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CHAPTER XVII.—MUSAIC WORK,

** After the storm, a calm;
After the bruise, a balm ;
For the ill brings good, in the Lotd's own time,
And the sigh becomes the psalm.”

In the performance of pleasant tasks, and the enjoyment
of meny blessings, the days shpped by unul 1t was two
wecks since the ratltoad accident, and yet Dr. Waldermar
had not returned home. They heatd him daily throuph
Mrs. Waldermar, He was improving, but the time when
it would be safe for him to travel was still undecided, and
Mrs. Waldermar could only tid the gitls be patient and
hopeful.

They read and worked together, taught Sivyl, amased
and entestained the dear old grandmother, and, keeping
busy, they could not mope nor feel dull.  Helen went Lome
sevenal times ; she fcund everything there satisfactory.

Mr. Humphiey went 1 the ity for a week, and during
his absence the boys speat thetr evenings at the cottage.

It was in the early evening of a late March day that the
parlour door opened without warning and Dr. Sullivan
walked in. Gladly the guls spraog to welcome him, and,
taking a hand of each, he looked at them with the pleased
smile o1 one who 15 the bearer of good rews.

** No, no." he satd, as Margarct drew forward one of the
essiest chairs for him, **my dear I must not stay a minute.
How cap you be so cruel as to tempt me wih the creatuie
comforts you know aie so dear toitile man 2 Muss Helen,”
and he looked at her cnucally, ** though our spring is said
to be unusaally eany, 1t seems (o me that your roses are
very backward.  What do you think Mrs, Waldermar and
the doctor will say 1o such a pale face when they ccme?

Pethaps the fant, wavenng colour that tinged Helen's
cheeks just then, satisfied the ductor, that he need fear no
dearth of roses when his friends returped ; but he only
smiled at het, and turaed to answer Margaret's impatieat

uestion.

**When will they come, did you ask?  Well, Miss Mar-
garet, if the elements are propitions, 1l there 1s just enough
sun, and oot oo much wind, and no hiat of rain, you may
expect'them to-mortow. The carmage must meet them at
the noon train, and you are to have the house In festive
order, and yourselves in the brightest and happiest spirits
poasible—sot forgetting the roses, Miss Helen; and what-
ever other directions Mrs. Waidermar may have given,
you wll find here 1n this hittle note.™

And plaang it 1n her hand, with a face that beamed with
hit sympathy n thewr pleasure, the doctur went off.

The next day wasalt that even Dr. Sullivan could require.

.And when all was done, Margarct and Helen took their
seats by the window to watch for the return of the carriage
from the depot.

It s50u came ; but as it stopped, and Margaret with a cry
of joy, rushed to the door, Helen, moved by an impulss she
eonlt{ not explair. and of which afterwards she felt much
ashaumed, went as quickly in the opposite direction and hid
herself in her own room.

QOuce there, it seemed quite impossible for her ever to go
downstairs again.

She heard the glad voices in the hall, the sound of open-
ing and closing doors, and the huntying feet that told of kap-
piness and business combined ; but she seemed to bave no
part or lot in the general joy, and yet she was very glad ;
and with a shower of sunshiny tears she thankfully owned
the goodacss and mercy of the Lord.

By degrees the house grew quiet; proving that the first
glad excitement was subsiding 1nto the sweet calm of peace
and contentment ; atd soon, with 2 hittle knock she did not
wail to have answered, Mrs. Waldetmas came in.

Her grecting of Helen was very teader and affectionate,
20d if her cyes took quick note of the gurl’s teat-stained face
she asked no questions 3 she only said quietly,

“Will you now go down and see Guy, my dear? Heis
in the library resting on the sofa; and I am afraid he will
not feel that he is really at home unul he has seen all his
friends.” -

Slowly, with an odd fecliog at once glad and shy, Helen
went down-sturs anc japped on the library door. Dr.
Waldermat's * Come o™ was rather weanly spoken ; bat,
with the first sight of ber, face and voice changed.

** Miss Helen,” he saud, as he took her hand in both his,
] am very glad to see jou apzin. What have you been
doipg all these wecks, Miss Helen? Margatet has been as
chary of information as if she supposed the birds in the zir
brooght me messages. 1 hope you have a long story to tell
me now.”

Helen smiled.
things,” she said simply.
storyofthem.” . . « <« .« . o« . . e o . . .

They were gathered in the library that evening enjoying
the pleasant consciousness that they were all once” more
together, when Dr. Waldermar proposed to tead to them.

“ Waii 2 moment,” Margzret said, as she glanced out of
the window : **h=re comes Fred: we mast hear what he
wauts, Grst.”

Fred's errand proved to be only to see his sisters, ard he
giadly accepted Dr. Waldermar's invitation to_become one
¢4 his 2udience.  Ais. Waldermar came 1n with scme scar-
Jet yarn she wapted his help to wind, and with his hands
happily occupied, Fred listened, as did the gitls, to the

** We have been doing a great many little
1 don't believe I can make 2

of.
. Dr. Waldermar tcad without intenuption until he h:d\

finished the philosopher’s description of what constitutes a
cosntry. **Perhaps you have never thought what your
country mears. It is all that surrounds you, all that hax
broupht you up and fed you, all that yoa have loved. This
lax.dscape tbat 503 see-~these houses, thesetress, those pirls
who go along there lacghing—~this is your countty. The
1aws which protect you, the bread which pays for your work,

the words you interchange with others, the joy and grief
which come to you fiom the men and things among which
you live, this is your country. The little room where you
used to see your mother ; the remembrances she has left you,
the earth where she 1ests, this is your counity.  You see it,
you breathe it everywhere.

* Think to yourself, my son, of your tights and your du.
ties, your uffcctions and your wants, your past and your
present blessiugs ; wiite them all under a siogle name, and
that same will be your country.”

He closed the book then, and no une spoke until Fred
made his characteristic comment.

**\Well,” he said impulsively, jerking his arms at the
same time, to help Mrs. Waldermar with a tangle in the
yarn; well, if that is one’s country, one hasn’t to go far to
{m?d it ; but what I want to know is, what is one to do for
t »n

‘*A country's a thing men should die for at need,”
Mrs. Waldermar said, in her soft voice; but the need
doesn't often require that, Fred; it is more necessary that
you should live for it,"

“Yes; buthow? Shall 1 po to West Point or Anna.
polis? Father was talking of that last night.” And as if
the words had been spoken before the time for uttering them,
Fred bit his lip and looked sharply at Helen,

Interested in her own thoughts, she did not appear con.
sctous of his scrutiny, ot to have noticed what he said ; hke
the sayings of many a wise man, spoken before the time
was ripe for them, his words produced no impression, and
with a look of telief, Fred turned to Mrs. Waldermar for an
answer to his question.

**The question is not so much where you shall go, or
what you s&mll do, important as cach is in its place, as what
you shall be, Fred,” she said. *“If you are a true, good
man, with all your powers wisely and faithfully cultivated
and used, yoa will serve your country well in whatever
sphere it may please God to place you.”

Fied Jooked soberly into the fire a moment.  *¢ I suppase,”
he :aid, in his frank, boyish way, *if a fcllow's goingtoa
place, he’s got to get into the right road ; and if he’s goin
to make something, he's got to have the right tools, an
know how to use them; and if X am guing to do a good
man’s work in the world, 1've got to learn how to do it,
haven't I 2" and he looked at Dr. Waldertaar.

* Yes, Frea”

‘¢ And then you ste there are a great many kinds of good
wotk in the world, and how am 1 to know which is the
best, or which T ought to learn?” and Fred knotted his
smooth forchead, and twisted his fingers, and looked sorely
perplexed.

**1s 1t pecessary you sheuld know just now, Fred ? ' D,
Waldermar asked guietly.

* No—yes—1 dun't know—tbo' is, I've got to know
pretty soon, I expect,” and Fred sent another look towards
Helen.

Dr. Waldermar had seen both looks, and he understood,
without more words, that the questioa the boy had asked
was really distiessiog him, and pressing for an answer.

*“If you want to be a good man, Fred, you koow this
much—wheze you can find all the directions you need for
that purpose, do you not?”

Fred nodded.

**That is the most important dificulty then, and that is
settled. A Bible-reading boy can never te at a loss to know
the right from the wioog."

*¢ Fred had listened, bis dark eyes riveted on the doctor’s
face ; then started up, and almost shouted in his excite-
ment :

I know. I'l goto West Point, as father said ; but I
won't stay in the army unless there’s war and it's my ézty ;
1'll be a civil engineer. 1'd like to bridge sivers, and tun.
nel throagh mountains, and dam up waters.  That would
be a good work, wouldn't it 2" he asked as his voice fell a
little, and he looksd doubtfully at the doctor, as if dreading
disapproval, Dr. Waldermar gave him an enconraping
smile.

* Yeg, Fred,” he said, pleasantly; ¢ if you arc a good
man, it will be a good work, and perhaps in the deing of it,
you may literally help to make the desert blossom as the
rose.”’

It had grown quite dark while they had been talking, and
as the doctor stopped tea was annoanced.  Fred started for
his hat.

* Stay to tea, Fred,” Mrs. Waldermar said kindly.

* No, ma'am, thank you; I have some work to do this
evening,” the boy answered. ¢ Helen, if it 13 pleacant to-
morrow, papa wanis you to come home ; he'll send or come
for you in the afternoon.”  And amid the chorus of regrets
and exclamations that his last woids called forth, Fred took
his leave.

¢ Fred cannot be accused of baving kept the best ul) the
last,” Dr Waldermar said, regretiully ; * but, Miss Helen,
if this is to be your last evening with us, we must make it
the pleasantest.”

And very effectually he exerted himself to make it so.

**Have you thought,” Dr. Waldermar said, the next
morning, *'that the winter is really over, Miss Helen?
Blucbirds and rouins were singing this moming; and in a
sunny nook under my window, 1 see the crocuses wakiog up
l'rmxxl thar long sleep. Next week will be the first of
April.”

E‘ch." she saud as she looked at himy, ** I know it; the
winter secemed very lang, when at its beginning I looked
forward, but 1t has passed very quickly.” And a little sup-
pressed sigh implicd sadly, as well.

“A preat maoy changes usually occur in the spring,”
he said, much as if he wished to prepare her to expect them
1 her own lfe. ** After the enforced rest of the winter,

ple are usually very aclive and restiess as the days
eopthen and grow warm. Have you madeanyplans? Do
you anticipate any changes for yourself, Miss Helen2”

She looked at him with eyes that were (ull of fears and
questists.

*Oh no, I hope not,” she 5aid quickly “1 caonot
think of any changes that cov'd ¢ me to us hut sad ones. 1
bope, I pray, we aie not to expericnce any."

!

Gently A4e laid his hand on hers,

* Hush 1" he said, for she was trembling with excite.
ment; **my child, you must not attach any importance to
my words + they are probably due solely to my own uneasi.
nesy and restlessness in belng kept a prisoner heid, when
life is sticring all sround me.  But, Miss Helen, i you will
allow me, 1 would like to ask a promise from you—one per-
haps you will never have to fulﬁ{’: before you do make any
important plans or atrangements thiz spring, if you should
be called upon to make any, will you let me—1 mean my
mother—know and advise you?”

T could not go to any one else,” she said, pratefully.

¢ Thavk you," he answered ; and quitting the subject he
proceeded to sclect some books for her, and give her hints
and suggestions to aid her in their reading,

¢ What books has Guy been giving you to read 2 "’ asked
Margaret, as she bent down to see the titles.

** First volume of * Gibbon's Rome.' Helen, don't 1 pity
you? Guy, why don't you give her something casier to
read? 1€ she must read history why not gave her *Motley?'”

¢ Because,” he answered, coolly, ‘I am hatd.hearted
enough not to make Miss Helen's path through the wald of
beoks too easy. It would not please meat all to find her some
fine day among the novel-reading young Iadtes in the Castle of
Indolence. And then, tov, if I am going to build a house, 1
expect to lay a firm foundation before I finish of the chim.
neys.  So, if Miss Iiclen is to read history with true pleasure
anu profit she waots to begin as near the beginning as pos-
sible, *Gibbon’ will prove an excellent introduction t
¢ Motley' and * Prescott,’” :

**1 have never read 1t,” Margaret said, opening the book.

*No? why not, Margie¢”

**1 don't know, Guy. 1 have always meant to, but 1t
looks so hard, and there are always so many other things X
want to do."”

**1 know,” Dys. Waldermar said gquictly, almost sadly,
“ Yon make me think often of the grave old Bible woids,
Margie : * Thy servant was busy here and there, and he was

onc‘lbl
& * Guy what do you mean? You are always talking in
riddles.”

**Am I?" he said with a little smile. ‘' The meaning of
this one is not hatd to read, Margie. Many preciousoppor-
tupities are given 1o you, dear: time and taleat, youth aod
health. You do not intentionally neglect them; you are
always going to improve them : but your days pass away
while you are * busy here and there,’ and by-and-by you will
find that their loss can only be regretted—never repaired.
The opportuniiies you.did not use and appreciate are gone
beyond recall.”

Margaret’s sunny face grew very serious.

** Guy,” sbe sawd, as Jovingly she just touched his lips wit
hers, **1 suppose 1 desetve you should say this, but I wa
never deserve it agan.  If Helen is going to be 2 wise
woman, way, then, so will I, and | 7eafter you will kave to
lga;low'r your scoldings—and your praises—impartially on us

oth.’

“Apreed,” he said, with a smile; and there was no
time then for more words, for Sibyl came in to claim their
attention, and soon dinner summoned them ; and shortly
after dinner Philip came with the waggon and took his sis.
ters home.

CHAFTER XVIII.—A SHOCK THAT TRIIS THE FOUNDA.
TION.

** I know not where His islands lift -
Their fronded palms in air,
1 only know I cannot drift
Beyond His love and care."— Wiiltier,

Helen had supposed that on her return home she would
take up the old life again with the old duties, and cheerfully
and bravely she had girded berself for her task. Bat she
soon learped that new plans were forming, and that the
closing of the winter was to mark the closiog of a chapter in
her life, one that was to stand alone—never to be continued
or repeated.

When that evening, after tes, she proposed that the bogs
should hring their books snd read and study with her as
usual, she was surprised by Mr. Humphrey's unusual inter-
ference.

*“No, no,” he said, quickly, ¢ Helen the boys can do
well enough without you; let them go off and stedy by them-
selves @ it is not necessary you should devole yonr evenings
to them any longer; and besides, 1 want to have 2 little
conversation with you myself, alter Sibyl bas gone to bed.”

Mr. Humphrey's expiessed wish was always equal to a
commaand, and Helen Jid not ventare to remonstrate against
his arranpements now.  She watched har brothers collect
thearr books and o out, and then silently wonderipg what
her father could have to say to her, she called Sibyl, and,
sorely against that young lady's will carried her off to bed.
After the pleasant bed-time story had been told, and she
had seen the bright eyes close in childhood'’s uniroubled !
sleep, she wéat back to ber father. But Mr. Humphrey, |
whatever he had to say, was cvidently in no haste to say it; .
with his eveaing paper in his hand he sat ag arently eo- |
grossed with its contents, and, taking her work, Helen sat |
down lo wonder and wait-  The housckeeper came in fora
little while ; but soon wearying of the silent society of the
father and daughter, she remembered some basiness she had
with 2 neighbour, and went 1o attend to it

Fiading it useless to puzzle over questions shz could not
answer, Helen soon ceased to wonder about the topic oo
which her father desited to speak to her, and he- thouoghts
wandered away, and before long were happily a* home 1o
Mrs. Waldermar's pleasant library.

Mr. Humphrey finally laid down his paper and tomed
towards her. A

* Heien,” he said gravely, *‘this has been a very (ryicg
winter for you, hasit not?”

Full of sweet teothfulness Helen's clear brown eyes met
her father's .

** It has been & s2d winter, paps,” dhe answered, gentlp;
“*how ccald 1t be otherwise, when we aui:sid and wyanted
mamwma 50 muck, and now Ronald, bat—"" and heie he




