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I. The Visitor

Pensively he looked upon the angel standing before him, as if he
would drow him. How to- account for his presence theve? He had not
come thwough the doov, for it was surely locked; he had locked it
hinmself before taking the needle from the drawer. The windows were
closed and bolted - it was, after all; as the dead of winter this
evening. And yet there he was.

He had not seenv himv come in, was unaware of his approach... yet
there he was. Why? he wondered. Why should he be visited by such av
creature? There muust be av reason for this call.

At any rate, he had quite forgotten about the needle in his hand;
he had, in fact, laid it down. Here was av pugsgle to- occupy the mind.
He needed no-other distraction.

He could not say he was not a believer inv mivacles, or inv God. It
simply was not inv his purview. His concern was the facts, in their
smallest detail, and what he could draw from their consideratiow.
There did not seemv av call for the contemplation of God in hig
empirical study. But now what choice did he have? For the
situation had presented itself, it seemed, without his inwitation, and
was most captivating of the attentiow.

Perhaps he had prayed once. Though the memory was somewhat
clouded; he did hove recollectionw of uttering a plea for help, for
release from the surrounding darkness, during his last escapade.



“Yow hawe asked for me to- come;” the angel said, as if responding
to- his thinking. “And it is the Lovd's desive to- help yow. Do not be

He did not find himself fearful, but other thawn this Little
miscalclation, the angel's insight did: seemv removkable. How iy it
he avswers to-thoughts? His ear cannot be that sensitive, cowv it?

“I amv v spirit and not o mawnv and shawre inv the divine light of the
Sowior. It iy He whohas sent me to- yow to- call yow to- His blood.”

Hiy knowledge of the Bible was, of course, impeccable. No
educated moww would be without understanding of ity contents. Ands
50; he knew of what the angel spoke, though certaindy it had never
beew so- personal. He had often found wisdom i the pages of this
book, and was wont to- quote it. But his reading did not extend to-
faith, about whichy he was necessarily skeptical. The humown heart
can be easily duped if one lety down one’s guawd.

He did not really want to- take up the needle this evening, and
had wished that he would not do so- - but one must accept the
inevitable. Yet he could not deny that at this moment the needle lavy
on the table, and his arm was not inclined to- reach for it.

He realiged the significance of the angel’s word to- him: he knew
what the blood of Chwist meant. It is, of course, that inv which sinners
washv themselves, aond are made cleanw. He was not offended by the
inference that he was av sinner, nor could he deny it - for indeed he
knew that all mew awe sinners, and his oww sinv was oftev before hiy
eyes.

But the angel's word, though not disagreeable, and even holding
a certainv comfort, could not be immediately accepted by him, for
fear that o wrong move might be made.



Fear. Perhaps the angel was not so-for off the mawk; perhaps there
was o uncertainty inv him that approached fear. And perhapy
within him was something deeper, something he would sooner not
foce.

He looked intently at the angel again, but, though he gave every
appearance of o mawy, Holmes could find no- revealing sign about
him to- indicate age or occupationw or mawitald status.. There was
nothing to-define his chawracter - except the light.

tthereal. Yes;, it was undeniable. There was something ethereal
about the light uponw him, seemingly coming from him. Perhapy his
natwre could only be defined by heaven.

“Wisdom s mobile beyond all motion, and she penetrates and
pervades all things by reasow of her purity” (Ws.7:24). Scripture
came to- his mind. “He gowve me sound knowledge of existing things;
that I might know the organigation of the universe and the force of
ity elementy..” (7:17). He way now speaking aloud.

“Ever since the creationw of the world His inwisible natuwre has been
there for the mind to- perceive v things that have been made”
(Rm.1:20)%, the angel answered himi. The Apostle’s words. He knew
them well, for he had at tumes pondered their relevance to- hig study,
and to-the things he seemed to-see; to-understand... to-feel.

“Sir, yow hawe the better of me, for yow seem to- know me well, yet I
know yow not at all.” He spoke directly to- his visitor now, finally
breaking his reverie.

“T amv here to- telll yow that God loves youw, that He cowes for yow
and would shed His mercy upow yowr soul, if yow would agree.”

“Yes, but who- awe you?” His question came withv no- disdain, but

gernuine inquisitiveness.



“I amv the angel of science; of the wisdow bestowed uponw mawv by
the Most High.”

“Ahhihl Now I know yow - and believe yow well to- bee who- yow savy.
Yes. Remowkable, indeed.” Holmes demeanor had become almost
childlike as he looked upow the spirit withv o certainy wonder,
appreciating himv now all the more;, thoughv not yet really able to-
delve into- his essential nature.

“It iy good to- see yow. Good to meet yow. Yow howve aided me
greatly over the yeaws; I'mv suiwe. And I amv blessed by the fowvor of your
company.” He was now stonding and cowefully approaching his
visitor.

“I hawve much to- inquire of yow, if yow would be so- kind.” The
angel remained silent. Holmes went on. “There s o universe of
knowledge round about me and I have but scratched the swrface of
ity significance,” twrning to- the angel, “but none of it has escaped
yow.” Stepping closer, “Yow understand all things.” Looking into- his
eyes, “May I call yow my friend? I scawcely believe there iy another
who- could be so- uwseful to- me as yow. Would yow sit down?”

“I hawe someplace to-take yow, something to- show yow.”

“Yes, my friend; please, reveal to- me the depths of the oceanv and
the height of the heawvens; the infinite recesses of the universe are at
youwr hands!”

The angel waity o moment. Thew speaks: “Will yow go-withy me?”

Holmes, av little more soberly now: “I will. For I see yow hawve my
good interest at heawt.”

He reaches forward his hand, and the angel takes it inv his own.



II. The Sacrament

A bell rings and Masy beging asy Holmes and the angel stand
toward the back of o chwwch. It is o weekday, so-there awe not a lot
of people inv attendance.

“Why hawve yow brought me here, my wise friend. It istrue I owmw ov
baptized Chwistion, but religion has played little role in my life -
though I have no- particdaw quoawrel withv ity mission. Besides, I
detect that this iy o Catholic Chuwch, and I, of cowrse, amv o
Anglicon. Who s owr friend here?” They are standing beside o
statue.

“St. Jude. It iy hisfeast.”

“The patrow of hopeless causes - anv appropriate day.”

The readings of the Mass begin to-flter into- Holmes' consciousness
as the two- stand silently.

“Yow are strangers and aliens no-longer. No; yow are fellow
citigens of the sainty and membery of the houwsehold of God.
Yow form o buidding which rises onw the foundation of the
apostles and probhets, withy Chwist Jesus Himself as the capstone.
Thwough Him the whole structure iy fitted together and takes
shape as o holy temple in the Lovd; in Hum yow awe being buile
into- this temple, to- become a dwelling place for God in the
Spirit” (Eph.2:19-22).

The angel: “Does the Apostle speak to- yow today.”

Holmes: “He may.”
The psalim proceeds.

“The heawens declawe the glovy of God,

and the firmament proclaims His handiwork.

Day poury out the word to-day,

and night to- night impauwty knowledge:..” (P5.19:2-3).



Holmes: “Tis well said.”

“Not o word nor av discourse
whose voice iy not heawd;
Through all the eawtivtheir voice resounds,
and to-the end of the world, their message” (4-5).
“What do- yow aim to- do-to- me; good spirit?” He turny and looks

at Holmes without emotion, or a word. The Gospel soon beging.

“Tesus went out to-the mountain to-pray, spending the night
v communion withv God. At daybreak He called His disciples
and selected twelve of them to- be His apostles: Simon, to- whom
He gowve the name Peter, and Andrew his brother, James and
Johwy, Philip and Bartholomew, Matthew and Thomas, James
sow of Alphews; and Simown called the Zealot, Judas sonw of
James, and Judas Iscariot, who-tuwrned traitorv” (Lk.6:12-16).
“The Gospel of the Lovd.”

AW “Praise to-yow, Lovd Jesus Chwist.”

“Really, good spirit, am I to- be as an apostle of the Lovrd? Iy this
what yow would intimate to- me? If so, I'm afraid I would be more
suited to- Judas the traitor thaw the sauint we celebrate this day!”

“I want yow to-pay close attention, Sherlock. I want yow to-tell me
what yow see inv v moment whew the priest raises the host and when
he raises the cup. I want yow to- use all the wisdom withe whichv Gods
has endowed yow, and all the honesty, whichy yow cannot forsake,
ond telll me what yow see inv this Euchawist.”

“Yow ask av lot, my friend. And i trutiv your request hawrows me
to-the bone... But I do-not know how I caw refuse.”

“Yow cawn refuse, Sherlock. Ifyow will.”

He turng away v moment. Then, “Again I say, I know not how to-
refuse.  Though onw my very life, I would flee your presence now if I
could find the pativ. It iy too- much yow ask.”



Bells ring and Holmes looks up towawd the altor. His eyes fix upow
the host held aloft in the priest’s hands. Inw these few seconds which
shawv awv eternity, all else disappears but his visiow of the Sacrament.
He thew bows his head shawply dowwn, overwhelmed, and fallsy to- his
knees.

Ay the bells ring again, his head rises to- see the cup - it seems to-
reach to-the heavens, indeed; and he sees the blood of Chwist powring
upow hinself. He iy now intears.

III. The Decision

“Why do- yow torture me so-..7?” As Holmes lifts his head from hig
hands, he sees that he is in his study again. The angel is withv himy
still, seated nearby.

St onw his knees, he now addresses the angel. “Why hove yow
come to- me? Why must I bear such torment inv my soul? Is it not
enough that I dedicate my intelligence to-the cause of justice; must
yow call me deeper into-this truth, this mercy of God?”

The angel remaing silent. Bothv look upon the needle on Holmes’
table.

“There s o choice, is there not? And I suppose I did request your
presence; youwr help, after all.” A pause.

“But what caw I do? To what do yow call me? It seems yow hold
out to- me the Catholic faith? But how cawv this be? I know nothing
of such matters.”



“I won't deny that this experience has affected me profoundly. I
know it iy something I shall not, cannot, forget. But to- become o
Catholic? The world wowld think me quite mad!”

“Ves.”

Turning distinctly to- the angel: “Yow have anw answer for every
question, do-yow not?”

Holmes deliberates o moment within himself. Then, as he rises to-
it v hig chavir, “Very well, then, I will.”

‘I willl do- it. I shalll approachy o priest inv the morning and
inquire as to- becoming o bona fide Romowv Catholic. What do- yow
think of thau..?” he turny to- the angel, but finds himv gone. “Most
curious.”

Holmes stands and steps to- hig table. He looks o moment at the
needle, thew picks it up, raising it to- his eyes. He lety out av kind of
laungh: “Hat”

He twrnsg toward the trashv cany, holds the needle above it a
moment, thew drops it decidedly doww.

A knowing smile crosses his face.

tpilogue

Holmes enters o churchv at communion time, moves into- av pew
toward the back, and kneels. He watches as the last few souls receive.

As the Mass ends, Holmes sity i the pew, looking around himself
at the ot and awrchitecture. After a few momenty the priest appears
and, walks up the center aisle as if to- leave. Ay he passes, Holmes
obens his moutiv “Father.”
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The priest stoby and looks at Holmes. His foce has a kind,
faomilior... angelic expression. Holmes wonders o moment, thew says,
“I showld like to-become a Catholic.”

“Very good, my friend! Very good.” The priest smiles and opens his
arms, calling Holmes to- rise and walk with him.  The two- stride back
doww the aisle toward the altaw, covwersing lightly, the priest’s awrm
avound Holmes' shoulders. The crucifix hovers above them.

* This quote and the two- above it are from the Office of Readings for Thuwsday of the 30* Week;
invthe Liturgy of the Hours.
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