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&nooE JEITERATURS,

THROUGH THE WINTER.

CHAPTER XX.—TRAILING ARBUTUS.

* The spung hath buds, however late,

The June must bning her roses,

To faintest hearts, that trustful wait
For what God's love discloses.

We ask of God the sunniest way,
He answers with a sorrow,

We faint beneath the cross to-day,
We wear the crown to.moriow.”

Days follumed une anuvthes quichly now, each one filled
up with wotk and care; and hands and hearts were alike
full, there was su much to be dore, su many last iurgs ‘o
be remr embered, so much to be thought of, talked about,
and piayed over. As each passing hour brought the ume
of parting nearer, the brothers and sister drew cluser to-
gether, and those last days in the old home were filled, not
alope with 1he business arnd tu) of packing, but wih ten-
der, loving incidents, Hn which often, n after years, mem-
ory used fondly to linger, and whose holy power was often
to be felt, in restiarning and uphulding, when feet were like
to ship ur courage to falter.  Mr. Humghrey's plans wese all
successfuliy cartied vut. The heuse and farm wede suld,
and all necessary arrangements made for the depattuic of
himself and sons fur the West by the tenth of Apnl. It
was arranged that Helen and Sibyl should go to Mrs. Wal.
dermar at the same time, and, to Matsie's great satisfaction,
1t was settled that she should go with them aud enter Mis.
Waldermar's seivite.

In that lady’s cottage the air was also full of voices whus.
peung of change

It was decrded that Dr. Waldermat, as soon as his health
would permit, should go to Boston and there begin the prac-
tice of hus profession.  Mis, Waldermar and the 1est of the
fammly would remain in Quinnecoco dunng the summer, tut
with the carly autumn they would follow him.

** Lifc was too short, * Mrs. Waldermar said, *‘ fur un-
necessary separations to be endured, and since Guy's duties
were Lenceforth tu corfine hym te Boston, they would go
there too, and make a new home where all could be to-
gether.”

Su they talked, and planued, and woiked, and the sun
rose and set, and days went by, unti] the last afterroon of
the last day was too quickly passicg away.

It had been a busy tume, but all was done now. In the
hall stood the great trunks and boxes, that spoke so plainly
of partings and journeys: and the old, familiar rooms
already wore a strange, forsaken aspect. There had been
no time for tears, little time even for words. dunng the
long, busy day : the brothersand sister had worked together
mostly in sience. But now, when all was done, they
turned, «7ith one consent, to go once more through the quiet
house : the only home they had ever ktown, the oniy home
they were ever to vhare together,

Slowly, sadly, they went from room o room, pausing at
the windows to look out for the last time on some favournte
view—a ghmpse of water, ur a clump of tzces, or a distant
shadowy outhae of the sea—that till their dying day they
would remember, and that often, in far.- ff lands, some miz-
age of memory would brng belore them 1n all the fresh,
vivid colousing of that carly springtime.

An Apnl shower came up while they were so employed,
and the great, big drops fell fast and heawily for a bief
space, then ceased, and the black cluuds parted, justin
ume for the seting sun lo radiatz them with long shafts of
golden hight. Tuey were leaning from 2 western window
watching the beautiful play of hight and shade. when, 1n a
low voice, Philip susd : ** Look "’

Passing slowly southward, m solemn, royal state, was a
cloud of kiugly, uphifted heads, with, as it were, faces rapt
in reverent repose and kindled with glonified light, the eyes
raised upward, the hips kall-parted, as if words of praise and
adoration were just escaping.

s How beauttfal ! Phalip said. thoughtfully ; * how real
they look ! what would they say 2™

** Holy, hnly, holy Lerd God Almighiy, which was, and
1. and 1s to onme,’ sud a voice slowly and reverently be-
hiad them.

Just turming, Helea saw Dr. Waldermar. But no onc
spoke untl the wonde:ful cloud-vision, with ats fading,

angiog forms, had dufted seaward beyood their gaze.

“1 am plad rou came just when you dicd,” Philip then
said to the doctor.  **T wanted some one to say those words
for me."

Dr. Waldermat smiled as he 1aid a hand affectionately on
the boy's shoulder.

“* What did 1t make yor think of 2" he said to Helen.

**Tac showes and the cloud topether ° 7 she asked. **1
could only think of St. John's beautful glimpse <f heaven,
and of the meltitude who had come out of great tnbulation.”™

** Nelhie s always thinkanp of tabalation,” Fred saud, in
a tone of mingled wwpaticnee and sadacess.  ‘* Why coulda't
you *hink of this verse I learned Sunday ? ‘ And now zex
ste aot the bright tight which :s in the clouds : bat the wind
passeth aod cleanseth them.' ™

. Waldermar looked at the boy with surprise and plea.
e,

**1s that what it made you think of, Fred ?” he asked,
gently.  ** My dear boy, I hope you will always semember
that there 15 a agbt i the datkest cloud, an aogel —nay,
betict—a God behind 1.

A hittle looger they Lingered at the window, walching the
comiog down of the evering, cach busy with thouoghis,
while memory and hope clasped hands and whispered, the
oxne, of glad, un!mub{ed ‘¢ years gone down into the past,”
the othes, of brighter, happier years strely avwasting them 12

ihefotere,

Fred stood silent. e Jooked 2t Helen. Something in
hee f2cc, in the tende:, wishitl cyes that were waiching him,

-~

scemed to give him strength and resolution.  He stepped to
her aude,

**Nellie, ' he said, 10 a low voice, **l think mamma
would se plad to have me say 1t, and before I go I will say
ittoyou. I told ycu once I had made up my mind to be a
Chustian.  Nelite, I think, I hope, I am one now. I do
love and believe in Jesus, and I will 1y to obey ilim, to fol-
low Hium whithersoever He may lead me.”

The re omi was very still for a few nunutes, while the sol-
emn vow was hetop wnitten on their hearts and registered in
heaven ; then D)r. Waldermar saud, gently .

** Shall we r1ead and pray topether before we part?”

And opening his pocket-Bible he read of Jacob going out
from Beersheba.

Fuii ot stiength and promse, full of a love that bade them
trust and be not afraid, the words were ; and 1n the shadowy
evening hight they came home with new meaning, to the
youny heaits that on the morrow were to go forth from home,
not knowing what should befall them.

The praycer that followed was an earnest petition that they
might have stiength, through al! the temptations and strug.
gles of life, to temember and keep Jacob's vow: ** Then
shall the Lord be my tod;' and so, a} last, when the
changes and wacdenpgs of hme were over, come home, an
unbroken family, in peace azd gladaess to the kather's
house,

That was their last talk together in the old home.

Soon Mr. Humphiey s voice was heard calhog Helen,
and with the eatly murning of the next day came the hurnry
and bustle of departure  The last arrangements were soon
made, the last good-byes soon said ; and in the first flush of
the rosy sunnse Helen stood on the stvop, holding her httle
sister’s hand, and watching the carnage as it rolled away,
with the happy boys waving their caps and shouung good-
bye until beyond sight and heanng.

It was weli for Helen that Mrs. \Valdermar, with her ten.
der thoughtfulpess, eft her hittle time 1o irdulge her sorrow.

Befote the morming coluurs had fairly blended into the
white hght of the full day she was there, as she sad, ““to
claim her daughters.”

The last trunks were carned out; the windows closed, the
door locked, and the key sent by Matsie to its new owner ;
and with a sed but thankful neant Helea turned from the
home of her childhocd, to go to the new one so kindly wait-
ing her coming.

1t was the beginning of a new hife, and so Helen felt at.

She was partiag with much that was dear to her, laying
Jdown many duties, that, even while they had pressed heav-
1y, love had made sweet; and entening a new sphers,
where hope promised her much of pleasure, joy and ease.

Was she fitted for a2

Would the new path, so free from thorns and roughnesses,
and windieg only amorg pleasant places, prove a safe path
for her feet? Or would she, like so many others, 1 pros.
penty and comfort, grow lukewarm and indifferent ? and
biecause she had ** no changes thercfore™ ** fear not God.”

Thoughts something hke these were thronping Helen's
mind, as she sat alone in the pleasant chamber to which,
aiter 2 hasty meeting with the doctor and Margaret, Mrs.
Waldermar had thoughtfully taken her to rest = while by
herself.

The t1:ais of the past year had sifted her.

 Until the strength of self __rnceat
Was changed at leniih
To weakness.™

There was no sense of selfsufficiency in her heant, no
feehng that, of herself, she could think or do xny good thing.

Humble and dist.ustiul, she walked to her windov, and
leantag oun i, locked out. There was a lovely wiew of the
sea, looking then very peacelul under the soft light of the
Apn! sky, and directly beneath a sheltered garden-nook,
where casly flowers were already blooming, trees budding,
znd birds finung to and fro, 1n the debightful smportance of
young couples just prepanng for housckeeping.

In the centre of the garden was a marble fountain, play-
ing that day for the fisst ime that spnog; with lascinated
cyes Helen watched the tossing, waving spray. How pure,
how free, how full of life and joy it seemed !

\Where did the water come from ?

Helen knew very well.

Not far away, jast across the green fizlds that lay beyond
the garden, there was a dewy meadow, over whose spungv
tutf when a child she had often tramped for wild flowers acd
grasses.  And hidden peacefully away among the sentinel-
ferns and reeds, there was a sprung of the coolest, clearest
water, from which, wath her hand folded for 2 cup, she had
often drank when heated and thirsty fron her scmmer-walks.
Now, as she beheld the flower-like play of the fountain, and
remembered its sonrce 10 the silent, unscen spring, there
came to her one of thase sweet Scnpture illuminations, so
often vouchsafed to praying eyes, and that not only throw a
tender hght over the Rible words, but make ther applica-
ti0n to the daily life so simple and so plain :

** All my fresh spangs 2te 10 Thee.” Whare hzad Helen
scen these words?  Unce, long before, whea readicg the
Psalms 10 an Episcopal prayer-book, she had read them,
thinkiog hittle of the depths of truth and beauty concealed
in them ; and pow, whed her soul craved that, which noth-
ing 1w the world could testow, memory recalled them to
her.

**Ail .y fresh springs " -spnngs of sxectness, healing,
holiness- **are 1n Thee,” the iving water, and the medita-
tion broupht 2 quiet calm toherheart. . . . . ., .

It was a pleasant hittle party that gathered aronad Mrs.
Waldermat's lacch-talie that day, and Helen's face, re-
flecting the light of a trusting spint, was perhaps the sweet-
es* and brightest there

*“ Do you frcl tested Helen * ™ Marparet asked, pausing,
n the act of helping the desert, to look at her; and then
answesing her own question with,

**\Why, I declate, you don’t look as if you bad ever been
ured, and when you came you looked oornplctcly exhausted :
what have you done to yoursel! this motning 2

* Takeo 2 bathio the fountain of youth,"” Helen answered,

with a smile that one pair of eyes at the table saw covered
a deeper feeling.

*“Have you? well, I must own the effect i1 mapical. 1
don't wander poor old Ponce De Leon tried so haid to find
it, if he had ever seen anyone fresh Irom its waters; but |
am particularly glad you ate now rested, for I have a de-
hghtful plan, that wants nothing for its successlul accom.-
plishment this afternoon, but light hearts and nimble feer.”

** What now, Marpie?" her brother asked, with a laugh

**Only a walk 10 the woods, Guy. The trailing arbutus
1s in bloom, and 1 propose to devote the afternnon to gath-
ering it. 1 never feed spring to be really here until 1 hold 2
bit of it in my hands.”

Drs. Waldermar looked at Helen.

** Do you really feel strong enough to go 2" he inquired.
“ You know thete is no hutry, though Margie is so im

atient ; the spring is hiete, however slow she may be to be.
ﬁcvc 11, annd the arbutus will be just as lovely to morrow as
it s to-day ; don't try to go unless you are suse you will not
find n tinng.”

“1 am quite sure,” she answered, with a grateful smile.
“1 am not tired, and the day is so lovely one feels like a
caged bird when obliged to stay in-doors.”

1 see the spirit of spring has taken full possession of
you. \Well, then, Margic, it is agiced that we devote this
af'ernoon to wood-foraging.

“ Mamma, 1 hooe you will instruct these romantic young
ladses, that even on flower quests, in our changeable chimate,
uver shoes and blaoket-shawls are things of use, if not of
beauty ; and without them—whatever clse they may or may
not find in the woods—I am almid they wouald be pretty
sure to find colds and rheumatism.”

**Guy,” Masgaret said, playlully, ‘‘you are a bom
croaker. Helen, you have no idea how dreadful it is to live
tn 2 house with a doctor. You never ¢can do nnylhing, that,
from the heights of his superior wisdom, he doesn't discove:
to be very imprudent—very good, perhaps for his profes-
sion, but exceedingly bad for your health, which of course
it is his sacred duly 1o watch over.”

¢ It certainly is,” Dr. Waldermar said, pleasantly, ** when
its possessor doesn't watch over it herself. But come,
young ladies, I challenge you to meet me on the doorstep in
five minutes, pruperly equipped in every particulas, for your
walk.”

“* Say fifteen minutes, Guy, and I'll pick up your glove,"”
Marparet said, as with a merry laugh she ran after Helen
and Sibyl.

Dr. Waldermar’s five minutes lengthened into ten, and the
ten was losing itself in twenty, wheo, with bright faces, the
three girls joined him on the doorstep.

** At last,” he said, with a playfuf growl, showing them
his watch ; 1 wonder if Job ever waited while a party of
young ladies made themselves tea”y for a walk ; and as fo.
ycur baskets,” and he laughed as he counted them, *judz-
ing from them, this must be the day when

¢ ¢ Birnam wood do come to Dunsinane.’

Come now, little 1ady,” and he took Sibypl’s hand, *‘let’s
see if these gay tlower-gatherers are flect-footed enough t>
keep up with us.”

They had a quick walk, almost run, acros the fields to
the edpe of the woods; but once there, Dr. Walde mar
slackened his pace and let them stroll 2long quietly and
slowly as they pleased. How beautiful it was in the woods
that day ! Too early for much {oliage, it was got too early
for the spicy pine-buds to be swelling, ot for the oaks to be
hanging forth their delicate fringes of fzintest pink, and sil-
very giay, and pale, shadowy green.

Eyes and hands were alike busy: the one could not be
satigfied with secing, nor the other with gatheriag, and the
pleasant wotk of filling the baskets went on with carnest,
merry will. From one mossy stnmp to another they wan.
dered, finding everywhere the beautiful flower-childsen, un-
t1], in their interest and excitement, they were out of each
otker’s sight, although not out of hearing.

After a little search for her, Dr. Waldermar found Helen
1o what looked hike a perfect nest of arbutus, and palling up
one full, beautifal cluster after another.

With boght, laughiog eyes she looked at him. **I think
these are the sweetest and prettiest tinted flowers I have
found yet,” she said, as with dainty fingers she siripped off
the two or threc brown, discoloured leaves from a2 long
spray of exquisite white and pink blossoms. ** I do not be-
heve theirc 1s 2 jewel an the world that can compare with
these flowers for beauty and purity.”

Wil you guve it to me 2" Dr. Waldermar asked witha
smile, as be Jeaped aganst a tree near watching her

**Yes, gladly, of you hke it: bat what will you do with
it?> wind it round ycur hat 2" .

“ No.

** ¢ On my heart I'll wear it for fear my jewel tyoe.

he hummed lightly a2 he came to her side, and extended his
hand for the spray she reached towards him.

Suddenly he stopped.  ** Wast 2 moment,” he said, s
changed. earoest voice - ¢* Heler if you give me these fiow.
ers, you must give me with them the npht to cherish and
love the giver, who is more to me than flower, or jewel, of
any other carthly possession ever can be.  Will you do it>”

One startled, blushing glance she gave him before her veiled
cyes sought the ground ; and bis low word thrilled ber with
1ts tenderness, and bowed her heart with & happinness she
could scarcely dare to look at, it seemed 50 strange and wo-
comprehensible.

\When, toon after, warned by the lengthening shadows
and growing chilliness of the late afternoon, Dr. Waldermsar
sotght for his sister and Sibyl, be found them very vawill-
iog to obey his summons.

**T have had 2 beuatifcl time,” Margaret said, eagerly.
* 1 never enjoyed the woods as I have to-day. I feel asaf I
had found 2 great treasure, and, like 2 miser, I capnot bear
to leave it.”

Dr. Waldermar quiet answer made Margaret bright eyes
open wider than usual.

“Doyor?” he smd, *“sodo I; bet there is this differ-
ence between your treasure and mine: yours can be safely



