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THE SNOW SHROUD.

BY MARY RVIERS.

“0Oh, dear, there’s so many to wash,”
said little Nelly Barton, as she surveved
with a rueful glance at the long table full
of dishes.

About two years ago, her mother died,
Mrs. Barton was a tender, gentle woman,
Yiving only in the happiness of lier beloved
ones, and she had m:ude the first eight
years of her daughter’s life very bright.—
When she died, the bitterest pang was the
thought of leaving her only child, to the
tender ruercies of a world which is not al-
ways disposed to be merciful. When the
hand of death was upon her, she called the
little one to hier Ledside and kissed her
long and fervently, brushing back her thick
curls with her pale hand, and looking into
her eyes with asteadfast gaze of hopeless
love and sorrow.

“0h," she faltered ; “I ean give up every
thing clse, out I wish I could take you
with me. I cannot bear to leave you in
this cold world, motherless, my child.—
Better for you if you could s'eep liere in
my bosomn and wnever wuake up again, |
wish wa could be buried together.”

Mr, Barton was a kind hearted
ITis sympaties were quick rather than deep.
Perhaps this was why he never understood
the woman, who, for ten yeamrs had been
his wife. ITer mature was very diflerent.
IIer feelings deep buried in her woman’s
hicart. Sometimes, like dizmonds iu the
in the windings of a gloomy mine; they
would flash out for a moment, giving the
Lebolder a sudden startling elimpse of the
richness hidden within, Iler love was like
the course of a subterranean stream, which
you could only (race by the sweet fragrance
of the flowers, the rich verdue of the grass
above it.  ITer hushand saw those things
from a different point, therefore her words
seemed incomprehensible.  Ile
sitting at his dying wifu's bedside, his face

mim.—

had heen

bowed upon his hands; and the tears trick-
ling down his fingers, but he raised lis
head, now, and said, “I don’t like to hear
you say that, Sarah. 17 you must die; it
ian’t night to wish the chill dead too. 1
want something left for me.  Afier you
are gone, 1 shall love her better than any-
thing else in the world.”

A fain’t sad smile erossed the dying  wo-
man’s face.  She knew her husband  better
than he kuew himself.  “You will be eom-
forted," she muormured in her low tones,
but shie didd not reqiove her steady qnes-
tioning, sorrowful @aze fiom her ehild's
fuce.  Shiedied with her hands  twined o

Lier grirl’s thick curls.

Mr. Barton was loud in his lamentings
over the dend, Lt Nelly was very qniet,—
No one ever saw hier weep g amd soane J RLE
ple even remarked it was strange the ehild

edidn’t reem to care more for her
Bat thers were others, shrewd olservers,

mother.

who noticed that for months after a smile

I
naver erossed her face—that she searcely

tasted food—and grew so thin and pale,
ane might almost have thought that lher
dead mother’s kisses Lad drawn half the
life from her childish veina.

For a while Mr. Barton did seem alsorh-
ed in his ¢hild and his grief; but as time
passed on his wife's words came true—he

was comforted.
e needed a housckeeper sally, The

sister, who had come to Lim when his wifs
first died, could remain no longer. Ile
must procure some one to take her place.
It was with this view he first ealled upon
the widow Bennstt; bLut she was not wil-
ling, she told him, to leave hier own lhome
to become his housckeeper ; and it all end-
ed in liis asking her to Lecome his wife,
and bring her own three children with ler.

Bhe was a dominant, artful, and some
said, 8 hqrd woman—very different from
the first Mis. Barton. Little Nelly'’s life
under this new rule seemed more weary
and desolate than ever, though so long as
her father lived shie was sccure from posi-
tive ill treatment; There was not wanting
those who whispered that Adam Bennet's
buxum widow did not make Mr. Barton’s
lifs a very happy one. Ile certainly did
seem to prow old very fust. Be that as it
might, ke was under Lis wife's full control;
and they had not been long married before
ke made his will bequeathing to her all his
property. She had managed well in secu-
ring tlnis hold in good season, for she had
not been Mrs. Barton quite a year, when
‘Mr. Barton fell a viclim to fever, and was
laid in peace by his gentle first wife's

side. -

Mrs. Barton had kept Nelly with her of
couse. She had too high a remard for
public opinion to do otherwise, but she
made the orphian pay, many times over, in
hard toil, for her morsel of food and her
Led in the attic. Was an errand to be
dore, Nelly was summoned, Nelly made
;the beds, NeHy cleaned the knives, Nelly
-washed the dishes, and then, at night, Nelly
sobbed herself to sleep in lier comfortless
*attig 5 with a prayer that she might die be-
-fore morning and go to her iother.—
But ' this ‘part of this story no one Lut
.One above.

She had passed a weary Christmas, for
it ‘was'the third Christmas, day died. The
first one, the snow pressed heavily on a
fiew thatte grave, hnd covered up the in-
scripion on & white temb stone, “ Sarah
Barton, wife of Stephen Bsrton, aged 34."

The semond Christias was bt a few weeks
after her futher brought his secoud wifs
home ; and on this, the third, he too was
aone, and his ¢hild was alone on the deso-
Iate earth.

Nelly bad worked hard all day—she was
very tired but now she must clear off the
long table which had groaned under the
weight of good cheer round which M.
Barton had gathered her relations.  Nelly
must not @o to bed till the iast dish was
washed—she knew that.  She got a high
chair and set it bolore the elosed door leap
ing into the parlor.  Then climbing up on
it, she lovked through the glass over the
dvor, into the cheerful yoom.
warm and brightit was! ITer step-mother
sat, with hier friends, Lefore the fire. 1ler

Oh, how

her.
mirth for the living, but there was no one
to speak u loving word to her, Could the
dead see her from under the grave mounds?
She came back and looked again at the
table. Shesighed and’said once more, in
her low sad voice, “Ol, dear, tere
areso many !”  That was all. Then she
began her task, and did not pause untill it
wis done—the last dish was washed and
put away, and the table placed back against
the wall.
did not go into the parlor. They had noth
ing for her—she il nothing for them.—
She took her candle and elimbed wearly
up stairs to bed,

Soon anid
At fivst they
mother seemel

sleep elused  ler evelids,
brought with it dreams,
Iy
with hier again, and life was bright and
hopeful.  DBut even in her sleep, trouble
followed  afier the joys,

were pleasant ones,

She lived over
again her wrongs, her oppression, her long
sorrow.  Then a voice secemad to spesk to
her. Tt ronsed her from ber slumbor.—

She thought it was her mother’s tones.—

They seemed enlling Lier to the chiurehyard
[ They told her that the earth underneath
the grave sod was troubled. 17 she
there, she thought her mother eould hear

woent

her moan —hier mother, who seemeld calling
hier again to her bosom,
i

Y Come, come, come ! called the  far

off voice.  The child started up wildly. —

{ She rose from bed—she hurried noiselessly
down stairs, She opened the ontside daor
{dust as the the clock struck the hoar of

(midnisht. The house was still,  No one
hennd the light fontsteps. She closel the
Sdoor belind ber sund harvied on. The winds
swept throngh and throngh hor nightdress
—the hard earth cut an:) wonded her bave,
| tender feet.

cold or pain,

But she was insensible to the

She hurried oo, Ouly ong
i thought was in her heart—her mother had
L enllad —she was woing to her.,

Across the fichls  she spu.--l—into the

Cehurehyard sve—on,  these two " graves

beneath the willows —on, uutil sho pressed
[ her fevertal brow upon tha bare sod above
her mother’s heart. « And then the merei-
ful snow began to fail, T covered up the
letters on the headstone, which the poor
child hiad boen tracing with her fingers.—
It folded over the two oraves its white man
te of peace. Tt lay like a snowy  veil
over that youns vietims brow. = It cloth
ed liks a garment hee shining limbs, It
was more mercifulsto her than the world,
ut she heeded not its miaistry,

All her senses were Jocked save one .—
She lislunad——e:\gerl_\r—-l=reullllussly—wi[d
ly.  She listened for her mother’s voice.—
Oh, was it faney? Out of that grave
sweet low lones seemed to  rise.  She
thought—it,may have been only the snow
flakes—but she thought a soft hand rest
ed upon her hair; she felt a spirit kiss
upon her forchead. She lay on the cold
bare earth no longer—her head was
lifted to a soft lovisg bosom. She had
found rest at last, and she mnrmured, as
slie had so many times done at lier moth
er's knee, “God keep little Nelly, and take
bier to heaven when she dies.  And gentle
gentle fell the snow—over the two graves—
over the sleeping child.

They ealled in vain to little Nelly in the
morning, She was not in the kitchen;
she was notin the yard ; she was not in
her little bed in the attic. The clothes she
had worn the day before hung across the
foot of her bed. Iler shawl and Lon
net hung in the passage, but where was
Nelly ¢

Ab, burrying feet of Mrs, Barton!—
What strange terror, what late awnkening
instinct leads you across the fields into the
churchyard gate ¥ Your face is white,
my lady?—but you shall see something
there, whiter still. Aye, kneel now—Iet
those tardy tears have free course. They
will not mele the shiroud of snow from off
that dead child's fice. Your voice cannot
awaken her, bo its tones ever so tender
now. The sun may rise, care and sorrow
and toil go on, waving a web of life ns
before, shie shall toil no more. They can
be idle awhile now. The acling feet
shail have a long rest.

On carth she l'ad but few friends, but
the Almighty pitied her. Ile called her
home; the angels waited for her—they
will not teach her their new song to day;
the snow was merciful—it has woven her
a whiter shroud than nortal hands could
fashion. Fathaer, mother, child, stand to-
gether before the eternal throne—they
walk together where no voice shall ever

say, “I am weary.” Nellie is gone home.

It was only nine o'clock lut she |

: :
gaily dressed children were gathered round |

There was warmth aud light and |

promise to pay attention to it.”
LOF comse T will unele, for T always like
to hear of the printers.

|
1
! The judge seemed wrapped instudy fin

i some moments, and then Legan
‘I onece knew a man,’ said le, ‘who lived
L inadittde town in a western part of Viginia
e was of respectable family, but not very
1 wealthy, and the youth, for a youth he was
at the time onr naveative commences, expres
bsed acdesive to lesrn the printing buisiness,
| His prrents baving no objections to it, he
I town of W—
i which was earried o by @ young man by
i the nume of M e continned in the
foflice some two years, at the expiration o

entered an oflice in the

which the oflice was sold out to another
firm. The former proprictors of the estaly
Hlishiment immediately purchased anothe
oflice in the interior of the State and

young man wishinge to finish his trade with
i - X a

P those he hiad eommenced with immediately
{left, and joined his old employers.  Tim
I rolled on, amd his apprenticeship was fivish
he retnrned There hs

meets his old fricnds and former associntes

ed, when hiome.
and particulinly a young lady to whom  he
wits very muach attached.  His visits
very often and in less than a year they wen

engaged Lo get narried,

W

He in the meantime had purchased o
printing office, and was publishing o week
Iy paper, and by applying himselt elosely
U o the office, and many friends; amd as s th
| ease in publishing a paper, some enemics,
Those who were his enemies had  coueht
cvery means within theiv power 1o e
him, Lut in spite of all they eanld by, I
still prospered in business,

Bat althongh he was engnmod, some ol
'tlu: fdies of the place, who b set them.
Eselves up as aristocary, songhtan interview
with the young lady's mother, and by fulse
hoods and misrepresentations, suceeded in
winning the nususpected parent over lo
their side, and by her interference with
her davghter, the maeriage
oll’.

This was more than the youne man conlil

was broken

staned and at the end of the volume, he dis-
continuwl the publication of the paper, and
left for parts unknown,

Years volld on, we lind the youne printer
a suceessful lawyer, residing in the city o
New Orleans. e had there gained aname
that will ever stand, not only being
influential member of the bar, but a respee-
table and honored citizen of the # Creseant
City "

As this young lawyer was sitting in his
oftice one afternvon, readding, he was inter-
rupted by a gentle rap on the door. The
lawyer answered the knock with his pleas-
ant “come in.”  The duor opened, and the
fignre of a female entered, She scemad
about thirly years of age; she had been
one of the most handsome of her sex, al
though time has eastits shadow over the
freshines of her features.

* Are you nota lawyer ' shie enquired in
sweet musieal voice. '

‘I have the honor to belong to that pro-
fession,’ replied e,

*1 have a ense I would be happy to have
you attend to if you will do 5o, she addel
Llushing.

*What is the tenor of it §?

‘It is adivoree case. My husband, short-
ly after our marriage, took Lo drinking very
hard and having - quanderel all our means,
has now abandoned me altogetlier, and 1
am forced to take in sewing Lo support my-
self and ehild.)

‘Iwill do what T ean for you madun,
and [ think there will be dificulty in: ob.
taining one.'

“The laly gave him her namo as Mus,
Young, and said she was boarding with a
friend at number — Chesnut street, nnd
then left the office.

After she had gone, the thought occured
to him that he had scen the fuce before and
the more he thought of it the more he was
convinced that such was the case, and to
satisfy his ouriosity he resolved to visit lier
the following day. The next afternoon he
ealled at — Chesnut street; and found the
person lie wns in search of sitting in avery
nicely finishud apartment with a sweet, rosy
checked boy by her side,

After talking on the different topics of
the dny he ventured (o ask Ler if she was a
native of the State.

¢No, sir, T was in Virginin, and reside]
there till shortly after my marringe’ she
answered,

* Did you not nt one Lime reside in Lhe
village of M ¥

¢ Fresided there severnl yedrs, said the
lady, as she scrutinized the features of th
lawyer. . bt




