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there with cedar trees sloping up to the park"of beech
ýfnd elin trees. A hue of glasshouses stretched away to
the back, and the long winidows of the lower floor were
open to the warmn September air. The drawing-roorn
was long and low, and filled with old-fashioned furniture
covered with crackling chintz that inatched the apricot
curtains. There was an old Broadwood piano in the
corner with a gilt harp beside it, and the walls were
hung with famnily portraits, delicate Romneys, aud more
robust Ielys, while every corner of the roorn was fllled
witb. flowers that represented long hours of toil on
Geoflrey's part to have been raised at al,

Geoffrey carne ini while they were talking, and pre-
tently luncheon was served iu the sunny dining-room.

"And what do you think of littie Esther going off to
Malta alone ? Eh, Geoif ?" she said. "I say she will
marry a srnart soldier before she has been there a
mnonth, and wiUl turn up lier nose at ail lier old friends
before she cornes back again.»

"Esther would neyer do that 1" said Geoffrey, cuttiug
up his bread into tiny pieces. "I would stake rny life
on Esther's faitlfifulness."

There had been a tirue when Mrs. HEaniner had been
terriblv afraid that Esther would miarry Geoffrey ; now
she seerned alrnost auuoyed that there appeared no like-
lihood of sucli an event. But at this moment Geoffrey
broke in.

"Esther, corne and sing once more. Perhaps it wil
be sorne tre before 1 have the chance of accompanying
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tell you such things when you' go out to Malta, but you
will neyer have anyone who loves and admires you s0
well as I do 1 "#

"Oh, .Geoffrey !"said Esther, faintly, "I arn s0
sorry-"

1"Why are you sorry ? I kno-W that you don't love
me uow-I have read 'it often enougl inl your eyes-but
sortie day perhaps, when you renrember my words, you
may grow to love me 1"'

le had ber hand now iu lis, and in the solitude of
the fleld-path, arnug the trees, there seerned tu, be no
one but they two in eartli aud sky.

"I ar n ot sure what I feel-I do not know !"stani-

mered Esther. "Oh, I wisli 1 kuew wliat to say !"
fiHe looked down at her, so brave and stroug and

honest in his love.
l'Darling !" lie said, "say nothing now, for 1 would

not have you promise auything before you are sure of
yourself. But miy love for vou is so great that I would
wait for you ail mny 111e if only you told mue to hope."

Esther's lashes hid her troubled eyes. She liad neyer
thouglit seriously of love. Vague drearns of sorne happy
state of which she knew nothing had corne to lier sorne-
times, sleeping or wakiug, and she liad wondered what
they meaut. Geoffrey was so, ruch a part of lier 111e
that she had not asked herseif what lier friendship for
hln siguifled, andeven now she was uncertaiu.

"Oh1, I don't know! I don't know ! Tell ie wliat
I must say, Geoffrey 1

<'You are flot sure of yourself, Essie-you are not
sure, and therefore your love caunot be the right sort-
not what I want. or vou would bie certain of vourself!P'
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