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> 00 an jdle ang complaining woman,”—
.. 2 growl of surly discontent, he turned and
deel’!ned TOm that time his hatred towards her
t:; h‘"d the unoffending Madelaine, also,

ave lost the little favour she had gained,

eas : addressed her, it was‘with increased
ng f; "fl he often threw out dark hints of their
he o * hig death, that they might squander all

» €ave,—but he would disappoint them, or|

!ﬁ'er' to that e

" ence o flect, which they heeded only as the

ot a bitter and suspicious temper.
thipy h°""fﬂl murmured, as usual, at the hard-
Ky Eellu?tr life, but she made no effort of industry
""g ‘ldul ¥5 10 repair the evil which she had so
thay), w;m' Madelaine, too, wept that her mother
heallh lenn(: comforts, which her delicate state of
:b-ei'mhedi;red Necessary ; but, young as she was,
Five ean ely began to reflect how she could con-
?h‘h res o supply them. By much persuasion,
l‘.‘n‘e “ently induced her mother to instruct her
e""ens oan"‘:"“me of some shelil-work, a few spe-
h"Mzht w;('hhlch’ made by herself, Mrs.Dorival had
'Q\ion !’Ier from Jamaica, and under her di-
k‘h, N child hag just completed twwo small bas-
e, Cic:t:re really very beautiful. The shells
M 4 4 ¢ Iy and richly variegated, and so ar-
e e g
Cd'a::op‘; she
Zeously,

Dever seen any like them in any of
thought she might dispose of them
\u‘ "otf:il:,e should be disappointed, however, she
t, wry 8 o her intention to her mother or Phebe,
‘e‘lledl PPing her finte cloak about her, she con-
:;“15 p'“k“’;which she had regaried with such
) di“n!ure, bencath it, and stealing out un-
:Mn, a ::e‘ed her steps towards a large variety
— Ide Windows of which she had often
r‘!ed, Mire the beautiful articles they dis-
s by :’ue entered with a timid and hesitating
@ Omery, u‘;e;!sured by finding the place free from
u hing 'd only one man in attendance, who
Yay the counter reading a newspaper. She
;:hd in .‘l:""ds him, and displaying her baskets,
:fhhe r‘n' and anxious tone, if he would like to
. on
$Ying h"":"t 10 sell them, do you child 1”* he said,
e Uspiciously, ¢ And pray, how did you
khdeed Onestly, I hope.”
:"dfving, "0 ';"; Scarcely to save my mother from
o 1 am 'H:edll take what belonged to another,—
e (; for would not do such a wicked act to
. m"lin :")’se!r,” said Madelaine, in earnest yet
On.anq ::’ While her little breast heaved with
A engly de tears that had gathered in her eyes,
l%k‘?%.ell: lituow"_ over her flushed cheeks,
B g o e girl, [ believe you, because you
) “chwould not tell an untruth,” said the
kng ed by her tears ; ¢ but still, I should
Where you got these baskets—for 1
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have never seen any before, made of such very cu-
rious and delicate shells.”

“My mother brought the shells with her from
Jamaica, sir, a great many years ago, soon after [
was born ——.”

¢ That must be 1 long time since,” interrupted the
man, with a smile.

¢ Yes, sir, a very long while,”’ resumed the sime
ple hearted child; ¢ she taught me to make them
into baskets, and now she is ill, I wish to get some-
ting for them that 1 may buy her a few necessaries
before winter.”

“That is right, my little damsel, and I will give
you what I can afford,”” said the man, and as he
spoke he looked again at Madelaine, and thought,
notwithstanding the poverty of her dress, that he
had never seen so beautiful a child,  But have
you any more of these shells 1’ he asked.

¢ Yes, sir, a great many of them.”

“Well then, these baskets, though very pretty,
are extremely small ; but I will give you half
a crown for each, and if you will bring me
two more, twice as large as these, I will double the
sum, and give you a crown a-piece.

Poor Madelaine’s heart overflowed with joy, and
her soft eyes sparkled through tears of delight, as
promising to return within a week with the larger
baskets, she took the precious coin, and dropping
her pretty courtesey, hastened from the store.
Scarcely cou'd she believe hersell the possessor of
s0 large a sum,—more than she had ever called her
own before—the earnings of her industry,~-and more
in prospect. On her way home she stopped to pur-
chase the articles which her mother wanted, nor did
she forget a paper of the ‘“ real maccaboy,” for old
Phebe, who dearly as she loved toindulge in the
 titillating dust,” often found it difficult to get
the trifling wherewithal to supply her empty bex.
And what a lovely glow of happiness was on her
cheek, when, her little arms laden with bounties,
she entered like a ministering angel of joy and love,
that cheerless home of want and discontent, and
how rich she felt the reward bestowed on her exer-
tions, in the fond kiss, and brightened smile of her
selfish mother, and the grateful thanks and blessings
of the humble Phebe.

From this period Madelaine continued to exercise
her ingenuity in the manufacture of various elegant
trifles, some-of which she imitated from srticles ex-
hibited in the shop windows, and others, her mother
instructed her to make, exerting hersell, now that
she tasted the fruits resulting from her daughter’s
industry, to perfect her in many ornamental arts
and accomplishments, in whieh she had once been
skilled, and delighted, in her days of happiness to
exercise. Happy had it been for her, hed she cast
off her indolence, and when poverty came upon her,
applied this knowledge to purposes that would have



