« PROVIDE THINGS HONEST?”;

THE GIRLS OWN PAPER.

OR, THOSE TWO YOUNG HILLS.

By GRACE STEBBING, Author of “ Wild Kathleen,” * That Aggravating School Girl,” &c,

CHAPTER V.

ALl BUT THE PINK SILK BOOTS.

S Margaret Hill ap-
proached No. 3,
Montpelier- ter-
race, she gotin as
close under the
shadows of the
houses as arca
railings and door-
steps would allow.
If Ida Deacon in
her soft Indian
cashmeres shrank from the just displeasure
in her mother’s eyes, timid Maggie Hill, in
her simple serge, shrank quite as much
from the indignation she expected soon to
see in those of her robust, impetuous young
sister, Whether the storm were directed
against herself or against the shopwoman
she considered a matter of secondary import-
ance. She was essentially a peacemaker and
a lover of peace, and “fusses” of all kinds

jarred on her terribly. The disappointment
was bad “enough, but Nelly’s wrathful out-
burst would be still worse.

However, all Margaret's manceuvres to put
off the evil moment as long as possible were
fruitless, for Nelly’s anxiety had made her a
watcher at the window long before her sister
crossed the road, and flying downstairs the
instant she saw her, she stcod peeping
through an inch of opened door until Maggie
mounted the steps, when she flung it wide
open with a gay laugh, and asked, with almost
breathless eagerness—

¢What fortune, Mags, what fortune? And
what have you got in the bag now? Some-
thing for mamma ?”’

““Carry that, please, upstairs, and wait till
we get into the bedroom. to be answered,”
said Maggie, hurriedly, putting a parcel into
Ler sister's hand as she spoke, which Nell
now noticed for the first time, and upon whic
her eyes suddenly fastened with a frightened
gaze, as if it were a basilisk. Indeed, if it
were no serpent to kill herself, it so far per-
formed that dismal office for her hopes that
she turned and mounted to the bedroom as
soberly as Maggie herself, and showed little
su:rrise when at last the bag was opened,
and Maggie’s tears dropped slowly on its
contents.

“1 am so sorry, Nelly,” whispered Maggie,
at last, barely breaking a silence that she
began to find even more oppressive than the
wild burst of Jamentations she had dreaded.
The fact was, the greatness of the calamity,
the utterness of the downfall of her confident
hopes, had quite quelled Elinor Hill foronce.

#Maggie, I wish you would pinch me,” she
blurted out at length, with something between
a sob and a Jaugh. ¢ Just a downright hard
pinch I should like, if you don't mind.”

“But I do mind,” sighed Maggie, “and I
don’t see what good it would do either.”

#“1 do,” retorted Elinor. ¢ It would be a
comfort to know for certainwhether orno I am
having a horrid dream.”

“No need for pinches to tell you that,”
sighed Margaret again. ‘‘Here are all the
things back again, you can look at them and
see—poor little boots and all.” And Mar-
garet drew them forth as she spoke, till the
whole dainty array once more strewed the bed,
a really ‘prctty collection of bright objects,
in spite of poor Elinor’s bitter ejaculation—

*Horrible things! I've a good mind to
throw them all into the kitchen fire.”

“What ! your pink satin lace-up boots into

the bargain ?” asked Margaret, with a ghost
of a smile.

“ Umph ! " grunted Miss Nelly. ¢ Perhaps
I might spare them to send as a chef d’euvre
to exhibit at South Kensington. But, by-the-
bye,” looking into the bag again, and then
giving it a hearty but quite useless shake,
“where are those pink satins? I don’t see
them anywhere. “What have you done with
them, Maggie 2!

“ Done with them !’ repeated Margaret, in
consternation, hastily turning over the mass of
small treasures. *T have done nothing with
them, Nelly. O! what can have become of
them. I am so sorry, Nell; I would rather
have lost all my own things than those pretty
little boots of yours.”

“T know that, you silly old Mags,” said
Nelly, putting her arms round her sister’s
neck, and giving her a great hug; “but you
need not look so dismal about the mafter, for
I expect that dreadful old shopwoman has
kept them, and I shall just go off there and
make her give them back.”

CHAPTER VI.
CONSOLATION.
Mgrs. Deacon had gone upstairs with the in-
tention of dressing for a walk; but her talk
with Ida over Miss Broad’s letter had ban-
ished her purpose from her mind, and she was
still in her room more than half-an-hour later,
when a Jow rap, twice repeated at the door,
attracted her attention, and she called —

¢Is any pne there ?  Come in.”

““Yes, mamma, I am here,” said a voice as
low as the rap, as ¢he dooropened and Ida
Deacon moved a few steps forward, for the
first time in her life aroused to a wholesome
feeling of shame at facing even her tender,
loving mother. But there were other inte-
rests at stake besides her own at the present
hour, and her dawning penitence made her
anxious to lose no more time in doing what
she could for them.

““And oh, mamma,” she said at the end of
a second tearful conyersation, ‘“ do please help
metodo something for Miss Broad. Ft is sohard
that she should have to suffer for my fault !

It would be well for the world if people
would care more how often they make the in-
nocent suffer for their wrong doing,” answered
Mrs. Deacon, gravely. ¢ But to come to the
matter more in hand at this moment, I do not
see how I can possibly help youx to help your
friend since you are quite unable to use your
hand for some da{s tn come, and you say that
you have spent all your money. ; might help
Miss Broad, but it'y I help her with zy time,
and 72y money, I suppose you would not wish
to take the credit of it 27 :

There was a short pause, and then an
eamnest ““No, mamma. If only you will do
something to save poor Miss Broad from suf-
fering through me I will write to her myself,
and tell her all about the matter. And I will
try, indeed I will, to leave off being slothful.”

“And I will try, indeed I will, to hope for
your success,” said Mrs. Deacon, in a lighter
tone, and Lissing the soft pink cheek as she
spoke. And then the carriage was ordered,
and Ida was dismissed to put on her hat to
go off with her mother in scarch of such
articles as are popularly considered the right
sorts of things for fancy fairs. Mrs. Deacon
had long had by her the address of a little
fancy shop, on which an acquaintance had
once asked her to bestow her patronage if
opportunity should ever occur, and once or
twice, at some inconvenience, she had taken

the long drive thither from the West-end.
The present seemed such a good occasion to
gladden the poor shopwoman’s heart by un-
usually extensive purchases that the coachman
was once more desired to turn bis horses’ heads
in that direction, and Ida breathed more freely
than she had done since she burst into tears
over the first reading of Miss Broad’s letter.

CHAPTER VII.
MRS, BUDGEN RELENTS.
“PooR young thing! Nothing but a poor
bit of a helpless young thing!” murmured
the owner of the small Islington woolwork
and fancy shop.

It was five o’clock in the afternoon. Three
hours since the harassed, careworn woman
had so contemptuously rejected Margaret
Hill’s. goods, and half frightened the timid
young maiden out of her wits besides. At
that time Mrs. Budgen had been standing be-
hind her counter the whole long morning with
no better result than serving two children with
a few pennyworths of scarlet wool, and she was
hungry and tired when a hoped-for customer
turned, in such a disappointmg manner, into
a would-be seller instead of purchaser.

But now, at five in the afternoon, Mrs.
Budgen sat comfortably enjoying a good cup
of tea while she kept an eye on the shop, and
reflected on a very good day's returns. In
this satisfactory change of circumstances the
latent benevolence of the poor, hardly-tired
shopwoman’s heart had time to thaw and
come to the surface. She began to feel many
a pang of regret at the way she had spoken
to her shy, soft-voiced young visitor. Life
had been little but a Sseries of trials and
troubles to the lonely widow herself. She
well knew what it was to long to eam a little
money, and to pray for some encouragement
to work and hope. Her pale grey eyes grew
moist as she SiPFCd her tea and thought of the
timid young girl she had driven from her shop
so roughly.

“ Poor young thing!"™ she murmured.
‘‘Nothing but a poor bit of a helpless young
thing. And handy, too, and clever with her
needle, no doubt.”

And as Mrs. Budgen uttered thosa last
words she looked towards a tiny little pair of
doll’s pink satinlace-up boots standing oppe-
site her on the table, and laying down the
peice of buttered toast she had just taken up,
she wiped her fingers carefully, picked up the
boots, and carrzmg them out into the shop,
placed them in the very centre of the window,
in the most conspicuous position she could
find. She returned to her sitting-room with
a contented smile on her face, and a better
appetite than before for her tea and toast.

¢ Whatever did we English folks do before
we got our cup of tea, I wonder? * she solilo-
quised as she finally put back her cup, and
returned to her place behind her counter just
as a carriage drove down the narrow street
and stopped before the door.

Before she had time to form a regret that
her stock was not more worthy of such
customers, Mrs. Deacon entered with Ida, and
at once put the shopkeeper at her ease by
her friendly greeting.

“And now to business, Mrs. Budgen,”
said Mrs. Deacon cheerfully, and seating her-
self as she spoke, with an air that made the
careworn heart thrill with delight at the
prospect of a good order. It fell again some-
what, and the recent regrets on the score of
Margaret Hill revived in full force when the
nature of the business was declared.
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« And I might have had such a splendid lot
of things—just what you want—for you,” she
cjaculated “aloud as  a finish to her silent
thoughts.

« Might you?” said Ida, eagerly. ¢“How
was that> But oh! I daresay you have
plenty now. I see one thing, at any rate, that
will do delightfully—the delicious little pair
of boots in the window. Are they very expen-
sive 7 !

1 really cannot properly szy, miss,” was
the reply as the boots were brought forward.
¢ They belong to a young lady who brought
a heap of things here some hours ago to sell,
but—put—you see, miss—you see, ma’am, I
can’t afford to buy; I have to make what I
sell, so she went away, and she was shy and
frightened like, not used to selling, evidently;
and in ber hurry to pack up her things again
she must have dropped these, for I found them
soon after she'd left.”

« And then you put them in the window ?
said Ida.

« Yes, miss, partly that the young lady
might see them if she should come back to
look for them, and partly in the hope that
someone else might take a fancy to buy them,
and I might some time be abfc to give the
poor young thing the money, and show her
that T had at least done a little bit of what
she wished me.”

«Oh ! I see,” murmured Ida, bending low
over the toys as she turned them about in ex-
amination, and thought of the patience an
unknown young girl had bestowed upon their
manufacture, Even if she had fulfilled her
promises for the fancy fair, she knew well that
none of her performances would have borne
comparison with this neat, painstaking work.

« Mamma, please buy these,” she said at
last; but before Mrs. Deacon could reply, &
fourth person, who had made a sudden rush
into the shop whilst she was speaking, dashed
forward, and exclaimed brusquely—

1 am very sony, but she can’t ; they are
mine."”

The new-comer stretched out a hasty hand
to take possession of the %ro({)erty, as she thus
laid claim to it, but Mrs. Budgen was as quick
as herself, and snatching up the boots, retorted
indignantly—

«Why now, miss, how dare you say such a
thing ! They were brought here by the young
lady herself just before two o'clock to-day.
Quite a different sort of a young lady to you,
and she dropped them.”

« Because you frightened her,” was the
angry retort. ‘“And they are mine, for I
made them.”

¢ Did you ?” said Mrs. Deacon, looking at
her with a merry smile. “Then, my dear
child, you must have been in a more patient
mood than you are just now.”

The hot ¢heeks blushed a still deeper red,
and the bright eyes sank before the peace-
maker's gaze; but the rosy lips went into
something of a pout as they muttered—

« It is enough to put anybody in a temper;
even Maggie herself would be cross, I should
think, to see a person selling the things that
she would not buy.”

Mrs. Budgen f{ung back her head, and was
about to make another angry speech, when
her customer hurriedly put up her hand to
;}Ixuud. her, at the same time saying to Nelly

ill—

«Temper is making you as unjust as it is
wont to make most people, my child. Mrs.
Bugden had just been tellin s us when you ran
in of her wish to sell these for a young lady
who brought them here for the purpose this
morning, and who dropped them as she went
away. But now, as you have been bestowing
suspicions on Mrys. Budgen, you must not
mind if T give you a little taste of the same
unpleasantness, and say, Z/ you can prove your
ownership of these boots, L shall be very

plea,scd to buy them of you if you will allow
me.”’

«“Not really!” exclaimed Elinor, giving
herself little time to care for the unpleasant-
ness in seizing upon the unexpected hope.

Ida looked as cager as herself, as she said,
confidently—

< Of course they are yours; and you can
sell them to us.”

« Oh, of course,” answered Nelly, almost
breathlessly. “If only you will truly buy
them, and ‘you won't mind, will you? One
of the tiny Jace holes is sewn round with
scarlet silk instead of pink. I couldn’t help
it; I hadn’t any more pink, and no money,
you know, either.”

Naturally, Ida Deacon did not know that
latter fact before Elinor Hill told it to her, but
she did not say so; instead, she bent forward
over the counter, and looked, with her mother
and the shopkeeper, at the little proof that
Elinor had so unconsciously given of her right
to claim the boots. There, surely enough,
was the minute hole, with its scarlet edge,
and there, surely enough, was a smile instead
of a frown on Mrs. Budgen’s sharp-featured
face when she saw tears spring into Nelly
Hill’s eyes, as Mrs. Deacon said gently—

« Have you any more such pretty things as
these you could {ct us have, my dear child ?
We wish to buy @ good many.”

Poor Mrxs. Badgen had a‘warm and. tender
corner in her heart somewhere, although hard
toil and hourly care for daily bread lay so
wearily on the top of it that it could not
always make its existence known. But Nelly
had no thought to spare just then on the
shopkeeper, or, indeed, on even affairs of
greater personal importance. All her mind
was occupied with this wonderful new pro-
spect of attaining the object she and Margaret
so desired, just when they had been over-
whelmed with despondency.

< Could we have the things soon 2" asked
Ida, looking at her young companion’s face
with keen sympathy.” ¢ We should be glad
of them very soon, if we could have them."

You can have them now directly if you
will come for them,” was the impulsive
answer; and taking her at her word, Mus,
Deacon only waited to have some antima-
cassars and {raidcd pinafores she had bought
made into a parcel, when she entered her
carriage with the two girls, and ordered her
coachman to drive to the address readily given
by the young bootmaker—No. 3, Montpelier-
terrace.

 May I ask your name, my dear child 2"
said Mrs. Deacon, after a short pause, as they
drove along.

Elinor turned her eyes from the window for.
a moment.

«Flinor Hill, and my sister's mame is
Margaret.  She is older than T am—threc
years. older—and ever so much nicer and
prettier and better and everything than I am,
you know. But, there, you'll see her in a
ininute now, for we have only got to turn the
corner, and then five seconds and we shall be
at home.”

And at this thought Miss Nelly acted more
like an excited child than ever, moving forward
on her seat and stretching her head, and balf
her body too, out of the carriage window to
catch the first glimpse of the well-known
door. She maintained this attitude only for
a moment ; the next instant she startled not
only Mrs. Deacon and Ida, but the coachman
and his horses too, by a frantic exclamation—

¢ Stop—stop i__There’s mamma herself,”
she added, as she hurriedly drew back her
head ; and before the coachman could obey
her imperative order she had opened the door
and sprung to the ground. X

«T will take the things at half-past cight
o'clock to-morrow morning to that shop,”
<he muttered hurriedly. * Oh, do please buy

them all the same, but do go away now, pray
do, good-bye!’” and then she sprang away
behind the carriage, back down the street they
had just crossed, away from No. 3, andout of
the Deacons’ sight. They drove home.

CHAPTER VIIL
“ WHAT WOULD YOUR FATHER HAVE FELT2'

¢ 1 SHALL just 20 off there and make her
give them back,” said Elinor Hill, when she
missed her triumph of ingenious needlework—
the pink satin boots, and notyithstanding all
Margaret’s alarmed entreaties that she would
spare herself such a terrible undertaking, she
held to her resolution. But with all her im-
patience she was obliged to submit to some
delay in its execution. The good-natured
servant-girl declared in the first place that the
foung ladies must not go without dinner any
onger, or she really would tell their mamma,
and then, when dinner was rapidly despatched,
their mamma herself woke up and asked Miss
Nelly to make her a cup of tea and a piece of
toast, orders which were cheerfully enough
attended to. The obedience was not quite so
ready when the young maiden was further
desired to spend an hour in_preparing some
French exercises for Mrs. Hill to look over
and correct in the evening in lieu of the lesson
the headache had put aside in the morning.
But at length all was done, and, in spite of
Maggie’s almost tearful wamings against
encountering the terrible shopwoman who
had so alarmed herself, Elinor set out to re-
claim her property.

« Mamma is fast asleep again, Mags,” she
said contentedly, as she stole on tiptoe out of
her mother's room, ‘ and she is not at all
likely to ask for me again yet awhile, as I have
been with her so much all the afternoon. Good-
bye; I'll be back soon.”

«I do hope you will,”” sighed Margaret. ** 1
shall be in such a state about you all the
while you are away.”

And then she softly closed the street-dcor
after her sister, and ran up to their room to
put by the nick-nacks which still lay strewed
over the bed. For some time after she had
shut herself in she stood absorbed in their
contemplation, and in the thoughts belonging
to them. She was so deepr preoccupied
that it was not until someone was actually
standing besideher, and gazing with her at the
number of objects on the bed, that she was
aware that her door had been opened ox her
name pronounced.

«(Oh, mamma!" she almost screamed;
“°l=§ mamma, dear, you have frightened

Mrs. Hill passed her arm around her
daunghter and kissed her.

« My poor foolish little daughter,” she said,
smiling slightly. “I am very sorry, but if
folks will indulge in brown studies so decp
that they can hear neither raps nor voices, I
am afraid they must be frightened sometimes.
But where is Ncll>y. dear, and what is the
meaning of all this ?”

« Nelly is out, mamma,” was the low
answer.

«Qut! and without you!” repeated Mrs.
34ill, in a still more puzzled tome. * What
has she gone out for, dear, alone? T much
prefer you to go together.”

«Yés, mamma,’’ assented Maggie, ignoring
the question, and much wishing Nelly were
there now with her bravery and ready wits to
bear the brunt of the present affair. But
wishing was no g Nelly was.not there,
nor likely to be for another half-hour, and
meantime Mrs. Hill asked again—

<« And what is the meaning of all this?
Whatever can you have made all these things
for, and without my knowledge? Tell me,
Maggie.”

(Continued on page 141.)
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MY WORK BASKET.
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black velvet ribbon for trimmings on wool damask for window curtains
in worsted and silk filoselle, If the work is on muslin, the colours

BGG-SHAPED WORKBASKET.

For this pretty trifle cut out six oval sections in cashmere, thin cloth,
or satin, either all in one colour, or three each in contrasting hue, as
olive and sky blue, ruby and old gold, pink and silvery white, &c.

Adorn these pieces wit
Russian stitches, and then paste each

a light floral design worked in crewel or

on a corresponding oval of card-

board cut expressly. Line with sarsanet, and sew the sections together,

hiding the seams by a satin ruching.

Leave the last two pieces open

for the mouth of the basket, make their edges neat, and on one add a
flap of the lining-material which will fall inside when the aperture is

closed. Complete the recertacle by
pinked out rosettes at both ends.

handles of mixed silk cord and
In a, smaller size this nicknack

will do charmingly for a Christmas tree, whether filled with sweets, or

shutting up a wee doll, birdcage, &c.

EMBROIDERED WHATNOT.

The turned frame, in

EMBROIDERED INSERTION.
should be soft, the flowers and buds in crimson or blue, and the

leaves in three shades of green. The stitch is simple
Russian long tracing stitch, very quickly worked and
effective ; care being taken not to draw the muslin.

BRrooM PENWIPER.

The novel form of this penwiper has been much
admired.

The materials required are very inexpensive, and
the broom easily made.

The stick is a long penholder, either plain or
fancy, one end of which is dipped into melted
sealing-wax to form a knob, and round which the
ends of cloth are tightly sewed. The wiper is
formed of a number of narrow strips of cloth, cut
twice the length required, and dowbled in half. = The
cloth may be all black, or mixed with other colours,
according to taste. The cloth ends should be
rather short, and very full, so as to resemble the
Lrooms used for yards.

A band of red cloth, or thin leather, worked with
dots in gold-coloured silk, to imitate brass-headed
nails, is fastened round the cloth, and keeps it in
shape.

GENTLEMAN’S EMBROIDERED SLIPPER.

The foundation is of black cloth; the pattern worked
with two colours of shaded coarse silks; deep blue to
white, and dark brown shaded to white.

The stitch is In tapestry tracing ; the outer lines are

Broom

B
g

mahogany, walnut, or worked with the blue silk, and the scroll-leaf patterns PEN-
rosewood, sup POTtS  on the toe and sides with the shaded browns. WIPER
three tiers covered with e
ﬁmb;oxdery, and bor- Take the size of the
ered by a fringe of slipper to be worked
harmonising hues. The allowing sufficient
material, either Roman margin for making u
satin, cloth, serge, or Draw the design %vitl:)l;
velvet, looks charming a chalk pencil. The
ia old gold, or a pale work is quickly done
cold blue, heightened and very effective. In.
bﬁ 3e§dlewdork 13 stead of the silk, the
]i ade reds an embroidery may be
rowns. done with very fine
DRl o silk braid in differ-
BHEOTT i RN ent colours. Be Ity
TELSHE}.;.? HAN;S- # careful to fasten N 1§ :
Tat off the ends on
The embroidery is tslgge ‘c‘)f“t)l?eg
done on fine cloth or slipper.
cashmere, lined with R
canvas in crewel work. k_
EMBROIDERED WHATNOT. geh ev;r(i):fibuigs cz?;?rlg £

such as the red, white,

crimson, and yellow; and the leaves in several shades of green.
Before beginning to work, arrange the shades to be used for each

spray, and keep them separate.

of brown crewel with one of the darker shades of green.

scollop edge is in broad buttonhole

DESIGN FOR LAMBREQUIN, OR MANTELSHELF
HANGING.

The stems should have a mixture

The outer
stitch, with dead-coloured gold
crewels ; and
the inner scol-
lop, a fine
coloured gold
cord.

EMBROIDERED
INSERTION.
This inser-

tion may be

worked in
crewels on
white muslin
for afternoon
tea aprons, or
on bands of

o

Epees

GENTLEMAN'S EMEROIDERED SLIPPER.
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(Continued from page 139.)

But Maggie said nothing. She gazed with
those great, soft, timid, brown eyes of hers at
her mother, at the things, at the floor, at the
door, but she said nothing. She looked so dis-
turbed, so anxious and miserable, that her
mother's wondering anxicty grew still greater.

“ Margaret,” she said at last, more sternly
than she had ever spoken to the gentle girl
before, ““listen to me, my dear. I ask you
why you have made all these things without
my knowledge, and I must have an answer;
tell me.”

Maggie opened her lips to obey, but at first
no sound came through them. With a second
cffort she breathed, rather than spoke, the
three words, * To sell, mamma.”’

The silence that followed this confession
was so long that Margaret herself broke it in
desperation.

** Don’t be angry, mamma,’ she burst forth,
with sudden pleading. **Oh! please don’t
be angry with us, You give us everything;
and, as Nelly says, you have not a thing now,
like a lady’s, to wear yourself, and we did so
wish to get you something, if we could but
have managed to sell.”

Margaret's speech came to an abrupt ter-
mination with that last word, for her mother
suddenly turned sharply away, and, dropping
on to the nearest chair, she {)roke into a little
flood of tears.

“What—what—what did you say?’ she
moaned, with no wish for an answer, but in
pitiful remonstrance against the word she had
so hurriedly broken in upon. ¢ Oh!” she
added, after a moment’s pause, ¢ what would
your poor father have felt if he had lived to
know that his children earned money by
needlework ?”’

Margaret knelt down at her mother’s feet
and clasped her hands in hers.

“Only tried, mother darling,” she whis-
pered, timidly. “They won’t buy it. But
oh, mother!”—lcuder and more bravely—
*i surely papa would not have been frightened
of asound? You always say that he was so
wise—so good. If we had sorely wanted
money, would it really have hurt him to krow
that we eamed it in any right and honest way?
Qur hands were given us to use. I cannot be
less a young lady because I have tried to make
them useful to you by manufacturing things
with needle and cotton, any more than if T had
painted a picture and sold that. The world’s
opinioncannot really make these sorts of things
right or wrong, ladylike or unladylike, can it,
mamma ?”

As Margaret asked her question she Jaid her
soft cheek down on her mother’s hands, and
then turned and kissed them. Mrs. Hill’s
sobs had stopped and her tears ceased to flow
as Margaret had hoped during her little
speech, but it was some time before she could
bring herself to answer her daughter with any-
thing more than a mute caress. Truly, as her
child had said, there could be no just and
sensible feeling of disgrace attaching to an
honest effort of useful industry, but yet, to
the Major's widow at that hour, it seemed as
if living on dry bread and water would be far
preferable to earning anything more comfort-
able by such a despised employment as needle-
work. For some minutes neither of them
spoke. At last Mrs, Hill asked anxiously—

¢ But where is Nelly all this while ? Is she
gone out to—to—try to——"

The poor mother could not finish the query
she found so painful, and Margaret hastily
added—

#No, mamma. Oh, no! Nelly has not
gone out to try to sell anl)]' of our things. I did
that this morning, and the woman was rather
rough in refusing, and frightened me so that I
dropped something in the shop, which Nelly
has gone to ask for.” ;

Mrs. Hill sprang up. Here was a matter
that she could spend her excitement upon.
« My dear child,” she exclaimed, * how could
you let Nelly go on such an errand alone?
You know how impulsive and outspoken she
is. Depend upon it she will have got into
some trouble with the woman. Puton your
hat at once, and let us go to look for her.”

And in another two minutes they issued
from the house door, just as Nelly, leaning out
of the carriage window, caught sight of them,
and tried to escape theig notice. But she was
too late. The mother's clear eyes had seen
her spring out of the carriage, and when the
zirl at length ventured to re-enter the ter-
race, the first sight she caught was that of
her mother and sisteér awaiting her on the
doorstep.

CHAPTER IX.
DRAVE HEARTS AND INDUSTRY.

“ BUT, mamma, I have promised them that
they shall have the things,” expostulated
Elinor Hill, with trembling anxiety, when the
three had spent nearly an hour in a very long
conversation together, and the girls had given
a full explanation of the rise and progress of
their important undertaking.

¢ And, after all, the shopwoman would not
buy your manufactures, so there is an end of
it,” said Mrs. Hill, with a sigh of relief.

Elinor sprang forward. ¢ Oh! but mamma,
that pleasant-looking lady and her daughter
will ; and see,” opening her hand, “they haye

aid me two shillings already for those pink
oots.”

Mrs. Hill turned away with a slight shudder,
as though she thought the coin was a some-
thing that must certainly burn a hole in trium-
phant Nelly’s palm.

¢ Never mind what they would be willing
to do, dear,” she replied; ‘“they will easily
provide themselves elsewhere.”

Then followed that expostulation, O,
mamma, I have promised! And even if you
would not accept the money we have had such
pleasure in trying to earn for you, we do want
so many things, mamma, that the payment
would get us. Maggie could, perhaps, have
some of the drawing lessons she longs for so
much.”

Miss Nelly had hit the right chord at last.
That allusion to Maggie's neglected talents
awoke another strain of thought in the loving
mother’s mind. If needlework, or any other
good effort, were to help her children’s in-
terests, she was too true and tender to stand in
their light.

¢ You shall take the things to-morrow, my
darling,’” she said, in low, unsteady tones,
“and I will go with you. Come downstairs
now to tea, You will both be glad of it, T
should think, for Susan tells me you scarcely
touched your dinner.”

“We were thinking too much,” answered
Elinor, sedately, and she spent nearly a couple
of hours before she went to bed in readjust-
ing such of the handiworks as had suffered
slightly in their fresh appearance from Maggie's
trembling packing earlier in the day. Noneof
the small family slept very well that night.
All were up early, and, fortified with cups of
tea out of Susan’s kitchen teapot, and crusts
of bread all round, Mts. Hill and her daughters
started out, once more laden with the carpet-
b;xg and the doll’s bedstead, for the Berlin-wool
shop.

Another mother and daughter set out from
a very different part of London about the
same hour, bound for the same destination.
It may be confessed that it was as novel a
sensation to Mrs. Deacon, as it was to indo-
lent Ida, to find herself out in the streets of
London at eight o'clock in the morning, and
she was not at all sorry to avail herself very
quickly of a passing hansom. Of course there

was no necessity that they should go them-
selves at such an early hour to receive the
things the eager young stranger had promised
to bring at that time, but Ida told her mother
she should like to do so as a proof of her
earnest desire to amend her lazy ways, and
her mother had a new reason of her own for
wishing again to see the industrious young
lassie, whose position in life was evidently so
superior to that of most people who use their
needle as a resource for making money.

The hansom took the onme party to Mrs.
Budgen’s as speedily as the feet of the other
accomplished the shorter distance, and a pain-
ful flush overs;,)]tead Mis. Hill's gentle face as
she saw the other lady step out of the hansom
beside her and at once advance to shake
Elinor cordially by the hand.

“You see,” said Mrs. Deacon, with a cheer-
ful laugh, ‘*we are as punctual, my dear, as
yourself to your very early appointment. May
I ask if you are generally in the habit of fixing
them quite so betimes ?”*

“ Oh, no,” was the frank answer, with a
bright glance of Miss Nelly’s honest eyes.
“1 only did it this time because we did not
wish mamma to know anything about our
work till we had got something by it; but
you see it was no good, for she has found out
all'and come with me.”

¢ Yes,” said Mrs. Hill, herself coming for-
ward now, and speaking in tones almost as
diffident as her elder daughter’s. “My
children'have never done such a thing as this
before—and—""

¢ And,” said the other lady, gently, but very
clearly and nrmly, taking up the sentence,
¢ you are naturally very proud of having two
such brave, spirited, noble-hearted, industri-
ous children—worthy children of a worthy
father. I wish my child here may take ex-
ample by them.”

« Yes,” murmured Mrs. Hill, mechanically,
for her eyes were beaming with the clever praise
so diusl.ly bestowed upon her young daughters,
and her ears were filled with those words:
¢« worthy children of a worthy father.” Their
father was indeed worthy, truly a Christian
gentleman, whom all had loved and honoured
who came in contact with him. But what
did this bright stranger lady know of this ?

‘While Mrs. Hill was pondering this matter
in her mind, outspoken Elinor exclaimed,
wonderingly—

“ You speak just as if you had known papa
—did you, do you think 2"

Mrs. Deacon smiled. “I am not quite
sure, dear child; but you are solike a gentle-
man I knew twenty years. ago, that, as your
name is also the same, I have taken it into my
head to believe that that kind, generous-
hearted gentleman must have been your
father; if so, I owe you all, for his sake, a
debt of gratitude I shall find it very hard to
repay. But, perhaps——""

She looked round. A four-wheel cab was
passing; she hailed it; and then, with a
courteously earnest entreaty to the widow to
let her take her and her daughters back with
her to breakfast, that she might tell her tale
more pleasantly, the whole party, bag and
parcel included, got in, and was driven off to
Cleveland-square. .

“Where do you think you met my hus-
band 7" was Mrs. Hill’s first eager question,
when ske was at length seated at her unex-

ected hostess’s table, and the two girls
eaned forward to hear the answer, as Mrs.
Deacon said, without further delay—

It was in India that I met the gentleman
whom I believed to haye been your husband.
My father was a commissioner out there at
that time, and my brother was a young
subaltern under a Captain Hill, who, with in-
finite trouble and generosity, rescued him
from a terrible scrape into which he fell,
rather from heedlessness than any more des-
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perate fault. Shortly after my brother changed
mto another regiment, and the last I heard of
good, true-hearted Captain Hill was that he
married a Miss Seymour at the same time that
I married Mr. Deacon.”

" The tears were falling from beneath the
- widow's lowered eyelids, as she murmured, in
a voice divided between sorrow and glad-
ness—

‘“My name was Seymour. I have heard
from my husband of your brother, Vivian
Campbell. He liked him so much.”

“ Because he did so much for him, I sup-
pose,” said Mrs. Deacon, smiling. * That is
the way with all generous natures. But his
bright, brave spirit of independence is evi-

IHE GIRLS OQOIVN PAPER.

dently shared by his children. How thankful
you must feel for that ! »

Mrs. Hill's cheeks flushed. She had not
hitherto considered the special instance they
had given of their independent spirit a cause
for thankfulness; but before she had been
many hears in Mrs. Deacon’s society she
learnt to count thisalso amongst her blessings.

Elinor was made quite happy, being allowed
to sell the manufactures of her own and her
sister’s clever fingers. And Miss Broad was
made abundantly happy with the gift of the
dainty, attractive articles for her stall.

But the good resulting from Margaret and
Elinor Hill’s honest, industrious efforts to
help themselves did not stop here. A con-

nection was formed for them with Mrs. Budgen,
and some friends also of Miss Broad’s; and,
to the mutual satisfaction of themselves and
their mother, the good music and painting
lessons they had sighed for in vain were,
within no long time, paid for by their own
persevering work, laughing help being occa-
sionally given and accepted by their fast friend,
the greatly improved Ida Deacon.

“I expect you make more money by your
music nowadays than by your pincushions,”
she said, laughingly, to Elinor one evening.

Nelly laughed back—

““Aye; and so does. Maggie by her paint-
ings.”

THE END.

A DAUGHTER NAMED DAMARIS.

CHAPTER X.

ITH a
greater
effort than
anyhe had
made yet,
Monsieur
St. Just
shook off
the absent
= expression

. which was
beginning
* to creep
aover his
face, and
addressed him-
self once more
to the con-
sideration of

————

his brother’s affairs.

‘““You will wonder how this affects
you. It does so this much, that it pre-
vents you being heir to my property. I
have a son.”

“A son!’'’ ejaculated Jerome; won-
dering how many more discoveries he
was about to make in the life of his
brother, which had always appeared to
him to be open and simple as any life
could be.

‘“ A delicate little lad, on whom seems
to be laid the cross of perpetual suffer-
ing.”’

“Is he at St. Aubin?"’

*““No,”” said Etienne, but volunteered
nothing further concerning him. ““While
he lives, and I dare not hope that he
may be spared the misery of attaining
to man’s estate, he has rights which I
am bound to consider."’

‘1 have never thought for one moment
of inheriting an‘(thing from you, believe
me, Etienne. Why, you are but four
years my senior ; your life is as good as
mine any day. And, besides, it _has
always seemed to me a certainty
almost that you would marry.”’

“ I shall never marry again.”

““You will outlive your present feel-
ings, you will change your mind. It is
not likely that the memory of so fatal a
marriage as this, contracted as it must
have been almost in your boyhood, can
prevent you some time making a happier
one »

My determination is an unalterable

By MAGGIE SYMINGTON.

one. I will not again risk the possibility
of wrecking any young bright life.”’

‘¢ But you may love and be loved, and
then everything would be quite differ-
ent.”’

‘It is quite impossible. But let us
discuss your affairs, Jerome, not mine.
See, I want you to cast your eyes over
these papers, justto see if the various
statements are correct, And here you
will observe the conditions to which I
shall require your signature.”’

Monsieur St. Just went on to draw his
attention particularly to various points,
to make sure that he fully understood
the statements, and to explain whatever
seemed to need any light thrown upon it,
while Jerome, in obedience fto ‘his
brother’s request, endeavoured to give
his attention to the papers, but seemed
to see things through and beyond them.
Finally he pushed them impatiently from
him.

‘Do whatever you like, bind me any
way, every way. IfI amto accept your
help it shall be upon your own terms.
I will sign my name blindly wherever
you tell me to put it.”’

This sounded like an outburst of over-
generous confidence, and possibly there
was something of generosity in it, at
the same time Jerome knew perfectly
well that Etienne, left to himself, would
do far more for him -than he dared
either hope or expect.

¢ I do not want to put your faith in me
to the test, I had far rather have your
intelligent assent to every arrangement ;
and you will oblige me more by doing as
I ask than as yon wish.”

Thus constrained, the Marquis was
fain to comply, nothwithstanding his
dislike to and inaptitude for business.

“When all is settled,”” continued
Monsieur St. Just, “you see that of the
money advanced to you there will re-
main an income of 10,000 francs per an-
num. You must reduce your expenditure,
so that it may be covered by this.”

T understand that you are not only
paying my debts in full, but you are
making me your pensioner to the amount
of what you are pleased to call my in-
come.””

“Well be it so, but I should prefer to
call it by another name.. Do you pro-
mise ? "’

““Upon my honour 1 do. I heartily
wish it were in my power to give you
some much greater proof than this of my
appreciation of your overwhelming good-
ness,”

“You will find it a harder matter than
you think to keep your word. It will in-
volve a considerable amount of self-sacri-
fice on your part.”

‘ Be it so, the more the better.”

‘“There is something else you can
give me too, and that I value even
more.”’

“ Speak, it shall be yours.”

““Your brotherly love,” said Etienne,
with much wistful sweetness in his
tones, “which really seems sometimes
as .though it would be altogether put
out by your wounded pride in this
transaction.”

“You ask for my affection, you whom
I have wronged, and am wronging so
deeply in consenting to this? I will not
bea hypocrite; do you know, have you
any suspicion how I have always mis-
understood you, Etienne,and have always
agreed ~with those who called you a
proud, cold-hearted bookworm.”’

“I know you, like others, have failed
to comprehend me. For you I have al-
ways found ready excuse; our tastes, our
dispositions, our experience of life so far
have all been so widely dissimilar. But
from this moment we will begin to know
and to love each other better—is it not
so, my brother?”’

*““The moment of your trismph and of
my utter abasement is not the best that
could be chosen for such a beginning.
Tell me, Etienne, would you have helped
me for my own sake ? Putting cur mother
out of the question altogether, would you
not have left me in the pit to which T had
fallen ?

‘“ Have I not already told you this?”’

“Tell me again. Ah! you hesitate.
You do not care to answer.”’

¢“1do mot care to say more than I
have already said.”

“You have not stretched out your
hand to me for love of me, and yet you
wish me to love you better to-day than I
have ever before done in my life. You
are asking too much.”

“Iknow,” said Monsieur St. Just, sadly,
““that I have done nothing whatever to
merit your affection, and that in the few
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