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eantUg yepurhueut+
"ONE LORD, ONE FAIT]."

) oily, lioly F'atier,
t Christ »asceiied igh,

) pire ceiastiai Spirit,
EternaLt Triraity!

V, wItl'thiy cannue erapls,
wlV, with T'hly sain 111 in git,

Bow coin 111 niirirtlori,
And< prnixe 'lihee iiya naî] aighat.

(lon lite pervndes Thy ransoamei,
w Iiiir ii lhe goldei galte,

ARlit tha e wholtitlll aire piIgrianm
And for the] r gliory waçal t.

The si tuilta or triumaanîplh yiaaonder,
Thea p'ilaanuveng i ofaat ait*artha,

JiiA frorn Ilie Spierit' presence;
1Joth tw aIL IheaivIly birtli.

Thie precl*antim bloi o>r renus

IN na11w wltii[I the Veti-
Yiniler Thy saint hldli il,

%'t l4n. olay It prevall !
lneac ahi n liliîliig foreiireui

we rTaeti i le 4iavioua r'a Naraie;
Wih' ave now preug fîrwaarad,

niar na otur bjrown tilue ai,,

T ni au rh is, htotrr, tlI) avortlai p
wYih la vuInrg hlarie lay ;t>

And whilsti Ivt wo Hiaig Tliay partuinas,
Ani learri ia fahl 1 raiy,

Irelia i tl fuel <tir aunîain
whitl ii) wlio 'liaT Naain,

A ]il glow lai Jihaiivlih,

Uiihiliaageaiay tlia 'maitn1a

STUPID CHRIS.

CUAPTERZ I.

" If (lou hidst not mîy letter 1 shoiild not
h iave ha lcasiot to blauîe you.' Oh dear I
invover slul I turn hatt into FIrenehit ? If I

hasd tli Ilial t is hoi rrid exorcise to do I $houl
have liid a uice country wt'ik this aftoruoni,"
siglied poor' Chri , leaning batek iii lier chair

I t wîas5 l!C t ha lvely tften1100t, litd the Otiers

W'1re Ill gole primlrasinig, and liere wais site
alonecm in i lie adil schliroo ':, with a long Fronch
exorcise to write over agiiiai, because lle lid
don i t s lbaly t his mîiorning.

lier lissons wroe tl buridein iol Clhris' life.
IIer governtesses cuisidered he t lie stupidest
child t hey had ever hai t lie plasurt'ae of teach-
irig. Perhapis iL wais partly by contrast witi
tlie ather ihr Chris as that i lrtunaite
inmailyi:î1', (ie tanly stuîîpid persoin in i elCever
failyii.

Illr father wits the hoead svinceo master in a
large selloa , her liothers were ailwyiis winniaing
priAes uid sciirli'aships, lier oldest sister was
now' rading for Newniini, and thase w'ho were
in thlischolrom ith ber wore perpetuly
heldi up to her as exiiiples.

l My dear Christinaî, Alice could ad those
sumlils at. t in a od."--" Really, Chris, L was
further oi iii Frencli than yoi aire now -when
I w'ls sk monaîtlis youinge''."-1low île y'ou sIp-

p)ose yoiur ever to pass an exiamiiaation,
Chiristinat, if' youoi canll't remlemlber thle differenieo
lhetwoon the elaims tW thethrone of IIenry IV.
and 11enri'y Vil.? You really imlust takze more
patins. DoroIhy, yoi kiw s slpecially dis-
tingumishied inhior.

Thiis was the sort of eheeriii remîîark that
was iddressed te poor Chris a1li da'y long, and
drove ber nîeirly to tespair. As it was quite
hopeless for lier to satisfy' lier teachers, ehe ad
giveLn up trying, and scambilled through lier
lessons in a slovenly ftshion very trying to ail

"Stupid Chris," she was genorally called, and
stupid Chrs," she was really becominîg, for

lier brains were gotting quite muddled by her
system of learning by heart vithout attempt-
ting te understand, and turning out exorcises
ut random with no referenee te rules.

This afternoon she was slowly getting
through her exercise, w'ith intervals of looking
out of the window at the gardener, or drawing
figures on her blotting p aper, but site iras not
trying ta do it as wel tus site could. She put
down anîy words that seemed as if they wouild
do, and refleet thut it didi't mnatter, becausa, if
it was all wrong, Miss Wilson wou!d only say,
" Really Christiia, you arc the stupidest child i
ever saw 1" and there would bo an end of it.

" Si tu n'avait-" wrote Chris, and ilon male
a blot, als she pautseid to consider wliat citime
next.

Hlow she did late this sehoolroon, with the
big table, and ink-stauined cloth, the bookshelves
faLl of sober-backed books, and the big naps oit
the walls. ifow hard was the fate that con-
demned lier tI sit here, while Alice and Maud
were roaiing tha' waois in the May sunshine,
aid fillinîg their baskets vith pae starry
flowers4.

" Not-not-I w'ondi'er whaat not is ? Oh, ne
pas ! Si to n'avait ne pas, wrote on Chris,
aller turning the leaves of' lier book in e desul-
tory ftshion.

At that point the door openeid, and a Imaid
iappeared.

"IMiss Christiia, there's a gentlemiain in the
draîwirng roomai askiiig to seo yon1i. Mr. Wood-
iouse lie said his namie was.

lMr. Woodhouse! 1 never heard of him.
Wiat docs lie want to sec me for ?" asked Chris,
vith ivle-open eyes.

Ie askied for the îIiaster and mistress, and
wiien J sauid thîey M'aie bath out, lie asked if
tihee vas any onc at home lie could sec, sol
ted him you were at hoea. He is quiite ai ch
gentleman, andi a clergya mi," adided Mary.

01 V' siaid Chris ; she began ta have a vague
ideaî of having heard lier father speak of an old
friend of the naine of Woodh ouse, but slhe could
not rneieiber ay Lling about hian. Still, she
N'as not a shîy chilid, and entortaining a visitor
would be an agreeable change after the fatigues
of lier liter'ary ilabors. She get. up and imounted
ot aî chair, te view ierself in the glass over the
laniltelpiece.

SAin I tidy ?" site asked.
"Pretty well, miss. i sliouid take iy apron

off, if I were you." counselled Mary.
"01h, i like maiy apron; the pockets are so

nice," said Chris, and sl inarcied of' with a
liind thirust iiito achi, ratier ain untidy little
figure, it maîust bo owned, in her old bliue serge
frock. and the hoiland apron, that lad donc
diuty al fli he week, and with exceedingly rough
hair. Lickily hier hair curlei nat urally, so the
ronghniîess niat er lessed.

She mariliced upii the tiled passage tiant led
fron the wing, where the schoolroom party
eliefly dwelt, te the niain body of the house,
crossed the squaro hall, aind opened tho drawing-
ro't lor.

he drawing-rOm w'as ai large square room,
w'ith ai large bay window ooking out 011 the
ton nis litwii, and a pretty viaew ofthe open colin-
try beyoiîd. All the furnaturc was landsone
aitai tonfortable, and tuere were saine good
prints and engravings on the wails; but the
roum hiad thtlier a stiff look, party perhaps be-
cause there were no filoavers abotat, and no
sigias of recent occupation in the shape of work
or light literiature.

31r. Woodouse was standîiing near the open
window but as Chns came in, slhutting the door
ratier loudly beind lier, lie turned, anit came
te meet lier. He was ai tali old man, with grey
luir, a very fine face, and kind, fatherly eyes.
Chris tek a faney te him et once, anl did not
feel thie leatst afraid of him.

-Iiow' do you de, little ee ?" lie said in a
IuIeasant, gentie voici. "Now, whiel are
yoi?"

" I am Chris," she answered laying lier hand
in his confidently. "l I am the youngest."

"I Yes, of course yeu are, I know your naine
quite well," hesiaid, "I wonder if you know
mine ?'

He led the way to a sofa, and sat down, still
holding Chris' hand in his.

Site liked Us snmile now their eyes were on a
levai, and 'answered, " Yes, I tldnk iIhauve- h euad
it. Aren't you an old friend of fither's ?"

" A very old friend ! I lnew him wlîei lie
w'as a little boy. That seemas a long time ago,
dosen't it ? But 1 havent scen hit for seven or
eiglit years, se I a.1 very sorry to hear lie is
ou t.

Cih ris explained that Mr. Raymtond n'as gone
out for the afternoon with some of the boys on
a botanising expedition, anid tlit he would not
be hoe tili laie, and as lier mnotler htd gonei to
town for the daîy, thore ivas ino Chance of Mr.
Woodhouse seeing either of thei. le seemed
very sorry .to hear it, fer lie explained in his
turn that he was only staying in the neighbii--
hood for thirce or four daîys, iaid was not likely
to be able to ecme over again.

Ie charged Chris with several iessagres for
her parents, aid then began asking questions
abouit all the fiamiiily. What wauts Louis doing ?
And was it truie that Doroily ais going ta
Newiibatn ? aundi so ona. lHe seemneid to knîow tliei
all by naie, and te be so îmuch interested in
in tien, that Curis entered iito all sorts of de-
tails in the mnost friendly manner, and they were
soon on the best of teris.

" And how did yoau come to be et home tlais
lovoly afternooni, when everyono else is out ?'
lie asked lier at last with a kind smille.

I Jhad French exercise ta do," explained
Chris.

l iow wias tiat ?" ho asked.
"Because I did it badly this narning; I

always do mny lessons badly-I an not elever-
Jain the stupid one Of the fatnily you knvow,"
said Chris frankly and ceîcrufuîlly.

" Are you ?" he said, a little puzzied. Chris
did not look stupid, she had such elear grey
eyes, and a determtinel little mouth, and wlile
she talked lier fatce was quitte bright.

"Yes sho said, "It really amnt . I uni dread-
fuilly stupid. I hate suais, and I have no tirt
for language, and I can't reiemuber anuything
in history. Tue others say they can't think

hviiat will becomle of male whienî I grow up,
if i don't learn antythinug.

Itstruck the old min thait her cleorfaulness
wVas a little Put un, and she felt the faniily re-

parachIe iore keenly than site chose to allow.
" And don't you vant to learn anythinr ?" le

11aked gently. " le youo like to be tihoeuigit
stipid ?

Somaething in his voieo aid eyes moved Cih ris
aliost against lier will.

l No," sie said with a little break in her voice.
" Of course I don't like iL. But I canm't lelp it; I
aîn stuptid, and it is no use trying."

" Na use trying to do thIe best ?" he aslied.
Oh I I t huuxtk tlat is a mistake. Yoi don't

Inean thait yon don't try to do your lessons,
little ene suri'ely ?"

Chris liked his fatherly voice, and the soft
way in wlîicih he said l litle one." She couild
net help responding ta his vitient interest in
lier.

"uNo, i dont try now," she said, twisting lier
apron between hier fiiger. I used to, because
i ii aways thouglat I sliould find sonie subject I
could Lake up; but there isn't any, se I lave
given up trying. Maud is not not se clever at
books as the others, but thon she plays the
violin splendiidy. But I don't care for nusie
at ail. Miss Wilson says I miglt as wvel give
it up, for I have no ear. And I don't oare for
driawing either. There isn't anything I can
do."

Chris' voice huaid grown a little md, and her
eyes were suspiciously br-ight Mr. Woolhouse


