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&noten fE1mRRATURE.
THROUGH THE WINTER.

CHAPTER 11— Continued,

Late in the afternoon, while she sat alone with her sewing
brooding over her perplexities, a lady called—a Mrs. Wal-
dermar—who the summer before had purchased a cottage in
Quinnecoco, and liked her hife there so well that, instead of
teturning to the city when the first ~old winds blew, shede-
cided to remain for the winter. She had been very kind
during Mrs. Humphrey's illness, calling frequently to inquire
after her, and sending baskets of flowers and fruit to refresh
her. But lHelen, though she had seen her often and felt
very grateful to her, did not feel that she knew her, and it
was with a shy, embarrassed maonper that she went forward
to meet and welcome her. She did not like to meet
strangers ; she shrank with a nervous dread from doing so ;
and did not regard Mrs, Waldermar as a friend and a neigh-
bour, but rather as a stranye city Iady, between whom and
herself there could be nothing 1n common. She was mis-
taken, as we so often are, in our first impressions and opinions
of people and things. Through all her after yeats Helen
looked back to her first conversation with Mrs, Waldermar
as to a golden hour in her life. ** She came to me very much
as the angel came to Hagarin the wilderness,” she said once
to a friend. ‘* Andshe helped meto see that humble though
wy life might be, it was still one over which God watched,
and one for which He would never forget to provide the well
in the wilderness, or thesheltening shrubin the desert.

* You look pale, my dear. are you well 2" Mrs. Walder-
mer asked in gentle, motherly tones, as she took the young
gul's hand and drew her kindly to a seat by her side.  There
wzs something in the lady’s tone and manner that reminded
Helen of her mother, and her eyes were misty with unshed
tears, her voice faltering as she said :

*¢Iam quite well, thank you.”

It was ali she could say ; she found it hard to utter even
that little sentence, for the touchk of a hacd so like her
mother’s, and yet not hers, had wakened a host of bitter-
l:"eel memories that bowed her head and almost broke her

eart.

Yet she shrank sensitively from letting another, and a
stranger, see her grief, and struggled bravely for composure.

Mrs. Waldermar saw it all ; she had a daughter of her
own, and her heart yearned over the motherless girl ; ten.
derly she drew her closer and brushed back her hair, but
she did not speak for a few momeants ; then she said softly .

¢ 425 one whom his mother comfortheth, so will I comfort
you,' saith the Lord. My dear Helen, is there no balm for
you in that precious promise ?"

* Sometimes,” Helen answered through her tears.

‘* But not always—not to-day > Mrs. Waldermar ques.
tioned, in a low, sweet voice.

“ 1 am very weak to-day,” Helen said, timidly., ‘I miss
mawma so much, and I make so many mistakes. It 13 so
hard to do right, and often I 2o not even koow what is the
right thing for me to do.”

** Trust me, Helep, and let me help you if I can; will
you, my dear?”

** You have helped me already,” Helen answered, grate-
fally. ** I thank you for coming, Mrs. Waldermar.”

* I am glad,” Mrs. Waldermar said, kindly: ** but, my
dear, are you alone now? Isn’t your aunt with you? I
heard she was.”

‘¢ Aunt Satab left several days ago; | am housekeeper
row, Mrs. Waldermar."”

“ My poot child, 1 dc not wonder you are tired,” Mrs.
Waldermar said, compassionately; **but, iielen, I think
you have been trying to-day to bear your burdens alone.
You will not do thatagawn. Iknow of butone way in which
to live and work in this world, without Unng or growing
discouraged : and that is by leaning hard on Him who says,
;Ihz{wgncc 1s sufficient for thee.” Do you remember this,

?

¢ ¢ When obstacles and tnals scem
Like prison walls to be,
I do the little 1 can do,
And leave the rest to thee.’

That is the language of a trusting heart, my dear ; of a heart
that can work without fanting, and rest in the midst of its
hard working.”

s That is beautiful,” Helen said ; “bat, Mrs. Waldermar,
do yoa thiok wc alway: have a nght to rest upon the pro-
mises? I don't dare to ; it someuimes seems liie mockery."”

** Mockery, pethaps, in those who a2re not His children,
and dn not seek to do His will,” Mrs. Waldermaranswered
thoughtfally,” but never in His children. I am a mother,
Helen ; I know how a parent feels. Iknow how tender we
are, how easy o be pleased, how ready to forgive, when we
know how our children love, and want 10 serve and please
us, thosgh in their efforts to do so they make many mistzkes,
fa1l utterly sometimes, or even scem to act contrary to out
wishes. If we who are human feel so, Helen,

¢¢° Shall the tender heart of all
Be less hind than we ¥ °

My dear,”” Mrs. Waldermar xdded, camnestly, * never doabt
the promiscs, noz feel afiaid to plead them. *The Loid
knoweth them that are His ;' and unto them Hesays : *My

is sufficient for thee : for my strength is made perfect
in weakness.'

« Have I touched the sogree of your tioubles, my dear
Helen? I feelasifl had been u.!kinf in the dark ; per-
blPs 1 might help you moze if I had a little more light.

* Thank you,"” Helen said ; * I do very oftien feel puzzled
and igoorant, but 1 think I can learn to do thiogs, Mrs,
Waldermar, belter and easier than I can Jearn how to take
D e aple i ths father and brothers,

o the ¢ 1n cGiscare yout {ather an
are they not ?Emhym Waldermar questioned, pleasntly,

** Yer, ma'um, especially my litte brother and sister. 1

make 30 many mislales In taking care of them I do , against

not know how to govern them, tor how to teach them.”

And to illustrate what she meant—irawn on by Mrs. Wal-
dermar's sympathy and interest—lielen related her morning'’s
axpetience with Sibyl,

{rs. \Waldermar listened quletly, but instead of looking
shocked, as Helen expected, both eyes and lips wete smiling
when she finished her story.  ** It is a serious question,” the
lady said, brightly ; **I am not sure but a course of instruc-
tion in Mother Goose would suit your little sister better than
anything clse; how old is she 2"

“ Five,” Helen answered.

“ And your little brother ? I forget his name.”

¢ Ronald ; he is seven.”

¢ And you are trying to teach them, what "

“To read, and write, and add a linle. I theought 1
ought ; it secmed as if I was neglecting them ot to do 50,
Helen answered, tmidiy, almost {earing Mrs. Waldermar
was Jaughing at her.

* Yes, I understand ; you are quite right : they are old
enough to be taught a little. I do not belicve 1n letting
children lose all the first years of their life ; there is less
danger of crowding in their older years when a small be.
gioning is made while they are young. Only, Helen, we
must be content with small beginnings and slow, almostim-
perceptible growth ; we must not want to see Jonah's gourd
In our purseries.”

“*No," Helen answered, smiling now in her turn; “1I
don't think I do want that, exactly, but I do want to teach
them what is right ; to fill mamma's place to them so0 far as
1 can,"” she added, softly.

Once again Mrs. Wz{demu’s hand lingered tenderly on
the girl's bright hair.

“ I kuow,' shesaid; *“ I believe you are doing so, Helen.
1 am not afrmid for the little ones in your care. Your love,
and earnest desire to do them good, will overcome the de-
ficiencies ansing from inexperience.  Only let me tell you
this—one of the lessons learned {rom my own experience in
carly hife, both 10 my childeen’s nursery and school-room—
do not bs anxious to sce results following your labours. Re-
member the duty only 1s yours, the esult is God's, and safe
with hum.  Pray constantly, Helea, but never worry.  Sibyl
seems to me hke a little girl with a good deal of self-will,
and I think there 15 23 much in the trainiog of a child’s will
as there is in the mode of cnrbmﬁ it. As you grow more
accustomed to your cares, you will learn how, often, to yield
a point without weakening your authority or influence, and
with none but good results to the child. Insist always on
obedience, when once the question is raised, but let the
occasions for such insistance be rare as possible.

«*I must not detain you longer, ner,"” Mrs. Waldermar
added, with a smile, “*iet you keep me; but before I ro
tell me when I may hope to bave my visit retumed. Ca.-
not you come very soon and take tea with me? 1 want to
introduce you to my daughter. She has been very sick, and
does not go out yet; but she would be very glad to meet
and know you : how soon will yov come, Helen ?”

I don't know,” Helen answered, with a little hesitation ;
““you are very kind, Mrs. Waldermar. I should dearly
love to come, but 1 cannot leave home. They need me
here, especially at tea-time and in the evening.”

Mrs. Waldermar looked at the fair, gitlish face, growing

pue from care and confinement, and her resolution was
taken. Just to far as she had power and influence, she
would use them 10 bughteming and giving pleasure to that
young Lfe. But she only sud,
1 konow they nced you here, Helen; and it is for that
very reason, amuaug others, that your friends must insist upon
your going out more. We can only give out what we draw
in : there must be sunshine 1n our own heasts, before we can
hope to make other hearts bright. It will never do for you
to make a nun of yourself, and forget that there is 2 world
outside of your own home. I will not urge youlonger now,
but 1 shall see you soon agan, and shall hope for an early
vuit from you." And with a gentle good-bye, Mrs. Wal-
dermar took her leave.

CHAPTER 1V.—A FIRELIGHT TALK.

“Wouldst thou zo forth to bless, be sure of thy own ground,
Fix well thy centre first, then draw the circle round.”
—Trench,

“ Well, mamma," cried a sweet voice, as in the deepening
twilight of the winter afternoon Mrs. Waldermar entered her
her own parlour. ** Well, mamma, I began (o think you
never were coming home.  You dont know how long the
time has seemed without you, nor how glad I am to see you
again.” And the speaker, a pretty, delicate girl, sat up
among the pillows of her sofa, and leaned cagerly forward
to take her mother's hand and a kiss.

¢ My darling.”” And Mrs. Waldermar sat dow™ by her
danghter and took her in hes arms : eventenderer than usual
was her manner, bat her wotds were veryfew.  Perhapsshe
was thinking of the mothciless home she had just left, and
of the girl whose heart yearned so passionately for the
mothet's arms so far beyond her reach—for the mother's kiss
that 1o all this Life she would never feel agan. Pethaps
she was breathing a silent thanksgiving that in her own home
the tie was still unbroken, and the treasure of her beart, after
2 long struggle with disesase, had been lovingly spared.  But
whatever her thonghts she uttered none of them, and only a
long-drawn breath of deep content told how glad and wel-
come was the rest of her own happy fireside.  But though
silence might suit Mrs. Waldermar's rood very well, it did
not suit her daughter’s.

** Come, mamma,” she said, playfully. ‘I want to hear
all about this loog afternoon : where you have been, what

u have done, whom you have seen. I know yoi have

laying the Good Samantan somewhere—to somebody
ﬂm} 1 want to hear thestory. Did you go to see that
yostg Miss Humphrey you were asking Mrs. Davies about
yesterday 2"

** Yes, Margaret.”

“ And did you sec her? \Was she at Lhome? Did you
like het, mamma? Do you koow,” the gurl went oa in &
pretty, caresung way as sbe pestled ber head closer

her mother, "’Imdmougumwh:.!)ouxcan oo !

her wus like, mamma. Icanimagine just how you drew
her to you and made her almost believe she had found an.
other mother. What is she like, mamma? when you come
close to her, I mean. You know I ssw her once at church
in the summer and thought her just lovcly. But people,
when you sit near them and hear them speak, doa’t always
look as they do when you watch them across the aisles of 2
church. Sometimes they put away their good looks with
their Sunday clothes, and in their week day dress and man.
ners they are not half so winning. I hope Miss Humphre
isn't that kind of a pirl, is she, mamma? Won't you tell
me about her?  You don't know how cutious I feel, almost
as if, insome way, she belonged to us; funny, isn't it? And
1 don't even know her name yet : what isit?"

“ Helen.”

‘¢ tHelen—1I think that is such a beautifol name. I won.
der if 1 will ever know her well enough to call her by i
You like her, mamma ?"”

‘¢ Yes, very much, my daughter.”

How lovingly Mrs, Waldermar’s voice lingered over tha:
last word, davzhter; and how well the girl in her army
seemed to uuderstand her thought, as, in a way that spoke
volumes for the close sympathy between mother and child,
she whispered,

“ Mamma,"” and lzid har arms around her neck. Fora
moment she was silent ; then the gentle voice began agan.

*¢1f you like her I know I shall, ever somuch. Isn'tshe
coming here soon, mamma? You don't know how I want
to know her.”

*¢1 want her to co.ne ; I want you to know her, Margaret;
I shall be giad to have you become warm friends. But
Helen has so many in her home depending upon her for
comfort, her life is so full of care, that when1 asked her 1o
come she could only thank me ¢ she could not say when i
would be possible for her to du “0 ; but I mean—" and M.
Waldermar’s voice, gentle as it was, was also very resolute
—** I mean to have her here very soon.  She needs care and

pathy herself. She needs to come in cootact with other
itves and other interests than those that fill her home. She
is worn and subdued now with the sorrow and cate that
have fallen vpon her; she reeds wise, true friepds, and
genial, sunshiny influences to act upon her as a kind of
mental tonic, to enliven ber spirits, and strengthen the tone
of her mind. And, Margaret, {onx fecling that she belong:
to us is not confined to yoursell. While I sat with her thys
afternoon it seemed as if I heard her mother saying, ¢ Mother,
be tender to my motherless girl.’” And I resolved, Marge,
that we would do all we cocﬁd—l know you would want to
be included, dear—t> help and cocourage Helen in the
difficult way before her.”

And Mrs. Waldermar repeated, in & way habiteal to her
of making home applications of Bible words, and which was
the outgrowth of long r.zourse to and loving study of the
Scriptutes,

“You konow the old word, Margaret—' Who knoweth
whether thou art come to the kingdom for smck & time as
this?* "

* Mamma,” and Margaret Waldermar raised herself and
clasped her mother’s face impulsively in her hands
¢ Mamma, do you know I think you are the truest, noblest
woman in this world? 1 don't believe there willbe another
like you.”

‘= Not quite so fast, Murgie,” said & young map, who had
entered the room several minutes before without their ob
serving him, and who now came forward and stood before
them in the bright firelight. °** Not quite so fast. Doan't
you koow I have fully decided that Mrs. Waldermar,
junior, shall be just such a woman as our mother? 1 have
firmly tesolved never to marry until I find ber,’ he added,
light‘l(y. as he stooped down and kissed Mrs. Waldermar's
cheek.

* Guyon, what a boy you are !” Mrs. Waldermar said,
with a swile, while Margaret laughed gayly.

*You'll never find her, Guy. You might just as wel

never begin to look. And you are so faithless you wor't BN

even take the trouble to look at them.”

**Ah!" her brother returned, half lightly, half earoestly;
**you don't know how much I look at them, how closely 1
sometimes study them, nor how convinced 1 am from my
study, that mi fatber found the one woman among 2
thousand ; nor how strocg my faith is, that among anothe
thousand there must be another woman waiting for wy
father’s son.”

¢ Well,” Margaret said, cheerily, ' until my father's soz
finds her we'll keep him here—mamma and I; won't we,
mamma? O Guy," she said, suddenly changiog her tooe,
*“you ought to have come in sconer; mamma has bess
telling me about he: call this afternoon.  She has found 2
new friend for me—Miss Humphrey. Have you ever scx
her, Guyon ™

** No; I know her father, though, slightly.”

** And don't care to kaow him any better, you look as if
you would like to say.”

“Do I? I am sorry,” and Guyon Waldermar spoke
scriously. *‘I really know nothing about Mr. Humphrey
¥ should be very sorry to prejudice you agunst him, eithe
by word or look. I believe his wife has recently died.”

# 13 Helen a Christian, mamroa 2"

41 thick s0, Margaret; an carnest, devoted Christian.”

CIL..ITTER V.—UEARTILY, NOT WEARILY,

** Daily struggling, though unloved and lonely,
Every day a rich reward will give ;
Thou wilt find, b~ heasty striving only,
And iruly loving, thou canst truly live.”
Satarday morning dawned clear and bright, and icy-cold,
with & wind that seemed to have swept down from the
mountain peak—
*“ From the spow five thousand summess old.”
1t was a holiday for the boys, but for Helen it was bakizg
and cleaning day, a3 well as the time ia which all the odds
and ends of housckeeping, that daring the week had some
how been unnvell«l and left neglected, must be neathy
wound up and properly disposed of. It was with a wa




