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built of granite, extremely old, but in a state of remarkable 
preservation, and surmounted by a delicately carved spire, an 
ornament added probably in the sixteenth century. Téphany 
paused upon the threshold.

A strange emotion thrilled her. Baptized and confirmed in 
the Roman Catholic Church, as has been said, she had joined the 
Aglican Communion. Later, when she left Dorset, she came 
under the influence of some Rationalists, but their teaching left 
but a slight mark upon a mind intensely plastic, yet at the 
same time prejudiced and even obstinate. Téphany listened 
to the arguments of the philosophers, with the sound, so to 
speak, of the Angélus in her ears. Let it be remembered that 
the religion of Bretons is engrafted on paganism. Of this 
more will be said later ; it is sufficient to mention the fact here 
because it elucidates what otherwise might seem obscure ; the 
peculiar attitude of Téphany towards the faith of her mother. 
It appealed powerfully to her imagination, while it left her 
intelligence not cold, but lukewarm. She had come to consider 
herself a Catholic in the widest sense of the word ; a daughter 
of a Church which acknowledged neither Pope of Rome nor 
Archbishop of Canterbury, Téphany prayed fervently in 
cathedrals, in kirks, in conventicles, even in synagogues. But 
since she had left Brittany she had not made confession to 
a priest.

Now, standing upon the threshold of this chapel, a strong 
desire assailed her to dip her fingers into the bénitier, to 
cross herself with holy water. She was distressed when she 
discovered that the bénitier was dry.

Téphany entered the chapel. Inside it is paved with rough 
granite flagstones. Wide arches, surmounting big, round, 
whitewashed pillars, support a wooden roof, painted sky blue. 
Between the roof and the walls is a frieze with extraordinary 
heads of men and animals carved upon it, all grimacing 
violently to keep at bay evil spirits. Some ostrich eggs 
hung in front of a painted figure of the Virgin. The stained 
glass in a window, very old and very good, deflected oddly the 
light, throwing splotches of vivid colour upon the stone floor.


