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USTRATED

NEWS.

HIDDEN COMFORTERS. |

Thoee idic hands l:P&_\x\ her lap lay not. they rather hung ‘
Like dead hands which from living gtasp havoe earolossly been flung:
You gaw thar lite still dwelt within by the dewp heaving breast,

Sarve there, the wooiul fort displayed no motion—uet no_rest,

The exves were dry—their pawer was lost in tears to-find relief;
While the tengue's very muatencss spoke the sloquenco of grief:

Bat if the quivering lips ad breathed the prayer of that snd hearet.
They would have asked for leave to meurn furgotten and apart,

For there are times when soothing worda seom mocking hitinan wee.
And balf-resentfal theughts reply: * How can these olad herres kgow P
And thns w'th hor; she saw her own, but saw no other's cross.

Nor guessead that she wicht find that gain which now sho eounts a loss,

Far less decmed she. whon Hunger camo and harshly bade her rise,
That "neath hix dreaded form there Iny an angel in disguise:

Or that steen Want, whe shaeply eried : » Up, to your toil again!™
By leaven was sent to lift the load trom her halt-frenzied brain,

Yet these stern moessengers have done what goutler ne'er hnad wrought,
For the poor monrner's daily toil detoands its mead of thonghe;

Fach simple task the hands complate. a2ts as a homely wilo.

First teaching the dim oyes to weep, and then the lips to smile,

0 yo who think that Labour owus un power tn sonthe and bless,

Learn. that a tentuld vonom barks wid wedes in idlen=ve ? .

Learn. that = Qur Father " often sonds merey in sternest gaise,

Andd hoaely forms liide angel-guest= fiom our carth-blinded eyes.
RuTu Brek.

MY GODMOTHER'S STORY.

IN TWOQ CHAPTERS,—CHAPTER 1.

N

My godmother was always fussy when expecting a friend.
Her old-fnshioned hospitality would not delegrate to servants
finishing-touches and minute arrangements bearing upon the
pleasure or convenivnce of guests whom she delight d to
honour; Lut even T, who knew her ways, had never seen her
so restlessly bent upon any ope’s comfort as that of the Miss
Moeore she was expecting that fine July afwrnoon, when she
told me the story T am going to tetl, T don’t know that T was
a particalarly worldly girl; but certainly the fact of Miss
Moore being a music-teacher in a Bath school scemed to me a
little out of keeping with such elabourate preparations; and
when she arrived, et appeirance impressed me as Hittle as her
position.  Yery slight and fuded, gyuniet, and rather cold,

 CANADIAN ILL

It scemed that befors his time Acton had been a rambling
“old house, without much pretence to architeetural beauty;
but he had raised the roof, thrown out a wing, and was now
constructing a noble hall, Tt struck me as we wallked tl‘u'(:mgh
“the grounds that he was making the house too stately in pro-
portion to their extent, which was not considerable, nor hind
they much old timber to banst of,  Bvidently, 8 great many of
the best trees had heen recently cut down,  ‘The chief charm
of the place was the noble viver, which swept mpidiy vound
the bank on which the honse stood.  The gardens and green-
houses were not in first-rate order, sl Mr. Moore rullh-fl his
daughter a good deal nbout the il success of her admninisten-
tion, for it scemed she had been replacing s head-gardener by
some young protége of her own
said, turning to me, ¢ laughs at my economivs, but I know
that great greedy hall of his wants them all™  Mr. Moore
looked pained.  'The hall was essential, Margarct,  We had
no billiard-room ; the clevation was mean; the length of buitd-
ing disproportioned.”  Playfully she put her little hand on
his mouth, « Yos, yes; but this is the very last of one build-
ing-schemes. T suppose it will be finished some day orother
then we'll shut up the house, go to¥witserland, and get rvich.”
Her father sighed as he put his arm vound her waist, aud
turned the sulgect.

From this day I may, 1 think, date my fricndship for Miss
Moore. T was won by ber frankoess aud hee enetgy 5 aad she

themselves, and all the more because she hnew 1 was lonely,
and at that time poor.
were kept pawing the gravel at my cotia

S

remain for a chat,
for e indeed, bath e and Marguret soon seemed to ook

Moore could never be ealled contiding,

to do. But he was sufliviently at his ease with me o be silent
or to talk according to his own inciination. As for his daughe

discovered the skeletany in this seemingly pleasant bowe. Mr.
Moore was living bevond his incomy though to what extent

her presence, 1 feared, would be vothing but a weight and a
chill during the remainder of wy visit, and when she retired
for the twu Bowrs® rest before dinuer which my godmaother
looked upon as vssential sfter any railway journey, long or
short, I could not fortienr asking hier, with some degree of pe-
tulance, what in the world there could be in or sbhout Miss
Moore to create the interest she had shewn, It was then, and
in reply to my guestions, that she told ne the llowing story.

When I lost my poor dear husband nearly one-and-twenty
years agoe, 1 chose for my widowed howe o pretey Little cottage
in the neighbourhood of Eldersley. The conntry was beauti-
ful, and the cottage s»cluded—iwo recommendations to me at
that time. 1 did not want socicty, and was not likely to be
troubled with it there, for the Jarge proprictors around would
hardly discover whether my small ubode was tenanted or not.
The ounly one of them who called upon me was Mr. Moore of
Acton Hall, with his only daughter. He had known my hns-
band in early days, and seemed anxious to pay all friendly
attention to his widow. T had often heard my husband speak |
of Charles Moore as a warm-hearted and generous, but weak-
minded fellow. 1 bardly know that he ever said so in so many
words, but the impression I received was that he had rather
liked than respected him. Tall and graceful, there was vet
something strikingly irresoluie abont every movement  The
ferehead was white as ivory, but it zsloped backwards, and the
il hazel ey met yours bat for n moment, and then glanced
restlessly away.  But he was pleasant, kind, and mueh casier
to geet on with at tirst than hix daughter, who was then a girl
of about twenty, I took it for granted that she must be like
her mother. who bad died many years before, for she was sin-
gularly unlike ber father—tall and stight in figore as he was,
but with a very contrasting air of decision in all she gaid or
did. Her father sewmed wrapped up in her, and I Hked the
tenderness of her manner to him, though it was protecting
rather than filial, Yike the manner of an elder sister. More
than once she broke in upon an unfinished sentence of his,
deciding some question which he was discussing, or giving a
positive opinion where he was merely snggesting and gualify-
ing. Before they left, they marde me promise that I wonld
soon spend a long day with them at Acton; and when their
carriage rojled away, T fonnd myself thinking more about
them than 1 had for some time thought about anything but
my OWn SOrrows.

When the appointed day for my visit came, Miss Moore
drove over for me by herself. 1 was a Jittle sorry, expecting
to find conversation flag, and wishing for Mr. Moore and his
placid generalities to 41} up the time; bat long before we got
to the eud of onr drive, all sens=e¢ of restraint was gone,  Miss
Moore scemed to enjoy the exvitement of driving her pretty
spirited ponivs, and the Lright sunshine and mapid moaotion re- .
vived my spirits too. I liked her frank protecting manner; 1
liked to watch the cnergy that pervaded her whole frame, the
firm litde hand that gathertd in the reins, the steadfast - eve,
the ring of the clear voice, Though a coward in a carriage
generally, T felt safe with her,  As we neared the house, I saw
that part of it was unfinished. “Yes” said she, “that's dear
papa’s present hobby—the new hall; necessitated by the last
hobby—the new drawiug-room.  The old hall was once too
large for the rest of tha honse, and he has since contrived to
make the rest of the honse too large for the hall. I'm xorry
for it, for papa is not a rich man, and T often fear he is ham-
pering himself geriousiy.” Hatherstartled by this unexpected
frankness, [ made no reply, and we drove on in silence till we
reached the temporary entrance, where we were met by Mr,
Moore and a fashionable-loeking young man, whom he intro-
duced to me as Captain Cameron T conld not help remarking |
the change in Miss Moore’s manner. Evidently Captain :
Cameron's visit was to her an event of no ordinary intevest.
When she had taken off ber bonnet for luncheon, she hardly .
looked like the same person. Tt waz not only the improve- |
ment in appéarance, for the bonnet hid the smal) well-get head
und rich hair, butthe difference in voice and manner. All ab- |
ruptness and selfopossession were gone, and her enlour came
wnd went like a timid child's, His admiration was as evident
as her embarrassment; but I felt the pleasure of my day was a
gnod deal spoiled; fur even when, after luncheon, the young .
officer rode away to Eldersley, where he was quurtercd, Miss
Moore continued silent. and. absent, and left me to be enter-
tained by her father, who took me to see the improvements he
was making, and those he had made in former years.

t
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S in tears.

she was unable to ascertain ; but oo his growing depression
and reserve, she feared that he was becaning seriousiy jne-
volved. i she questioned, she rowsed an dreitability o man.
ner he had never shewn te her before, and this would be swe-
ceeded by a dejection that she dreaded G more, Bat Marzaret
had another counterbalavcing anxicety, thoagh she never
named it to me. Captain Cameron was a foequent visitor;
what broiight himw <o oft-n?  Was i< vudizgaised admication
of her society to be taken as sizns of real feeling, or was he
merely trifling with her? His ssanner perpleaced e, and, it
was plain to see, tortured Margaeet, Somtines be woold rade

“This uaughty papn,” she |
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« Bathing! so late in the year?" For it wag the second
week in Seplember, and the wenther bad a touch of frost about,
it. Margarct wenton: .

t Very soon after pupa's return’ from town, he began o talk
of Lathing, as having been recommended to him by a Londo
doctor, 1 wanted to go to the sea, but that he would not hcnl
of. For the last month, he has bathed in the river tf\'cr:
morning,  Heis a first-rote swimmer, and thought it woulgd do
him pood to battle with the current, which, you know, i vepy
rapid just below the houge.  But [ do not think it ngrecy “‘iﬂi
him. When he returng, his mannur s strange and e
and in the evenings, when wishing me good night, he
me in such o wild way, and locks into my face go wig
Last night, ax he held ote long in his arms, T el larg
drop on wy hair, and heard him say @ ¢ She ot least shal) bes
happy.  Comw what may she shall be happy” [ wanted (g
sprak, and tell him I knew there was some great trouble hagy.
ing over us, bt that if b would ouly trust me, both might be
happicr, and that we would bear it bravely together, By g
wus so frightened, T eould not say one word.,  Iushi ), in
coming; let us loak cheerful,

i Mrs. Maleolm, 1 chindlenge you to astroll before dinneer
said Mr. Moore, AWl my Maggic, too; I car't space her \hin

stless,
kiRScﬂ
tlully,
¢ tenry

Dafternoon M

took to me, as girls often will to women muoch older than . i
Paned somctimes, I thought, incoherent.
Her pretiy poiics very teequently
-gate, while sheran
in to insist upon careving me off for a drive, or failing, wodd
Very frequentdy, o, T spent whaole duys
at Acton, where Mreo Moore had always a concteous welcome -

upo: me as a contidential fricnd, though, by the way, Mr.,

e had a singolr
way of always Keeping back what e thonght—what he meant

ter, she had few reserves from any one she loved ; so 1 soon e

over two or three times 4 week, and secm o warship the very
S And he looked at ber with s stocge yenrning expression of
from him, and when he came at fast, he wanld seom cobd and |

ground she trod; then, neain days would pass without 2 ocall

constmined.  As for her, it was piteons to see her on thoss
days of vain watching and waiting, Bt she would stenggle
bravely, and | was careful not to Geteny that t olserved her
changing colour, or the icy culdness of her paor Httle tremb-
ling hands.
Cameron warmly, and to Lrizhten up daring his visits, what-
ever his previons moed. Tt was evident that Afs consent
would be most readily given,  Butwonld it be asked 7 [ ket
considering and wondering about thi=, thinking <omy-times that
it incvitably would, and then, again, doubting whether the
young officer might not jntemd morely to seeurs aplensant
yvear or two, and then, when his regiment wias oidered off) (o
intrench himself behind those phaiviot profossiens of extice
poverty which he wasso fond of makime,

]
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Meanwhile, the new hail got finished, aned M, Moo pren-
bably, as we said to ene b other, fromn having no fongoe the ex-
citement of watrhing ite peogress wrew tose and mnee abeent
and gloomy.  Margar tused totalk yeew very constantly abour
him and his atfuirs.  Several sl things ocenrred abont this
time to increase her alarm, The fadiy dawyer, o formal,
impenetralde xort of man. for whom <o had ones 0 her v
ment antipathies, was constantdy driving over to Avton, and
spending hestrs with Mr. Moore, invariably beaviog him more
dejected than he found him. On one oF these dark days, it so

Her father never failed o welcome Capitain !

We put on our bonnets, and went at onee,  His manner {y
his daughter was unspenkaldy tendery but 04 impressed e
paintfally ; [ searcely knew why, 1t was strange and solemy
I hegan to undm-mmi
Lver fears,  Coming home, the sunset 01 yellow and polden
upon the deep, switt river, and recalled to my wid Ly
practice of carly buthing,

WCloemorrow morting will be decidedly frosty, Mr. Moore ©
gatd 11 osurely you witl not be so improdent as to l\ut};(.
Letore the s gets a Hittde power, Atsix o'clock, it ean hnrdly
L Jioht ™

wosix oretock D Whv, Bidbly told mie tocday that papa teqt
his room a HOle alter fdve, when 3¢ was unte durk, betore any
onte bint hiwmself was up " inteeeapted Margnget, ’

S Confound Biddy ! burst out My, Moore ;4 prying old
tool !t Whiat does sl do up at this hour? [ will ot have her
st the house on fire, golog abeat with ber candfe protending
to brush, forsooth 10 vone fanlt, Muargaret; you've F;,..g},;l
that ohl Tetshweanan, Gl she has become jnsufferabile, o))
her, once for all, that U owill sse have her @t 0p befure the
others, T will ot have it will not.

sRut, el Maare” 1 opersisted, anxicous to divert him from
the subioct, Baddy being an especial favourite of mine, and
poat w Liethe sheyaad st such disproportionnte vehemeneos alunt
roomete o Bile—t bt wngdt You to lathe 7 {50t good for
youln

s Perhings not,” safd he ;¢ perhaps T oam carrviog it a hiuls
toe far, 1 hindd a toush wf eranp this very morning, A mers
touch, wmy Muguiv: yon sosd pot ook searcd, The gir! boves
ber poor father: wondd seoura for him, after atl, T do bejieve

Tove sind woe, which seaned to frighten ber, though she triad
to Jnueh it ot saving she could not love n nanghty papa who
did not teke cnre of his healoly, bat bathed ot unbeard-of hours,
and seolded o] fithifad Biddy. e tried 10 daugh, teo, bat
it was a sorrowful lauch,

The remainder of onr walk was silent. Clouds gathiered,

Cxellow leaves thattered thickly over aur heads, and each knew

happened that the poor irl, whose allowanee, it secrmed, had

not been regularly paid ber for o year or two, was indaced, by

a l—fr[;ssiljg Tetter frean her milliner, to enter her fathers stuely 7

and ask for money to pay the enelosed hitl, T was bt a smalt

one, but it threw Mr. Mocre into a state of disiressing exoige.

ment. ¢ Gird, do you want to rain me Y he had
¢ Curses on women aml their vanity ! why mnst von run up
such hills as this just now 27 And then, as she stond thers

waiel,

putrified, for it seemiad o her as though her fathe s mind wer
shaken, he looked at the triling sum-total, seemedd shocked at |
his own violenee, tried to Tangh it o, Kissed her, tobd her thye |
milliner shonld be paid the nextday, and sent her ek to me

But that very eveniog Captain Caweron canie over;
and when Margaret returned frem o stroll with him by the
river's side, her eyes woere bright and her srep firm,
the sceene of the morning hat never been. Sone
fook of bis had blown that clond quite away!  But it will be
easily hmagined that when, on the follawing torning, Mr

s thaauh -
waore orp !

boore annonnced to ns he war going o town for a we k, | for

one could not hilp fecling a sonsation of relief,  He, too,
secined maore cheerful than nsual, and Kindly insisted that |
should remain and keep his M fe company,  Uhis was in
the snonth of July,as T remember well, for the very day before
Muoore's expreted return, T was summoned (0 the deathabed of
my hushand’s father, and did not got home til} Septembeer.,

The first morning after iy wevival, T heuvd the rapid trot of
the pretty ponies, and Margaret, vunnime in, flung her army
round me in her wacnin-hearted  way,  © You mast come bhack
with e, dear Mrs. Maleolm ; youanustindeed,  Papa wishes
it; he must not be crossed) And then, sudidenly burating
into un agony of tears: ¥ [ do not know what ix the malter
with papa; I fear—TI tene ™ Jowering her voiee to a whisper 1
puessed rather than heard, 1 thiok sometimes that papn is
going mad.

:
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Of course T could not refuse ta aceompany her Lo Acton
and when T got there, we found Mr, Moor: so hospitable un(l'
seemingly cheerful) that Margneet's fenrs appeared 1o me quite
unreasonable, though I was shocked at the ook of illness an
her futher’s fuce, and conld not rofrain from telling her thad it
-wag for his bodily health T should be inclined to tremble.,

“Yer” she said, ¢ he does Yook vevy il T think it is this

. new habit of his, this ¢arly buthing in the river,”

|
|
‘

that the other was sad. Margaret played the whole ovening
through, as, iodeed, she often did, Her futher held a book up
Yoefore his fiee; bt e did not tarn the pages, and onee, when
1 bapoened to change my seat, I ocaught that sane loving,
despatrine? fook fixed upon bis daugbiter, as she sat thene at the
instrument, her Httde hands sometimes yving aver the keys,
but oftener Hogering over some sweet, snd sttgn with a pas-
sionate pathos [ oever heard cgunlbed . T oremarked that she
Kept playing Svoteh nies, Captan Cuneean’s favonrite ones, s
ifshe enred for no others, Onee her father nasked her for one
of Becthoven’s ndigios, of which bie was very fond, She sl
shie wonbd Jook Tor it immediatety ;. bt she went on as i spell-
bourol, timprovisioge wild, wailing variations, and then o tarn-
ine to dwellbmmtn on the simple meledies so dearly associnted,
il badtime vnaue,

“OMy Macgie” sald Mr. Moare, #0 iy own child, you do nat
vare for your poor father, and will not play one tune fur
bun'"

$ O papu, how thoeughtless T have been,
now

“Nodarling, it is ton late,  No ¢ it is best as it is—best as
itiz, Give sll the young heart to happiness, my own Mogwie!
Govl in heaven blese you, my chitd 't And he strained her to
hix heart with a convilsaave enerzy whicl seomed to shock her,
and canfirmed my worst snspicinas

That night, as | <at up rather Inte in my own room, there
enm a low Anp at my door, and Biddy, the Irish honse-
maid cutered, o my  surprise, with an sir of profoundest
mystery,

47 nxk your pardon, ma'nm ; and is the youny iistress goin'

Lot me play it

o b wiild ve agin this night 27

“ONo, Biddy, Mise Moore geemed  tired, and wished me
good-night st the door of har own room "

“8ure, thin, ma'am, Ul be atter spakin’ a word wid yourself
this xamr blessed night; for mny I never sin, but there's
sorrow and heartbireak (o the fore, and a pity it is Tar the sweel,
young mistriss, the eratur, and she so young and iligant, glory
be to tiod ”

#What is the matter, Biddy 7 said T, not wi hout a vapue
dread, the faithfnl Irisiwoman wag so weird-looking with her
Trrown ¢ ribhied sen-gnnd ? face, and her k,_!ch‘ wistful eyes act
close together Yike those of 1 monkey.

“ Faix, thin, ma‘um, and it's myself does not know, barrin!
that the master—nnd he as vivil o gintleman ag ever was—is
gone clean out of his wite altogether 1" And Biddy raised her
hands alove her head, swaying hersell te and fro in her
agitation, ’

“Why do you think so?
youmean?” T enguired

s 8ure, ma'mn, and iUs ensy Lo vee it by lookin' on his face,
liet atone hig ways,  They've been talking long enough in the
hall, bnt I never let on that T tuk ay notice to any soul ulive
but yourself.  Sure nnd he's tnken all the plate out of Janes's
keepin', Ul the poor boy lus not a spocn to aprre, and daren’t
ask for another for hig Hifi:; and jist this evening, when I was
fixin' his dressing-room, and movin' some Jump of a big par-
cel that e brought with him from London, if he didn’t come
in-nnd vate at e titl T was Jike to drop with the fenr; he that
wried to be the dacentert gintleman, anys he'd have none of iny
pryin’ ways; and what had 1 to do to be lookin’ into that

What has happened 7 What do



