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NOTRE DAME, PAKLIS,

my friend,—more
vou dream of.
speak.

The last time you were in Eng-

than perhaps
ft is to you |

land, you went, of course. to
Westminster Abbey.  Evervbody
does that.  You were impressed
mainly by three things there,

viz,, the interest of the monu-
ments, the majestic dignity of the
great nave, and the elaborate stone
roof of Henry VIL’s chapel. You
will go again perhaps before long.
and in the interval you will
have read up some architec-
ture. As you round the dear
old abbey to reach the west
door (for that is the only way
sensible people ever want to
enter Westminster), your cye
will light upon a pinnacle per-
haps, an ordinary common-
place pinnacle, one of a long
series.  If you noticed it at
all when you were last there,
it seemed to you a mere orna-
ment, nothing more; but now
it is far more interesting, for
now you know why it is there.
You know that it stands as a
deadweight to the big buttress
below it, which in its turn re-
ceives the thrust from the fly-
ing-buttress above, and that
this for six hundred vears has
been holding up the stone roof
which morc than anything
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else gives the great nave its
impressive dignity.

When you go inside the
building, the vaulting itself
has a charm for you, apa“t
from its strength and beauty-;
for now you know what to
laok for there: you know the
difficulty of spanning such a
space with stone; vou know
the advantage of the pointed
shape; you look at the way the
ribs carry the weight.  Iivery
moulding, every minor shaft
has an interest for you now, because
vou can scc at once that the con-
struction of the minster would
have been wonderful had it heen
completed only yesterday; vet you
know also without any guide-

- book that this was an old build-

ing when that saddle and shield
and helmet of Henry V. were
hung over there at the east end
after the battle of Agincourt.
But vou also see at once that some
of it is not quite so old as that; for
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