps, hike the
sevens mystical gifts of that Inhwvine
St Who breatheth where e wall,
touched, with faintl 1oseate hue, cross
or cornice or candiestick, here  and
Lhere, uneertainly The same roseate
pleam rested,  dehicately  clear and
steadily, howesver, on the tabernacle
door, as i well anware of the Invine
1’resence enshrined therain,

‘1 oam all alone with Jesus Chreast,
on Uhristulas night” the yvoung niuse-
clan thought tbtliantiy

i the  darhness and {he sUliness,
delcrons mwuste Thrilled forith from
beeath Jas hingers,  as 1if s very
heart woere m them, and spokee 1o 1he
Chyst-Chnlil's hea t He  thought,
1apturously, thal he had never phayed
s well before

Dut,  suddenly, in thatl  davhness,
without st o sound of vewee, or
feht of  candle, 11 was to him as
thomeh a i hand was laid gently
att has Ligets adl, oo mnoment,
thew and his heart itsell veod still.
Then—hrs soul heard that, wlich man
strives an valn to el for it s un-
speakable,  and e saw,  with  the
woul's viston, that indecd the Lord
had, with Fun, those whoe arc ‘better
than wae '

By that same faculty, only a thou-
sand tines intenstherd,  whereby  he
wonld have recogni-ed his father or
Iris friends, had, they enterced sudden-

ly, he perceived that the church was
full of the guardian angels of all the
dead who had ever loved and wor-
shlppe_d in  that sacred place., Harp
and viol and flute and lute were with
them made of some heavenly mecha~
nism, and tuned to a harmony be-
yond the dream of earth. DBaby
voices Iningled therein—the angel
voices of tho little ones who had been
baptised and gone to heaven from the
hpptlmtrv of Lthe Gesu—and all were
singing sweetly to the Babe of Beth-
lehem, the listening Lord on his altar
throne,

Then olher things took up the
strain. Dirdlike notes rang from
the evergreens twined about pillar
9nd window, notes full of a myster-
ious woodland inelody, in which a
trill of more wondrous ecstacy than
lark’s or nightingale's was blended,
distinct and true, Window and roof
and floor gave forth celestial harmeo-
nies, The flood of soundless song
ran from fresco Lo fresco, from statue
to statue. From station to station,
all along the Way of the Cross, was
heard the * Stabat Mater,” far other
than Rossini's ; a canticle of glad-
dest joy, becausc the all-wise Lord
had once allowed his Deerest to suffer
with Him, and to share His woes ;
and now, with Him, she reigned.

Nearer tho altaer, over and over
again, the sweetest acts of Bucharis-
tic joy were rising ; the unnumbered
acts of faith and love and thanks-
giving, after unnumbered Commu-
nions, never forgotten, but forever
preserved in heavenly keeping by the
Lord to Whom they were made,

* My Beloved to me and I to Him,’
they sounded in  delicious unison,
‘ GGloria in Excelsis De¢o ; ¢t in terra
pux, hominibus voluntatis !’

Cuthbert heard it all ; and, as he
had never done before, he understood
the Denedicite. Outside the church a
driving rain had taken the place of
the dense fog. He heard its pelting
drops and the violent gusts of wind,
Lut they all were attuned to a grand
orierly cadence, as they beat against
window and wall and roof, He real-
il now to  the full, for his soul
beard it, that ¢ the showers and dews
the clouwds uwnd darkness, the night
and day, the fhe and heat, the frost
und cold, all green things, the moun-
tains and hills, the whole earth, the
spirite and the sculs of the just,’ on
that hely mipght, * blessed the Lord ;
praised and exalted, and gave Hum
thanks forever.’

Nothing was  overlooked, nothing
too small for notice, The all-seeing
Lord was mandful of everyone who
had ever there been mindful at all of
liuan.,  The precious bits of Mexican
onyx, sct in the hmgh altar, were re-
cchomng  in the strangest, loveliest
way the stalwart ason’s carnest
words : “ When [ had  the privilege
of setting those marbles 1n that altar
1 wus all alone n this church un-
L1l half-past  ecleven o'clock.” Oace
again. 1 delicious melody, the feet of
happy children going te their First
Comtriunion, sounded along the aisles
Iike joy-bells  ringing, or like the
vowe of the Holy Innocenls around
the greal white throne. Up and down
with songs of special ecstasy, went
the feet that had carried 1he Blessed
Spcrament i procession, in Benedic-
tion, and in  Conununion  for  fifty
yeary.

Each separale thing had its own
volce and separate  melody,  clearly
recogniZable, and all were blended in
such o harmonious chorus, full of such
unearthiy rupture, that the young
organtst in lus highest musical  de-
highis had never so much ag faintly
dreamed such melody could possibly
be.  An ntense longing  that he
might boe permitied to take part in
that  heavenly  chorus possessed his
soul ;  wvet he heard nothing  that
seettd to e his, All that he lhad
ever known hefore of music appeared
1o him now as foily, and s own
work hike so many discords. A most
painful senwe of his unworlbiness
seized upon  hin Then that {irm,
awe-inspiring, wvet kindly touch of
his  chlled  fingers  passed off from
them, and paused as if  in blessing
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