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THROUGH Z‘{{E WINTER.

CHAPTER VI.—Continmed.

From that time forth Helen's sense of security during the
fierce, wild, winter storms that so often rage along the At.
lantic sea-coast was always shadowed by the remembrance of
others.

The boys came home {rom evening church with fresh re-
ports of the gale.

** It is the Lughtest mnonlight 1 ever saw,” said Philip,
*and the wind is increasing every minute. They say the
ocean is peifecly terrific, the lfe twat went oft to the
wreck about ceven o’clock, and wanted to bring the men on
shore, but they wuuldn't leave ; and now they say no boat
can live in such ~ sea, and so the men on the wreck must
stay there.”

**To they think there is really great danger? ™ Helen
asked.

** I don't know what they think ; but T heard Mr. Clay-
ton say the ship must be made of stout stuff to stand such a
tnal as this; and 1 know most of the men and bufs went
down tv the beach from chutch. I wish 1 could go.™

*Sodo 1" said Fred; “*why cau't we 2

**Uh, nv,” Helen answered, qaickly, **don’t go—not yet
—wait. Perhaps the gale wul be over m a little while.
And 1t is Sunday evemng.  1'd rather you wouldn't go.”

** Well, we woun't, then,” Fied said, hesuically practising
his good resclutione of the mormng & ** butaf it grows worse,
if anything should happen, why, in that case you kunow,
Nellte, we must go."”

They scparated soon after for bed, but not to sleep. As
the niy;ht went un the wind tocreased. It scemed as if mad
spitats were holding cammival. The house shook; lielen's
bed -ocked ; while peacefully, in her lofty sphere, far above
the reach of tempesis and commotions, the {uil moon looked
down 1n stlent beauty on the wind-beaten carth.

Avout twelve ocluck there came a knock on Helen's
door. It was Phahp,

* Helen," he asked, ** are you asleep 2"

**Ny,” she answered, throwing on a shawl and going to
the dovr.  **Whatisit?2™

** I've just been out-dooss : the street is full of people;
every onc s guing to the beach. Tuey say the wreck is
going tu pueces.  Fred and I aregoing ; papa says we may."

¢ Oh, wait,” Helen eaclaimed, nervously. ¢ Ican't stay
at home and sleep ; let me go, 100, Ask papaif I can't.”

Philip went oft ; and, 1n gteat haste, Helen thiew on her
clothes.  Philip was back in a few moments.

** Papa says it is foolish for you to go, but 1 told him 1
saw lots of women going. So he says if you want to go
very much why youcan. Be quick, Nelhe. Aod wrap up
waim,” he addea, on his own biotherly responsibility.
Helen was soon ready, and joined her biothers at the hall
door.

*Itis an awful night for you to be out, Nellie,” Fred
said, as they staried.

It won't Lut me,” she answered, excitedly. 1
couldn't—" A ficice blast of wind came full in their faces ;
Helew's sentence was never finshed. She could scarcely
t:eathe; speech was impossitle.  But she struggled on
bravely between her brothers; too nervous and excited to
feel cold, or have a thought about the wisdom of her con-
duct. A great many peuple were moving, as Philip said.
All Quitnecoco was awake, hights twinkled 1nevery window,
and men and women, boys and guls, heedless of their own
comfort 1n thesr sympathy and anxiety for their suffering
fellow-mortals, were yoing rapidly to the beach.

It was a strange, grand, terble scene that greeted them
there. The door uf the itle-saving house stood open, and a
bught hight from lamp and fire seemed to invite entrance,
but no one was there. Down on the white sands, as near
the sca as possible, several fires had been kindled, and sound
them, sicgly or in groups, stood men with pale, solemn

cs.

Out on the angry ocean, not far from the shore, near
enough to be distinctly seen 10 the bniliant moonhght, o
near that in momeatary Julis of the wind cries couid be
heard and answered, was the ship they had scen the day be-
fore, rocking violently in the gale. The men on her deck
were all plainly visible . some lashed 10 the mast; others
choging 1o the swes and uggng. Now aad then there
would come a cty, a prayer fur heip, that the listeners on the
shote could only answe: with groans ofdespair.  They ware
brave, stout-hearted, nobic men, these watchers on the
shore. From boyhood many of them had been accustomed
to a life of daning, and even danges, along the sea-beachand
on its waters.

It was not indifference nor fear that made them so 1vactive.
All that human power could do they had done.  In the be-
ginmng of the tempest, when the danger had been apparent
t0 all on the beach, boats had been sent to the wreck to
warn acd rescoe the men. They had been urged and im-
plored 10 leave, but, laughing at danger, they had insisted
on rematning ; believing that the wind would soon subside,
and 1n the early morning they could go at once off to sea.
Now, in their hout of mortal peni, when, conscious of their
oeed, th.y rrayed for help, 1t could not reach them., No
buat could live 1n such a sea; yet, useless a3 1t was to at-
tempt 11, the brave crew of the Life-saviog station had
lauachced their Hife-boat, only 10 be tossed by the mad waves
like a plaything bhack upon the skore.

The mortar and lines, all the means a humane goveroment
has so isherally provided for the safety of its scamen, were
collecied thete, and all were useless.

None bt omnipotent power could control the wind the
Iaw of Omnipctence had created. He maketh the winds
bis messenpers : 50 Heten that morning had heatd a verse
of the one hundted and fourth Psalm iranslated. Now, as
she atood there, 2 helpless spectator of this fearful coatest of
the elcments, the words reiuracd to her.

Mescengers of what? Terror and destiuclion, sorrow
snd anguish ?

- thoughtfully, the brothers andsister walked

Why was it ? She could find no answer. It wasterrible :
terrible to stand there alone in the face of death, and watch
hﬁow surely, swifily, unswervingly it was coming for its wic.
tims.

With a groan Helen closed her eyes and dropped down
upon the sand.

A stranger, pacing the beach with folded arms and pained,
arave face, paused fo. an instant as he came near her,
glanced round as if locking for some one, and then with an
air of quiet decision -Pprocched and stooped over her.

* Miss Humphrey,' he said, "Pndon me, but are you
alone? You ought not to be bere.'

Bewildeted and frightened, and trembli
ment, Helen opened her eyes and locked at him. She did
not know him at first, but in & second she ised the

entleman she had met the day befote oo her sleigh-ride,

ow long it seemed since then! She tried to speak, to
rise ; she felt weak as a child and trembled asif ina nervous
chill. The gentleman looked at her anxiously.

¢ Are you alone 2" he repeated 3 * forgive me, but this is
too much for you. Will you not let me take you home? ™

She shook her head.

** Fred and Philip are somewhere,” she managed to say.

**Oh,” as there came another cry for help from the
doomed ship, *“this is dreadful. Can nothing be done?
Waon't any one help them.”

** The Lord on high & mightler than the noise of many
waters, yea, than the mighty waves of the sea,” the gentle-
man repeated, in a hushed, reverent tone.

** It 15 s0 cruel,” Helen faitly sobbed.

He understood her,

** Only because we cannot stand where he does, and can.
not, like him, trace his thought from its beginning to its
end. * Are not five sparrows sold for two farthings? And
not one of them is forgotten before your Father.' Do ycu
ll!."nk He is Jess pitiful to those poor men than to sparrows?

isten."”

Upon the wind, in its fitful pauses and swellings, above
the mutiled moanings of the sea, there came to them, from
the wreck, the sweet, solemn music of the human voice.
Despaini.; of rescue, conscious that for them the night was
nearly spent, the motning near at kand, the Indians on the
ship were singing ; swaanlike, closing their lives with song.
Ther rich, full voices were heard through the wind, chant-
ing:

with excite.

‘ In the Christian's home in glory

There remains a land of rest,

There my Saviour’s gone befote me
To {ulfil my soul's request.

He is fitting up my mansion,
Which eternally shall stand,

For my stay shall not be transient
Ia that holy, happy land.”

Sweeter and purer swelled the voices, while the wind
raged higher and fiercer.

“ There is rest for the weary,
There is rest for the weary,
There is rest for you."

Then came 2 sudden snapping, and zrinding, and groan.
ing of timbers. There was a thud-like sound, as ot the
plungiog of some heavy body into the water. The sweet
singing ceased.  There was a solemn pause.

Wih ciused eyes and folded hands Helen knelt down on
the sand. \With uncovered head the gentleman stood beside
her. With bated breath the watchers down by the waves
waited 1o smlence. Only for a few moments; then the
waters rolled resistlessly over a dismantied hulk, and the
singers were resting 1o glory.

* And when the moroing broke, Jesus himself stood on
the shore,” the gentleman said, in a slow, sweet voice.
+*Miss Homphrey, look there.” Helen opened her eyes
and looked where he pointed. It was the eastly dawn. In
slow, majestic beauty the moon was sinking. Soft, fleecy
clouds were flecking the morning sky ; warm, lovely tints
of rose, and pear], and violet, were glowing in the exst. The
day was breakiz :—a day of peace, of light, cf hope.

elen looked long and wistfully. Omnce oz twice her eyes
left the sky and roved restlessly across the water, Was
there & mystery there she could not read? Well, aday was
coming when there wouid be no more sea.

Back to the sky went her eyes—tenderer grew the light—
fairer the day.

** The path of the just 15 as the shining light, that shineth
more and more unto the ect day.”” What mattered the
windiogs of that path 30 long as its end was sure ?

Helen read and was quieted. With a face that, pale as it
was from its night-vigil, looked as if the morning bnghiness
had touched it, she looked up at the by her side.

Thete was a movement all around them. Men and wo-
men were going back to their regular lives. To their shel.
tered homes. The event of the night was already a thing
of the past.

Brginning even then, in the clear light of day, to seem,
to some, dream-like and impossible, 3t would be talked of
with sobered voices for & few days: it would be told by
warm firesides of stormy evezings for & few years : it would
be related by father to sun fora few iong : it would
become at last one of the old traditions of the sea. And
then it would be forgotten, unul eternity recalled it and ex.
plained its muning.

Overt the sands Philip a0d Fred came running to Helen.
They were very quiet, bat their faces brightened as they met
the gentleman’s pleasant eyes.

*w Are you ready, Nellie 2 ” Philip asked. **1 am afraid
you are dreadfally tired,” he said, regretfally, * but Fred
and I forgot.”

« I know,' she said, gently, **itisjust as well. I dida't
want to go home before.”

As they ‘nélk;d; away from lbf:u’ budl.wone of u‘tl;e life-crew
came up, and, bowing respect 3 e to st .
Wouald g'e wat = little 1 ?-——there was memm
would hike to constlt him about,

Willingly consenting, their new friend (for sach be already
scemed to them) wished them good-moming, «nd silenily,
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CHAPTER Vil.~—A PLEASANT SURPRISK.

* Not always fall of leaf, not ever sprin
Not endless night, nos yet eternal day ;
The saddest birds a season find to sing,
The roughest storm a calm may soon allay.”
—Sonthwell.

It was late that morning when Mrs, Waldermar's family
met at the breakfast-table. The day was calm and pleas-
ant 3 the wind, after its camival, was quietly aleeping. The
atmosphere of the room breathed only of comfort, ease and
test, but the faces o the occupants were thoughtful and sad.
Dr. Waldermar told his mother and sister of the scenes on
the beach ; of the hymn that was chlnsed ere it was fin-
ished into the new song of those who stand around the throne,
and of the brave men who, through the storm and flood,
went safely home t0 God.  They listened with teazful eyes,
and bearts full of sympathy for the beresved ones: the
mothers, wives and children who were ieft to mourn and
suffer. They talked of them, devising ways and means of
helplng and comforting thewn ; and tﬁen, n & pause, Dr.
Waldermar said, quietly,

** Miss Humphrcy was on the beach last night.”

‘“ What, Helen?" exclaimed Mrs. \Valdermar and Mar.
garet 10 one breath,

¢ Poor child 1" Mrs. Waldermar added, compassionately.
** If her mother were living she would not have been there.
1 hope you didn't leave her, Guy? ™

**No," he answered, coolly, *‘not until her bro:hers
came. I saw them start for home together. Mother, has
;he ;}'o aunt, no friend, oo one 10 look after and take care of
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“In the sense you mean, no,” answered his mother.
‘ She has a father ; but, while he would never let ber suffer
for fuod, or clothiog, or any physical comfort, he is not a
man to understand a young girl, or to watch over and guide
herat this, the most critical time of her life. It is a blessed
thing for lelen that she has the character and mind she
has.  She is one of the Lord's jewels, Guyon, she said, look-
ing at him with a sweet smile ; *‘and He wull ncver let her
suffer for want of polishing."

** And the rest of the family 2" Dr. Waldermar questioned,
with grave interest.

** You saw themall, Saturday,” replied his mother; ** the
two large boys, and the little brother and sister. Helen has
the care of them all. She is housekeeper, .nother and
teacher ; and from what I have heard from otbers, and from
the little she told me herself, I koow she is (rying nobly,
unselfishly, to do her duty. It is a hard lot ot one so

» though,” she eaded with a sigh.

*Yes,” Dr. Waldermar assented, in a cool, grave man-
per in which he had carned onthe whole conversation—a cool-
ness .at, in him, often served as a veil to some deep feeling,
some earnest thought.

** Guyon,” said his sister, as they left the table and stood
round the fite for & few moments befote pasting for the
morning, * the next time you have th: chance, I hope you
will run away with Miss Humphrey and bxin; her here. 1
am longing to know her, and if mamma won't introduce us,
you will.”

**1 am afraid it will be ~at of my power to do that for
you, Margie,” he said with a smile. *I have never been
1atroduced to Miss Humphrey myself.”

“Oh ! but that makes no difference. She knows who

are.

* Hardly," he said, shaking his head.

*“What ! don’t you think she knows your name ?*

¢ No," be said, smiling.

Margaret laughed a fresh, sweet laugh of girlish amuse-
ment.

‘¢ It would be fun to see you introduced,” she said, gayly.
‘* I wonder what Helen would say or do.”

* Mamma,” she called, suddecly, * mamma, won't you
send and inv-te Helen here this ;&moon? Do, mamma ;
I believe it would do her good to come. She mas¢ be ner-
vous and excited ; and if she came hete and took tea with
us, she would get rested and calmed, and would sleep a

deal better to-night, I am positive. Won't you send
or her, mamma ?"

‘* What do you think, Guy?” his mother asked, doubt-

y.

** Oh, Guy thinks with me,” Margaret said. *‘1 am sure
he ought, being a doctor,” she added, mischieveusly.

He smiled a Little. **1 hardly koow, mother,” he ac-
swered.  “ After the excitement of last might, 1 should say
sleep w:'ould be much better for Miss Humphrey thau
sociely.

** Mrs. Waldermar considered for a few minutes.

¢ 1 will write and ask ber to come, and bnng the two
little ones,” she said.  *“We will have an early teaand send
them home in good season, in time for them to obey the old
precept and go early to bed, which would certunly be the
wisest thing Helen could do.”

Helen was moviog languidly about the house, with pale
cheek and aching head that morning. Both body and mind
were suffering from the effects of her sad night-vigil.

**You were very foolish to go, Helen,” her father said at
breakfast, 3 he saw how weary she looked.

¢ Sakes alive, Miss Helen,” Matsie had said, after favour-
ing her with a loog and critical survey; **1 do hope next
time there’s a wreck, you'll stay in bed, like a sensible
Christian, and not go tramping to the beach at midnight,
just like some witch vs Endor. I do declar’, Miss Helen,”
she concluded, as ste rolled up her slecves and plunged
with good will into her Monday’s washing, ** you want
somebody to take care of you awrul bad. 1fyou only had
some one, I fucss yoo wouldn't have _een out last pight in
all that gale.”

Sadly Helen acknowledged to herself that her father and
Matsie were right. It would have been wiser if she had res
mained at home. But then she would never have heard
that sweet, solemn singing, the very memory of which thrilled
her whole beinﬁ; she would not have seen the early dawn,
nor tead the holy lesson that was hidden inat.  ** Afterall,”
she 32id to herself, “ I believe I amglad I went. The pain
and fatigue will soon pass, but the temerabrance of those



