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and associations of so many centuries.
As you move aliout amid tlu: tondjs
ill tiiL' ^ray, old ciiaix'ls and tlu: lon^,',

dim aisles which seem to converj^e in

the distance, }'ou are at one time in

Saxon Mn^dand, and a^^ain in the
ICni^dand of the Normans. Yon pass
in a ^>^\\ steps from the toudi of Kinj^
Sebert, ulio was huried liere nearly
a^ thousand years a^'o, to that of
Temiyson, the last of that lon^r Ime
of poets whose ashes nnn<(le with the
dust of ICtii^dand's noi)lest dead. Men
have come and j,'one, t)ut the old
.Abl)e\- staiuls as a connecting litd<

between the I'"n<,dnnd of to-da\' and
the England of b\'-jfone centuries;
and thus it is that at ( 'hriitmas w hen
tlie mind naturally turns to the {)ast,

there is a peculiar fitness in wandering;
amid this wilderness of tombs.

The music m the .Abbey on Christ-
mas day is always one of the chief
attractions of the British metropolis.
Perhaps there is somethin<,r in this

statelj- and \ enerable lniildin<,r that
^ives a special charm to the services.
The resonant echoes of the mi<>[hty

or^an as they reverbrate ainonj^ the
tombs seem not of this worltl, but
rather like those wandering- melodies
of heaven which the fer\' id fancy of
saints has toltl us of in so.ijr and alle-

gory. The full-voiced choir reminds
one of a chorus of angels siiifrin;.^ an
anthem over the mournful remainsof
departed p^randeiu" which appeal to
the eye fror i the sculptured marble
on all sides.

Chri.'-tmas of last year was cele-

brated in Westmin.ster Abbey by the
usual choral services in the morning
and the more elaborate cathedral
services in the afternoon. All i)arts

of the Abbey were open to the public
during the day, and were thronged
with visitors. Just before three
o'clock the vergers in tlieir long, black
robes went flitting about from chapel
to chapel to gathe; the visitors into
the transepts of the Abbey for the
evening service.. At least two thou-
sand people were soon brought to-

gether. Poets' Corner was crowded,
and men and women were sitting

above the graves of the hundred
poets from Chaucer down to Tenny-
son.

The sweet-toned bell of the Abbey
struck time. Then the confused
bustle which pervades a vast audience
was hushed. A tlistant "Amen"
arose from the chorister-rooms. It

echoeil amid the tombs and died
away in the distant recesses and
chapels of the nave. Then the
organist struck the keys of that peer-
less instrinnent and played a soft
voluntary --so soft that the distant
foot-fall of the choir boys and men
could be heard on tlu; stone floor.

The audience knelt in silence as the
choristers, followed by the officiating
clerg)', marched up the aisle with a
flutter of u hite siM-jjIices and flowing
robes. They fileti into the rows of
stalls which run along both sides of
the centre aisle of tiie nave. Then
a ^Kiw nu)ments of that "eloquent
silence " followed, as all were bowed
in ])rayer. Soon the organ burst into
a full, strong tone, and ciioir and
audience arose. Then followed the
com])let-e choral service. In the
singing ol the psalms the two full

choirs responding and chanting in

turn kept the vast edifice filled with
the sacred melody. After tise third
collect came the Christmas Anthem

—

this was the crowning glory of the
service. It was one of Handel's
masterpieces, " And there were Shep-
lierds." In no European cathedra!
is music rendered more accurately
than in Westminster Abbey—the
perfect blending of the voices with
the sweet tones of the organ, words
and meloily wafting away through
the dim corridors and sculptured
aisles. Now a sweet clear voice
breaks ujion the ear in the beautiful
strains of" And the angel said unto
them, fear not, for behold I bring you
good tidings of great joy." Now
high, now low, the voice follows the
intricate windings of the sweet melody
in perfect harmony till one is borne
away to the wintry hills of Palestine.

You forget time and space, and see
only the shepherds wrapt in sacred


