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CAIS-CROSS.,

Miss Lydia Crane wae an old weud, there could be no
nustake abour that 3 not an virtue of her age merely, for she
was only thrty-hve when Mr. Sy.ver came to Lyndon to
preach, and many a woman has become wife and mother
after that age s but Miss Lydia was a born old mald.  Her
parentsdied dunog her early childhowd, and she passed intothe
cate of three matden ladies, daughters of old Parson Beach,
whase place Mr Sylver afterwand filled 10 Lyndon church ;
and the three tramed her 1n true spinster fns{non, her tnexe
pansive nature falling readily into their ways.

She had 2 little money of hee own, and a small house with
a garden and orchard pertaning to it 3 and as all thiee of hes
guardians died before she came of age, when that period ai-
tived she gave notice 1o her tenant that she wanted that
house herself.  And then what a reign of expurgation began
wittun the four walls ! All that soap, sand, chlotide of lime,
hot water, paint and whitewash could o, was done
there, by the aid of strong arms and stronger will,  The
house was much Itke every other house 1o Lyndon ; white,
oblong, bedecked with green bhinds, and having akitchenat
the back ; but no oiher house was ever so speckless, sosweet
of scent, so fearfully clean,

It was kept dark to be sure 3 no sunshine allowed oo the
rxcmiv:s; aund 1t was bare of vrnament, for pictures and
irackets and vases gathered dust; but it was clean, and
Miss Lydia devoted her daily energies to keeping it in thus
condition,

She had muncy cnough to live o, but her nature was
frugal and industeious 3 so she touk tn fine sewang, and made
shrouds and coffin tumunngs for the Lyndon manufactory,
1ill her bank account grew visibly from year to year, and she
was more and mare respected as a person of * means.”

She had but oge relauve, a half-brother hving o Ohic,
whes had heen sent to his mother’s relatives when thetr father
dicd, and was scarcely a memory to her personally 5 yet they
kept up a fecble corsespondence, and she chenshed a shock-
ing quartet of daguericotypes in her drawer as representatives,
in the oldest style of theart, of Joscph and lus wife, and their
two children, John and Marictte.

With assured comforts, luxuries if she nceded thom, and
no real troable, Miss [ ydia ought to have been a happy wo-
man ; even her heart, such as it was, had so long been idle
that its capacities for joy or grief seemed Jdulled furever, and
spared her the aching and throbbing that so disturbs the
peace of het sex gencrally 3 but the very absence of genuine
causces of suffering made her take for gnevance all the lesser
ills of hife.  There 1s a cuttous tendency i human nature to
crave sorrow 10 a hidden and unconscious way, that deesnot
need or find words, but betrays stself 1o actions. It s hke
the physical longing for salt § pure joy and peace are savour-
less without this pungent flavow of tears ; there 1s no relief
10 sculptutc without shadow, no delight to thecyelike dawn,
and yet dawn smplies darkness, wevitably

So Miss Lydia found her own troubles, and used them
well ; petted, chenshed and made the most of thewn.  Her
neighbours had hens, and the tirst and strongest tendency of
hens, as we all know, 1s communistic ; they want to and will
share all the property about them ; thewr cackling souls knew
no reason why Miss Lydia's garden was not for them to
scratch up as well as the rest of creation’s attainable face.
Dut this **bloated property-holder ™ objected, and after
years of skinmshes, routs, resterated chaiges and fresh 1c-

ulses, scseams of battle and clamours of victory, she de-
ended her rights by a seven-foot paling all about the garden;
which cost twice as much as all the hens had destroyced
since their carliest trespass, but cffectually discomtited them,
and added another to the long list of the tnumphs of capatal
over labour.

Then thete were boys in Lyndon, as usual ; boys are an
obstinate fact everywhere; we thank kind Providence that
the Indians are exterminated in these regions, and plume
curselves on the fact that the last of the Mohicans ponted a
moral and adotned a tale long ago ; but do we cver reflect
on the host and hordes of boys that are stillleft? 1 think
Miss Lydia would have preferred the Indians.

Houwcver, boys scem to be a nccessity an the scheme of
man, ‘‘mighty maze” as it1s, and 2t szems to be an equal
nccessity 10 boys to steal apples.  \liss Lydia's orchard was
tempting as the Hespendes. 'Early summer apples bedecked
it with great crimeon spherss and balls of gold, juicy and
fragrant enough to have begmled a deacon ; and when the
winter crop bent those gracious boughs with all sorts of frunty
splendours, blushing Peck's Pleasants, 1ick dark giluflowens,
the st. ‘ped Northern Spy, red as rubies, and enomious yellow
pippins. glowing beside Roxbury sussets, the Quakers of
the tribe, and honest Newtown pippins, better far than therr
exterior promise ; how could any boys resist them? Vet to
see ane urchin pick up an apple through the bars was agony
to Miss Crane ; she would havegiven them pecks for the ask-
ing, she xas not sungy,~but she knew her nghtsand wanted
themn respected.  But what fun 15 these in asking anybody to
give yoa an apple when you can just pick ot up? It was al-
most an adventure tosteal * oid Lyd's * apples in the face of
her watchful cyes and alest ears ; the fenee went {or nothing,
boys will

“—find out the way"

10 wait, over more obstacles than Love in the old ballad; o
here was a good, steady affliction, coming cvery other year
as sutely as the apple crop.  Then there were the fies.  But
flics arc an exhaustive subject, not for the brsef Linuts of ths
anticle ; I can only say in passing that if Miss Lydia had
pursued Satan with half the energy. truculence, and vnur 7
rwersistence with which she hunted flies, he would have Jed
}rom her atmosphere and Ieft hier to peace and suntiness very
carly in life. .

Besides these speaal and recusntent ﬁnc\':mccs, there were
the daily ** happenings,” as we aall them, of all human ex-
perience ; times when 23e soap would not ** come,” do what
you would ; when the chimney smoked, the spout leaked,
and cruckery shippad ftom ha fingers without atiyine or rea-
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| «w * when {mk grew vusty in the bane! in defiance of pre.

cedent, woths got into the carpets, and mwice into the garret;
-1 shout, days when c\'cq'lhing. to use her favounte ex-
pression, went ** cris.cros.

Now l.‘)*nlm CUrane was not aaturally inclined to be queru.
lous ur selhish ; she had been duly converted in the progress
of aevival in Lyndon, and joined the church dunng Parson
Beach’s Wfe-time. She read her Bible dady ; sand lhier prayers

[ use the phitase advisedly —and was o punctual attendant
on all the weans of grace. She was the head and front
of the church sewingesaciely, and secretary of the Foreyn
Mission € trele, yet in the living of her Wife she had become,
at the age of thirty-five, fretful, sclf-centred, opimonated,
and dommneering 3 but perfectly certain she was an eaem.
plary Chnstian.  Charity, sympathy, teaderness, do not
grow 1n such solitude as hers 3 it is not good for man vt wo-.
man to be alone; and if to he a Christian {s to wear the
unage of Christy as the gospel seems to imply, there was
very httle obvious hikeness in Miss Lydia to the Master
whose name she wore.

\ ¢t she was a thoroughly honest woman, anxious above
all tnngs to do nght ; ready to give to every *“ alyeet ™ that
impelled the jong-handicd comtibution boxes, with deacons
at the uther end, through every shp on every otlier Sunday,
though she had not even a kund word for the beggar at her
doot ; f{ut begging tmplied ** siuftiessness ** and that was un-
pardonable.

But just before Mr. Sylver was settled in Lyndon Miss
I ydia secerved a letter fiom her wiece that amazed and dis-
gusted her. It ran this wise :
 Dear aunt

“* I you sce me some of these days walk in at your door
don’t you be surprised I pa don’t stap 1 shall run away. |
certamnly shall, and I haven’t got an)'w;\crc else to go.  You
sce 1 waut to marry Alf. Peck, just the micest tellow you
ever saw. I don't carcif he s poor, he's awefufly smart;
but pa has got a kind of a prejudice aganst hun ; he won't
let me sce hin, sf e can help it but you better Lehieve he
can't lock me up if he tries?
anghty I'm gowg to run forit, and 1 know yuu ate real
goodd, everybady says so.  Just write 2 line t sy you've got
ths and direct 1t to Alfl Peck for me.  Don’t for anything
let pa know, but I don't believe you will.  Goodbye,

“* Your affectionate neice,
. “ALakterTe.”

The wmpudence of the thing twok away Mus 1ydia’e
breath.  S4e gave shelter to a runaway girl ' the idea was
monstrous. She had a great mind to nclose the letter ds-
rectly to her brother 3 but the bell rang for preparatory lec-
ture just then, so she tied on her bonnet and went to church,
and after she had slcpi that mght on the matter, she ree
solved 1o delay any activn at present. A dim sort of sym-
pathy made her unwilling to betray Mariette to her father ;
an espriz du corp. that she would not have achnowledged to
heeselt, fur 1.ydia never had areal Jover ; two or three elderly
widowets had made prudent advances to her 1n van : but no
tender sentiment had ever stisred her chilly heart. Ye! after
all she was a woman, and shrank {rom violating this girl's
confidence, however she disapproved of it Several weeks
hassed and Ler fears vanished ; she took no nuice of the
etter, determined neither to **make nor meddle ™ wn the
matter  In the meantime Ms. Sylver had been ondained to
the church, moved his family into the parsonage, and com-
menced a tound of pastoral visits. It was one of the love-
hest of all June afternoons that he stood at Miss Lydia's
door knocking for admattance.  The white 10ses that clam-
bered up to the chamber windows were thick set wath bloom
1 every stage of beauty, from the sweling tud folded 1n
green wrappings to the foll bloun trembling blossom in
whose glowing heart a dew dpyg quivered ; sure token that
the mght wind had parted thie pure leaves ard dnpjped a
tear of forcboding over their «ertan fadiug  Beds o) punhs
scented the fresh arr with spnce, and the cany rinnamon
mses were dull with half-Gnished and halfedead Qowers,
sending a sickly oriental odour of anar arross the perfumec
and honey that lreighted every bieeze.

Miss Lydia herself game to the dows ; her usually walm
and rigd face was flushed with some trouble cvidently, and
10 her hand she held the yellow cover ~f a telepram ; but she
was gtad to sce Mr. Sylver; he was the aunister and the
new munister 3 1t was a duty to be plad 10 see him.  As he
seated huuself in the prun, cold parlour, he opened ihe con-
versation with a rematk on the weather, that sure and safe
first s'ep.

“Yes, s good weather,” allowed Miss Lydia. “ We
gencratty du fiave the best of weather in June. 1 wish sume-
times twoutd fast nght along through the year.™

* Perhaps we shuuld not engay 1t as much «f we had » ali
the e, quictly answered the aunister.

* Mabbe not ; but I can't say U hike cold weathers it makes
such a sight of dinty work.  Woodis trying cavugh : always
droppin’ everywhicte specks and shvers ; bat coal—coalica
heap worse.”

Mr. Syiver smiled. ** But June s dusty.”’

**Yes,; there's irouble cvurywhicre.  Seems sometimes as
thoagh yua couldn i pass & day without st.”

“&'cl one would think, Miss Cranc, that you had very
hittle, you have a lovely huiac licre, and ao family cares or
sorrows.”

** Well everyboddy has thar owa troubles,” —~her mind re-
verted here to the list we have already chronicled, and she
felt mther unwilling to confide them to the minister, so she
wound ap with 2 ghttenngy generlity. ¥ have mine as
well as wiher folks ; there's a good many days when cvery-
thing under the canopy secms to go cris-cross with me.”

‘ %"hcn you ought to be blessed indeed, ™ gravely answered
Mir. Sylver .

Miss 1.ydia starcd, but he wenton . **1 mean of you folly
enterta.n the meaning of that word ; 12 1s only a cantraction
of *thnst’s cruss.  Sueely if you bear s cruss daily, you
are an cncsually pavileged woman.”

* 1 don't know what you mean,” she answered, with rude
honesty.

*You are a Christian, Miss Lydia 2"

“Well 1 should hope 0} I've been a professor gear
about tnenty years. "

So anyway, if he gets ton ;
bLeen a tamporal ki
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I bore His own, bocause we want to be like Him,

* But 1 mean a Chnstian, " insisted Mr. Sylver,

Mixs L{din darted a keen glance at him, but it sank Le-
fore the clear, coul, penctrating look of his gray cyes.  She
moved uneasily on lier chalr,

** Why, I suppose Tam. I mean to be.”

“Then if thiggs po with you according 1o Christ’s ciuss
every day, it s well with you, certainly.”

** 1 duln’t know as anybody liked crosses,”

** Not hut thete i a wide difference between the crass we
carry for ourselves and that we bear for Chiist 3 thére was
Simun of Uyrene, you know 5 * hun they compelled to bearthe
cross.” It was harder for him, no doubt, than it wouid have
been for John, who loved the Master, and would have re
Jjoiced to save Him from cven that burden.”

Miss Lydia’s face grew intesested 3 mntelligenee and hon-
esty juickened sts worn lines; she didsnot understand, bu
she began to suspect there was something in the gospel she
had never understoud, and desired to know now.

“ 1 den't believe T sense you yet,” she said, more gently.

‘It is very simple, my friend, of you look atit; itas
merely taking Christ’s cross instead of your own ;- that s,
taking the troubles Ie sends and beanng thew as e
Cris-cross
ought to be the great blessing of our daily life.” :

1 dan’t know as [ ever, well, yes ; 1 do know I never
thought on’t in that light before,” said Miss Lydia gravely ;
*and I don’t think 1 ll'mow how jest exactly to work it,"”

* 1 can tell you how T have tried, ' answered Mr. Sylver;
* and 1t has been annghty help to me.  “Take the Bible and
study the gospels 3 read them over and over.  You knowal-
n::\d{ what Christ endured ; hunger, cold, t3irst,temptation,
the loss and desertion of fiiends ; can you find one place
where He fretted or complmncdgovcx these troubles? " He
docs not even allude to His crucifixion as a thing tetrible to
Hunself,  He did not goabout telling all men how dreadful
His sufferings were and would be; what little we know of
them s recotded for our benefit only, for our instruction n
the way of life. Did you ever think, Miss Lydia, why Cluist
chose to be poorand lonely, when I1e might just as well have
and sull undergone death forus2”

““ Well, I neverdid. Inever thought on’t much, I read the
Bible, too, considerabic; but seems 0 me somehow as if 1t
wasn't like other reading.”

Mr. Sylver undesstood ; furmalism was his special dread
in dealing with just such people ; people who **say ¥ theur
prayers and read their Bible daily and dutifully, tut simply.
as a duty, without apprehiension. of the divine depth agd
swectness tn cither practice, if only 1t be done with the hearnt,
not with the head.

It 15 this which makes the conversion of the heathien an
apparently easier matter than the conversion of many church
wembers 3 the gospel 1s new, fresh, living, to the ear that
has never heand ats tender appeals and loving promises be-
fore; but where 1t 1s simply 1 ceremony to resd the Word
of God. anyg done ceremonially day after day, the pathetic
wards of the prophet become the modern preaches’s adopted
utterance, *“Andlo! thou art unto them as a very lovely
song of onc that hath a pleasant voice and can play well on
an nstrument ; for they hear thy words, but lgc}‘ do them
not."”  For 1t 1s not the poetry, the splendid images, the lofty
woral tone of the Senpture that makes itatwo-edged sword;
but us hiving truth, and its practical application.

Mi. Sylver wenton : * I don't think you are alone in that
feehing, Miss Lydia; but think a moment. How could Christ
havegiven in any other way such abundant force and help ter
us s by suffenng al! things that we suffer, cven the lowes?
and the poutest of us, so that wecan never say *1 cannol carry
daily troubles to God ; Heis too t to understand them.*
You know what Faul says to the Hebrews: *For we have
not an high priest which cannot be touched with the feeling
of vur infinmtics, but wasn all ponts tempted like as weare;
and this Jor the very purpose of making known to us his
sympathy and power to help in all things. This was part of
His cross 5 the cross on which He livc«ﬁ pethaps as hard to
enduie as that on which He died.”

Miss Lydia looked strangely moved ; her religion had been
that of furm and routine ; a ** desire to be as good as she
knew how to be,” and a very honest desire, but so far 1t had
not led het, as every such intent will lead sooner or iater, to
the fuot of the cross.

“Its as good as three sermons 1o hear you talk, Mr,
Sylver,” she sad. ** I sce how blind-like I have wead the
Senpter alung Lack 5 bt it does scem, mneventheless, as
though there was some things that pester you amazngly,
that are too small w talk about in that solemn kind of way.’

** Then they are tou small to be troubles atall,” sad the
manster, smaing s 2aytlung that s a real vouble can e
borne cheertully, silendiy, tavely, because Christ seads it to
us to bear, will certasnly tam wto a blessing to oursclves os
samchody ehse ; it wall e Chust's cruss instead of cris-cross,

Miss Lydia's mind had been dwelhing on the hens, the
boys, the th s, and al! hicr minim troabiles before, but while
these last words dropped from the ministers lips her cye fel:
on the yellow telegmin.

**Well,” shic said, ** I thank you Lindly, M. Sylver, fu:
your talk.  1d thank yuu a good deal more if you would just
fave me a word about some trouble that came this morming
I'll fetch the letter first,”

Winle she bustied away the minister looked at has waich 5
it was latc ; he was tited ; ke had much to do that morning;
he did not know how to spare Miss Lydix another moment :
but he was 2 man who had-leamed to-be afraid to preach
withou? practising, and for a long time it had beea his haby
m any doulitful wmatter to ask himself, ** \What would Clinst
have done 1n tus place and these circumstances?” and act
actontingly  Not that he could always cerntainly know,
but he read the gospel o much that it scemed to hum he
cnuld geacnlly tell what would have been the Lond™s course
olaction,and ‘ncin;imlur:dly a considerate, just,and dehiberate
man, not hlinded by impulie or passion, and one who prayal
lervently for divine guidance, it is to be presumed that the
result of his jedgment was as near as humanity can achiere
10 the Master’s example.

This was the sceret of Mr. Sylver’s great usefulness; he
was not a very brilliant ot cloguent preacher, but he beheved
the Wond of God with all his heart and acted on it in all his



