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DY BERTHA M. CLAY AUTHOR OF “DIANA'S
DISCIPLINE.” “A BROKEN WEDDING-
RING,” “1HORNS AND ORANGE-
DLOSSOMS,” “DORA THORNE,”

&C. &C.

CHAPTER L.

No matter where the Christmas stars shone
or the Christinas snow fell there was not in
the whole world so desolate agirl asL. 1
had watched them, thoese fair stars, shining
in a deep blue sky. in a different ¢lime from
this—a clime where roses grow well-nigh all
the year round, and the silver seas are rarely
rufiled by storms. I had watehed them from
between high gray walls, which 1 know now
to have enclosed the court of a convents and
since then 1 have watehed them from the
grand old gardens of Heon’s Nest. All
through my lonely, desolate childhood, un-
cheered by the warmth and the brightness of
the sun of love, the stars were as friends to
me.

I 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 first vivid im-
pression of my life is of standing at the win-
dow of the housekeeper’s room at Heron's
Nest, watching the shadows grow darker and
the snow fall one Christmas rve, There was
no rejoieing in the grand old mansion. 1t
was all dark and dismal. T'he snow beat
ficreely upon it; the wind sobbed round it;
but loud and sweet above the moan of the
wind came the chiming of the church bells.
T'ome they spoke plainly enough. They
said, “Christmas is come—Christinas is
come!” 1 wondered if they said the same to
every one else. 1 spoke to the only friend 1
had, Mrs. Paterson, the housekeeper.,

“What do the bells of Hecronsdale Church
really say?” 1 asked her.

“Bells do not speak,’” she replied, smiling.

“You cannot say they are dumb,” I rejoin-
ed. “Listen!”—and slowly I sang with
them, “Christinas is  come—Christinas  is
comel”

Mrs. Paterson shook her head.

“Gracia,” she said, not unkindly, *“you are
too full of faneies,”

*“To tell you the truth,” I answered, “1
hardly know what are fancies and whatare
not. Is it o fancy of mine that because it is
Christmas Eve thesnow falls more sottly and
the starsshine more brightiy?  1Is it my faney
that puts real musie into the chime of the
bells—that fills the air with a strange sense
of mystery?”?’

“Gracia,” said the hous»keeper solemnly,
“you had better go to bed.”

*Oh, no!” 1 evied. **Donotsend meaway.
1t is cold and dark in my room. Let mestay
here in the warmth and light with yon, [
want to watch the sky and see it tie Christ-
mas star shines to-night.”

She wmnmured to herself a wish that Heav-
en would biess the child and her tancies, but
she was not angry.

“How fondly mothers will kiss their chil-
dren to-night!” I went on.  “How warmly
will old friends clasp hands! It one man
has wronged anotlier, how free.y he will be
forgiven! I wish some one wou d kiss me.”

*1 wi.l kiss you, Gracia,” suid the house-
Kkeeper.,

And she didz but it did not seem to satisfy
the eraving that 1 felt.

*Are you not happy here?” she asked kind-

Iv.
“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?” [
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.”

“L 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
,\'uu“\\'ill stop talking. You almost frighten
me.’

But plum-pudding and minee-pies had no
chanes for me, 1 loved the pale moonlight,
the softly-falling snow, the light of the stars,
I longed to go out and seeii I could pene-
trate the mystery that seemed to Le aronnd.
1 wanted to hear more  distinetiy the bells
that secemed to chime “Caristinas is come—
Chiristimas 18 come!"”

‘I'hat is my first vivid recolleetion. How
the fair clime where the roses grew, how 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 wasat Heron’s Nest; no
one knew my parents, my name, iny posi-
tion. I might be the daughter or a peer or a
peasant. 1 had nova friend. In tue whole
2}'0:'.41[ there was not a more lonely child

wan I.

Lvery one called me “‘Gracia”’—the house-
keeper, the old butler, the headgardener, the
Viear, Tiis wife and daughter; 1 had no other
name.  When any one said abruptly, “Gracia
what?’—as people often did when they ask-
ed my name-—I could notanswer. “Gracia,”
the simple name—nothing but “Gracia’!
‘The keenest of all pains w me was having
no nanie: and when 1 read tae story of the
shadowless man, I belived that 1 taderstood
what he had suffered. I was put of the
place, just as the Plctnros and statues and
(t'lar\'ings weres and a grand old place it was

ue,

The Squire who owned leron’s Nest at
the time of my first memories of the place
was called Wolfgang—a name of which,
though not by any means an attractive one,
he wias very proud, heemuse many of his an-
cestors had borne it and of this Wolfgang
Dacre a story was told.  Wien a young man,
he spent a season in London, and there fell
madly in love with a Court beanty, said tobe
one of the loveiiest women in England, He
had not the least chance of winning her, for
she was a Duke's daughter and a great heir-
ess; she was a coquette too. false of heart as
fair of face. The handsome yvoung Squire,
who worshipped her as though she were @

oddess, made a very agrecable addition to
ier list of admirers. She had no intention of
marrying him: but she enjoyed the pleasant
pastime of flirting with him, and revelled
n the sport.  She liked to see the young
man’s face pale with emotion, flush with an-
geror love, just as she willed, She delight-
ed in exercising her power over Liim, making
his honest heart thrill with rapture, then sink
with despair.  He was the favorite of all her
admirers: but she never thought of manying
him. True he was of ancient descent, his
nane one of the oldest in England. his wealth
great: but then he wasonly i country Squire,
and she was a Duke's daughter. She ac-
cepted his homage, smiled ullmu him until
her beauty almost maddened him, wore the
flowers that he sent her, let him clasp  her

with delight at the touch, waltzed with him |

when the very sweetness of the musie dazed
him: but she never dreamed of nuarrving
him.  Had any one sugeested such a thing,
she would Lave been indienant. When the
day cionie that Woltzang Dacre laid all he
had in the werld at her feet, she lauzhed a3
him and  held him up to derision. He left
London then, never toreturn, He shut him-

seif up in the old manor-house, @ man whose
Jite was crbittered for ever by the light love
of & woman.

I'here ne lived for some years,
Jicent i

Lady Mil-
icd, and the tragical story of lier
tthe Bster ereated a 2reat sensation,
o that, e went abroad, leaving his
il home in th v of Mrs. Blencowe,
Bouscheep o Pwice every vear Mr.

ol Thavies In the Sguird’s solieitor,
ot dawn o Heron's Nest and remaines

[OT @ WOeCK, (ILFINE Wileh Thne ne torougn-
ly examined the house, ordered all that was
neediul, attended to the accounts, and made
all arrangements for the nexv six months,
Oceasionally—but it was a mare event—a let=
ter came from the Squire to the housekeeper;
no one else however ever knew the nature ot
the contents.  Evervthing 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 at Heron's Nest or in the neighborhood
could tell.

It seems that one fine April_morning a let-
ter came for the housekeeper, Mrs, Blencowe,
Alter she had read ity she called the servants
together, and told them she was compelled
to go away for a time, as a_triend of hers was
ill and required her services. The house-
keeper made her arrangements, attended to
all that would be required during her ab-
scnee, and then departed.

she returned when the June roses were
blooming, bringing me. 1 was six years old
when 1 eame 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—
I was simply Gracia.  So far as I remember,
she was very kind to me.

At Heronsdale there lived a gentle, simple
old man, the organist of the parish church,
Michael Holt. lle taught me musie and the
rudiments of' Latin, and made meacquainted
with the beauties of English literature—
taught me for several yvears simply for love
of me; for two yvears atter she had brought
me to Heron's Nest the housekeeper died
suddenly.s She was standing on the steps in
the library.dusting some valnable books,when
she fell down dead, ,The doctor who was
summoned said the cause of her death was
disecase of the heart—disease of long’ stand-
ing. Sol lost the only person who knew
anything about me.

Adtter she was dead, people did what they
Lad never dared to do in her lifetime-—they

yut innumerable questions to me. What did
1l'vnu'mln-l'-—\\'lml had I seen? Whae had
I lived abroad—in what town? Was Mrs,
Blencowe my mother, or was she iy aunt?
But I remcmbered nothing clearly, except
the roses and the Ligh  gray walls; therefore
Icould not gratity their curiosity. It was
possible that Mrs, Biencowe might be my
wother, yet a prowd instinet toid me she was
not. 1 was penniless, friendless, living at
Heron's Nest on sufferance; yvet 1 was proud
as the daughter of any peer, and 1 do not be-
lieve that I ever sowered my head for any
one,

No cooner was Mis. Blencowe dead than
there was quite a disiurbance about me,
Some of the servants said that the  Squire’s
soliciter ought to advertise tor Mrs, Blen-
cowe's iricnus, e dild 8o, and they cuane
forwurd; but none of them knew anything ot
ne,

1t was suggested that I should be sent to
the workhoi se or to an orphanage; but Mr.
Graliun woud et hear of that,

“Phe Squire wouul be angry,” he said.
SATter an e chud will not cost muehs she
had vetter sty here or the present. 1 do
uot know the Squae’s adiress, or I would

is to be done with

write and ask him what
her.”

Then a new Lousekeeper eame—Ars. Pat-
erson; and she was as mueh mystitied as the
rest with regard tome,  Shie was Kind, and
vt tines oven indulg nt tome. The general
b liet of the wiio e householi was that I was
Mrs. Blencove's dauLter, and the servants
treated me as such,  ‘Uhey wore familiar and
Kind: but they regarded me as one of them-
selves, and only lnughed at my love of books
and study. 2

1 led that life for some yvears, The only
person who treated e with any degree of
respect was the Viear of the parish, the Rev-
erend Erncst Sale,  His wife never acknowl-
edged me even by so much asa smile ora
Low. She was highly connected. I believe,
and was regarded as a model of elegance, The
Viear's daughter genevally passed e by
with a look of cold cont ampt. ~ Miss Sale was
ambitions of being considerad a country
beauty. She intended to marry well, and al-
together was a young lady ot some import-
ance. To them suelia person as Mrs. Blen-
cowe's daughter was not worth a moment’s
thought, and the only time that mother and
danghter evinced any interest in me was
when they both interferad to prevent me
from singing in Heronsdale Chureh. 1 had
a fine contralto veice, which, thanks to
Michael Hoit. Ead heen well trained, and my
dear old master wis vory prowd ot his pupil.
He said I sang Jike a nichtngale. The
proudest hour of iy voung li.c was when I
stood up in the choir ef the old ¢liureh to
sing, and my solo wis—

“Hark. the herald-angels sing!”
I forgot—ceven now the remembrance brings

| tears to my eyes—thie chuieh and tie people,

the Viear stunding o silent, the choir look-
ing at me with wondering eyves. My very
soul went out in the beautifnl words, and T
saw only the Christinas stars shininz in the
blue sky: it was to them ! was singing,

After the serviee, Mrs, Sale, whoat intor-
vaus had been exchanging angry glances with
her daughter, whose voice was o sweet but
weak soprano, came up and spoke to me,
She safd a girl in my position could not be
too qufet or keep too much outof sight;
theretore ft would be better that 1 should
not sinz in the cho’r acain.,

So faded my only cleam of happiness, I
was not daunted however, 'l‘lu‘olcll Mano in |
the Lhibrary was my best triend, and betore I
was sixteen I knew most or the popular
operas, and was well versed in caassieal
musice.

When Mrs, Paterson found how fond I was
of musie. shie told me that 1 had better give
up what Jittle housework I did, for it would
spoll my hands.

“Some day,” she said, “you will pertaps !
know who you are: then you will have o
earn your own living, and vou may do =o hy
music.  By-the-bye, Gracia,” she added, 1
want you to walk over to the Vieafage to-
day to ask Mis. Sale what butter <he will
want: and mind, it you meet Miss Sale, that
you make a proper etirtsey to her,”.

1! My eves thastiea with indignation. Yet,
after all, who was 1 that I should not bow to
the Viear's pretty donghter?-—-a question to
which 1 wis unable to give an auswer.,

CIIAPTER 11

When I reached my seventeenth year, my |
mirror told me that I was not wanting in
beauty. I could not. and did not, associate °
with any of the servants; they had ¢
expect it. I 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 my lessons: there all my dreams
were dreamed: there I oshed tears “over my
lonely loveless lot: there I hoped for a future
that should be brizhier thau the past,

As L was sitling in the library one day
dreaming a day=drenn one of the maid serye

< hastily entered the room.

JTshe said, <Mrs, Paterson says

) it B | | you must come out of this room at onee and
hand until every nerve in his frame thrilled | |

o to hers,  Mr, Grahion has arrived, and he
will not like to tind you here,”  Mrs, Pater-
son was right.  What business had a girl
without a nane in that sumptuous library? I
would have given worlds 1o ¢heck the  hot
tiush that vose to my face.  In silenee I laid
down 1y book and quitted the room,

In the hall L crossed it, 1 mct a gentle-
man—Mr, Gralian, b knew. When he saw
wme, he stopped suddenly.,

“\Why, whoare yvou?” he asked. Strange
that every one should ask the sume question
1 could make only my usual answer—

1 Gracia,”

iracia?” he repeated slowly: and | Saw,
te my surprise ana dedight, a look of admira-
tion in Lis keen eyes. “Are you the youn
girl supposed to be the late housekeeper’s
daughter?”

My proud head drooped.  What would I
pot have viven f Leould have said *Nao”?

B

{ict‘uru 1 hadt tme 1o answer, ne adaed guick-
v—
"o, tor my own part, do not believe thut
you are Mrs. Blencowe's dauszhtor; but who
you arce is a mystery 1 eannot solve,”

The words delizhted me. 1t was the lirst
time that any one seeined 1o think it possiole
that 1 might not be Mys, Biencowe's: dazshe-

T.
“The Squire is coming home,” My, Graham
continued hawriedly, =1 do not know

time next week,

*Do you think he will 1ot e remain here?? |
“Does he know that 1Lam |

I asked eagerly.
nere?”

L cannot answer either question,” he re-
plied, *“TheSquire his never mentioned you

in his letters. [ wrote to him when Mrs.

Blencowe died, and said that you would |

stop at IHeron’s Nest, unless I heard from
him to the contrary; but he did not answer
that letter,”

“\What shall I do?” [ asked despairingly.

“Do nothing,” he replicd,  *Keep out of
hissight for atime. 1 wish 1 (-uultll be here
when he comes, but I go to Scotland to-mor-
row, and shall not be back torsome weeks,
I have no doubt that he will do something
for you.”

I felt more puzzled than éver that day as
1o who 1 could possibly he, I must be of
good birth, T thowght. for everything about
g betokened race,
Lbelong? A, that was a mystery !

There was great excitenment in'the house-
Lold when it was known thit the master was
returnine.  Mr. Graham remained only a few
hours. The Lousekeeper hid told him about
my singing, and he sent for me to sk e to
sing to him. 1 did so. W hen I had finished
my song, he looked at me thoughtfully.

“You need have no tfear for the tuture.
Gracin,” he said; “you have a fortune in
our voice. 1 have heard none more beauti-

tul,

“A fortune!” I repeated dreamily: and
then it ocenred to me that I had never in
my life had a shilling that I could call my
own,

e spoke very kindly, telling me that<oon-

er or later something must transpire with re- |

gard to my parentage. that 1 was to take

courage, and that he would aiways be my |

friend.

Nothing was spoken of now but the com-
inz of the Squire.  Quite an army of servants
suddenly appeared; trim housemads, cooks,
footmen. coachmen, and grooms, all seemead
to spring into existence at onee. The state
rooms in the ereat mansion were thrown
onen, the picture-callery was set in ovder.
There I saw a portrait of the Squire when he

that the Lady  Millicent Branscombe could
have resisted him, he looked so gallant and
handsome. 1 loved the faee, and when I
looked at it I said to myself that the owner
of it could never be cruel tome,  There was
a smile in the bonnie blue eyes that promised
well: but then the picture had been painted
before he saw the L wdy Millicent.

Within three days after the announcement
of the Squire’s return Heron's Nest was quite
another place. 1t secmed to me a fitting
abode for a prince. Now there was less
room than ever tor me. Iconld not mix
with the crowd of servants in the hally my

feeling and instinet . were against it.  Into
the renovated rooms 1 dared not enter. My

favorite place, the library, was elosed against
me. My own little sleepinz-room at the top
of the house, whenee 1 eanght a glimpse of
the seq, was my only refuge. and during the
next week I lived annost entirely tiere,

At last I heard that the Squire had come,
I had pietured him always as he was in his
wrtrait—smiling and handsomes: but 1 had
failed to allow for the havoe that years of
sorrow and pain make.

It scems that for some days noone men-
tioned me to the mast r of the house, nor did
he make any inquiries about me,

One nizht, when L believed the whole
household to.be asleep, 1 went quietly down
to the library to vet a book, one of Richard
Proctor's, ealled O her Weorlds than Owrs—
abook inwhich 1 rov Hed, There was no
one there. 1 found my voiume, and went
back to my room with it; buta bow of pink
ribLoan fell unpereeived from any hair. As
the Squire passed thronsh the room early in
thg morning, he saw it lying on the carpet,
and he picked it up, Just at that moment
one of the housemaids enterald the room,

o whom does this belong?” the Squire
asked he

“To G , SR answer xd the maidl.

She to dome of the me ting atterwands, and
said that ween e Shaire heerd the name he
recoi ed as thotzh e hoad received a b.ow.,

“Whom? ' he eruxd, in a loud voice,

And the maid repealed—

“Gracia.”

“Send the housekeeper to me,” said the
Squir, after pacing moadily for some min-
utes up and down the roam.

Mrs, Paterson hastenca o him, uncertain
waether she wes (o hear prase or blame,
The Squire, when she ent rod the library,

»

was standing before the great bay-window. |

e turned o her abraptly.
“Lundorstand you aave a young person
named Graci here,  Wiho is she??
“No one knows, sir, ' was the reply.

stiil.

“How did she come here?” was the next
I question, i

*1 camnot tell, sir. 1 have heard the sery-
ants say that the late housekeeper was eall-
et away suduenly, that sae was absent some
time, and returnedg wath the child. 1 do not

| think any one in tae house knows who she

S.
. A look of relief passed over the Squire’s
ace,
*But that is improbahle—impossible, 1 ma
say ! Some one mast know ! he exclaimed.
*T'o begin witiy, siv, I do not,” returned
the housekeeper, with a dignitied air, **As
Gracar had been in charze of the former
houseke:per, 1 took her under my protection,
Mr. Graham said he was sure that you would
not hke her w be taken to an orphanage or a
workhous . No one owned her, though we

all i’.’-::ic\'c(l hir to be Mrs. Blencowe’s daugh-
L tor

She parsed for a moment, while the Squire
paced up vad down the room angrily. At
wength hie cune to a stand-stitl, and said ab-

L AUl y—

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

So the butler. the head-zavdener. all the
old servants who were at Heron's Nest be-
fore 1 eame, were ealled before the Squire;
but not one amongst them knew azyting

more than this—that Mis, Blencowe, after |
. being absent for some time, had returned !

with me; but whenee she had brotisht me no
one could tell,

Was it anger or relief on the Squir s face
when they were dismizsed, and he steod
thinking so deep!y? At last he rang the bell
again, and, when one of the footmen answer-
ed it, he said—

“Tell Mrs. Patorson tosend the—the young
person Gracia to me,”

Mrs. Paterson Lrought me the message
herself. i

*Go, Gracia,” she said, “and do not be
afraid,  Let the Squire hear yvou sing, and
he will put you in the way of nakinga tor-
tune, Iam sure.”

_But I went in fear and trembling to the
library, where the Squire awaited e, |
found myself in the presence of o 1all st el
gentleman, whose hair was white s show,
and whose face, though marked by lines of
terrible pain, was still handsome, with e

fire of his blue eves undinined.  )iut they
were no longer laughing eyess they were

stern, and cold, not at all like the eyes of the
portrait.  What was it that flasted intot ue
when they fell upon me? 1 couid not
Was it surprise, tear, love, or whn? |
not; but it was a look suchas 1l have
seen on any human face since,

Vo clovni
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SNothing moved”

I hard o panse my heart
fast. 1 wabidenal wibat v stealing over
fmes My oyes nhed with tears: the sound of
Lis voiee seeiicd to stic the deptis of my
SOl
|1 thoneht.” he said slowly, ‘‘that Gracia
[ was nehihd,”

! ] was o child not lone simee” T answer-
edz snow L srewing up—yct helpless as
‘ when b was a chad.”™
|
|
|

27— Yos,” I repiied,

was heating so

SAnd who are veu?”? he asked.

Always that siine ervel guestion! Iraised
my eves, bliicded as they were by tears, to
his fiee,

“1 do not know.” I answercd. *“No one
knows who I, The happy birds have a
| home: but 1 have none,”

[ “Heron’s Nest has been a hoine—has it
L not?” he asked gsentiy,

“No one can have a home who has neither
friend nor name" L returned bitterly.

“And you—-

“Iave neither,” I interrupted.

He looked at me for some moments in si-
lence, then asked—

*1low old are you, Gracia?? )
| “Seventeen,” | replicd. A
“Tell me,” he sauhesitatingly, ‘“what you
! ﬁemvg;nlu:r of your past belore you came
| here. 5
| “Itisso little that it is hardly worth tell-
ing.” Lanswered. 1 remember tiest being
near the sea, in a land where roses grew even
to the water's edge: and 1 ean recall a face
| that used to bend over mine,”
| 1 saw the color leave his lips,
| “Nothing more?” he asied sharply.
[ “Then 1 recolleet high gray walls—convent
fwalls I know they were, Leécause 1 remem-
| ber the SISters’ 1ces—i storny Dassage aeross
| the sca, and my arvival herel 1t was only
[ when I reached Heron's Nest that I oreally
| seemed to come to life,” 5

he asked suspiciously.

“] believe not.”

“She let tull no hint which mizht have
i proved a clue to ,\'unrlmr(-m-.:"
- “No” Lreplied. L might have dropped

know about me.’

distinet y, but it sonnded like Poor child®

my house a yvounes Ly —how taat defignted
me!—=who has been diving here tor vears,
and of whoi no one knows anytain

1 do think it strange: and, what is more,
1 think it cruel.” Lanswered. L must have
had parents, lige other people. 1t is to Heav-
en they must answer for their nesicet ot e,

He was still looking av me intent v,

“Do you know," he said, “itat yYou arca
very beautitul g ?”

My hieart beat w.th pleasure,
ever told me so betores aud 1 knew so little

whether L was beautiti or noi.

“Yes.” continued te Squire, “you are
beautiful as—'
what education have You s ? ' ne asked,

1 gave hiona dist of wmy scguirements, and
told hine tut Michael Lot it tineht me all
I knew, Long afterwiaeas 1 hesd that he
had presenced Mr Mot wiih ave hundred
pounds; without however sass.sning any mo-
tive tor doing so. Then 1 vent aad to say
that Mrs. Pacerson hadd w.shid ine 1o sing to

with a Littie assistunes, be aole o carn my
own living.

He smied. Al e, 1 shall
the beauty of that saile!
lace altogether,

s\Weshadl see,” he sail,
you sing, Graca.?

(To be continued )

never forget

“Let e Lear

IFx' othe Tex',

Another stone memorial is stored in
the corridors enciveling the court of the
Pekin university, which wljoins the Con-
fucian temple.  This is a servies of no less
than two hundred noble shibs of black
marble, Ik upricht evavestonos, each
twelve feet in height. On these are en-
graved the whole of the elass’es —i. o,
the thirteen  books of Confucius. It ap-
pears that by some  extraovdinary acei-
dent there was once an emperor of
China so depraved as to attempt to de-
stroy every ox'stine copy of th's sour
of all wisdom. There is no doubt his
early years had  been imbittered by the
study of those wearisome volumes, and
when, on h's arzession to the throne, he
was expected  to expound their doctrine
to all his oflicials and mandaring, his
soul was filled with a wild desire to com-
nit them, once for all, to the flames,
crhaps. if he had  suceceded. he m'eht
have relieved his country frony its mental

bondage to the examiple and teacher of | ¢

all eves. He failled, however: but in
se sueh another Herod  should every
e, it was deeided that these words of
lom should be  preserved on imper-
ishable marble, which, morcover, should
forever insure the Chinese characters in
which they are insceribed from  any
change. So, round a great court. known
as the hall of the classies, ave riaged
these tall, solemn marble tables —embod-
iments of the dead weight wherewith the
present is here hampered by the past:
and here, once a vear, the emperor is
obliged to give that lecture the very
thought of which so distracted his ances-
tor.— Cver'and.

Business is Dusiness.

Young Bilkins was utterly devoted
to business, but somechow found time
to full in love and sk the girl to marry
him. The time was set, and he called

! ou the old gentleman to  get his con-

sent.  He had 2 Jone talk. and that
evening c:une up to sce the il

+Well,”" she said, in  cousiderable
anxidty, cwiat did pa sy ?”

ko said that wheat was going up and
there was 2 fine chance for 1 man to
make a handsome Littie dot. "

“Pshaw! Diin’t he say anything
else?”’

*Oh, ves, we talked about a dozen
ventures that mizht be made, witn an
excellent ehance of comiuyr out ahead
every time,”’ :

*Bother the business!  What did he
siy when vou asked him if you could
have me?”’

“Wha— wha— what?? he stammer-
ed.

*Why, what diid he say about me?”

By Marv, 1 forgot all

cout it 'l go he fivst thing in the
noining and see him a out it''—Mer-
abid raee.cr.

Gueorzse,

“Did Mrs, Blencowe know your history?”

from the ciouds forall that any one seeims to |
He murmured somethine 1 conld not hear |
1

“Doces it not strike you as avery stepinse |
L i thing that 1 should veturn home and nnd in | 7
was quite a young man: and my wonder was | e

i
Noone had

of the outside workil tuat Feond hardiy tell |

e pooscd abruptly, “And |

him, adding modest y that L thougat Linight, |

It cavnzed his

According to the official report, just
issued. there are six times as many lina-
ties in Pavis as there were in 1801,
curious fact is that down to the year 1866
the number of female lunaties exeand «l
that of the male, but since that date the
men have predominated in an inereasing
ratio, and now supply nearly 46 per cont.
of the total, against about 4 per cent. of
women patients. The numbers of ihe
marricd and the single are ahnost exaet-
Iy equal. Excessivee drinking and  do-
mest ¢ trond e arve responsible for about
oV per cent. of the acies.
e

Ike Piaiikins writes to the Deotroit
Free Pross denying that the bite of the
tarantula is necessavily fatal.  The -
antuln will not bite unless he is cor-
nered. and though his sting makes ous
sici for afew hours, it is not always
fatal, A man in San Antonio was bit-
ten by a traniula and  was in bed ose
day, sud suflered from the pain two or
three dig s, but was neverin any danger
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Tue INDEPENDENT is one of the n
fpapers in the world. Its good pts
are many and striking.  They havely

10 be stated 1o be appreciatedt and
nroof of our elaims appeal may be taken
to any of the fiftytwo issues of the year.
Any number of The Independent will
show that its contents are maked Hv—
ABILITY. VARIETY AND INTER-
EST.— The great thinkers. the oreat
storv-writers. t e great poets. men f
[ the highest reputation in all department
{of himan knowledge. make up its list
[of cantributors. Religon. philosophy,
science, literature, art, travles, discover-
| fes,stories. and all coneeivable topies
{are cmbraced in the contents, and every
i body, old or young. learned and unlear-
[ ned. without regard {o sex. employment,
tor condition, will find something of
special interest in every issue. N

. COMPREITENSIVEN S Itis a relig-
ious. aliterary, an edueational. a story,
an art. a scientifie. an agrieultural. a
tinancial and a political paper combined.

BREADTIL. CANDOR. 100N ESTNESS.—
The Independent. is ticd to no denomma-
tici.itis the organ of no ¢lique or party in
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. 1tis a vigorous defender
of the Evangelical faith. it preaches
practical righteousness, and earnestly
sdpports all moral reforms. All its
colnmns—the advertising as well as the
reading—are free from everyvthing of
doubtful or objectionable character.
No matter what a person’s religion.,
polities. or profession may be, if he desi-
res to koo{) up with the times and know
what the brightest minds are thinking
of, the ablest pens are writing about and
what the woild at large is doing—he
should read The Independent.
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