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“HANDSOME 18 THAT HANDSOME
DOES.”

The breakfast-table wae laid cosily in
the sunny parlor at Emersely Hall, but
no one seemed inclined to partake of
any breakfast just yet. Mary Stanhope
stood at the window by her uncle, watch-
ing him anxiously as he glanced hastily
over the letter she had just handed
him.

“Yes, Mary; Blanche will arrive this
evening, 1 hope,” said Mr. Stanhope;
“and your aunt Louisa says she may
spend a fortnight here.”

“Oh, T am eo glad! What fun we shall
have together! May I take the letter to
my aunt, and ask her if she will allow
me to drive down to the station with her
this evening to meet Blanchef"”

“Yes; here it is,” said Mr. Stanhope,
as he handed the open letter to his
niece; “and you may order the phaeton
at the same time. The train is due at
a quarter past six.”

At this moment Mrs. Stanhope enter-
ed the breakfast-room, and readily grant-
ed Mary's request, She was an only
child; her parents were in India, and
she had been living with Mr. and Mrs.
Stanhope for the last eight years. She
was not a pretty child, and had not im-
proved in appearance as she grew older;
and now, in her thirteenth year, she was
decidedly plain-looking, but an affection-
ate, amiable girl, thoroughly unselfish
and most anxious to please every one,
especially her aunt and uncle, whom she
had easily learned to love, and whom
ehe regarded now almost as second par-
ents.

A visiting governess from the neigh-

“No, Blanche; we cannot do so0,” said
Mary. “Aunt told me never to go shop-
ping unless she was with me.”

“Yes, but I don't want to buy eny-
thing, you know—only just to look at
the lockets; and you could inquire what
they would charge for making the hair
bracelet, Mary.”

“No, Blanche; I cannot go, and I wish
you would not either. Aunt would not
like it."”

“Nonsense; I am not going to epend
my sovereign, I assure you, and I don't
think there is any danger that the shop-
man will eat me.”

So saying, Blanche, who was quite de-
termined upon having her own way, de-
sired the coachman to stop at the next
jeweller's.

It was a small, rather poor-looking
ehop, and Blanche had not entered it
many minutes when she came back with
a very perplexed face, and took her seat
in silence by her cousin.

“Oh, Mary!” she whispered, as they
drove away from the shop; “what shall
1 do—I have lost my sovereign?"

“Lost your sovereign! Are you quite
sure, Blanche?” asked Mary.

“Yes; quite sure. 1 have no pocket
in this muslin, so T slipped the sover-
eign into my glove when we were leaving
home, thinking perhaps I should like
to buy something in Emersely, and now
it is gone; what shall I dot”

“I think we had better drive back to
Thompeon’s again, and ask them to
search the shop; you might have drop-
ped it there.”

“No, I know I did not; I missed it a
minute or two after I went into the
shop. What shall I do? Uncle will be
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second day for a couple of hours to teach
Mary, but she had a month's holiday
now, and her uncle had written to ask
if her cousin Blanche, who was about the
same age as Mary, might come and epend
some time with them. Mary had never
seen this cousin, but had often heard her
aunt and uncle speaking of her as a
pleasant, amiable, clever girl; and the
governess, who also taught Blanche some
years before, had told Mary that at that
time she was the most perfectly hand-
some child she had ever seen.

As they all sat at breakfast one morn-
ing about a week after Blanche's arrival,
Mr. Stanhope told his nieces that he and
their aunt would be obliged to go into
Emersely the next day for a morning’s
shopping, and, giving them a sovereign
each, he said they might come too if they
liked, and lay out their money. This
proposal met with a ready aesent, and
when Blanche and Mary had thanked
their uncle, they went off together to
consult how they should spend their
money. Mary had long wished for a
bracelet of her father and mother's hair,
and was in much delight at the prospect
of being able to have one now; while
Blanche thought of at least twenty dif-
ferent things she wanted, but finally de
cided on a gold locket, into which she
would have her mother's photograph
{astened.

In the afternoon Mre. Stanhope told
the girls she expected some friends to
tea the next evening, but had forgotten
to send off one note, and asked them to
drive to Emersely and leave it at Mr.
Clifford’s. Blanche and Mary readily
consented, and a few minutes more saw
them on the road to Emersely.

When they had left Mrs. Stanhope’s
note, and as they drove slowly back
through the town, Blanche suggested
that, as they were in mo hurry home,
they would stop at one of the jeweller's
shope and look at eome lockets.

after all.”

“Yes, you shall have the locket, Blan-
cbe; you must take my sovereign—I don't
want it now— You must take it—indeed,
you must,

“But what would uncle and aunt say?
for, of course, you will have to tell them
you gave it tc me," said Blanche.

“No, I don't think I need; you know
uncle said we might spend it as we
liked.”

The next morning after breakfast, the
phaeton was bronght round to the hall
door, and Mrs, Stanhope went up staire
to get ready, desiring her two nieces to
do 8o too. When ehe returned to the
drawing-room a few minutes afterwards,
dressed for her drive, she was surprised
to find Mary still sitting there, and in-
quired why she had mot gone to get
ready.

Mary colored as she answered, “I am
not going with you today, sunt, thank
you.”

Mrs. Stanhope left the room, wonder-
ing greatly at Mary's b 4

mained talking to a group of ladies and
gentlemen.

“What a lovely girl Blanche is, Mrs,
Stanhope; you really must feel proud of
her,” said one old lady, who sat by Mrs.
Stanhope on the sofa.

“Yes, indeed,” said an elderly gentle-
man who stood near her; “but what a
preity locket that is, my dear! May I
look at it, Miss Blanchei” And then
added, almost involuntarily, as he un-
clasped it, “Oh, what a handsome face!
Surely this must be your mother; the
likeness is very strong.”

But at this moment a servant entered
the room and handed something to Mrs.
Stanhope, saying that Mr. Thompson,
the jeweller, sent it, and that the young
lady who drove through Emersely yes-
terday with Mise Mary had dropped it
in his shop.

“Why that must have been you, Blan-
che. What does all this mean? I did
not know you lost a sovereign?” said
Mrs. Stanhope.

Poor Blanche was perfectly thunder-
struck. She stood epeechless in the cen-
tre of the room, not daring to meet her
aunt's eyes, and feeling that every one
in the room was looking at her.

“You lost it? Surely there is some
mistake. I did not hear you went shop-
ping alone yesterday, and how were you
able to buy that locket if you lost your
money "

Poor Blanche! She knew her aunt was
waiting for her anewer, and that a full
disclosure must follow; so she ‘ooked
imploringly at Mary who was still
sitting by the window. Mary immediate-
ly came forward, and going up to her
aunt, she explained all in a low voice,
making as many excuses as she could
_for Blanche's behavior, and begging Mrs.
Stanhops not to say anything more about
it at present.

Her words were unheard by all save
Mr. and Mrs. Stanhope, and old Mr.
Clifford, who stood near them; but when
Mary had ceased speaking, Mr. Stanhope
remarked aloud—

“Well, Blanche, if I were in your
place I should be ashamed to wear that
locket, seeing how you came by it. You
first disobeyed your aunt yesterday, and
then when you lost the money I gave
you, you were selfish enough to take
Mary's to buy that locket. You, Mary,
acted most unselfishly and generously,
and you shall ol be disappointed about
the bracelet.”

“Ah, yes! Mary never thinks about
herself; she is always trying to please
others,” murmured old Mr. Clifford, as
he gl d at his god-daugh affeo-
tionately. “I have always been an ad-
mirer of a pretty face myself, but you
:ee the old saying, ‘Handsome is that

but having full confidence in her at all
times, she determined mot to ask any
more questions.

At seven o'clock the same evening,
Blanche and Mary were in their bed-
room dressing for tea. Blanche had
chosen a lovely locket—it cost twenty-
seven shillings, but her uncle, on seeing
that she had set her heart on that par-
ticular one, had added the additional
seven shillings, and her mother’s photo-
graph was already fastened into it.

The guests had already arrived, and
Mrs, Stanhope called her nieces forward
to introduce them. Beyond a stiff nod,
or a cold shake-hands, Mary was scarce-
ly taken any notice of; so escaping as
goon as it was possible, she passed over
to the opposite side of the room and sab
down in her favorite seat by the win-
dow, while Blanche, who became im-
mediately the centre of attraction, re-

does,’ is the best and truest
after all.”

THE ART OF LIVING TOGETHER.

The following motto was on the wall
of a woman's bedroom: ‘“Let us take
hands and help each other today, be
cause we are alive together.”

She is but a bride of a year, and that
is the sentiment with which she furnish-
ed her bedroom and tries to carry out
in her everyday life. The hard blow we
give with a word, the mean thoughts or
hareh judgment recoile-on ourselves. No
woman who is hard and critical is hap-
py.

“Take hands and help each other to-
day” is the sure road to contentment
and happinees.—Ex.

Do mot, as you hope for success, spend
time in idleness.




