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BY 4 WAY SHE KNEIW NOT.

The Storn of Allison Haw.

BY MARGARET M. ROBERTSON.

CRAUTER VI

¢ Do thy duty, that 12 best,
Leave unto the Lord the rest

That year there was through all the North an open win-
ter, and the **green yule,” which s said to make **a full
kirkyard.” The weather was mild and moist, with heavy
fogs in the morning, which sometumes stayed all day, and
all night as well,  There was serious illness in many houses,
and much discomfort in others, even where there was not
danger.

Poar old folk who had sat by the door, or *‘daundered ”
about the streets and lanes in comfort during the summer-
time, now sat coughtng and wheezing in the chimney.cor-
ner, or went, bowed and stiff; about the work which must
not be neglected, though pain made movement difiicult.
Some who had lingered beyond the usual term of hfe
*dropped away,” and their place kaew them no more.
And death, the Reaper, not content with the ¢ bearded
grain,” gathered a flower or two as well,

Measles came first among the bairns, and whooping:
cough followed, and Mrs. Hume would have liked to wrap
up her little daughter and carry her away from the danger
which threatened her.  For, that the child should escape
these troubles, or live throuph them, the mother, usually
cheerful and hopeful in such times, could not belicve.
“ Aad her father 1" thought she, with a sinking heart,
whale the father was saying to tumself, ¢ Alas for her poor
mother ”'; aud out of all their anxious tRoughts, nothing
better could come than this: ** We must submut to Gad's
will, whatever it may be.”

As for wrapping her up and carrying her away, that was®

out of the question. If it had been summer-time they might
have sent her to a friend of theurs, who would have cared for
the child tenderly and faithfully. But on the whole it
seemed wiser to keep her at home.

“ Ve must leave her in God's hand,” they said to one
another, and they did so entirely. Mrs. Hume was kept
away from no sick or suffering houschold by the thought
of possible danper to her little daughter.  Many needed
both help and comfort who could not come to the manse
to tind them, and to them the minister and his wife went
gladly. But the strain of all she had to do told on Mrs,
Hume. She also had ber turn of iliness, which kept her
ia the house for 2 while, and then 2 part of her duties to
the sick poor in the neighbourhood fell to Allison.

¢ It is not always that the Lord lets us see at once the good
which He has promised to bring out of what seemsto be evil
to us ; but He uas done so this time,” said Mrs, Hume, after
a little.

For what ske had lost in being laid aside from helping
othess, Allison had gaianed in taking her place. It wasat
s)me cost to hersalf, because of her shyness, and because
of other folk's cunosity, not always kept within bounds
when a chance to gratifly 1t came in the way. But on the
whole she held her own among the neighbours, whom she
had kept at arm's-length so long, and won the good opinion
of many, and their good words also, which were, however,
oftener spuken behind her back than belore her face, be-
causc she would not stay to listen. Her way was to brieg
the medicine, or the broth, or the jug of tea, and set 1t
down without a word, and then go at once, if there was
no more needed from her. But occasionally she put her
strong, expert hands to the doing of some good turn—the
firm and gentle lifting of some weary, pain-worn creature,
while the bed was put right, or to the setting in order of
the confusion which soon befalls in a sick-room where
nurses are unaccustomed, and have besides other caresto
fill their time.

Whatever she did was done in sileace. No oae in tell-
ing of the help she gave, could tell & word she had uttered
beyoad the message which her mistress had seat.  But
though she had few words for any one, she had many
thoughts about other people’s troubles, which helped her
to turn from the constant brooding over her own.
So she got more than she gave, which is oftener the case
with the doers of kindly deeds than is always known.

It was in this way that her acquaiatance began with
Mrs. Beaton, who lived i a house at the end of the
street, close by the green.  Allison had somectimes seen
her in the kirk, nad had noticed herat first for no better
reason than that she ware a bonnet.  Of course there were
other bonnets in the kuk——maay of them. The tmes
were changing for the worse, 1t was thought, and even the
servant Ia<ies were getiap to wear boanets.  But of the
clderly women who came there, not many had so far
changed the fashion of their gouth as to cover the white
¢ match * with anything but a handkerchief 1a the summer-
time, or with a shawl, or with thie hood of the mantle of scas-
Iet or gray duffel, when the weather was cold.

Mrs, Beaton wore 3 bonnet always at the kirk, and
when she went tu other places, alsa, as if she had been
used with 1t all herlife.  And she had some other fashions
as well, which madc her seem different from her acigh-
boars in Allicon's eyes.  She was small and fair, and over
her gray hair she ware a widow’s cap which was not at alt
hike the thick mutches of the other wamen, and het shawls
and gowns were of a texture and form which told of better
days long past. She *‘kept herself to herself,” the neighbours
taid, which meant that her daor did not always stand
open to all comers, though she wax neighbwurly enouph io
other ways when there Was occasion.  But though Allisan
had seen her, she had never spoken with her till the
nizht when the winister, hearing from one of the neigh-
bours that Mrs. Beaton was but poorly, seat her over toin-
qusre about her.

¢ Just go down and sce if Fou cxa do anything forher. 1

- -

cannot have your mistress disturbed to-night. You will know
what todo.  Max, Beaton is not just like the rest of them,
as you will see yourself,”

So, Allison went down the dark street, thinking a little
about the sick woman, but quite indifferent as to the
welcome she might receive. The house stood by itself,
a little back from the road, and a wooden paling en'
closed a piece of garden ground before it.  The gate

ielded to her hand, and so did the deor. Alhson felt

er way {o the inner door in the dim light, and then she
spoke :

“I'm the minister’s lass.
weel, or she would have come hersell.
lamp 2"

Ay, might ye, if there is fire enough left,” said a voice
from the datkness.

The lamp was lighted, and holling it high above her
head Allison turned toward the bed,  Mrs. Beaton raised
herself up, and regarded her for a moment.

 And so you are wee Marjoric's bunny Allic! 1am glad
to see you."

* You're nat weel.
ye needed done.”

¢ It was kind of hita to send you. and it is kind in you to
come. I'm not just very well. 1 was trying to settle my
self for the night, stnce there seemed nothiny better to be
done.  Maybe ye might make my bed a wee bit easier for
me, if ye were to try.”

“I'H dohay,t sad Allison,

** Mrs. Coats would have come in, I suppose ; but her
bairns are not well, and she has cnough to do.  And Annie,
the lassie that comes in to wake my tire and do other things
has gone 10 see her brother, whu has just come home from a
long voyage. P'm more than glad to see you, It’s eeric
being quite al me.”

* I'm glad I eame. Will T make you some gruel, or a
cup of tea? \When had youn your dinner 2

‘¢ If you have the time to spare—"

There was time cnough In a minate or two the fire
was burning brightly. Allison knew what to dov, and
where to find what was needed without a question 3 and
Mrs. Beaton lay, following her movements wuh great in-
terest.

o lhwas once yeung and strong like you,” said she, with
a sigh.

Alllison 53id nothing, but went on with the making of the
gruel.

““ You have done that before,” said Mrs. Beaton.

‘ Ay, many a time.”

She left the gruel to simmer by the fire, and taking the
coverlet {som the bed, spread it over the arm-chair, then
she lifted the sick woman as if she had been a child, and
placed herinit. Thenshe put a pillow behind her, and
wrapped her warmly round.

“ And you have done this before.”

Allison answered nothing.

* Was it your mother, my dear? " said Mrs. Beaton, lay-
ing her small, wrinkled band on hers.

Allison turned toward her with  artled eyes,

¢ Yes, it was my mother,” said she.

‘“ Ah! what a thing it must be to have a daughter ! went
on Mrs. Beaton ; and it was op her lips to ask if her mother
were living still, but the lonk on Allison's face arrested the
words. There was silence bhetween them till Mrs. Beaton
was laid in her bed again.  Allisan washed the dishes she
hiad used, and put the room in order. Then she swept
the hearth and covered the fire, and then she said pood
night. Aftcr she had shut the door, she opened it again
and said :

* 1 might took in on you in the morming, bhut it would
need to be early, and I might disturb you.”

* You wouldna disturb me. But I doubt you would have
1l leaving.”

**Oh ! Ican come, but I canna bide long.”

She went the next day and for several days, and their
friendship grew in a silent way.  And then Mrs, Beaton was
better, and the little lass who came in the mornings to make
the fire and do what else was to be done returned, and Alli-
son's visits ceased for a while.

Indeed she had little time for anything but the work of
the houce, and the care of the bairns as the winter wore on.
The little boys and Marjoric had their tumn of the cough, but
bappily much less severcly than had been feared for them.
Sull there was enough to do for them, and as their mothsr
was not very stronz, Allison took Marjoric in charpe Ly
night as well as by day, and the child got bravely through it
all.  Allison made a couch of her high kitchen-dresser,
when it could be done without interfering with the work of
the mameat, and Matjarie lay there foe hours among her
pillows, as content as if she had been with her mother in
the parlour.

It was good far the child tn have such cnnstant and loving
care, and 1t was good for Allison to give it. For many a
word of childish wisdam did she ger to think about, and
sometimes foolish words to smile at, and in listering to Mas.
jorie, and caring for her comfort at all times, she forgot for
2 while to think of her vwn cares.

In the long evenings, when she rain or the darkoess pre-
vented the usual run, after the next day’s lessons had been

repared, the clder boys used to betake thems lves o the
{:itchcn fireside, and an mast such nights somie of their zam
panions found thewr way thete also.  Then there was story-
telling. or the singing «f snngs and hallads, or cndless dis
cussions abaout all things under the sun.  Now and thea
there was a turn of rather rough play, but it never wear very
far, for the s.und of their father’s step, or a glimpse of their
raother's face at the door made all quict again, at least for
a time.

They were rather rouyh lade same of those who came, Lt
they were mostly ** lad diey weel brocht up,” and rarcly was
there a word utterad among them which it would have
harmed the youngest child 10 hear.  There was Scotch of
the braadest in their sangs and in their talk, and the manse
Loys, who were expected to speak Leplish in the prescncs of
their father and mother, among their campanions madc the
most of their opportanitics for the use of their own more

Misteess Hume is no’
Will T licht your

‘The minister said I was to dv what

expreisive tongue,  But there was no vulgarity or coarscness
in their talk.

Assilent here as elsewhere, the presence of * the new
las3,” as the visitors, long accustomed to old Kirstin,
called her, did not interfere in the least with the order of
things, She might have been blind or deaf for all the
diffcrence it made to them, and, except on the rare occa.
sions when little Marjorie was permutted to be there, for all
the difference therr coming made to her,  \When Marjone
was there, Allison’s wheel, or the stocking she was knitting,
was put aside, and the child rested at casc and content
in her arms. No once of them all took more pleasure
at such times than Maijone.  She hked the stories and
the songs and the quamnt old ballads, of which Robin
and some of the others had a store, and she was a sym.
pathetic little creature, and could not be happy unles
Allic epjoyed them also, so her attention was never
nllou{(cd to wander when the child’s band could touch her
cheek.

But better than either song or story, Marjorie liked to
hear about all that was going on in the town., Nothing
came amiss to her that any one had to tell.  She hiked tv
hear abuut their neighbours, and the bauns, their goings
and comings, their:ickness and recovery.  Even their new
gowns and theit visits w une another interesied the fnendiy
little child, who could not visit herself, nor wear new
gowns, and the lad who had the most to say about them all
was the one who pleased her best. Al they used to tell her
made her alittle sad sometunes, for Jhic could not come and
go, ot rua and play, asthuse happy children could, and her
chief desire was to b= strong and well,and *to go about .
her own feet ke other fulk.”

January was nearly over before there came any fiost 10
speak of, and the first bright, sharp weather, it was said,
did much good to the sick folk wn the town. Then they had
snow—nut just a shower to cxcxéc first expectation and then
disappointment amony lads and lassies who sejoiced in its
coming, as they mostly delighted i any change that came—
but a heavy fall, and then a agh wind which drifted it here
and there between the lills and made some of the roads im
passable for the time, Many of the lanes were filled full,
and some of the folk had to be dug out, because the snow
had covered their doors.

There was no end to the great balls which were rolled
along the streets. A\ strong fort was built on the square be-
side the pump, which was fiercety attacked and bravely de
fended, and battles were tought through all the streets before
the snow was trodden into black slush beacath the feet of
the combatants. Even the dreaded ¢ kink-howst ™
(whooping-cough) failed to keep some of the bolder
spitits out of the fray, and those of them who took the
fun in moderation were none the worse, but rather better for
the rally.

But Marjorie suw none of this, and she longed to see it
all; and though she had been less ill with the cough than
some others had been, she lost ground now, refused her
food, and yrew fretful and listless as Allison had never seen
her before.

It was hard for the eager little creature to listen quietly
to all her brothers had to tell of what was going on among
the young folk of the town, They boasted of Robin's
strength and skill, and of Jack's uncqualled prowess when
s spawba’ing "' was the order of the day, and she wanted to
sec it all.  And she lunged to sce the rush of the full burn
and the whiteness of all the hills.  Allison looked at her
with a great longing to comfort her, but whatcould she say?
Even the mother thuught it wisest to ' .en ia silence to the
child’s murmurs.

¢ But it’s no’ just the snawba'ing and the white hills I am
thinkirg about, mother. Thisis the way it will aye be, ali
my life loog. T -nust just sit still and hear the sound ot
things, and never be in the midst of them like other folk.
All my life, mother! Think of it !

« My dear,” said the mother gravely, ‘*all your life may
pot be a very long time.”

‘¢ Bat mothez, I would like ittobelong.  There is Robin
going to be a great scholar and astonish the whole watlds
and Jack is going in search of adventures; and Davies
going to Amecrica to have a farm of a thousand acres, all his
own. And why should I haveto stay here, and not evensee
the snawba'ing, not the (ull burn, nor the castle that the
boys made?”

As a general thiog Mrs. Hume left her little daughter's
¢ why "' unanswercd, only teyng to beguile her from such
thoughts to the enjoyment of what was left to her in her
quiet life. “1o-day her heart was sore for the child, know-
ing well that her lot would not scem more casy to bear as
the years went on.

My darhing,” said she, “‘itis God s will."

¢ Yes, mother ; but why should it be God's will just with
me? Sutely when He can do anything, He might give me
a chance with the test.  Or clse Ie should just make me
content as I am.”

** And so He wall, dear, 10 ume.
and leave ail in Hhis hand.”

*“Oh! yes. I mast jast leave it. There is nothing cie
to du. As to asking—I aye ask to be made strong, aad
to walk abuut on my ain feet.  And then—wouldnz 1 jost
serve Him 1"

The last wurds were spokea 10 Allison, whose kind &8
sad eyes had been resting on her all the time.  And Allison §8
answered -

** But surely it may be His will that you should sec the B
full burn and the snawy braes, if it be your mother’s witl
A’ the bawens are better since the frost came, and [ migh

You must ask Hm,

canty wee Marjorie as far as the fit o' the Wind Hill for: Eg

change.” .

“Oh1 mother ! mother! Lect mego. Allic carrics o $§
sosttong and casy.  And 1 might have Mrs, Esselmon:s
warm shawl round me, and the solt little hat, and I wosis
never feel the cold.  Ob ! mother ! mothert”

¢ I might atleast take her to the end o' the lanc; andil
she should be cauld, or weary, or if the cough came oa, !
could be hame wizh her in 2 minute.”

Though only half convineed of the wisdom of such 2 piaa BN
her mother conseated 3 and by and by the happy child, 38




