
about theexact utilityof thelast-namedarticleinaProtestantchurch,whenFlorencejoinedin theconversation and at once hit the blot.Thesediliaare to sit in,Ipresume," she said, "and will save theexpense of chairs; but what will you do with the holy waterstoups ? " J

"Itis.our wish,"said Buttermilk,withprofessionalunction,"" toreconstructthisbeautifullittle edifice,as itexisted inthe fourteenthcentury,and todo that completelynoneevenof theseminor accesso-
ries shouldbe omitted.""Batwill tnerebenolv wateriQ them?

" inquiredFlorence, inthetoneof one innocentlydesirousof information."Probablynot,"saidKnowles, "but they will bear their wit-ness.""Oh,Isee," saidFlorence,gravely:"holy water stoups andnoholy water:letus proceed."
Thenextdrawing wasproduced; it represented an elaborately

carvedtomb or sepulchre, to be erected on the north wall of thechancel,"Howbeautiful t
"

saidMaiy;but isn't it an odd place for amonument ?
" r

«v "rt is not a m°nument, my dear Mrs. Oswald," said Knowles,
but a sepulchre,such as wasrequiredfor the touching and signifi-cant ceremonyanciently practisedon Easter morning," and he pro-

ceeded toread from aglossary of Gothicart the descriptionof anela-borate rite, "now wholelyobsolete.'"Iwas thinkingitmust be so," saidFlorence, who had listenedattentively. «Ihaveoften goneto the services inHoly Week when
Iyebeenabroad:themusic is so beautiful; but Inever saw any-thing atall like whatyouhavedescribed."""No,"saidKnowles(who,Isuppose, overlooked me behindmy-newspaper), "it is oneamongmany examples of the way in whichthemodernRoman Church has departedfromthe ancient practice."

"Andwhich, nodoubt, themodern EnglishChurchhaspreserved
with jealous veneration," said his tormentor."Hshe has not preservedit,she will very probably revive it,"
saidKnowles. "If we continue at our present pace, the English
branchof theChurch Catholic will ere long have the most magnifi-
centritualin westernChristendom."Idon'tdoubt it," saidFlorence, "andItell youwhatit willthenremindmeof;agrand display of gold and silver dishes withnothing toeatuponthe table.""Wouldyoulike the display anythebetter," said Knowles, "ifthe dishes werefull ofviands?

""Perhapsnot,"saidFlorence, "exceptinthis, that thebanquet
wouldthenbe a reality;whereas,in thepresent case,it is a cruelsham." r"Do not mistakeme, Miss Oswald," said Knowles, with great
earnestness. "Irespectyourlove of whatis real and honest;Ido
indeed;werewe aimingat the revivalof external ceremonies only,
it wouldbe, asyousay,acruel sham;butceremonialisnotanemptyshell;in time it willbringback the realities.""Never I

"
said Florence, with a vehement emphasis, which

made Mr.Buttermilklookup throughhis spectacles in some alarm ;"
never!your realitiesarelong agodeadandburied."

"Are*ney?"Isaid,asIcaught her eyeovermynewspaper.Yes, shereplied, leaving thegroupof archaeologists, andcom-
ingover tomyquarter of the apartment. "canyou disputeit?

"
"Idisputethe possibility of areality everdying, whateverpainsmaybe taken tobury it."She remainedsilent ;and, asIlooked ather,Itoo felt a kindof

respect for that scornof shams whichwasmanifestly genuine in her.
Ithought of theimpressionIhad myself received long years ago,
whenGranthad told us the story of"his life, andhow for the first
tune ithadopenedmy hearttoa senseof the realities of faith."

MayItell youa story,Miss Oswald ?
"
Isaid."Ishould like itof all things," shereplied;andperhaps it will

help torestoremy temper. Suppose youtell it in the garden, for if
youbeginhere we shall be swallowed up in the mediseval Mael-
strom."

So to thegarden wemadeour way,and finding a seat adapted
for story-telling,Ibegan at the beginning, and related my friend's
history and experiences as well as my memory served me. Shelistened, atfirst withcuriosity only,but soon with deeper interest ;
andbeforeIhadconcluded,thetears which gatheredinher eyeshad
almostsoftenedintobeautyher haughty features."Yes, that is real,if youlike," she said. "That massinthebarn
listenedto by a crowd of shepherds and bush-men, with the old
prieststandingup therein themidst, andspeaking out to them like
a man; and the others, astounded, cut to the heart, conscience-stricken! What a scene! One longs tohave witnessedit 1

""Butwhatmade itreal ?
"
Iasked."The man wasinearnest," shereplied,"and sowashisaudience.

There wasnoaffectationabout mediaeval vestments,or obsolete cere-monies;bespoke fromhisheart andthey listened with theirs, and
that wasall about it." :."Then youdon't think it wasinany wayexplainedby the. fact,
thathe spokeas onehavingauthority, whohadthe truth,togive?

""The truth 1 authority!
'"

she repeatedina tone, as,though the
wqrdsconveyedno definitesense toher understanding. "PerhapsI
don'tquitecatch yourmeaning;Icannotseehow onehas any more"

antlwrrty to talk thananother;butif he saysbravelywhathe thinks
strongly,itis truth to him;andIlisten with respect, whether the
wordscome fromPius.IX. or fromBuddha."Yes, thatis the sort of thing we have to listen to now-a-days
fromour sisters anddaughters. Of course theydon'tknowwhat theyare talkingabout, and nottwo of them wouldbe able to tell youwho
Buddha was,or whenhelived. Butwhat doesthatmatter1 Itis
thelastnewslang which they havepickedup jfrom the last periodi-cal,anditsounds free andslashing ;soitis quite in harmony with
thatpeculiarstyle of dress which finds/favour in' proportion as it is
manlyl / ""Thatview of truthis rather self-destructive," Iobserved; "a
dozen ortwoof those same strong truths would soon reduce eachother tonegations,"

(From t7te Irish Monthly.)

CHAPTER IX.-(Continued.)"Ishould think old Mary'stongue was a peaceable member," Ireplied."Pretty well,though she can comeoutnowandthen withaplaintruthor tvrp,as shedid just nowon thematter of genius. Iwishshecouldput/some,of her commonsense intbpoor Florry."''Your sisterhas a touchof the erraticgift herself,Ishould sus-pect, Isai<|,_" andif so,youmustmake allowances.""Oh, yes,yand more thana touch;sheis alwaysat workonsomenewbother.
'
Whatever can set a womanonsuch scentsIdon'tunder-stand andit's badaltogether youknow andunhinges her.""Peoplehavea waynow-a-days,"Isaid, "of looking unhingedand unhappy;its the fashion." \"No," said Oswald, "Idon't call Florry happy; she's alwayswantinga career of somesort, and can't settle down to humdrum.Mary is the only person she really minds, and[Mary gets Wilfrid

Knowles here to meether, becauseshe hopes he'll do Florry good:butIthink it's amistake;heonly rousesher love of contradiction."We talkedaboutother things for a while,and then adjourned tothe drawing-room, where we found Wilfrid and, Mary deep in thediscussion of parochialaffairs, and Florence atthe further endof theroom,playing a game of fox-and-goose with Edward, while the twolittle girls lookedon, Alexiaactingasself-elected,umpire.Iventuredtoapproach,and wasgreeted with the informationthat " Aunt Flo-rence was losing allher geese1
""IwishIthoughtso," saidFlorence witha sigh. Then,as thelast white peg wassnappedupby theinexorableiox,sheresignedthe

boardto the children,andgraciously condescended toallow me tositbeside her." "
Ihavenot yet thanked you," she said, "for taking

thepart of poorgenius. Ireallythought 'Father Wilfrid' (as they
callhim) wouldhavecondemnedus for life to the use of stable-lan-terns.""Possibly,"Isaid ;if onehadto find one's wayonadark night,they might havea trifling advantageover sky-rockets.""Yes,butoneisn't alwaysgroping one'swayin the dark.""Well,really, whenyoucome back tocivilised society after tenyears absence, it's not muchunlike whatyou find people doin°-

"
"How so?" - °"Why, eveiyoneseems on "the look-out for first principles which

one wouldhave thought they had learnt centuries ago from theirgrandmothers.""IthinkIunderstand whatyoumean," saidFlorence, musingly;"but it must be so when people begin to think for themselves;
eveiyonecan't exactlyrest satisfied with his grandmother's specula-
tions.""No,butmy complaint is,that these independentthinkers pick
everything to piecesandleave itso.""That is tosay," said Florence,"they analyse, andhow else canthey hope toget at truth1

""Those whoanalyse,"Isaid, "
should knowhow to reconstruct,

otherwisethey arein the positionofpeoplewho taketheir watchestopieces,andcannot put them together again. They wouldhave donebetter tohave trusted a watchmaker.""
Your simile has the vice of allsimiles," she replied; "itseems

tosay something, anditsays nothing. Ican trust mywatch with
another toregulate,but not my independent convictions."'" But,my dear Miss Oswald, how manypersons now-a-days pos-
sess such a commodity? All thepeopleIknowtake theirconvictions
second hand fromthe Thnes newspaper,or the Saturday Reciem, or
maybefrom the Western Censor. Ireallyhardly knowoneman who
thinks for himself, unless itbe theDukeof Levcn.""Yes, the dukeisoriginal,certainly," shereplied;"Idon'tagreewithhim, ofcourse;butheis thoroughly in earnest, and Irespecthim immensely.""

AndFather Wilfrid, is not he also somewhat of a doctor in
Israel ?

"'
She looked disdainfully in the directionwhere he sat:"In his
opinion,nodoubt, butnot inmine, Ilike therealtiling, Mr.

J^*>rey, whateverbe itskind. Charley's champagne was splendid;
jfbut if he were to give us

'
gooseberry' with a champagne ticket,Ishould call himanimpostor." With that she walked tothe open win-

|doV, where Wilfrid presently joined her, and soon we heard them
engagedafresh ina wordy war."'That's the way she treats the impostor," said Oswald,who had
causrlither lust words as he approached. '"A mostwonderfulthing is
woman."

This philosophicremark closed my study of character for that
evening, butwheuIjetiredtomy room,Icould not helpgoing-over
itall again, as a lawyer studies thepointsofhis brief.

"
She talksatrandom,"Isaid tomyself,

"
andhalf of itis chuff. She thinks amaJptingly well of her own powers, andhasread a prodigious quantity«prubbish. She wouldhavenoobjection tobe thought an infidel, rot

causait would be jaunty and defiant. If she ever becomes one, ft
will be the result of over-preaching;if she is ever saved frombacom-;
ing one,it willnot be by theministry of Father Wilfrid."

Inthe correctnessof this lastconclusion,Iwasnextdayconfirmed
andithappenedthus :Exdale was in theparish of Oakham, butpos-
sessed a church of its own. served by oneof the Oakham curates, and
justnow the thoughts of Mr. Knowles werebusilyengaged withplans
for its restoration. The architect,Mr. Buttermilk, was tonirethim
atExdale,andhad brought withhim drawingsandelevationsingreatstore, the inspectionof which furnished the drawing-roompartywith
anagreeable morning's occupation.

Screened bymy newspaper,much edifying talk oversedilia and
holy waterstoupsfell uponmy ear; and Iwas wondering a little
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