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steps to breathe long and deeply the sweet spring air
In a comer by the steps there was still a tiny heap of
shnnlong snow, but in the open, the grass was green as
emerald, violets and wind flowers pushed through the
tangle of last year's leaves. The trees seemed shrouded
in a fairy mist of green. Robins were everywhere
The girl upon the steps was herself a vision of sprite—

the embodiment of youth and beautiful life. Coombe
folks admitted that Esther Coombe had "got back her
looks." Had they been less cautious they might have
said much more for the subtle change which had come
to Esther the change which marks the birth of woman-
nood, had left her infinitely more lovely
From the pocket of the light coat she wore she

brought forth a handful of crumbs and scattered them
for the saucy robins and then, unwilling to hasten, satdown upon the steps to watch their cheerful wrangling.
Feeling for more crumbs she drew out a letter-a single
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A psychologist might expkLyou and I must accept the result and be thankful. It is


