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A Heavenly Fantasy
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Saint Peter whipped a duster from his back pocket. Wasn't that

a speck on the Goldcn Cates? He rubbed industriously, twisting the
eloth into little peaks to reach into the corvwers, then stood back

to regard his handiwork with satisfaction. Yes, he was proud of beirg
the Guardia» of the Gates, and dangled his great keys impressively
from his waistband. ¥Xo one entered leaven urless he admitted them,
he reflected complacently. Then the vestige of a frown erossed his
fece. lie had forgotten - only yesterday, Mother Mary had engaged him
i» conversation, Jjust as he was about to elose the Goldew Gates, add
hed allowed a soul to slip through before he could stop it. She had
done it before, too, ard he'd o doubt she'd do it again. It didw'%
seem gquite regular, bdbut thew, it was »o use complaiving vo Jesus, ﬁe
would Jjust tell him to do whatever she said.

T™hat remiwded him - and this time he really frowred - a forward
little Guardianw Awgel had sidled out this morwing, whew he had his bagk
turned, and hadn't vesponded when he called to her. He hopea she would
come back soon, or he would have to give a»n account of it.

'Speak of angels, and they appear', so0 rar the old sayi»ng. He had
only thought of her, yet here she was knocking for admittawcel IHe had
intendéd being ;ery gevere with her, but when he saw the woebegore
look o» the sad little face, all the ivwherent kinwdlivwess i» his w»ature
came to the fore. What a disQOnaoiate figurel The wiﬂga were drooping,
the halo crooked, and she eeuffed past nim, kieking a goldewn pebble
alomg tne heavenly pavement.

"What's the matter, little iriemd?" ne called aiter aer.

'or & moment, it seemed as if she were going to igrnore him orce

more, but after a momevwt's hesigyation, she nalf vurred, awd said:



"Oh, vrothing. +1The last soul I was charged with nhas reached Heaven
I um waiting Llor my »ext assigrment, and nave wothing specizl to do in
the meantime."

Good Saint Peter looked searchingly at the discontented little
angel, and sald gently: "Don't you thiwk you should see Mother Mary -
she would have so many things for you to do.™

But the moody lifttle spirit, xmx »ot bothering to answer, went o=
her way. IXwmxkkaxgX TFron the distance, came strairs of the Heavenly
‘Harmories, and the Creat White Throne snea its radliawce to all corwers

.of Heaven. But »othing seemed to comfort this sad 1little angel.

Just then, a chédrud flew up, and whispered a meséage i» her ear.
Mary wished to see her! Before she could ask where to find her, the
cherub was gone. lell, wever mind, Jeseph's carpevter's shop was -ot
far awey, and Mary would be sure to be wear. She hurried along,

~— stralghtening her halo 2s she went, and giving a hiteh to her wings.
She mustn't let the Queen of Angels see her like that!l

Suddenly, as she turvnea a corvwer precipitately, there was Mother
Mary, with a sweet smile of welcome, leaning forward from her throwe,
which was on & 10V¥W dais. Pulled up short by the apparition, the
little angel, filled with confusion, stood twisting a corver of owe
of her wivrgs, and peeping shyly up at the lovely Lady dressed i» bdlue.
3x Afterwards, she could »ever tell how it happenwed, but she found
heraeif clasped i» lMother Mary's arms, sobhing out her discontent.
Between swiffles, ard in response to gentle questioning, she told the
source of her urhappiress: _

She had always been given routive jobs - Guardian Awngel to
urivrspiringly good people, blessed with the Faith from birth, leading
moderately good lives, dying ordiwarily good deaths. Other Guardia-
Arngels had exciting assignmentis -« great sivwers, illustrious GOnverta;

even saintsl She supposed she was»'t worthy ewough, but it 4id hurt



to be given routire Jobs all the time!l

Mother Mary's smile was tender as she patted the little head.
"Never mind, my child, you were doing God's will. That is all that
counts. Ard now I will tell you why I have sewt for you. My Sow is
sending you o» the very type of missdon you have lénged for . .7
The musical accents of the Mother of Cod wewt o» to tell her that i» a
ecertair house, in a certair town, in a certair courntry called Holla-d,
there was a tiny baby, very dear to the heart of God, who badly needed
a Guardian Angel. It was going to grow up to womavhood passivg from
agrnosticism to various forms of protestantism, unwtil, fi»ally, iw His
own good time, it would be brought into the true folid. ‘Thia thew was the
angel's task: To watch over that soul, to see that each »new error
irto which it slipped would »ot be a final ore, to awaken longiwngs
whieh orly the Ove True Church could satisfy. I» a word, to sce that

0ot g testgss with Tegird {0 tt—werevot—Trustrated. — — — 5

A final smile and ewecouraging look, ard the angel was dismissed.
But was this the same angel? Saint Peter rubbed his old eyes as he
caught sight of the perky tilt to the halo, the courageous set to the
wings, a»d the happy expression that radiated Lxmm covwtentment, as the
Guardian Angel flew gaily up to him, and demanded to be allowed o gO

down Lo earth.
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