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“THAT CHILD.”

RT MARY J. CROSM.AN,

(From the Raral New.Forker.)

Life is & mystery, a wingling tezether
of the known ard the unknown, real and
the ideal, the beautiful, the terrible, and
tbe stern—a woundrous wmelody wherein
1)w rhythms of magic sweetiess and deli-
sate minor nutes of thrilling pithos blend
and altornate with the deep bass which is
somstiwes rough, sometimes jarring,

It gave vur village such u shock when
the rumor passed from lip to lip thut Exy,
Joues hud fuiled—he, whom the schoul
shildren said had “ oceunsof money,"” and
whoee name the humble folk regarded as
the synonym of gold.  Many of the poorer
class had pluczd their hard earued dollars
in his kecping, and among them was wy
father. True, the sum was small—only
two huudred and fifty dollars—but it
would nearly cancel the mortgaze against
our little home. My futher had been a
coufirmed invalid for years. I remember
his nights of suffering, so intense that it
scemod the spirit wust break free from the
tencutent that inclosed it. To these
would succeed daysof dreamy rest and
quistude. Fecling that his thueon earth
wua short, it Lud been his cherished hope
10 Jeave our place unencumbered.

Alice and I were the only children,
and all the fumily, When we were little
girls motber weut away to the Upper
Howestead, whose walls are of uspor,
garuished with all precious stones, and
tbe foundations thervof are of gold like
uuto clear glass; and, rcader, to thesc
mansions, my father had long held a
“tite clear.””  XMother's portrait in the
parlor served to retain her likencss in our
memories, and in childhood I knew we
would sit- and cry for hours on the sofa
beneath it, because we should see her fuce
wo wmore.. Dr. Brown, our next door
peighbour, used to say sliec was “one of
the few women who was worth her weight
in gold,” and praise from him was always
merited. She was not only good .but
beautiful, and Alice was her counterpart.
Sometimes when she would sit by futher's
bedside to talk or read to him, he would
close his eyos, and, in delicious dreaming,
forget.but that the slivery tones helouged
%0 ber of the angel-land.

After our loss, father sank rapidly. He
bad never posscssed that strong, obstacle-
overcoming uature which belongs to man-
hood, and in general management and
business tact he was- deficient ; but the

virturs und graces taat theive best on other 'but one imozning in vo4y June, when we
wotl, and that wmay be teansfaerad beyond were tallzing about stnier deesses of solt,
the vail, adorned and gloriticd his eharao-'cheerful hues, a lutter was handed mo
His Lt hours wore ulmost free frum wiitten By un nnknown pen,  Ttaaid that
pain.  The visions and the theughte thut!a mew grave kil been made in the far-off
awept over his soul st have been ns, Weat, on the 'ecific riore, and 2 youug

ter,

i mavvelous to himsell’ as o ua,

Llis an-
oinited eyes bebield ufae off the country he
was so soon to cuter, and the rich fra-
wrance of his words s0 transformed the

aay—** It is good for s that Lam here,”
—and there came upon him a spirit as of
propheey constraining him to its purpose.

“Susan,” said he to me, as we were alone,
# the hopes you are cherishing will never
be realized—but God will bring light out
of darkness. What we know not now we
shall knew hereafter; trust Him in the
stormicst bour. My poor, poor Alice!
Oh, beauty is & fearful dower,—smooth
her passage to the tomb, Susan, as you
have mine,—love and labor will brighten
your after years,"

An hour passed and my father was not,
for God had taken him.

We were orphans, and but two.  Life
lay before us like a dim field enwrapped
in twilight ; the arras of the future had
amid their foldings vague and uncertain
Geeures, but God was our trust.  First, we
desired to piy up the mortgage agninst
our place, and defray other expenses that
hud been nocessarily ineurred.  Alice wus
a fine scholar, and soon had a situation
offered her in the villyge school, so that
she could teach and board at home. We
took boarders, and I did plain sewing and
whatever elsc oppostunity offered.  Some-
times we were weary. It was-hard bear-
ing the heat aud burden of life alone.—
After three years of toil the day dawned
that saw our last Jebt canceled, and that
night we kuelt to our prayers with a goati-
tude and gladness that words fuiled to ex.
press.  Alice had been so oocupied with
teaching and heme duties that she paid
little heed to the cluiws of society—but this
could not liide her, and though she souzht
uot the distinetjon, was an acknowledged
beauty and belle.  Many who did no-
thing but dress and dance, watched the
gentle, care-burdencd girl with jealous
eyes.  She was of queenly style, and in
all hier manvers were a winning graceand
high-born dignity. The aged loved her,
and the children every moruing filled their
hands with swectest flowers to put upon
her table.

We still wore mourning. It had been

our purpose to pemove it the year before;

death room that each one preseut could

stranger slept therein to waken no more
till she morning of thy reearreetion.—
Though & scors o7 yuars hus since gono
by, decpening the imprints of eire, and
thought, und feeiing, ou wy torehicad,
flecking my hair with silver, i birth
to other hopes and other jo,3; yet I atill
wear black, anlew it by rotactimes whea
I goout to sociuls or tu the minister’s
for a tea-drinking, whee Pliiip, * thae
child,” will say, * Cows, Auutie, pleaso
wear your stiiped silk, aud that pretty
head dress, you look £o young in them ;™
and to please the boy I put tkew ou, though
you may think, old wowan and old maid
as I um, that it is for the latter words in.
stead.

With the reading of that letter camea
darkncss that no linguage can express.—
The room of my beart bud not a ray of
light only as tho fiuint gliwmerings of im-.
mortal hope strayed through them; yet [
was willing to live few or many years in
sorrow and alone, if thercby my mission
wight be fulfilled.  Alice at the time was
twenty-two, LFor lher, my uoble, my
beautiful sister, I thought that life had
sowe bright crown—sonic precious gifts,

An artist from an castern city had been
in our village for months, and his visitsat
our home were becoming very frequent,
Philip Elbridze Corydon was a man whé
stood high in his profession.  Accustomed
to the best circles of society, no wonder
he could sway and fascinate with such
resistless power in our midst, Mis lan-
guage and manners were elegant ; his ehare
aoter, 80 far as we saw or could judge,
was bright and synemetrical ; and when he
turned from the flatteries and adwirings
of the rich, and kuelt with Lis dower of
ifts ut the heart of Alice, repeating in
fervid tones the old seripture phrase—
¥ Lovcst thon me 2" how could the spell-
bound girl reply other than from the same
text—* Thou knmeest thnt 1 love thee 1"
—cven though a shadow from the proph-
cey of the dying flitted before her,

During the tenth month of théir ac-
quaintauce they were married,  1'looked
upon nuy brother-inlaw with great pride,
but with a nawcless, unspoken fear. After
a tour of some weeks they returned—Mr.
Corydon repewing his professional duties,

th

angd Alice, i hid society and freedom froin



