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THROUGH THE WINTER.

CHAFTEKR ) — Centinues

When Mr. Hon jhiey juired hic fanily that night at the
supper-atde he hac} no cause to con g lam o find fault. The
table was daictily spacad ; the cockhorg delicious, and Ron-.
ald and Syl preiny diessed ard nwes of good be.
havivur, wete in then flaces.  The fatder .aw and inwardly
approved , tuthe spoke nowarduipian ¢, ard litile dieamed
how much hus young daugtier’s Peart ciaved sympathy and
appreciation agd fatherly worde of ter deiners and encour-
spement. So, often ty cur sloree as by our speech, we
hurt the unes we luve best ; those whom, in « ur secret souls,
we cherish as the deaest treasurers of cur life. We hurt
them, and the watchirg argels weep, Lu.we goon our way
cateless and unhrowirg, ard rever leain, perhaps, the harm
we have dune, the jain we have caused, unul 1o the morning
Light of cternity 1t stamls revealed.
And thus,

** Evil is wroupht be our want of thought,
As well as ovr want of heart.”

Tea was over ; Mr. Humphrey engrossed with his news-
paper, the buys busy with their Louks, and Rounald and
m{)yl, weanied with their day of play, wete ready for thewr

‘“ Helen, come,” pleaded Sibyl, as her sister came in with
her work-basket. ** Helen, come, won't you put us to bed?
We want to hear that story dreadiully.”

It took but a few micutes fur the little ones to undress,
say their simple prayers, and nestle down in their soft beds.

** Now for the story,” Konald cnied; ard siting down
Helen iooked at the two little golden heads before her on
the pitlow.

“What is the story to be about 2" she acked.

“* Why yuu said Santa Claus.  S.by! answered, promptly.

“ Well, who 1s Santa Claus? ™

** Why he’s the—the—," Ronald hesitated ; there was
something mysterious about Santa Claus—he wasn't quite
sure of the proptiety of callinz him a man. *‘He's the—
somebody who brings good childien presents,’” he said at last,
triumphantly.

* And when does he bring them? ™

¢ Tristmas time,"” said Siby!, with wide-awake eyes.
*¢ And, O Nellie, will my new red stuchings be done, then 1"

*“Yes, dear. But, Sibyl, Konald, why do we have a
Christmas day? "™

**\Why, I guess,” Ronald said, slowly, aftez 2 moment’s
thought, * I gpuess so litile buys ard guls cau hang up thewr
stockings, and get plzoty of sugar p.ums and playthings 1n
them.”

*“Isn't there any other reason? ™ llclen asked gently.

“ No; that’s reason ‘nuph,” Sutyl said, emphaucally.
* Helen, " she asked, renrov:ngly, **why dun't you tell us
the story 2"

**1 will, dear, i1n a moment , Lut first, I want you and
Ronald to tell me what yot know about Saiia Ciaus and
Christmas day.” :

*¢ Doa’t know much,’” Ronald said, decidedly ; and Helen
sighed as she acknowledged to herself how sadly true his
words were.  She began her story.

¢ It was a beaustiful night many long years ago; the sky
was bright with stars, that threw their soft hght down on 2
quict world, full of pleasant homes Like outs, 1n which little
boys and girls were tucked shugly away in warm beds sleep-
ing and dreaming of the good times they would have. There
were no wicked wars anywhere just then, and everything
that night was very peacefu! and stul.  Far away {rom here
in the broad ficlds that lic around 2 htti= willage named
Bethlchem, there were men called shepherds, who were sit-
ting up ard keeping watch over thear {ocks.”

** What did they watch them for 2™ interrupted Ronald.

** I suppose to see that they did not stray away and get
lost ; and that no bad deg or wild animal crept 1 to hart
or kili any of the sheep or hittic lambs. The shepherds
watched their flocks, just as our Father in heaven watches
over us, Ronald.

** And as they sat there, cn the ground, wrapped in their
blankets, suddenly a clear, wonderfu! light, more beautiful
than any light from the moon ot stars, shone round them,
and an angel from heaven came down to them. And when
the shepheids trembled and were sore afraid, the aogel said,
just what God’s angels always said to God's people, ¢ Fear
not." And when the shepherds ceased trembang and could
listen, he told them that he had come to tring them good
tidings of great joy, that should make all men glad.
‘]‘;‘;'\'nd what do you think the good tidings were, Roan-

¢ I—don’t—know,"” Ronald answered slowly.

¢* He told them that in the willage of Bethlehem, only a
2 short walk from where they were, there was born that
pight a little baby. A baby they migh: go and see, and
which they would find lying, not in a soft, downy cradle,
bat in a cold, hard manger, the place 1o which cattle acd
horses are fed.”

¢ D14 the shepherds go, Nellie?™

** Very soou, Sibyl; they waited a littie t:me, and listened,
when a mulutede of shining ones sang, *Glory to God,
peace and good-will to men.” When the sweet music died
away, and the angel visitors went back to heaven. the light
around them was ooly the dim, quiet hight of the stams,
They took up their stams, and started to see the wonderful
thing that had come to pass as the Loid had made known
usto them.”

** Weren't they afraid to leave their sheep, Nellie?™
asked Ronald.

*¢No, Ronald, they wetre not afrrid of anything theo;
bow could they be, when they had just heaid the angels’
song and been told to ' Fearnot?®  So they went to Bethe
lebem, and found the littde child where the angel had sasd,
and kneeling down they worshipeed it and thasked God

And now, can

that they had lived to see that glorious dl{.
t was somebody

you tell me who that bahy was, Sibyl?
very gnad, and vety preat : who was it?"

**Was it Washinpton, Nelite? " Sthyl asked, doubtfully,
i ‘; ‘l' konow,"” smd Runaid; **4t was Jesus, wasn't st Nel-

ie

* Yes, Ronald, and the night when He was bom was the
first Christmas night the world had ever known, and Jesus
was the first Christmas gift : who gave Him, Ronald 2™

**Gud gave Him,” Ronald smid. **1 learned tuat in
Sunday achool.  God gave Him 1o make us good. Nellie,”
he questioncd, eagerly, **1s God Santa Clans? ™

** No, Ronald, but He 1s the first and great Good-giver.
Jesus was cur Heavenly Father's Christmas gift to us; and
we keep Chustmas day, that we may never turget hiow and
why vur Saviour came, and we give presents then hecause
we like to do all we can 1o make uthers happy on that day,
especially httle children.  God pives us the money to buy
them, or the puwer to make them, so He s the only tiue
Giver of every good thing.”

** And 1<n't there any Santa Claus with sled and reindeer
now ? "' asked Sibyl, with achild'suawillingness to part with
a fancy that had chascd her imagination.

** Nu, 3ubyl; thatis only a fairy story that little boys and
gutls hike s Lut an't it betier to think at Chnstmas time of
vur dear Savivur coming to this world to be the one precious
g1t that will last forever, than of the Santa Claus Ronald
tried to play this murniog ?

* Yes," dibyl smd, sleepnly, wnh half-closed eyes.

CHAPTER II.—REVIEWS AND EXPLANATIONS.

Helen Huraphrey's home was in a pleasant sea-side town,
within casy access of New Yotk city. A quiet counts
place, somewhat «ff fiom the great hines of travel, thoug
Amencamzed in all else, it still retained its quaint Indian
name of Quinzeccco ; and here, through long generations,
the Humphrey family bad lived and died.

Her father was a lawyer, one of the numerous class who
possess ltile business tact, and less real talent for their
chosen profession ; and who, 1n their upwatrd stnvings, sel-
dom nse far above the ground : the top of the ladder being
in no danger of overcrowdiag from them. Inheriting from
his father a good farm and dwelling-house, and marnrying a
lady possessing an equal amount of property, Mr. Hum-

hrey bad always been able to provide comfortably ior his
amily without any undue exertion on his own part.

A cold, grave, 1eserved man; whose warmest affections
seemed always to centre upon himself ; who looked at every
ques:10n from the one standpoint of how it would affect him
and his interest; 2 man to whom J/ war he centre of the
universe, and the rest of the humanity nothing but satellinies,
it 1s hatdly to be supposed that in .his family he was loved
devotedly, or confided in unreservedly. Fiom the time
when lelen, running 10 meet him with her first doll, had
becn coolly put aside with, ** Yes; it is well enough ; but
don’t bother me, child,” to the day when the first great
sor}:ow of her life fell upon her, she had stood 1n awe of her
father.

It was not only a fortunate thing, as the neighbours said,
but it was morc—a blessed thing—for their children, that
Mrs. Humphrey did not resembic her husband.. Gentle and
warm-hearted, naturally hopeful in temperament, and gemal
and sunny in disposiiion, with a quiet «trength of character,
and a capaciy for patient endurance that had sustaired her
throvgh many dark days and tutter tnal, Mes Humphrey's
ctiuldren had found 1n her the sympathy and protection their
young hves necded ; the terderest love, combined with the
firmest guidance.

Awakening carly from her illusions respecting her hus-
band ; 100 true and noble hersell 1o be able to iove and hon-
our what was not true and noble, Mrs, Humphtey Lad borne
the sorrows of her marned hfe 1n quiet, uncomplaming pa.
tience.  Never, to any human being, did she speak of her
nals and crosses. Never was a word spoken 1o or of her
husband that even imphed reproach or disrespect.

Io spite of the father's shadow the mother’ysunshine made
home to the childien a happy place ; and they were scarcely
conscious of a want unh! that mother’s health failed.

Just as Helen reached her sixteenth burthday, a lovely,
happy quizl, resembhing her mother in character and disposi-
tion, and full of a gurl's sunpy dreawms and hopes, Mis.
Humphiey's health began to fail.  Slowly, almost 1mper-
ceptibly at first - only s little cough, a little weakness, a
more than common weanness 1in performing her daily la.
bours. Bot gradually and unwillingly, one duty after an-
other was yiclded up, resagned to Helen's care, or suffered
to dropunnaticed. Ever bnght and cheesful, 1t waslong be-
fore Mrs, Humphrey would own, even to herself, that there
was any cause for alarm ; but daily the pain and wcariness
increased, the strength lessened, and at last 1t was evident to
all—cven the most unbelieving eyes—that she was passing
away—going up higher.

To Helen the consciousness that so it was and must be
was fraught with an agony almost beyond endurance.  Yet
blessed as Mres. Homphrey's life had been to her children it
was only in her sick-room that it was crowned, and wrought
its noblest work. She had never, in her days of healh,
talked much of religion to her children. She had lived it
before them.

Mrz Humphrey had grieved oves her silence, and earn-
aestly prayed that grace might be given ber to overcome her
reserve, and to taik freely to them on this most vital subject
as on every other.

The prayer was heard and answered ; though it was not
until she felt her feet passing down m*o the dark valley that
the veil was withdrawn, and she ventared to take her chil-
dren into the inner temple of her soul. It wasto Heen
that she said most, and {rom her that she derived her great.
est comfort.

Ronald and Sibyl were too young and restless, to foll of
life and play to be confived in her sick-room many minutes
at a time. Moarnfolly and reluctantly, 1o her weak, suffer-

iog state, the mother was forced to adinit that the work, left

undons in her hoars of bealth, could oot now be dome by

her. The sweet old Bible stories must remain, by her lips,
forever uatold,

** Helen," she said once, * Ronald and Sibyl will lran
upon you more than any one else when I am gune ; and,
dailing, never be afraid to talk tenderly, solemnly to them
of sacred things. Whatever else you may leave upsaid, te.
solve that you will never be silent when it is fitting and well
for you to speak for Christ,  Opportunities ate like birds,
Helen ; if we do not carch and hold them when within our
teach, they will fly from us and return no more.”

And Helen heard, and comforted her mother with pro.
mises, earnest as vows, that she would try to be both mother
and sister to the httle ones.

Philip and Fred were hoys of twelve and thirteen ; vid
enough to understand and feel deeply how much they were
lostng, and 1n many simple, touching ways they sought i
show how much hey luved their mother,

They foraged the woods for the earhiest and sweetest wild.
flowers ; they tramped lung, wearied miles over mesdow,
and hills to find some dainty bird with which to tempt her
dehicate appete; they softened therr shull, boyish voices,
and tip-toed in and out of her room, glad to sit there fur
hours, if only they could do some littie thing for her, acd
sce her smile and feel her kiss.

But it was to llelen that the mother’s heart opened most
fully ; 1t was to Helen that her tenderert words of love,
sympathy and advice were spoken ; and it was in Helens
soul they bore their richest fruat.

Very precious, thuugh mournful, to Helen were those last
days and talks with her mother. She sought with passiun.
ate cagerness to gather all the sweatness in them, and leave
the bitterness for that coming time, when that bitterncss
alone, she sadly thought, would remain.

Yet of that time Helen seldom trusted herself to speak or
even think. C.ly once, as her head rested for a moment ua
the pillow by her mother, she whispered :

¢ Oh, mamma, if we might only both go together and te
ouried in one grave.”

And Helen never forgot the beautiful smile with whica
her mother aniwered :

**1 am glad we cannot, my darling. I waat you toknuw
something of the joys of life as well as of its sorrow. 1t s
sweet to die when out task is done and the Master calls;
but, Helen, it is also sweet to live and work for Him. |
leave you in His hands, my daughter. He will not suffer
you to have one tnal tco many. 1 pray not that e would
take you out of the world, but that He would keep you frum
evil. May your’s be a tiue woman's life, my darling, with
joys and honours nobly boroe, and trials and sorrows, whea
they came, received as blessings. Coming from Him they
are all blessings. God is preparing me lor rest, Helen, but
you, I trust, for lifc. Where I am going perhaps it wall be
my privilege to watch fur you, and 1 pray that your coming
may be not in the morning, nor at noontide, but at the sunsct
of a beautsife] day; afier the harvest has been faihfuiy
gleaned aod you can come with rejoicing, briaging your
sheaves with you.”

So strenjthened and girded for the life before her, Helen
watched her mother calmly pass through the dark valley,
having, hike Faithful, sunshine all the day, until theend was
reacled ; and £ Mrs. Huwphrey there temained caly the
rest of heaven—the paradise of God.

Helen came back from her mother's grave to a home out
of which it scemed at first as if all sunshioe had faded.
There wete many sad chaoges.

The faithful nurse and housekeeper, who was with them
during the latter part of Mrs. Humphrey's illness, and wh.
had proved not only an cfficient aid but also a sympathizing
friend, was soon obliged to leave, aad a sister of Mr. Hum.
phtgy came to remain with them, and Helen prepared tore
sume once more her long-neglested schuol duties.

But Aunt Sarah was like her brother, cold reserved, and
silent. She did not like children: Rogald and Sibyl, <he
said, were enough to wear out the pauence of a saint, And
thuugh there might have been a diversity of opinions as tv
Aunt Sarah's saintliness, there could be none, not the shght-
est, as to the fact that at the end of a few weeks she was
tired out and her patience exhausted ; and 1t was a relief 1o
all the family wlhen Aunt Sarah left—the last day of No
vember—the day prior to that dunng which we have alreagy
followed Helen.

That pight she was conscions of having made many mis.
takes.

1t was a very pure though pale face that bent over he:
httle Bible ; and «t was with an humble but peaceful spin:
that she read—

“ God #s our refuge and strength, a very present help i
trouble.”

It was that she wanted—it was there she rested—a vei
present hclg.

More soothing than music were the words to her weary miné

Helen lingered loag over it, then went on to the pex:
verse—

** Therefore will not we fear—" She read no farther,
her heart took up the glad refrain and repeated in over azé

over.

¢ No,” though Helen, **I must not be discouraged; !
cannot faul while this assurance is trzoe,  David tested i, %
did mamma ; they found 1t sure, and I will believe it. |
will leave the future with God. He shall teach me Hisowz
lessons, in His ows way, and I will learn them and not ..
afrand.”

And or the pillow of the promuses Helen laid her tire
head, and slept the sleep they only know.

* Who trust and rest.”

CHAPTER I11.—TEACHING AND TAUGHT.

“ Daughier, they seem to say,

Peace to thy heart ¢
We too, yes, daughter,

Iiave been as thou art.
H..pe-hilied, doubt-depressed,
© Seeing in part—

Tired, troubled, tempied,

Sastained—as thou art.”




