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CHAt'TEIl I. 
No matter where the Christmas stare slione 

or the Christinas snow Veil, there was not in 
the whole world so desolate a trirl as I. 1 
had watched them, those fair stars, shining 
in a deep blue sky, in a different elime from 
this—a clime where roses trrow well-nigh all 
the year round, and the silver sea* are rarely 
ruffled by storms. I had watohed them from 
between high irray walls. which 1 know now 
to have enclosed the court of a convent; and 
since then 1 have watched them from the 
grand old pardens of lleion's Nest. All 
through my lonely, desolate childhood, iin-
clicered by the warmth and the brightness of 
the sun of love, the stars were as friends to 
me. 

1 remember, as in a dream, a journey over 
stormy seas; I hear far-off echoes of a voice; 
and 1 have a faint recollection of a face 
bending over mine. But the Iirst vivid im
pression of my life is of standing at the win-
flow of the housekeeper's room at ILeron's 
Nest, watching the shadows grow darker and 
the snow fail one Christmas Kve. There was 
no rejoicing in the grand old mansion. It 
was all dark and dismal. The snow heat 
fiercely upon it; the wind sobbed round it; 
but loud and sweet above the moan of the 
wind came the chiming of the church hells. 
To me they spoke plainly enough. They 
said, "Christmas is come—Christmas is 
come!" 1 wondered if they said the same to 
every one else. 1 spoke to the only Iriend 1 
had, Mrs. Paterson, the housekeeper. 

"What do the bells of lleronsdale Church 
really say?" I asked her. 

"Hells do not speak," she replied, smiling. 
"You cannot say they are dumb," I rejoin

ed. "Listenand slowly I sang with 
them, "Christinas is come—Christmas is 
come I" 

Airs. Patcrson shook her head. 
"Gracia," she said, not unkindly, "you are 

too full of fancies." 
"To tell you the truth," I answered, "I 

hardly know what are fancies and what are 
not. Is it a fancy of mine that because it is 
Christmas Eve the snow falls more softly and 
the stars shine more brightly'.' Is it my fancy 
that puts real music into the chime of the 
bells—that lills the air with a strange sense 
of mystery?'' 

"tlracia," said the housekeeper solemnly, 
"you had better go to bed." 

"Oh, no!" 1 cried. "Do not send me away. 
It is cold and dark in my room. Let mestav 
here in the warmth and light with you. I 
want to watch the sky and see if tiie Christ
inas star shines to-night." 

She murmured to herself a wish that Heav
en would bless the child and her fancies, but 
she was not angry. 

"How fondly mothers will kiss their chil
dren to-night!'' 1 went on. "Jlow warmly 
will old friends clasp hands! If one man 
lias wronged another, how freely liewill.be 
forgiven! 1 wisii some one won'd kiss me." 

"1 wi.l kiss you, Gracia," said the house
keeper. 

And she did; but it did not seem to satisfy 
the craving that I felt. 

"Are you not happy here?" she asked kind
ly-

"How can I be happy when I belong to no 
one, when I have not a friend or relative in 
the world—when 1 have not even a name?" I 
said bitterly. 

"You live in a beautiful house, you wear 
good clothes, and have everything a girl can 
•wish for." she answered. 

"I want none of those things." 1 cried. "I 
want some one to love me." 

"I have made a plum-pudding and some 
mince-pies," said Mrs. Paterson, with a view 
to diverting my thoughts. "You shall have 
a hot mince-pie for your supper, Gracia, if 
you will stop talking. You almost frighten 
me." 

But plum-pudding and mince-pies had no 
clntrms for me. I loved the pale moonlight, 
the softly-falling snow, the lightof the stars. 
I longed to go out and see ii 1 could jMiiie-
trate the mystery that seemed to he around. 
1 wanted to hear more distinctly the bells 
that seemed to chime "C.iristnus is come— 
Christmas is come!" 

That, is my iirst vivid recollection. IIow 
the fair cliiue where the roses grew, iiow the 
high gray walls had disappeared. 1 could not 
tell. Here I was, a child of ten, and no one 
had the slightest knowledge about me. No 
one knew why I was at Heron's Nest; no 
one knew my parents, iny name, iny )x>si-
tion. I might be the daughter or a peer or a 
peasant I had not a friend. In t.ie whole 
wor.d there was not a more lonely child 
than I. 

Every one called me "Gracia"—the house
keeper, the old butler, the lieadgardener, the 
Vicar, his wife and daughter; i nad no other 
name. When any one said abruptly."Gracia 
what? '—as jieople often, did when they ask
ed my name—I could not answ er. "Gracia.' 
the simple name—nothing but "Gracia"! 
The keenest of all pains u> me was having 
no name; and when I read tae story of the 
shadowless man, I belived that I umierstood 
what lie had suffered. 1 was part or the 
place. Just as the pictures and statues and 
carvings were; ami a grand old place it was 
true. 

The Squire who owned Heron's Nest at 
the time of my iirst memories of the place 
was called Wolfgang—a name of which, 
though not by any means an attractive one, 
he was very proud, because many of his an
cestors had borne it; and of (his Wolfgang 
Daere a story was told. When a young man. 
he spent a season in London, and there fell 
madly in love with a Court beauty, said to lie 
one of the loveliest women in England. He 
had not the least chance of winning her, for 
she was a Duke's daughter anil a great heir
ess; she was a coquette too. false of heart as 
fair of face. The handsome young Squire, 
who worshipped her as though she were a 
goddess, made a very agreeable addition to 
lier list of admirers. She had no intention of 
marrying him; but she enjoyed the pleasant 
pastime of flirting with him. ami revelled 
In the spoil. She liked to see the young 
man's face pale with emotion, llusli with an
ger or love, just as she willed. Khe delight
ed in exercising her power over him. making 
his honest heart thrill with rapture, then sink 
with despair. He was the favorite of all her 
admirers: but she never thought of marrying 
him. True he was of ancient descent, his 
name one of the oldest in England, ids wealth 
great: but then lie was only a country Squire, 
and she was a Duke's daughter. She ac
cepted his homage, smiled upon him until 
her beauty almost maddened liini, wore the 
flowers that lie sent her, let him clasp her 
hand until every nerve in his frame thrilled 
with delight at the touch, waltzed with him 
when the very sweetness of the music dazed 
him: but she never dreamed of marrying 
him. JIad anyone suggested such a thing, 
she would have been iiidiirnant. When the 
day came that Wolfgang Dacre laid all he 
had in the world at her leet. she laughed ill 
him and hold him up to derision. He left 
London then, never to return. l!e shut him
self up in the old manor-house, a man whose 
life was embittered forever by tiie light love 
of a woman. 

There tie lived for some years. Lady Mil-
licent married, and the tragical st> ry of her 
death a i 1111'• later created a great sensation. 
Rouii after that, he went abroad, leaving his 
beautiiid home in the care of Mrs. liieneowe, 
his hous' le'ep r. Twice every \ear Mr. 
Graham o; Thavies inn. tiie Stjuhv'ssolieitor, 
went I!I«I\ U> Heron's Xe*T ami rcuisiiiiMl 

ror a week", during WHICH time lie tnorougn-
ly examined the house, ordered all that was 
needful, attended to the accounts, and made 
all arrangements for the next six months. 
Occasionally—but it was a rare event—a let
ter came from the Squire to the housekeeper; 
no one else however ever knew the nature of 
the contents. Everything went on from year 
to year in the same monotonous, quiet, peace
ful way. Gradually the memory of the 
Squire died from the minds of his people; 
and then I came upon the scene—whence no 
one nt Heron's Nest or in the neighborhood 
could tell. 

It seems that one tine April morning a let
ter came for the housekeeper, Mrs. Blencowe, 
Alter she had read it, she called the servants 
together, and told them she was compelled 
to go away for a time, as a friend of hers was 
ill and required her services. Tiie house
keeper made her arrangements, attended to 
all that would be required during her ab
sence, and then departed. 

She returned when the June roses were 
blooming, bringing me. I was six years old 
when Icaine with Mrs. Blencowe to Heron's 
Nest. She never spoke to the other servants 
about me. She called Gracia, and no one 
knew whether it was my own name or not— 
1 was simply Gracia. So far as I remember, 
she was very kind to me. 

At lleronsdale there lived a gentle, simple 
old man, the organist of the parish church, 
Michael Holt. He taught me music and the 
rudiments of Latin, and made me acquainted 
with the beauties of English literature-
taught me for several years simply for love 
of me; for two years after she had brought 
me to Heron s Nest the housekeeper died 
suddenly.* She was standing on the steps in 
the libra'ry.dustingsome valuable books,when 
she fell down dead. .The doctor who was 
summoned said the cause of her death was 
disease of tiie heart—disease of long'stand
ing. So 1 lost the only person who knew 
anything about me. 

Alter she was dead, people did what they 
had never dared to do in her lifetime—they 
put. innumerable questions to me. What did 
1 remember—what had 1 seen? Where had 
I lived abroad—in what town? Was Mrs. 
Blencowe niy mother, or was she my aunt? 
But, I renu ni'icred nothing clearly, except 
tiie roses and the high gray walls; therefore 
I could not gratify their curiosity. It was 
possible that Mrs. Biencowe might be uiy 
mother, yet a proud instinct told me she was 
not. 1 was penniless, friendless, living at 
Heron's Nest on sufferance; yet I was proud 
as the daughter of any peer, and I do not be
lieve that 1 ever jowu-ed my head for any 
one. 

No sooner was Mrs. Blencowe dead than 
there was quite a disturoance about me. 
Some of the servants said that the Squire's 
solicit* r ought to advertise tor Mrs. Blen-
cowe's lrieiins. lie did so. and they came 
forward; but none of them knew anything of 
me. 

It was suggested that I should be sent to 
the workhoi se or to an orphanage; but Mr. 
Graham woird i:<;t lieur of that. 

"The Squire woiiid tie angry," he said. 
"Alter an. t.ie child will not cost much; she 
had oetter stay here lor the prest nt. I do 
not know tiie Sqmie's ad; tress, or I would 

write and ask him what is to be done with 
her." 

Then a new housekeeper came—Mi's. Pat
erson ; and she was as much mystitied as tiie 
rest with regard to in'. She was kind, and 
i t times < yen indulg nt to me. The general 
b 'lie! of the who e household was that I was 
Mrs. Biencowe's dan I ter, and the servants 
treated me as such. They were familiar and 
kind; but they regarded me as one of tlieiu-
selw s, and only laughed at my love of books 
and study. 
1 led that life for some years. The only 

person who treated me with any degree of 
respect was the Yiear of the parish, the Kev-
erend Ernest Sale. His wife never acknowl
edged me even by so much as a smile or a 
bow. She was highly connected. 1 believe, 
and was regarded as ii model of elegance. The 
Vicar's daughter generally passed me by 
with a look of cold cont •nipt. Miss Sale was 
ambitious of being considered a country 
beauty. She intended to marry well, and al
together was a young lady oi some import
ance. To them such a person as Mrs. Bleii-
cowe's daughter was not worth a moment's 
thought, and the only time that mother and 
daughter evinced any interest in me was 
when they both interfered to prevent me 
from singing iu lleronsdale Church. I had 
a line contralto v< ice, which, thanks to 
Michael Holt, had been well trained, and my 
dear old master w;is v» ry proud of his punil. 
He said 1 sans like "a uhthtngaic. Tiie 
proudest hour of my young li.ewas when I 
stood up in the choir of the old church to 
sing, and my solo was— 

"Hark, the herald-angels sing!" 
I forgot—even now the remembrance brings 
tears to my eyes—the church ami tiie people, 
the Vicar standing so silent, the choir look
ing at me with wondering eyes. My vcrv 
soul went out in the beautiful' woids," and I 
saw only the Christmas stars shining in the 
blue sky: it was to them 1 was singing. 

After tiie service, Mrs. S tie. who at inter
vals had been exchanging angry glances with 
her daughter, whose voice was -a sweet but. 
weak soprano, came, up and spoke to me. 
She said a girl in my position could not be 
too quiet or keep too much out of sight; 
therefore ft would be better that 1 should 
not sing in the choir again. 

So failed my only gleam of happiness. I 
was not daunted however. The old iiiano in 
the library was my best friend, and before I 
was sixteen 1 knew most of the popular 
operas, and was well versed ill classical 
music. 

When Mrs. Paterson found how fond I was 
of music, she lold me that 1 hail better give 
up what little housework 1 did, for it would 
spoil my hands. 

"Some day," she said, "you will perhaps 
know who you are: then you will have to 
earn your own living. andVou may do so by 
music. By-the-hye. Gracia," site 'added. "I 
want you to walk over to the Vieartige to
day to ask Mrs. Sale what butter she will 
want; and niiiid. if you meet Miss Sale, that 
you make a proper curtsey to her.". 

I! My eyes tlaslteu with indignation. Yet, 
after all, who was I that 1 should not bow to 
the Vicar's pretty daughter?—a question to 
which 1 was unable to give an answer. 

n 

Before 1 had time to answer, ne aoued quick
ly— 

"I, for my own part, do not believe that 
you are Mrs. Blencowe's daughter; but who 
you are is a mystery 1 cannot solve." 

The words delighted me. It was tin; iirst. 
time that any one seemed to think it possinle 
that i might not be Mrs. Blencowe's- daugh
ter. 

"The Squire is coming home,"'Mr. Graham 
continued hurriedly. "1 do not know on 
which day lie will arrive; but it will be some 
time next week." 

-Do you think he will let me remain here?" 
I asked eagerly. "Does he know that i am 
here?'' 

"I cannot answer either question." he re
plied. "TheSquire has never mentioned you 

In his letters. I wrote to him when Mrs. 
Blencowe died, and said that you would 
stop at Heron's Nest, unless I heard from 
liitu to the contrary; but he did not answer 
that letter." 

"What shall I do?"' I asked despairingly. 
"Do nothing," lie replied. "Keep out of 

his sight for a time. 1 wish I could be here 
when lie conies, but I go to Scotland to-mor
row, and shall not be back for some weeks. 
I have no doubt that he will do something 
for you." 

I felt more puzzled than ever that day as 
to who 1 could possibly be. I must be of 
good birth, 11 bought, for everything about 

• betokened lace. But to what family did 
jelong? All. that was a mystery! 
There was great excitement in the house

hold when it was known that the master was 
returniiiL'. Mr. Graham remained only a few 
hours. The housekeeper had told him about 
my singing, and he sent tor me to rsk me to 
sing to him. 1 did so. \\ hen I bad finished 
my song, he looked at me thoughtfully. 

"You need have no fear for the future. 
Gracia," he said; "you have a lortune in 
your voice. 1 have heard none more beauti
ful." 

"A fortune!" I repeated dreamily; and 
then it occurred to me that 1 had never in 
my life had a shilling that I could call my 
own. 

He spoke very kindly, telling methatsoon-
er or later something liiust transpire with re
gard to my parentage, that 1 was to take 
courage, and that lie would always be my 
friend. 

Nothing was spoken of now but the com
ing of the Squire. Quite an army of servants 
suddenly appeared; trim housemaids, cooks, 
footmen, coachmen, and grooms, atl seemed 
to spring into existence at once. The state 
rooms in the great mansion were thrown 
onen, the picture-gallery was set in order. 
There 1 saw a portrait of the Squire when lie 
was quite a young man; and my wonder was 
that the Lady Millicent Branscombe could 
have resisted him, he looked so gallant and 
handsome. 1 loved the face, and when I 
looked iit it I said to myself that the owner 
of it could never lie cruel to inc. There was 
a smile iu the liomiie blue eyes that promised 
well; but then the picture had been painted 
before he saw theL id.v Millicent. 

Within three days after the announcement 
of the Squire's return lli i on's Nest was quite 
another place. It secim-d to me a fitting 
abode for a prince. Now there was less 
room than ever for me. I could not mix 
with the crowd of servants in the hall; my 
feeling and instinct were against it. Into 
the renovated looms 1 dared not enter. My 
favorite place, the library, was closed against 
inc. My own little sleejiing-room at the top 
of the house, whence 1 caught a glimpse of 
the sea, was my only refuge, and during the 
next week I lived inmost entirely there. 

At last I heard that the Squire had come. 
I hail pictured him always as he was in his 
portrait—smiling and handsome; but 1 had 
failed to allow lor the havoc that years of 
sorrow and liain make. 

It seems that for some days no one men
tioned me to the liia't r of the house, nor did 
lie make any inquiries about me. 

One night, whin 1 believed the whole 
household to.be asleep, 1 went quietlv down 
to the library to get a book, one of IJichard 
Proctor's, called O her Worlds than Ours— 
a book iu which I r. v lied. There was no 
one there. 1 found niv volume, and went 
back to my room with it; but a bow of pink 
ribbon fell unperecivcd from my hair. As 
the Squire passed through the loom early in 
tlif morning, he saw it lying on the carpet, 
and he nicked it up. Just at that moment 
one of the housemaids entered the room. 

" I o whom docs this b.-long?'' the Squire 
asked her. 

1 To Gr.teia, sir," answer id the in aid. 
She to d me of the in." ting afterwards, and 

said that w..en i..e Squire hc..rd the name he 
recoi ed as tlioiuh lie ii.-.d received a b.ow. 

"Whom? ' he cried, in a loud voice. 
And the maid repealed— 
"Gracia." 
"Send tlie housekeeper to me,'' said the 

Squir*. after pacing moodily lor some min
utes up and down the lvoni. 

Mrs. I'aterson hastened to liiin, uncertain 
w.ictner she w s to hear praise or blame. 
The Squire, when she cut r.-d the library, 
was standing before the great bay-window. 
He turned to her abruptly. 

"1 uinU lv-tand you nave a young person 
named Gracia here, Who is she?" 

"No one knows, sir,' was the reply. "I 
found her here when 1 came, and siie is here 
still."' 

"How did she come here?" was the next 
question. , 

"1 cannot tell, sir. 1 have heard the serv
ants say that the late housekeeper was call
ed away suddenly, thai siie was absent some 
time, and returned wall the child. 1 do not 
think any one ill t.ie house knows who she 
is." 

A look of relief passed over the Squire's 
face. 

j "But that is improbable—impossible, 1 may 
| say! Some one mast know!''lie exclaimed. 
: "To begin with, sir, 1 do not." returned 
; the housekeeper, with a dignilied air. "As 

Gracai had been in charge of the former 
housekeeper. I took her under my protection. 
Mr. Graham said he w;.s sure that you would 

: not like her to be taken to an orphanage or a 
; workhons -. No one owned her, though we 

all believed lur to be Mrs. Blencowe's daugh-
! ter." 
i she pa-^ed for a moment, while the Squire 

paced up v ml down the room angrily. At 
length he came to a stand-still, auu saidab* 
Mpt.}'— 

ing stead..y at i'ie tuen he started, 
sighed deeply, and shuddered. «Ie came a 
step uea.-'er to ;i.e. teen drew back : tinally lie 
bade me appro-ch him. !!•• looked into my 
e\e--;•••• li-n'.i-..h lie would re.id my soul, and 
then said s.mvly-

"S-i \oa are Gracia?"—"Yes,"' I replied. 
"Nothing more'.''' 
1 had lo pause, my heart was beating so 

fast. I wonder--d wia-.t was stealing over 
me. My t yes idled with tears: th-> sound of 
his voice seemed to stir the depths of my 
soul. 

"1 thought." he said slowly, "that Gracia 
was a child." 

"I wn-ia ehihl not; long since," I answer
ed: "now 1 am growing up—yet helpless as 
when 1 was a eh.id." 

"And who are you?" he asked. 
Always that saine cruel question! I raised 

my eyes, blinded as they were by tears, to 
his face. 

"I do not know." I answered. "No one 
knows who I am. The happy birds have a 
home: but I have none." 

"Heron's Nest has been a home—has it 
not?" lie asked gently. 

"No one can have a home who has neither 
friend nor nam".'" I returned bitterly. 

"And you " 
"Have neither," I interrupted. 
He looked at me for some moments iu si

lence, then asked— 
"1 low old are you, Gracia?"' 
"Seventeen," 1 replied. •> 
"Tell me." he said hesitatingly, "what vou 

remember of your past betore vou came 
here." 

"It is so little that it is hardly worth tell
ing." 1 answered. "1 remember iirst being 
near the sea, in a land where roses grew eveii 
to the- water's edge: and 1 can recall a face 
that used to bend over mine." 

1 saw the color leave his lips. 
"Nothing more?" he asked slwrplv. 
"Then 1 recollect high gray walls-convent 

walls I know they were, because 1 remem
ber the sisters' faces—a stormy passage across 
the sea, and niv arrival here. It was onlv 
when 1 reached Heron's Nest that 1 lvallv 
seemed to come to life." 

"Did Mrs. Blencowe know your history?" 
he asked suspiciously. 

"I believe not." 
"She let fall no hint whi-'i mi^ht have 

proved a clue to your parent*;" 
"No," 1 replied. "I might have dropped 

from the clouds lor all that anv one seems to 
know about me." 

He murmured something 1 could not hear 
distinct y, but it sounded like "l'oor child"! 

"Does it not strike you as si vcrv strange 
thing that 1 should return home and and in 
my bouse a young lady'"—how taat doliguted 
me!—"who has been living here for wars, 
and of whom no one knows aiivtiiin-'.'"'' 

"1 do think it strange: and, what is more, 
1 think it cruel." I au^vcred. "I must have 
had parents, like other people. It is to Heav
en they must answer for their neglect of me."' 

He was still looking at me intent y. 
"Doyou know,'' he said, "mat vou area 

vcrv beautiful gT.V 
My heart beat w.th pleasure. No one had 

ever told me so b.-fore. and i knew so little 
of the outside worid taat Icou.d lurdiy tell 
whether 1 was beautiiui or not. 

"Yes." continued the Squir-1, "vou are 
h'autiful as "' lie p .used abruptly. "And 
what education have you naii?" lie asked. 
1 gave hi.II a list of my acquirements, and 

told him that Michael liott ha i taught me sill 
1 knew, lying aftcrwa.-.is 1 heard that he 
had presented Mr. llo.t wiili live hundred 
pounds, Without however ass.gniiig any mo
tive for doing so. Then 1 vei.t :i\ il to say 
that Mrs. Paterson had w.slied me lo sing to 
him, adding modest y that i thougatl might, 
Willi a little assistance, bj iule io earn my 
own living. 

He smiied. Ah me, 1 shall never forget 
the beauty of tu.it smile! it e.iauied his 
lace altogether. 

"We shall see," lie sai-.l. "Let mc hear 
you sing, Grac.a.' 

(To lie < ontiniied ) 

F x '  j j  I  l i e  " V \  " .  

Another stone memorial is stored in 
the corridors oneirelinp: the court of the 
Pekin university, which adjoins the Con
fucian temple. This is a series of no less 
than two hundred noble slabs of black 
marble, lik * upright gravestones, each 
twelve feet in height. On these are en
graved tile whole of the class'c.; — \ e., 
the thirteen books of Confucius. It ap
pears that by some extraordinary acci
dent there was once an emperor of 
China so depraved as to attempt to de
stroy every ex'stin^ copy of tlrs source 
of all wisdom. There is no doubt his 
early years had been imbiltered by the 
study of those wearisome volumes, and 
when, on h's a -eession to the throne, he 
was oxjx'ctcd to expound their doctrine 
to all his officials and mandarins, his 
soul was filled with u wild desire to c.om-
lif.t them, once for all. to the Haines. 
Perhaps, if he had succeeded, he lii'iyht 
have relieved his country from its mental 
bondage to the example and teacher of 
all eyes. He failed, however: but in 
ease such another llerod should every 
arise, it was decided that these words of 
wisdom should be preserved on imper
ishable marble, which, moreover, should 
forever insure the Chinese characters in 
which they are inscribed from any 
change. So. round a great court, known 
as the hall of the classics, are r inged 
these tall, solemn marble tables—embod
iments of the dead weight wherewiih the 
present is here hampered by the past: 
and here, once a year, the emperor is 
obliged to give that lecture the very 
thought of which so distracted his ances
tor.— Over.'a ud. 

According to the official report, just 
issued, there are six times as many luna
tics in Paris as there were in 18U1. A 
curious fact is that down to the year iMili 
the number of female lunatics exceed.-d 

{ that of the male, but since that date the 
I men have predominated in an inerea-;".g 
ratio, and now supply nearly oil percent, 
of the total, against about -.14 per rent., of 
women patients. The numbers ol the 
married anil the single are almost exact
ly equal. Excessive' drinking and 'io
nics' c irote le are responsible for about 
GO per cent, of the ;.':i'-es. 

Ike Phil kins writes to the Detroit 
F rec i'/Yss denying that the bite of the 
tarantula is necessarily fatal. The tar
antula will not bite unless he is cor-

; nere l, and though his sling makes ouu 
sici; for a few hours, it is not ahv.-iys 
fatal. A man m San Antonio was bii-

i leu ny a tarantula and was in bed one 
j day, and sutl'ered from the pain two or 
i Liiree days, but w;i- neverin any danger. 
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m Fi« M! 
IN TIIE 
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THE INDEPENDENT. 

OIlAl'TKIt II. 
When 1 reached iny seventeenth year, my ! 

mirror told me that 1 was not wanting in : 

beauty. I could not. and did not, associate ' 
with any of the servants; they had ceased to 
expect it. 1 spent most of my time in the 
library with the piano and books. There, 
three times a week, old Michael Holt came • 
to give me iny lessons: there all my dreams 
were dreamed: there I shed fears over my 
lonely loveless lot: there I hoped for a future 
that should be brighter than the past. 

As 1 was sitting in the library one day 
dreaming a day-dream one of tiie maid serv
ants hastily entered the room. 

"Gracia." she said. "Mrs. Paterson says 
. you must come out of this room at once and 
i go to hers. Mr. Graham has arrived, and lie 
j will not like to lirnl you here." Mrs. Pater-
: soli was right. What business had a girl 
• without a name in that sumptuous library? I 

would have given worlds to check the hot 
i llusli that rose to my face. In silence I laid 

down my book and (putted tiie room. 
In thc'hall. iis 1 crossed it, 1 met a gentle

man—Mr. Graham. 1 knew. When he saw 
I me. lie stopped suddenly. 

"Why, who are you?"- he asked. Strange 
that every one should ask the saiiie<iucstioul 

i 1 coiild'makc only my usual answer— 
! "1 am Gracia." 

' (iracia?" he repeated slowly: and 1 saw, 
to my surprise ana delight, a look of admira
tion in his keen eyi s. "Are you the young 
girl supposed to be the late housekeeper'! 
da lighter?'' 

My proud head drooped. What would I 
not have iriven it' 1 could have said "No"? 

"Send to me all the o!d servants in the 
house." 

So the hutlrr. the head-gardener, all the 
old servants who were at Heron's Nest be
fore 1 came, were called before the Squire; 
but not one amongst them knew a: yt ting 
more than this—that Mis. Hlencowe, after 
being absent for some time, had returned 
with ine; but whence she had bromdit me no 
one could tell. 

Was it anger or relief on the Sijuir -'s face 
when_ they were dismissed, and he stood 
thinking so deeply? At last he rang the bell 
again, and, when one of the footmen answer
ed it, lie said— 

"Tell Mrs. Pat.'i son to send the—the \ oung 
person Gracia to me." 

Mrs. Paterson brought me the message 
herself. 

"Go, Gracia," she said, "and do not be 
afraid. Let the Squire hear you sing, and 
he will put you in the way of inakinga for
tune, I am sure." 

Hut I went in fear and trembling to the 
library, where the Squire awaibd me. 1 
found myself in the presence of a t ill st telv 
gentleman, whose hair was white asM.nw, 
and whose face, though marked bv liiu - oi' 
terrible pain, was still handsome.'with : h e 
lireofhis blue eyes uudinr.ncd. I'-nt tiiey 
were no longer laughing eyes: they were 
stern, and cold, notat.all like t lie eve's oi tie' 
portrait. What was it that tlasi.cd 'into t n: 
when they fell upon me? 1 could not 
Was it surprise, tear, love, or what'.' I ' 
not; but it was a look such as 1 have 
seen on any human face since. 

Eu>i:'.css is Eusincsa. 

Young Bilkins was utterly devoted 
to business, but somehow found time 
to f tli iu love and ask the girl to marry 
him. The time was >ei, and he called 

I ou the old gentleman to get his con-
| sent, lie hud a long talk, and that 

evening eaiue up to see the girl. 
"Well," she said, in considerable 

anx'u'ty, "what did pa siy?" 
"lie said that wheat was going up and 

there was a line chance f »r a man to 
make a handsome little dot." 

"Pshaw! Didn't he say anything 
elses1'' ° 

"Oil, yes, we talked about a dozen 
ventures tiiat mi^ht be made, witn an 
excellent chance of coni.iig out ahead 
every time." 

••lJ->ther the busines<! What did he 
say when you asked him if you could 
have ine?"' 

"Whu — wlia— what?'' lie stammer
ed. 

•'\Yhy. wh it did lie say about nie?" 
"By Genr^e, Alary, I forgot all 

• 'mil it. I'll go he first tiling iu tiie 
:uoining and see him a out it.''—Mcr-

• n-.t .  .r i itx.tr.  

I The Largest, The Ablest, The Best 
! Religious and Literary Weekly. 
j Tito lnrst iulliK lilinl religious ori;:.n ill tliu 
, Sl::U s.—The Spu-lNto!-. t.i ndon, 1-111;:11<1. 

Tiik I\nKi'i:xi>i-:xT is one of (lie tib 
papers in the world. Its good p ts 
are many and striking. They havely 
to be stated to be appreciated: and" 
proof of our claims appeal mav be taken 
to anv of the liftytwo issues of the year. 
Any number of The Independent will 
show that its contents are maked bv— 
ABILITY. VAIUKTV AND INTER
EST.— The great thinkers, the great 
stor\ -writers, t e great poets, men i f 
the highest reputation in all department 
of human knowledge, make up its list 
of cantribiitors. Beligon. philosophy, 
science, literature, ai t.'travles. discover
ies,.stories. and all conceivable topics 
are (mbraced in the contents, and every 
body, old or young, learned and nnlear-
iH.d, without regard to sex. employment, 
or condition, will lind something of 
special interest iu every issue. 

C»;MIM:HI!I;NSIVKNI>S.—It is a relig
ious. a literary, an educational, a story, 
an art. a scientific, tin agricultural, a 
financial and it political paper combined. 

BREADTH. CANDOU. E \i:\- KSTNESS.— 
The Independent, is tied to no denomina
tion.it is t lie organ of noelUpie or partv iu 
state or Church. It is free, therefore, 
to discuss all questions, and to speak 
its mind candidly. It is not swerved by 
fear or favor. It is a vigorous defender 
of the Evangelical faith, it preaches 
practic.il righteousness, and earnestly 
sdpports all moral reforms. All its 
columns—the advertising as well as tiie 
reading—are free from everything of 
doubtful or objectionable character. 
No matter what a person's religion, 
politics, or profession may be, if lie desi
res to keep up with the times and know 
what the brightest minds are thinking 
of, tiie ablest pens are writing about and 
what the world at large is doing—lie 
should read The Independent. 
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Kenr woiiil.H - £1 (to Two yejirs 
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10 00 
Ccn Miv < ne ne:ke a bettor investment of $i.0l> 

lo 4-:t iluai < ne which will pay 

52 Dividends During the Year? 
Kvery inlelligi 111 family needs 11 jjood Newspa

per. ll i>< a m-eetisity fur tin routs and children. 
A Ke.«xl way lo mate the iieqtiainlanci' of 

The liuti pendent is to send 80 tints for a ••Trial 
Trip" of a month. 

SPECIMEN COPIES FREE. 
No papi-rs arc s. nt lo enhseribers after the time 

paid for lias 1 xpired. 
The Iiul. ndi ill's (.'liilibiny; List will be sent free 

to any pcr«m nskilij: for :l. Any cue wishing to 
sntseril". for cie- <.r . p.ipr-rs or magazines"; in 
connection with The I.idepcnden'. can save money 
bv'-rd. rii'n Irnni oni »'im l.ist. Address 
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