.

326

THE CANADA PRESBYTERIAN.

Decusiuxr 27th 1862,

&Hoie8 YEITHRATURR,
THROUGH ZZ{E WINTER.

CHAPUER N.—A TROUBLED UBIRTHDAY,

As totrents in summer,

Half dried in their channels,
Suddenly rise, though the
Sky is still cloudless.

For rain has been falling
Far off at their fountains ;
Sou hearts that are fainting
Grow full to o'etflowing,
And they that behold it
Matrvel and know not

That God at their {ountains
Far off has been raining, — Longfello,

It was Monday motning, December twenty-third, and it
was Helea’s etghtcenth birthday.  She had fallen asleep the
previous aight while forming many brave resolutions, and
making many hopeful promises for the new year she was to
begin on the morrow. The * future should not copy fair
the past,” she tesolved. Growing oldcr, she would grow
wiser and better.

So dreamed Helen ; pure, lovely dream, one which angels
could not but smile in approval.  She only forpot one thing
~—the one thing we ate all so prone to forget when making
the good resolutions we sc (}uickly forget.

Helen felt very strong in herself just then. She did not
hear a low voice whispenng, ** Nut by muight, nor by power,
but by my Spisit, saith the Loid.”

She forgot, brt He, by whom our ilves are so closely
watched, di@ aot forget, and in tender faithfulgess there were
appointed, even for her bisthday, lessons that wete to teach
her, so {plainly that she could never forget it, the solemn
truth—** Without Me ye can do nothing,”

Very eatly in the morniang, oefore the stars grew dim, she
was awakened by Fred's voice at her door,

‘):.l',lclcn," he called, ** get up, get up quick ; papa isvery
sick.’

Helen did not need a second call ; springing out of bed,
ard dressing with telegraphic haste, she was speedily in her
father's room. Mr. Humphrey had been taken suddenly
and violenuy ill, and was suffeting acute pain. To send
Philip in baste for their famuly physician, to ouse Matsie,
heat water, and prepare warm applications for her father
was Helen's first work.

Again and again her eyes were blinded with the tears she
dared not permit to fall, and even before the sun 1ose, Helen
koew that her birthday would be much like other days, in
that there would be much to bear from others, much for her
to forgive, and much to be forgiven.

Philip was soon back with Dr. Sullivan, acd uader his
skilful treatment Mr. Humphrey was in 2 short uime com-
paratively comfortable. His fears had, however, been
gr.atly excited, and he was disposed to take a very gloomy,
desponding view of his oua state.

**Tut, tu., Humphrey,” said Dr. Sullivan, after listening
to him for a few minutes; *‘this is all nonsense. My word
for 1t, man, you will be well encugh to-motrow, all you
want now is rest.  Tuke these powders as I have directed,
and keep quiet, and to-niorrow, 1f you please, you may co
to chutch. You won't die yet. You'll ind that to ‘shuflle
of this mortal coil* will be a far less easy task than you seem
to imagine, Make yourself comfortable, and look on the
bught side of hfe. There's no philosophy 1n digging your
grave before you need it.”

#1s that the way you talk to all your patients?” Mz,
Humphrey asked, indignantly  ** There is about as much
sympathy in you as one might expecto find in the sphiox.
Ii there is any one thing a doctor should be, when calied
to the bedside of the sick :mq dying. it is sympathetic.”

“ Hlumph! Well that’s afcording 1o the interpretation of
the word sympathy. If I am to receive yours, I would sug-
gest that it might in certain cases, like yours, for instance,
be even more desirable for 2 docior to be skilfu! than sym-
pathetic. And as to my talk, why, like physic, I pive dif-
ferent kinds to different natures. Naturally when I meet 2
bear I 1zke to growliog in self-defence. Now keep still,
Humphrey, and I will call in again abournoon,” and takiog
his hat, Dr. Svllivan weat out.  Ia the hall ke meet Helen,
;nddhis really kind face giew very gentle as he took her

and.

*How is papa?” she asked, with trembling lips; *'is
he in great danger, Dr. Sullivan2 ™

* Danger? not a whit { no more than we always ate, my
child. Violent attacks like his are soon over, and in thid
case there is pothing to create alarm eitheatfor the present
or futuze. Make yousself ensy, my dear, and don’t mind if
your father does fret and fume. It 1s the way with us men;
patience is 2 dress we casnot wear as gracefully as you wo-
Muae

** Helen's smile was very faint, but cheered and comforted
by the doctor’s cacourzging words, after a hasty look at her
father, she went back to the kitchen.

There a new trouble awaited her.  Matsie, in her zeal for
doing, had managed to upset a pot of boiling coffee on her
hand and arm, Her cties of pan were pitcous and uncon-
trolled, and orce again Philip's swift feet were seat in quest
of Dr. Sullivan.

** Well,” he grumbled pleasantly, as he came into the
kitchen ; ** Muss Helen, 1 believe you are conspiring among
you to make this honse a hospital, to-day. It 1sa fortanate
thiog 1t 13 not onc fos incurables, thougk.,  Softly, my gisl,"”
he cootinued, as he applicd healing lotions to the blistered
hand, **softly, orin spitc of all 1 can do, the neighbours
will thiok it is the hospital for the insane. Why, my girl,
stop, stop. Crywog never bealed apy smast yet—prayiog
has, a great may.  Muss Helen, while you are waiting upon
the invalids i this house. who 1s going to wait upon you? "

“ There is no schaol to-day,™ Helen answered, trying 0
speak bughtly , “*the boys will be home, and they car do
a good deal.”

“Tut; yes, I know something about what boys’ hands
are in a kitchen, Very willing but, like some saviogs banks,
dreadfully uncestain, It isn't safe to trust them very far,
Miss Helen. Well, my dear, you must take things easy as
you can. [I'll look in again before ni;;hl."

‘*Take things casy as she could.”” Poor lelenl the
casiest way promised that day to be a very hard one.  Up-
stairs lay her father groaning, more ftotn the tecollection of
suffering than from any present consciousness of it, and de-
manding constant attention, with which he was, afler all,
never satisfied.  Nothing pleased him, and through the long
day Helen weatied herself sick, in vain eflorts to anticipate
his wishes, Downestairs in the kitchen, Matsie, with hec
bandaged arm in a sliog, sat over the stove, ctying and
grumbling by turns.

Fred and Philip, afler waiting about the house for an
hour or two, had tited of the confincment and gone off to
their ordinary Saturday avocations ; while Ronald and Sibyl
were, as childzen commonly ate when anythiog unusual oc-
curs in a family, restless and excited, and requiring constant
watchiog, and inoumerable precepts in the form of ‘' Don't
do this,” and *‘ Do, do that.”

Helen's way seemed hedged in by thormns on every side,
and saddest of all was the fact that, like Christian in his
contest with Apollyon, she had gone into the day’sstruggles
regardless of her azmour.

** And take to gitd thee for the strife
The panoply of prayer.”

Helen had forgotten to do sc.

The hours wote away until dinner-time,

 Will dinner be ready soon, Helen? " Fred asked pleas-
antly, coming in just then.

+“Oh, dear, no," she answered fretfully; *‘one pair of
hands can't do everything, Fred. I do {elievc you boys
think of nothing but eating ; you have just about as much
feeling for me as if I was a machine. I feel very much asif
I was one, and should soon be ground to picces with this
focessant work, work, work."”

Fred looked astonished.

*\Vhy, Nellie,” he said kindly, **1 only asked. but I
don't care much whether I have dinner or not. lHow is
papa? Can't 1 do somethiog to help you2”

** Papa’s no worse,” Helen replied, coldly. *‘No, you
can't do anything ; it all fallsupon me. I wish 1 was all
hands: then perhaps I could do all that 1s expected of me.”

Helen's peevish, impatient words were preducing their
natural 1esults.  ** If onelife shines, the life next to it will
shine also,' and 1t is no less true that if one life hides, though
but for a-while, its light under & bushel, the life that walks
beside it will feel the darkness and be chilled by it.

“\Well,” Fred said, angrily ; ** I don't know how many
more hands you want, Helen, but I do know you'd be better
off if you had less tongac. When 1 profess to be a Chris-
tian, 1 hope I'll be able to give a decent uaswer when a
fellow speaks kiodly to me."”

And with this parting salute Fred marched off, slamming
the door behind him.

Poor Helen! Fred's bitter words cut her to the heart ;
but her cyes were opened at last : she saw her mistake, her
sin, and with a full cry of sorrow and want she turned for
help and forgiveness where alone they were to be found.

Helen's head dropped, and standing where she was, she
covered ber face with her hands.  When she looked up 1t
was with a sad, humble <rd yet sweet expression. Matsie
wondered at the chang. in her words and manper, yet the
cause was easily explained.

When, an hour after, the boys came 1n they found dinner
tready, and Helen, with a gentle, pleasant face, waiting for
them.
Fred's first look at her was a2 doubtful one, but as he met
her smile the colour flushed his cheeks and his eyes fell. He
waited with restless impatience for an opportuntty to speak
to lelea alone.

« Helen,” he said, when at last chance favouted him, 1
am sorry I spoke to you as I did ; will you forgive me? ™

It was a wonderful acknowledgemer: for proud, wilfu!
Fredto make ; and Helen received 1t with the meckness of
on¢ who knows she had erred and may err again.

* Dear Fred,” she sud, **1 have nothing to forgive ; it
was my fault that you spoke s0; you must forgive me, dear.
There :s one thing I want to say, thouph,"” she szid, speak-
ing low and slow. **\When Christians do as I did this
morning, and get cross and impaticnt, 1t is not because
Chiist 1s not able and willing to keep them from such sins;
bat it is because they do not lean upon him, and ask him so
1o keep them.”

Fred went off, touched and thoughtful.

¢ Nellie had reason enough to be cross this moraing,” he
said to himself. ** And there is somethiog in religion when
it makes a gir! look and speak as she did just now. Well,
1 wi}l try barder than cver to please her and do asshe wants
me.’

But the day's worries were not over yet.

As Dr. Sullivan went his rounds that moming, he had
called on a kindly dispesed, inquisitive neighbour, and to
her he had mentioned his eatly summons to Mr. Humphrey.

* Dear me,” said Mrs. Brown, compassionately, “is
Mr. Humphiey sick? Poor man, how much he does have
to bear!”

“}umph 1" 1eplied Dr. Sallivan, in the indifferent man-
ner in which it was his woat to meet syz;){pathy or sentirnent
that he thought false or misapplied.  ** Humph! cveryman
has his load : just how heavy Mr. Humphrey’s is I am not
prepared to say.  But whether he bears much or little, I
make no mistake in sayiog he is decidedly bearish.”

** Why, doctor, how you talk1 He always seems such a
pleasant, polite man.”

* Humph ! growled Dr. Sullivan agin, laying his hand
on the door, handsomely grzined in imitation of black wal.
nut ; ** there is a great deal of panting, Mrs. Brown, thatis
not casy at first sight to tell from real wood. Sicknessisa

reat detective of what is (rue and false in a man : nothing
Fikc it for taking off polish that is only a thin vencering.
There's Homphrcy's daughter, though,” the doctor went o,
his voice growing saddenly genial and kind, **there is no

veneering about her. She's true, like gold, and I am afraid
like gold, she's subjected sometimes to pretty hot fires.
Now, Mrs. Brown, if you want to do a real, kind, neigh.
bourly act, just go and see that poor girl to-day, and give
her a helping hand and word.”

** Why, so I will doctor : I am sight glad you mentioned
it; I've been meaning to go there for some time, and now I
will this very afternoon.”

** Never will be{a better time," said the doctor, as he
cnded his call and went his way.

In the kindness of his heart, Dr. Sullivan had made his
sugrestion, and in the kindness of hers, Mrs, Brown pro-
ceeded, afler an carly dinner, to array hersell for her visit,

Attited in her Suaday dress, wil{n her knitting in her
pocket, she wended her way to Mr, Humphrey's ; and just
as Helen was putting away her last Jdish, a ring at the door-
beil summoned her to receive her visitor.

Mrs. Brown was scon relicved of her shawl and bonnet;
and then, as she seated hersell by the fire, and produced
her knitting, she said :

*Dr. Sullivan told me your pa was sick, and you are
feelisg kinder lonely like, Helen: so 1 thought I'd just
come round and sit with you a spell this afternoon.” And
the good lady's needles clicked with complacency, as she
thought of the kiad deed she was doing. 1f Dr, Sullivan
could only have seen and heard her )

H\T’; any one in Helen's situation ever received just such
a cal

Qutside, in the kitchen, there was the Saturday sweeping
and cleaning to be done; there was cake to be baked.
There was her father to be waited on; the childien to be
waslied and made neat for the afternoon; and here, the
picture of supreme content, sat good Mrs. Brown in her
rocking-chair, to be entertained and talked with.

Helea’s heart sank. She had gocd cause juct then to re-
member a little thought she had somewhere read : {** later-
rupttons are as much God'’s work for us, as the tasks we set
ourselves.”

It was hard to smile cheerfully, and listen with kind at-
tention, while Mrs. Brown talked of the weather, and the
minister, the last wedding in Quinnecoca, and the one that
next was to occur. Poor Helen's morning's experience was
not to prove barren of good fruit.  ** She means to be very
kind," she thooght, “‘and I must be grateful.”

And s0 she gave her visitor the quict attention alweys so
pleasing to a great talker; and although she had frequently
to excuse herself, yet she managed so that Mis. Brown
could neither {eel neglected, nor imagine what a weight on
the free movement of the household machinery she was.  If
only she could have been content with this, and not, with a
curiosity worthy of a better object, soughtto pry into matters
with which she had no concesn.

¢ La, now, Helen,” she said, as after one of her brief
absences Helen came back t- her, * do tell me what's all
this about you and those rich Waldermars? Thay do say
you are getting so intimate with them that you go the.:
visiting and they come here.  And,” dropping her voice to
a peculiar, confidential tone,” they do say, Helen, that that
youog doclor is very smiling and attentive rcund here. Now,
Helen, I don't ask out of curiosity, but you ain't got go m=,
and I feel interested ; do tell me now, is this true?”’

Helen's cheeks burned, and her eyes blazed with indigna-

tion. During her mother's life she bad always been shielded
from impertineace, and she knew very httle of that spint of
gossip—that demon so hard to be exercised—which reigns,
with almost undisputed sway, in country places like Quin-
necoca.
And then to be questioned in that prying, meddlesome
nanner as 10 her fniendship for the Waldermare, and their
kindness to her!  Helen felt as if it was an insult offered to
thar dlinuy as well as to her own. Quick, haughty words
rose to her lips, but she suppressed them.

¢ 1 am sorry, Mrs. Brown,” she answered quictly, ** that
Ic:w'noz gratify your curiosity ; but I have nothing to tell

ou.’'
yeu Come now, Helen, you needn’ttry to make as if there's
pothing in it. I've heard all about it. I know about the
doctor's coming here in the evening, and taking you riding,
and walkibg home with you from church. You needn't be
ashamed to own it; there isn't a pirl in Quinnecoca but
would jump to be in your shoes ; and I'll tell you, Helen,
just what I said to my own gzirls about their beaux, when
you get 2 good chauce, you better hold fast.”

*Mrs. Brown!” Helen voice fairly frightcaed herself,
*¢ oh, how can you talk so tome ! she ctied ; *¢it iscurel s
you don't know how cruel,” 2nd in her distress and excite-
ment Helen broke down and sobbed bittezly.

Poot Mrs. Brown was completely bewildered. *Come
now, Helen,” she said, I dida’t mean any harm. Why [
always thoaght girls liked to bz joked about their beaux.”

“ But heisn't any bean. I am ashamed to hear you tatk
s0. He is the best man I ever koew.”

¢ Well."” replicd Mrs. Brown, as she rolled up her knitt.
ing, ** I don't know who should bave the best man ifit isa't
you. I am sure youare worthy of him.”

Helen wiped his eyes, and, making a great efiort to speak
calmly, said : ** Mrs. Brown, you are under a great mistake.
1 hope you will never speak of this again. If anybody
speaks of it to you, please say it is a mistake, Mrs, Wal.
dermar has been very kind to me ; they have all been kind
and to have Dr. Waldermar gossiped about in this way
paios me—you don't know how it pains me; it is so unjust,
so unwnrthy of him."

“ Humph! ” Mzrs. Brown answered, coclly, I guess his
shoulders are broad enough to bear it; it is my private
opinion hc woulda't {ecl as dreadfully about itas you seem
to; but I won't say any more aboat it, Helen, if you don't
waant me to; and aow if you'll give me my thiazs I goes
I'll go home."”

And the really kind hearted bat inconsiderate, inquisitive
wotnan went home, litle dreaming of the extra evening's
toil she had given Helep, nor of the arrow she had left rank.
liog in her mind. It seemed to Helen, for 1 while after
Mrs, Brown had goze, as if she bated Qainnecoco and all
the Quinnecoco people. To be gossiped about in that
manncr—her scositive natare shrank as it it had felt ablow,



