
A MYSTERY SOLVED.

AN HASTEN STONY.

HEN papa made you refuse young
James Madder because he was only a

poor artist, he never thought yon’d
have to decorate pincushionsand hair-
brush boxes for a living yourself, did

lie, Stella’’ inquired volatile Jennie
l*iice, whom no trouble could make
grave and silent. * Don’t you wish
now that you had married the
banker, or baker, or butcher, or

whatever he was, instead ’’

• Good heavens, no I’ ejaculated Stella, * not if we had
come to worse than this little room and a kerosene stove. I

belong to myself, at least, and—but you were really a baby
at the time, and have no idea what love means even yet.
Jennie, to be married to any one I hated as I did Mr

Kimberly Knatchball, would drive one to suicide.’
* Well, poor, dear papa probably knew that he was going

to tail then,’ said Jennie, ‘ and tried to do the best by you,
and Mr Knatchball was very easily rebutted. I guess he
got an idea of it. (th, Stella, when I was at school in
Wellington we girls used to talk over our yet unknown
“ futures," and all of them declared that noblemen must be
nicest, except Lizzie Dost; she wanted a highwayman, like
one in a novel. As for me, I didn’t want any one. I

don’t, I just hate the idea. Who would you have if you
could ’’

Poor Stella, she turned away to hide her tears from her

little sister.

There was but one man in the world to her, and she was

parted from him forever ; he must think her false and cold,
and mercenary.

She had never been able to explain her conduct to him.
*No matter about all that, Jennie,’ she said, with a

break in her voice. *Do try and suggest something about
these pincushions and boxes. They are all returned on my
hands, with the criticism “won’t do.” Now, why don’t
they do? Madame Touchup “ finished ”

me in water colours,
and Signor Dabble in oils. Can’t I paint roses and Cupids
tor toilet-boxes after that, I wonder? There is something
wrong with them, but what is it? Criticise them, dear, I
must please Messrs Pinch and Penny, or we shall starve.

They give me little enough for my work as it is.’
• Well,’ said Jennie, placing her head on one side and re-

garding the squares of silk before her solemnly ; * some are

fady and some are cloudy. The edges of the Howers look
like tin. The Cupids arecrooked and have bad complexions
— and—’

* You needn’t go on,’ said Stella, ‘ I suspected as much

myself. I must try something else. Let us go the bed—’
and extinguishing the gas she left the little room, on the
door of which the word ‘ Studio’ appeared, and led the way
to the upper Hoot, where a small hall-bedroom afforded the
daughters of the late millionairea resting-place.

Came to the colony with a shilling in his pocket, made a

great fortune, failed and shot himself, was his record No
uncommon one—and his girls were left alone to support
themselves on boarding - school accomplishments if they
could.

Crying one’s self to sleep at night is apt to lead to heavy
morning slumbers. Therefore, Stella started awake in a

desperate fright, to remember that the two Misses Plum
came for their lessons at nine, and leaving her sister still in

bed, hurried down to the studio after a hasty cup of coffee,
to find them already there and examining the squares of de-
corated silk upon the table with admiration.

‘ I declare. Miss Price, they are too lovely for anything,’
Miss Meta Plum cried ;

• these cupids, now !’

‘ And these lilies,’ echoed Fanny Plum, ‘so soft ’
‘Do you think so?’ echoed Stella, doubtfully. Then she

gave a little cry.
The flowers, which last night certainly were hard, now

lay soft as real lilies across the white silk. The arch little
Cupids appeared ready to Hy, the birds and butterflies were

charming.
In the night a transformation had occurred—her designs

were unaltered, but they seemed to have finished them-
selves exquisitely.

Bewildered, excited, she could think of nothing else
throughout the whole of the Mieses Plums’ lesson, and when
those excellent giris had, with their usual exasperating de-
liberation, folded their painting aprons, packed their boxes,
set each other’s hats straight, and uttered their adieux, she

instantly summoned Jennie to her presence.
‘ Are you a genius—did you do this?’ she asked. ‘ These

things aie finished up, and I never saw anything prettier.’
‘ Why, Stella, so they are !’ Jennie cried. ‘ And I assure

you that if I tried I could not do them as well as they were

last night. You must have done them in your sleep. I've
read nt such things. You know there are nofairies now.’

‘ There are angels, and I fancy they must have done it.

But Pinch and Penny’s people shall see them in their
altered form !’ cried Stella, hastily packing the squares of
silk in a box. ‘They may take on their old, original ugli-
ness if I delay. If lam a somnambulist, I may go on doing
this in my s eep, but surely I never can in my waking
moments.’

The critic at the office of Messrs Pinch and Penny was

much pleased with the new woik. ‘lf you can give us

that sort of thing,’said he, graciously, ‘we’ll throw plenty
into your hands, and we might advance the price, a little,
too. We want some lovely designs for Easter cardsand
souveniers. Now, if you will bring us a few by next week
and they sell well, we shall be glad to give you regular em-

ployment on our staff.

Stella returned home, full of agrand enthusiasm. She
would do something in the way of an Easter card which
should eclipse any previous effort of any artist. Visions
of angels holding shattered crosses in their hands, of lilies

of all shapes, instinct with life, of early dawn creeping over

a sleeping city, flitted before her mind, all exquisitely
worked out on satin for these beautiful Easter cards.

So Stella set to work in joy and hope on a large parcel of

silk. But, alas ! the old defects were still plainly to be
seen, and she retired with a heavy heart, but again in the
morning, her work, retouched and improved, lay upon the
table.

This went on for a month or more, and the first astonish-
ment being over, the sisters accepted the somnambulistic

theory as the only possible one, and thanked Heaven in
their prayers that it had been vouchsafed to Stella to do

better work in her sleep than she could in her waking
moments.

In facr, they had come to expect the miracle to happen
as certainly as they did that the sun would rise—when sud-

denly it did not. Stella’s designs remained in the morning
exactly what they were at night, and the firm of Pinch and

Penny sent their critic to bring back the last installment of
work.

‘ You see there is no use deceiving me,' he said, sternly.
‘ You’ve had a superior hand helping you. Get her back
and we’ll take you on again, not else.’

‘ He wouldn’t have believed us if we had told him,’ said

Stella, as he left. ‘ What shall we do now, Jennie?*
At this moment there was a knock at the door. Both

the girls started, and Stella hid the defective decorations
under some blotting paper, while Jennie answered the rap.

A gentleman stood without, a tall, bearded man, who
bowed profoundly.

‘ Pardon my intrusion,’ he began. •My name is Madder.
I occupy the adjoining studio and am a painter. I ’
There he paused. For Jennie, always impulsive, uttered a

cry.

‘ Madder—and an artist ! Why, yon must be the gentle-
man who came to see us long ago. I’ve grown so much

larger that you’d never know me. But Stella ’ There
she paused. Her sister and their guest stood facing each

other.
The man advanced, their hands met.

‘ Is it possible?’ the man cried.
‘ Mr Madder !’ cried Stella.
‘ Your old sweetheart !’ cried Jennie, delighted at the

romance lying open before her. ‘Oh ! Mr Madder, it

wasn’t Jennie’s fault ; you must forgive her. It was all

poor papa’s doing. Then he failed and died—’ Jennie
paused a moment, and added dramatically, ‘ and here we

are !’
‘ Thank Heaven, I have my explanation,’ said the young

man. ‘ Now for the art I came to offer, little guessing
whom I should meet. My studio is in the room adjoining,
though it opens on a different corridor and we use a differ-
ent stairway. From my room Ican often hear all that you
say, and one evening I beard two girls—strangers as I sup-
posed — talking over work that seemed to be defective.

When they left the room for the night, I made use of a dis-

covery of mine, namely, that there is in this partition a sort
of sliding door. Long ago some one had hired both of these

studios, perhaps, or friends who wished to speak to each

other occupied them, but there itwas. I had fastened this

door, and now I pushed it back. The decorated silk lay
upon a table under it, and I saw just what the work needed,
only a few touches here and there, for the design was good.
I spent an hour or.so over them, and restored them to their
place.

‘ The next day the discussion amused me, and I continued

my retouching, until one night I found the aperture closed,
something was against it.’

‘ I pushed the old book-case there,’ said Jennie.

‘ And so my work was stopped,’ proceeded Mr Madder.
‘But I could still bear what was said, and knowing that
some young ladies were in trouble, I resolved to call, con-

fess, and offer my slight services, little guessing whom I

should meet, for I fancied you a rich woman, Stella, prob-
ably the wife of a rich man by this time, and that you had

forgotten our old friendship. I was abroad, no doubt, when

your troubles occurred, for I lived in Europe several years,
and heard nothing of all that happened.

‘ Strange that I did not recognize your voice. Your name

I did not hear—Jennie always calls you
“ Sister.” ’

‘ Ah, my voice is sadder than it used to be,’ Stella said.

‘ But youwill be happy again,’ the young man whispered.
‘ Let it be my task to make you so.’

‘ I don’t believe I am wanted just now,’Jennie said to

herself as she slipped away.

Really she was not; but that Easter she made a very

pretty bridesmaid at Stella’s wedding. Happy Stella ! she
now looks with particular favour on Easter cards, and has
learnt to adapt the lovely autumn New Zealand flowers
and berries to their decoration.

CATARRH,
HAY FEVER, CATARRHAL DEAFNESS.

A NEW HOME TREATMENT,

Sufferers are not generally aware that these diseases are con-
tagious, or that they are due to thepresenceoi livingparasites in
the liningmembrane ofthe nose and eustachian tubes.

Microscopic research, however, hasproved this tobe afact, and

the result is that a simple remedy has been formulated wherebv
these distressing diseases are rapidly and permanently cured by a
few simple applications made at homeby the patient once in two
weeks.

A pamphlet explaining this new treatment is senton receipt of
2Ad stamp by

A. HUTTON DIXON,
43 & 45 EAST BLOOR STREET,

TORONTO CATTADA-
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®g 2

tzz *2 'xj b
- «

u_ -
» I

° P efr ■
... Z \ «

Mrs. S. A. Allen’s
World’s

Hair Restorer

Quickly changes gray or

faded hair to its natural

colour. A perfect hair dress-

ing, delicately perfumed.

It is not a dye.

COKER’S FAMILY HOTEL,
CHRISTCHURCH, NEW ZEALAND

Patronised by Hib Excellency Lord Onslow.

Five minutes from Rail and Post.

The most moderate first-class Hotel in Australasia.
Inclusive tariffperday 10s 6d

Ditto per week ’ £3 3s

THOMAS POPHAM,
Late Commander U.S.S. Co.lProprietor
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KILA I LXG. Sold in I ins only.

“KEATING’S WORM TABLETS.”
KEATING’S WORM TABLETS ”

“ KEATING’S W ORM TABLETS ”

“KEATING’S WORM TABLETS ”

A PUBELY VEGETABLE SWEETMEAT, both in appear-
f r .M,9h1l| £ a nw^ 5tagreeable method of admini s-

wrnuvfti certain remedy for IN I ESTINAL or THKEAI)
J 1 j Bafe

a,‘d ,11,,d preparation, and ieespecially adapted for Children. Sold in Tins by all Druggists.
Proprietor. THOMAS KEATING. London.

QUALITY AND VALUE.

r£THIS IS THE MAGNET THAT DRAWS OUR TRADE—-

ALWAYS UNIFORM,

ALWAYS GOOD QUALITY,

A LWAS GOOD VALUE.

SUCH ARE

EMPIRE TEA CO.’S
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BLENDED TEAS.
o

IS IT ANY WONDER PEOPLE BUY THEM?

o

EMPIRE TEA COMPANY.,

W. & G. TURNBULL & CO.,

PROPRIETORS, WELLINGTON.
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