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am sudtlonly .'iiuiisud—Lliu Uhkj i,i luhtupproiiclj-

mg micluigliL, uiul we must haslnii.
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In the .iuloiiui air of the Cathecinil, tj,,- nhur lij/ht.s

are burning bii-htly, incense softly ||,,ii. i„ uilniia

clouds, the murmuring echoes of the masr. j,'(>ntly Icmd the
thought, till, from tlu: lips of trump.is a llurMl of music
l)ursts uiMu the ear, and organ-pipn. „ud t'e«.l, and
string, svv.dl the rich chords as voices |.Mi.||y NJug the
Christmas tidings,

"Gloria in Excelsis,"
,


