
set dark grey eyes, that gave colour and intelligence to hit
handsome face. Mave looked superb in pale mauve silk and
Honioon lace. She laughed asIcameinand, turningon the mnsio*
stool,introducedme toour guest.'Miss Molly Craven, Lord Vandeleur,' she said. 'Her first
appearancein long frocks.' Andshe swung round again to the
piano witha silvery,andIthought somewhatmocking, laugh.

Lord Vandeleurbowed,and asImethis frank eyesIrecovered
my composure, whichhadbeen suddenly routedby Mave'speculiar
introduction.'Iam delighted tomake youracquaintance,MissMolly,either
in short frocks or long,'he said with a friendly Bmile. 'Ihave
heardagreat dealof youas a tennis-player.'

4 Yes, MollyiB terribly energetic,' Maveremarkedwithadrawl.'These littlepeoplealwaysare. Now,LordVandeleur,we'llgoover
this again,please.'

Heturnedto thepiano, andaftersittingquitestillformoment
withcrimsoncheeks and loudly-beating heartIstole away to look
for mymother.

AsIpausedin the conservatoryIheardLordVandeleur my to
Mave:'There'ssomething veryniceabout yourlittlesister,although
she's not atalllike the restof the family.''Happily not,' she answered dryly. 'We consider her very
plain.''Oh,doyou? Well,'I'mnotso sure. Thoselittlebrownthings
arevery fascinating.''This is toobad,'Icried, stamping my foot. 'Why oan't they
leave me and my looks alone?' And Ifled away, angry ana
ashamed.

For thenext few days we livedina whirlof exoitement and
gaiety. There were danoes, tea-parties,and tennis, both at home
andabroad. Iwenteverywhere— my mother insisted on that— and
thanksto thekindnessof friends andmy owngoodspiritsIenjoyed
myself thoroughly.

Lord Vandeleur was a welcome guest at all these entertain-
ments, andalthough he was an acknowledged admirer of Mave's
and was constantlyby her side, he was extremelykind to me and
paid me many little attentions that filled me with wonder and
gratitude. Iwasalwaysbrightandhappy inhis oompany,and the
only timeIfelt inolined toenvy Mave her goodlooks was whenI
sawhim talkinganddancing withher andheardpeople say whata
handsomecouple they made. But Iresolutely put these thoughts
aside,and was as merry and free from care as the prettiest girl
amongst themany at these gayparties.

The ideaof trouble was far fromour mindsin thosedays. Nofear of coming sorrow dimmed our happiness for a moment. And
yet, though we knewit not,our timeof trial was fast approaohing,
our yearsof easeandluxury weredrawing toaolose.

One evening wecamehome late from a tennis party. Iwasin
high spirts. Lord Vandeleur had been my partner in a set thatafternoon,and asIhad played my very best,we had won. My
suooesß, the complimentsIhad received,and my partner's evident
pleasureinbeing with me,had almost turnedmyhead, andIwas
in astate ofwild elation whenIraninto themorning-room tolook
formy mother. But she wasnot there,and tomy surpriseFather
Ryan,our parishprieat, came forward to meet me,and withgrave,
sad eyes,took my hand inhis.

4 Molly,'hesaid (hehad known me from my infancy and had
givenme many wordsof advice and comfort during my life),'a
greatsorrow has fallen upon yourmother andupon youall. But
God willhelp you tobear it. Youare braveandgood andready to
submit toHis holy will inall things,Iknow.'

'Father, what is it?' Icried, growing whiteand trembling
with sudden fear. 'My mother!

''Your mother is well,dear child,but in sad trouble. Your
father was taken ill soon after you went out. He was worried
and anxious. Things had been going wrong in the city of late
and

''He
—

is
—

dead. Oh, father! Iseeit inyour eyes.1
1He

—
Godrest his soul. His call wob sudden. But Our Lord

is good. His mercy is great. AndHe will.help and care for you
as He has alwaysdone. Go to your mother,Molly. Youweretht
only oneshe asked for inher sorrow.''Oh, father V Isobbed. 'Itis very terrible. Poor,dear father
—dead.'

And thenIturnedawayand staggered out of the room.
A moment later Iwas weeping myheart out in mymother's

arms.
My father'sBudden death,and the discovery thathehadleftus

well nigh penniless, wae an awful blow to us all. We were
prostratewith grief andmisery, and for some weekswereincapable
of raising a handtohelpourselves.

But the situation was a grave one, and before the first two
months hadelapsed we wereobliged tosell off everythingandleave
our beautiful home for ever. Then camethe questionof whatwe
weretodo. For everyoneof us,mother andall,had to turnroundand,ill-fittedas we werefor anykindof really remunerativework,
try andearnour ownbread.

A cousin of my mother's,ahard-working old priest inapoor
and lonely parish in the Gotswold Hills, offered her the post of
housekeeper in his modest establishment, at an almost nominal
salary.

Atid glad to get away to some quiet spot,-when she conld
think of and pray for her lost darling in peaoe,she accepted his
offer. Tall,beautiful Mave,with her graceful figure and stately
carriage,soon foundaplaceatahundreda year inMessrs.Jay'sbig
show-rooms in Regent street. Ijuoy went as a governess toLady
Dairymple'sohildren, andMyra joinedawell-to-dofriend, whowas
opening a bonnetshop in Bond street,and wantedapretty,dainty
little person to sail about her rooms and persuade people they
looked charming in her very costly and extremely fashionablehead-gear,

GOOD LOOKS ARE NOT EVERYTHING.
IWAB the plain oneof thefamily. Lucy was fair and blue-eyed;
Myra wasdark, withabright oolonr andneat features,whilstMave
was tallandstately,with the faceand figure of aDiana. MyBisters
wereallwell pleasedwith themselves,andveryangry with me. I
had no right to be so ugly, they often remarked

—
it spoilt the

harmony of things andmadepeople talk." Afterall,Mave,whatdoesit matter II11I1Iheardmy mother Bay,
in a tone of expostulation, one morning. 'Good looks are not
everything. "Handsome is as handsome does," remember, and a
better girl thanMolly neverlived. She ought tobe a modelto you
all.'
Iblushed tothe rootsof myhair,and wishedIdaredcomeout

frommyhiding placebehindthewindow curtains. ButIwasafraid
to show myself, and sat verystill, hoping my mother and sister
wouldsoon leave the room.

'Good!' Mave tossed her handsome head and shrugged her
shoulders. 'Goodness doesn't count for much in this world. If
a girl can only be a saint, she had better go into a convent at
once.''Idon't see that,' my mother answeredsharply. 'And you'll
pleasekeepsuchthoughts to yourself. It'sallverywelltobepretty—

but, we're asGodmade us. Andagirl likeMolly wouldbring a
blessing onanyhome.''

I'mglad you think so,' Mave laughed a littlecontemptuously.'For I'mquitesure you'll get leave to keep her. No one will be
anxious tostealher away fromyou.''Youara very severe. But wait till Molly puts up her hair
andgets suitablefrocks, andyou'll seehow nioe she'll look.'" She'llcost youa fortune. Her dress allowancewillhave tobe
twiceas big as ours.''Andso it shallbe, if neoessary. EverythingBhallbe doneto
makemy sweet Brownieappear to thebestadvantage.'

4 Dear, kindmother !'Icried, asIheard the door shut, andI
knew thatIwasalone.

'Idon't thinkdress willmake much differ-
ence in your Brownie. Andshe must be content to remain plain
and unnoticed. It is God's will. Andif He will but make her
goodandgentle andpatient,andyou willloveher thus,shewillnot
complain.'

The tearsthathadbeen long gatheringinmyeyesnowsplashed
downingreatdropsuponmy olaßped hands, and for a moment or
twoIsat inmy secludedcorner weepingsilently. ThenIjumped
upandsaid:'What a gooseIam. These are thelast tearsIshallshed over
such nonsense. If lamplain whatmatter. My sistersarepretty
andadmired,andas frivolous as can be, but they are not happy,
always wanting something— craving for something that they never
seem toget. Ishallneverbepretty,neverbe admired, and am not
naturally frivolous. Ishallnot try to be either one tiling or the
other. ButIwill be happy. The secret of happiness is tobe con-
tent

—
nevertoexpect or to look for anything beyond what we've

got, and to devote ourselves to others. I'll do that, My mother
shallbe my firstobject. I'lldoallIcan tomake herlife brightand
happy.'

Having come to this determinationIwentupstairs, bathed my
face and re-arranged myhair, and putting on my freshest white
blouse,hurrieddown to tea.

Inthreemonths' time Iwas to comeout as a young lady. My
skirts wereto be lengthened,my dresses made byHave's Parisian
dressmaker.

"I don't think they'll suit my style, mother dear,' 1said,
smiling intoher loving eyes. " Sweetsimplicity is thebebtthingfor
me.'"

Notat all,dearie,' kissing me. 'As long asIcan afford it
you mustbe well dressed.'
Ilaidmy cheekagainst hers, saying softly:
4lt will be a waste of money, mother dear. Your little

Brownieis not worthit.'
'Mylittle Brownie,'pressing me in her arms,'is worth more

thanIcanevergiveher. Andas far asIcanI'll see that she has
everything of the verybest.'

Taking little interest in my new finery, which Ifelt could
never make me look anything but a small, brown, insignificant
person,Iwasgreatly relievedwhen my last visit to the dressmaker
hadbeenpaid,andmy outfit wascomplete.

4 You're a lucky girl,' said Mave,coming into my room one
evening and gazing round at the dainty olothes that lay uponthe
bedand chairsand couch. 'I'dlove tobe beginning allover again
like that.'"

But youhavelotsof lovely things.'
'Not half whatIwant. And my allowanceis so absurdly

smallthat I'malways indebt
'

'
That's apity,'Isaid gravely.

'
Ithink a hundred a year iB a

gooddeal to spendonone'sclothes.'
'Oh! do you? Well, just wait But then,of course,you're

different. You'll neverhave the temptationsIhave tobe extrava-
gant.'

41hope not. Anyway,Idon'tmean togive in to them.'
4You're a virtuouscreature Toogood for this world,'laughed

Mave, andshe Bwept gracefully out of the room.
4 Too good and too plain,'Itighed. 'Molly Craven,you're a

mistake. Ifyou hadn'ta mother to loveyou,your lot wouldbe a
sad one.'

WhenIwent down to the drawing-room before dinner that
evening, in one of my new frocks, an exquisite white muslin,
trimmedwith fine laceandinsertion,abunchof scarlet poppieson
my breast, a tall, good-looking young man was standing by the
pianoturning over Mave'smusic, He wasveryfair,but withdeep-
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