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(From the Irish Monthly.)

CHAPTER IX.—( Continued.)

“Ishould think old Mary
replied. .

“ Pretty well, though she can come out now and then with a plain
truth or twp, as she did just now on the matter of genius. I wishshe
could putrsome. of her common sense into poor Florry,”

“Your sister has » touch of the erratic gift Herself, I should sns-
vect,” 1 said, “and if so, you must make aJlowanges.”

“ Oh, yes,;and more than & touch ; she ig al ys at work on some
niew hother. * Whatéver ¢an set a woman on suchiscents I don’tunder-
stand ® and it's bad altogether you know and unhinges her.”

* People have a way now-a-days,” I gaid, *of looking unhinged
and unbappy ; its the fashion.”

“ No," said Oswald, I don't call Florry happy ;
wanting a career of some sort, and can
Mary is the only person she really mi
Enowles Lere to meet her, because she hopes he'll do Florry good :
but I think it's a mistake ; he only rouses her love of contradiction.”

We talked about other things for a while, ang then adjourned to
the drawing-room, where we found Wilfrid and, Mary deep in the
discussion of parochial affairs, and Florence at the further end of the
room, playing a game of fox-and-goose with Edward, while the two
litlle gi1ls looked on, Alexia acting as sgli-elected umpire. I ventured
to approach, and was greeted with the information that * Aunt Flo-
rence was loging all her geese !

I wish I thought so0,” said Florence with a sigh,
last white peg was snapped up by the inexorable fox, ehe resigned the
board to the children, and graciously condescendéd to allow me to sit
beside her,” I have not yet thanked you,” sha said, “for taking
the part of poor genins. T really thought ¢ Father Wiltrid’ (as they
call him) would have condemned us for life to the use of stable-lan-
terns.”

* Possibly,” I said ; if one had to find one’s way on a dark night,
ihey might have a trifling advantage over sky-rockets.”

*Yes, but one isn't always groping one’s way in the dark.”

“Well, really, when you come back to civilised society after tem
year's absence, it’s not much unlike what you find people doing.”

“Howsol?” , -

“ Why, everyone seems on the look-out for first principles which
one would have thought they had learnt centuries ago from their
grandmothers,”

“1 think I understand what you mean,” said Florence, musingly ;
“but it must be so when people begin to think for themselves;
everyone can't exactly rest satisfied with his grandmother’s specula-
tions.”

“ No, but my complaint is, that these ind
everything to pieces and leave it s0.”

“That is to say,” said Florence, ¢ they analyse, and how else can
they hope to get at trath 7

*“ Those who analyse,” I said, “should kpow bow to reconstruct,
otherwise they are in the positior of people who take their watchesto
pieces, and cannet pab them together again, They would have done
better to have trusted s watchmaker.”

* Your simile has the vice of all similes,” she replied ; “it seems
to say something, and it says nothing, I can trust my watch with
another to regulate, but not my independeat convictions.”

“ But, my dear Miss Oswald, how many persons now-a-days pos-
sess such a commodity 7 All the people I know take their convictions
second hand from the ZLimes newspaper, or the Saturdezy Review, or
maybefrom the Westorn Censor. 1 really hardly know one man who
thinks for hirnself, unless it be the Duke of Leven.”

“Yes, the duke s original, certainly,” shereplied ; “I don't agree
with him, of course; but he is thoroughly in eamest, and I respech
him immensely.”

“And Father Wilfrid, is not he also somewhat of a doctor in
Israel? ™

Bhe looked disdainfully in the direction where he sat: *In his

.. opinion, no doubt, but not in mine, I like the ree! thing, Mr,
E hrey, whatever be its kind.  Charley’s champagne was splendid ;

ﬁut if he were to give us ‘gooseberry’ with a champagne ticket, I
should eall himan impostor,” With that she walked to the open win-

Edo’h‘, where Wilfrid presenily joined her, and soon we heard them
engaged afresh in a wordy war,

* That's the way she treats the impostor,” said Oswald, who had
eaught her last words as he approached. * A most wonderful thing is
woman,” .

This philosophic remark closed my study of character Tor thai
evening, but when I 1etived to my room, I could not help going -over
it all again, as alnwyer studies the points of his brief. ¢ She talks at
random,” I said to myself, “ and half of it is chaff. She thinksa
ingly well of ber own powers, and has read a prodigious quantit,
rubbisl,  She would have 1o objection to be thought an infidel,
cams2 it would be jaunty and defiant, If she ever becomes one, iy

s tongne was & peaceable member,” I

she's always
't settle down to humdrum,
nds, and;Mary gets Wilfrid

Then, as the
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will be the xesult of over-preaching ; if she is ever saved froin bucom=

ing one, it will not be Ly the ministry of Father Wilfrid.”

In the corrcetness of this last conclusion, I was nextday confirmed

and it happened thus : Exdale was in the parish of Oakham, but pos-
gessed a church of its own, served by one of the Oakham curates, and
iust now the thoughts of Mr. Knowles were busily engaged with plans
for its restoration. The architect, Mr, Buttermilk, was to meet him
at Exdale, and had brought with him drawings and elevations in gre_aat.
store, the inspection of which furnished the drawing-room party with
an agreeable morning’s ogcupation. -
Screened by my newspaper, much edifying talk over sedilia and
holy waterstoups fell upon my ear; and I was wondering a little

about the exact utility of thelast-named article in a Protestant church,
when Florence joined in the conversation snd at once hit the hlet,
“ The sedilia are to sit in, I presume,” she snid, “and will save the
etxopenst?a“of clairs ; but what will you do with the holy water
18 UpE

It is.our wish,” said Buttermilk, with professional unection, - * to
reconstruct this beautiful little edifice, as it existed in the fourteenth
cenlury, and to do that completely none even of these minor accesso-
ries should be omitted.”

#But will there be holy water in them ?” inquired Florence, in
the tone of one innocently desirous of information,

“ Probably not,” said Knowles, “but they will bear their wite
ness,

“ O, T 8ee,” said Floven
holy water : let us proceed.”

The next drawing was produced
carved tomb or sepulchre,
chancel,

“ How beautiful 1" said Mary ; but isn
mopument {

It is not a monument, my dear Mrs. Oswald,”
“bat a sspulelre, such as was required for the touching and signifi-
cant ceremony anclently practised on Easter morning,” and he pro-
ceeded to read from & glossary of Gothic art the deseription of an ela.
borate rite, “now wholely obsolete.’ :

“ I was thinking it must be so," said Florence, who had listened
attentively, “ I have often gone to the services in Holy Week when
T've been abroad : the music is so beautiful ; but I never saw any-
thing at all like what you have described.” . )

" No,” said Knowles (who, I suppose, overlooked me behind my

-newspaper), “it is one among many examples of the way in which
the modern Roman Church has departed from the ancient practice.”

* And which, no doubt, the modern English Church has preserved
with jealous veneration,” said his tormentor, i

# If she has not preserved it, she will very probably revive it,"
said Knowles, “If we continue at our present pace, the English
branch of the Church Catholic will ere long have the most magnifi-
cent ritual in western Christendom. .

* T don't doubt it,” said Florence, “and I tell you what it will
then remind me of ; a grand display of gold and silver dishes with
nothing to eat upon the table.” .

“ Would you like the display any the better,” said Enowles, «if
the dishes were full of viands?

“ Perhaps not,” said Florence,
u}rloulcl’ then be a reality ; whereas, in the present case, it is a cruel
sham,” ’

“ Do not mistake me, Miss Oswald,” said Enowles, with preat
earnestness.  “ I respect yourlove of what is real and honest ; I do
indeed ; were we aiming at the revival of external ceremonies oily,
it would be, as you say, a cruel sham ; but ceremonial isnot an emply
shell ; in time it will bring back the realitics.” . .

“MNever!” said Florence, with 2 vehement emphasis, which
made Mr, Buttermilk look up through his spectacles in some alarm ;
*never| your realities are long agodead and buried.” ‘

“Are they 1™ T said, as I caught her eye over my newspa.ger.

“¥es,” she replied, leaving the group of archeeologists, and com-
ing over to my quarter of the apartment. “ can you dispute i7"

“I dispute the possibility of a reality ever dying, whatever pains
may he taken to bury it.” .

Bhe remained silent ; and, as T looked ab her, T too felt a kind of
respect for that ecorn of shams which was manifestly genuine in her.
I thought of the impression I had myself received long years ago,
when Grant had told us the story of his life, and how for the first
time it had opened my heart to a sense of the realities of faith.

“ May I tell you a story, Miss Oswald 7" I said. L

1 should like it of all things,” she replied ; and perhaps it will
help to restore my temper. Buppose you tell it in the garden, for if
you begin here we shall be swallowed np in the mediseval Mael-
strom.”

Bo to the garden we made our way, and finding a seat adapted
for story-telling, I began at the beginning, and related my friend's
history and experiences as well as my memory served me. Bhe
listened, at first with curiosity only, but soon with deeper interest ;
and before I had concluded, the i¢ars which gathered in her eyes had
almost, softoned into beanty her hanghty foatnres. R

“ Yes, that is real, if you like,” she said. * ‘That mass in the harn
listened t0 by a crowd of shepherds and bush-men, with the old
priest standing up there in the midst, and speaking out to them like
a man; and the others, astonnded, cab to the heart, conscience-
stricken | "What o scene ] One longs to have witnessed it 1"

“ But what made it real 7 " I asked. 3

* The man was in earnest,” she replied, “and so was his audienec.
There was no affectation about medimval vestments, or obsolete cere-
monics ; he spoke from his heart and they listened with theirs, and
that was all about it,” .

. Ihen you don’t think it was in any way explained by the fact,
that he spoke as oue having anthority, who had the truth. to give!

“Tke truth | authority ) ™ she repeated in a tone, as. though the
waords conveyed no deflnite sense to her understanding.  * Perhaps I
dof’t quite catch your meaning ; I canunct see how one has any moye”
authority to talk than another; but if he says bravely whatbe thinks
strongly, it is truth to him ; and I listen with respect, whether the
words come from Pins, IX. or from Buddba.”

Yes, that is the sort of thing we bave to listen to now-a-days
from onr sisters and daughters. Of course they don’t know what they
are falking about, and not two of them wounild be rble to tell you who
Buddba was, or when he lived. But what does that matter | It is
the last new slang which they have picked up from the last periodi-
cal, and it sounds free and slashing ; so it is quite in harmony with
thatlpeculiar style of dress which ﬁnd?‘favour in’ proportion as it is
manly. ;

“That view of truth is rather self-destructive,” I cbserved; “a

dozen or two of those same strong trmths wonld soon reduce each
cther to negations,”

ce, gravely ; “holy water stoups and no

; it represented an elaborately
to be erected on the north wall of the

't it an odd place for a

said Knowles,

“ except in this, that the banquet
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