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THE SILENT VOICE.

BY J. A. PEILLIPS,

The Waves with thousand voices come babbling
m“’ the shore,
r::Qh one tells a different tale, with a varied
T3
The Wind is singing changeful s0ngs—ROW roar-
1ng in itg might,
Whispering like & Jover fend, who sues his
m"d.v brighi;
little birus are ohirping all—each sings a
erent tune,
%ome will tell of the coming fall, some sing
Of the leafy June;
€% are rustling in the breeze—some sigh
g‘m‘”m wearied 1oan,
® laugh, some dance for joy, while some
With sorrow groan. ‘
A hings of nature and of art speak with &
A ‘;"‘led voice,
ey come to us in our sober moods, or come
Bt When we rejoice;
there i3 one voiee, whose constant tone ever
It o ADS the same—

Ity no name;
Wh:hm sllence reigns,
W, 18 on the plains,

0 the flowers and birds are all asleep, each

Wh folded in its nest,

en the wind is tired of biowing and hafh laid

down to rest.

“’n the silent moon without a sound peersat

h’du. from on high,

¢ & watchful eyo—

Thgn
la :::dls hear no sound;
py, tiere were found ;

% voice of love—of my only Jove—who

Weary years

ago,
D the dreary winter had begun was laid

lnqbeue“h the snow ;
35 earth closed o’er the beauteous form !
The "4 BO more 10 see,
"® World bueame a desert space—a barren
Waste to me.

X :"‘l‘t Was broken, all joy was fled, the fu-

Iem,u"’ dark and drear—
;|

Wished that pitying death would end my

on here ;

"‘hu;“l

* He, whose unrelenting hand had plucked

tender flower,
now in

By my Pﬂ'unggour.

there came a ealmer time; I learned

M“:mu 1t beet

e 30 holy and so pure should with the

‘AN,
At g 080l rest ;
8t [ dig not note the change that now my

beart cam —
oy ‘ho, @ o'er:
Rever came before,

"_g“rer thoughts and holier thoughts came
Anggruiy in the night,

fently nestling in my heart, filled it with

1 oo M1 delight.

T, Dot tell, when night came on and silence
_ How “hlned around,
fy €0 these purer, better thoughts were in
Wy Y Posom found;;
ow I g

®0mes when silentand alone; it speaks—but
Peaks, aud yet is never heard; it comes

D darkness wraps the vasty deep and night

& million stary are scattered around, each
comes the voice; I know its tones, and

are graven on my heart, as s tablet
»

eroy take my lifs, and speed

ughts and feelings now were there that

But this voloe ever sings the same, and ever
pure and kind.

O! gentle spirit, to whose ocare my better
thoughts are due!

Ever thy faithful help extend in journeying this
life through;

I am weak from worldly cares, which bear me
to the earth,

But thou art pure, and bright, and falr, in thy
glorious, heavenly birth!

8o let thy silent, gentle voice, which comes
without a sound,

Ever bo present in my heart, and its teachings
there be found;

Lend me thy aid to guide my steps in the holy

et now—'tis her sweet voice, the love |  path and true, .
Wao o 1 adore, £0 that at last I may come home to rest with
Mes und whispers tender things as she God—and you!l

By 0;:"“"“ dud of yore.
W her tones are purified—no toueh of

s there;

Shy 1',:"
s me now of purer joys in another,
Srighter aphore ; F

me bravely do the work allotted me
T 'Oe,
L] b‘tr 4

L)
P

t free.

the wind ;

me bear the weary load of life without.

my eross with patience on till God’s
Ty ‘,:"diudzment see
Temove this earthly case, and set my

ST aounds sing changefully—the sea, the

HOW AUNT AVICE CHAPE-
RONED HER NIECE.

« 1 say, look here, aunt Avice, heres 3
pretty go!” aald Hugh Wayland, bursting into
tbe Mountfield drawing-room, where his aunt
wus reading by the fire, one winter afternoon.

« Oh, uunt Avy! such & dreadful disappoint-
ment, I don’t KDOwW what can be done,” sald
RElla Marlowe, Hugh's cousin, ome of the
daughters of the house, as she threw herself ou
the rug at her sunts feet, her pretty face
olouded with vexation, while Hugh leant his
shoulders on the mantelpiece, & picture of dis-
gust,

t
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#(GOOD NIGHT,’ HE ANSWERED,”

# What is the matter?” asked Miss Waylands
in a tone of sympathy rather than of alarm
she was used to Ella's terrible misfortunes.

« It 1s really dreadful this time,” answeredl
the girl; ¢ only think, mamma says she can-
not go to the Downhurst ball, for old aurt

{ James is so 111, and won’t do without her; and

i

so we are not to go after all—and Hugh ap-
uncle George came on purpose ™’

« It is all about a chaperon; such nonsensc,
as if Ella would do anything she ought not. My
father and I are going, and though he plays
whist all night, I can take care of her. Lots of
girls go about with their brothers, you know,”
urged Hugh, who was eighteen, and youngir
and more scatterbrained than Ella at severn-
teen, while both were of an age to feel that u
ball was a very serious and important matter.

« But then you are not really her brother,
and I think she must bave a more efficier.t
chaperon than you could be at her first public
ball,” answered Miss Wayland.

« Well, if she must, Ithought any old woman
would do, but aunt Frances says she will noL
let her go with any old Woman. B8he has got
her new dress and all her fal-lals, too; it is oo
bad.”

« We thought so muoh of thisball,” said Ella;
« it will be the last this winter, and I did want
to go. Of courne we should not mind so mucih
If aunt James were really ill, but I do not be-
lieve she is worse than Usual, and it is always
half fidget.”

« Your mother would go if she oould, I am
sure, Ella; but I am very 8OITy for you both, it
18 a great pity,” sald aunt Avice.

« It is more than a pity—it 18 & shame and a
nuisance, and bother and bore, and the heaviest
afliotibn that has befallen me since T lost my

turquoise locket the same,day (that Pepper
died 1" said Eilla.

« What4crushes me is that aunt Frances
eoolly told me I could go,” said Hugh. ¢ Just
as thongh it would be any fun without Ella; it
added & needless insult to our sorrows; she
might as well have proposed to send my new
dress shirt without me init.”

« Well, then, Hugh, the little frills would
command individual attention,” said Ella,
Jaughing. ¢ Come along and have & romp
with the children; it does our hard fate no
good to lament over it, but I knew you would
be sorry for us, aunt Avy.”

‘When the two victims had left the room, Miss
Wayland did not take up her book again, but
sat still a little, making up her mind. 1t was
growing dusk, and only the fire lighted up her
pretty little figure and small, delicately-featured
tace. She was carefully and handsomely
dressed in black silk, with a little bit of white
lace twisted into the knot of carnation-colored
ribbon in her hair, S8he was only six-and.
tbirty, and her light brown hair was abundant
and fashionably dressed; but she always wore
the white lace as becoming her years, while
from time beyond Ella’'s memory caroation
had been her favorite color. Her complexion
and eyes were dark for the color of her hair,
giving her rather a singular and piquant ex-
pression ; and though she looked her age, it
was not because her small, regular features
were sharpened, or her face lined and faded,
but from her quiet manner and the setiled,
patient look about her mouth. She was &s
pretty as she had ever been, for in her youth
she had never been round, rosy or blooming,
and was too small to have commanded atten-
tion to a style of good looks which, that ifshe had
been three times magnified, would have made
her a handsome woman. Bince her father's
death Miss Wayland had lived with her widowed
sister—a home that suited ber better than
Beaconhiil, under the new régime of her bro-
ther’'s wife. If Mrs. Marlowe had been asked
why her sister had never married, she would
have sald-—¢Oh, Avice was always devoted to
papa, and was such a quie? littie thing, thatone
never thought of her marrying till it seemed
too late. Bhe had offers, though, and I think
would have accepted liobert Ayrton, but he
was only a lieutenant then, and papa did not
fanoy him, or like the idea of her going to in-
dia. She would have nothing to say to Sir
Francis Kelmore, which was a pity, for he was
nioe enough, and Kelmore would have been a
charming place for the giris to visit.”

Miss Wayland’s meditations were interrupted
by her sister’s entrance.

« Here you are, Avice! 1 have sent for our
tea here, for I am tired an.t there is such a
noise in the sohool-room.”

« Ella and Hugh have been here, to tell me
about the ball.” .

«Ah, yes, poor children! I am sorry they
should be so disappointed, but Mrs. Walker is
certainly worse, and though I should not really
negleot her, I ind her feelings would be terribly
hurt if I went to this ball.”

Mrs. Walker was Mr. Marlowe's aunt; she
lived in the village near Mountfield, and for a
long time had claimed and received a daughter’s
care from her nephew’s widow.

«Is there no one else to take Ella?” asked
Miss Wayland.

« No one that I care to ask, and I do not like
her to go with only George and Hugh. I am
sorry she should be disappointed, but she is
young enough to wait for another year.”

«If you like, I will go with them.”

«“You, Avice !" and Mrs. Marlowe paused, asto-
nished, while her memory took her back to
balls long ago, at their old home, when little
Avice was always sought after for her beautiful
dancing. One partioularly, when she was cia-
peroning her sister, during a visit to Beacouhiil
after her marriage, and she had been too much
taken up with her husband and her old friends
to notice how much Avice danced with Robert
Ayrton, and their father bad been vexed. Mr.
Ayrton went to Indis not long after that, then
their mother died, and their father fell into bad
health.

«I will take great care of her, Frances.”

Mrs. Marlowe came back from the past te
answer her sister.

«Oh, yes; but, really, I have not left off
thinking that you require a ehaperon yourself,
Avice. It does not seem so long since I was
scolded because of you and your doings.”

«Why, Frances, it is more than thirteen years
since I was ata ball! If I am to be useful in
this way it is time 1 began, before I forget the
customs of society ; they have been modified s
good deal ss it s



