
pi

6 SAINT LOUIS.

!-^

;i:H"

!

Mil

m

many a gorgeous chandelier, which were now content to be

eclipsed by the humble solitary lamp. Scriptural paintings

and pieces of statuary were on every side, but I could discern

that Christ was the centre of attraction in all. Over, and

around the altar too, were many works of art, together with a

multitudinous array of sacred symbols. Just in front of these,

and in the centre of the mystic throne, hung the lonely lamp,

which seemed to be endowed with a thinking principle, as its

feeble rays shot out in the surrounding darkness. That part

of the cathedral where towered the stupendous organ, was in

deep shadow, but I knew it to be there by the faint glistening

of its golden pipes : as to the silence of the place, it was death-

like and holy. I chanced to heave a sigh, and that very sigh

was not without an echo. The distant hum of life, alone con-

vinced me that I was in a world of trouble and strife.

But softly ! A footstep now breaks the silence ! A priest

in a ghost-like robe, is passing from one chancel door to

another. Another footstep ! and lo ! a woman, clothed in

black, with her face completely hidden in a veil, passes up an

aisle and falls upon her knees in prayer. She has come here

to find consolation in her widowhood. And now, slowly tot-

tering along, comes a white-haired man, and he, too, falls into

the attitude of pralyer. With the pleasures of this world he is

fully satisfied, and his thoughts are now taken up with that

strange pilgrimage, whence travellers never return, and upon

which he fccly he must soon enter.

Other life-sick mortals, have also entered the sanctuary,

offered up their evening prayer, and mingled with the tide of

life once more. But again thR front door slowly opens, and a

little negro boy, some seven years of age, is standing by my
side. What business has hc^here,—for surely this offspring of

a slave, and a slave himself, cannot be a religious devotee ? I

take back that thought. I have wrongpd the child. The Spirit

of God,must tabernacle in his heart, else ho would not approach

the altar with such deep reverence. Behold him, like little

Samuel of old, calling upon the Invisible in pi'^ycr ! What a

picture ! Twilight in a superb cathedral and the only wor-

shipper a child and a slave !


