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Resume : Estlier Beresford, wlio lias been at Miss Jenkins'
private scliool for ten years, is visited by Mrs. Galton, lier step-
mother's sister, witli a view to the former's leaving school. Major
Beresford and bis wife are at Malta. Esther is a beautiful girl,
wlio lias earned lier sdliooling by music teaching and is a great
favonrite witl lier Frenchi grandmother, Mme. de la Perouse, who
lives nearby. The old lady resolves to send lier ont on her first
voyage into life, witli a suitable wardrobe and lettons of intro-
duction. Esther goes to bid farewell to two old friends, Mrs.
Haumner and lier son, Geoffrey.

ugymiglit bave warued lier before she went to-day,"
said the old lady, tremnulously. "Yet at the sanie
time, it isfar better not to put sucli ideas into tlie

dhild's. lea;d, since they groW tlere naturally enougli.
But Geoffrey, I arn sure, is too generous to, bind lier to
so uncertain a future, and the girl mnust have lier
chance."

1And that chance reminded lier of lier promised letter
to Malta. 1She sat down to lier table, and drew lier
dainty letterpaper towands lier, stamped witli its simple
cnown, and tlic envelope was addressed to Mme. la
DuchessÉ >de Menilmoutant, Paris.

"My Dear Old Frieud,-I break the silence of more
yeans than I like to count to ask you. a favour, aud if
ever you have'love d me, or I have done you a kiudness,
I pray you to grant it.

"My grauddaughten, Stephanie's dhild, is going out
to lier fatber, wlio is witli bis regiment in Malta, im-
mediately. WMl you ask Adela to, be kind to ber ? She
is beauitïful and dowerless, and this would be a chance
for ber, but 1 fancy that Hlenry. Beresford ruade soie-
thiug of at 'mesalliauce' i lis second mnarniage ; and
mny granddautrliter is a second edition of Steplanie and
rnyself, therefore I can coraniend ber to von witliout
fear. I leard from- Adela once that you iw'ere tiking
of payiug lier a visit. Please God it mlight be while mny
dean child was in the island, so that you might see her
for younself.

"ýAdieu, dear Henriette. If my travelling days were
not over I should. long ago have availed nmyself of your
niauy invitations.-Yours,

"lAntoinette de la Perouse."
An3d wlieu the letten was in the postînan's bag she

felt easier i lier mind.
From the wooded road that led to tlie village of

Aborfield Estlier walked i a dav-dreamn. She. lad so
mnudl to think -of, and so mudli to wonder at, tfiat whenr
she passed Geoffrey Haumner going honewards witl a
basket ou lis anm she did not recognise hini until lie
spoke.

"Wly, Esther, are you too grand to recognise your
old friends nowPI

"Geolfrey I neyer saw you 1"she cried, facing
rond ntu hîi.,

Geoffrey Hlaumen was a taîl, well-built mnan, witl a
face that of late lad grown so accustomned to Uines of
cane that there were crowsfeet now about lis eyes. His
suit of bine serge and straw bat were well wonn, but lie
looked every inc the squire of Abonfield as le threw
backhlis broad shoulders and smiled into lier eyes witl
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walking at his side through the long stretch * f grass
meadows that led up to the Hll from the 'high road.
As lie looked down at lier lie thought, with a pang at
lis heart, how lovely she was, witli the Sun upon lier
briglit hair and the clear, fresli oval of lier cheek.

"The balance is on the riglit side so far, Esther," he
said, confidently. "lIt will be a matter of sorne years,
I know, but I arn convinced that I shahl succeed in, pay-
ing off all the charges on the estate, and ini beginning
again witli a clear nutlook and not a debt in the world.
I wish that my mother would flot ignore so resolutely
tlie fact of our poverty ; but I believe that she lias
neyer forgiven me for staying on liere in the dear old
house instead of letting it to strangers and retrenching
at Dieppe or Boulogne."

"Ail your friends think you liave done wliat is rigît
and brave," said Esther, gently. "Y'ou have done a
uch finer thing in facing the county iu altered circumn-

stances than you would have doue in running away and
leaving tlie village to strangers."

The egg basket was between them, but lie managed
to throw a world of passionate gratitude into lis voice
as lie answered lier.

III arn quite satisfied if You think that I bave done
rigît. But oh, Esther ! I cannot bear to think that
you are going away !"'

Suddenly across tlie girl's mmid there flashed theý
memorv ofwords and looks that made it seem possible
to lier tliat soinething for wliat she was not prepared
miglit be said-somne demand muade for which she lad no
answer ready, and she broke i lastily.:

"'Yes, I arn very sorry to go for many reasons. But
is that flot your niother on the terrace, Geoffrey ?"I

"Yes ; she is beckonîlng to you. Do you mind going
in at thre littie gate, Esther ? I must confess that I
have not got the courage yet to face my ruother with a
butter-bas ket on miy arin, so I shail go round by the
back yard." And Esther, glad to escape for once,
opened the wicket and ran througli, up the flagged path.

Mrs. Hanumer met lier warmnly. "Why Esthrer, n=y
love, wlat is ail this I liear about your goingr to Malta
for tlie season ? Sucli a gay station as it îs, and such
fun asyou wîlllhavel1 Dear me! l owlIwishlIcould
persuade that dear, stupîd, money-grabbing son of mine
to tlirow lis cares to the wind and take me out, toc, 1
This place is as duil as ditchwater, and Geoffrey is too
absurd witl lis poverty mnania."

Esther tried to, get in a wvord edgeways, but Mrs.
Uanmner was too quick for lier, and waived lier aside like
a troublesomne fly. "MyI eyes are not very good, but I
arn sure that lie was carrying a basket. Wly did le not
get one of the stablemnen to carry it ? Only Geoffrey is>
so full of the simple life that I suppose it is correct to
do everything for liinself, thougli I arn sure 1 hope no
one will ask me to lead it !

Mrs. Hanimer was a handsoine flond woman of iniddle
age, who was well dressed and fond of good living, and
wlio had neyer known what it 'was to be without a mnaid
and a pair of horses till now. She possessed an end-
less fund of small talk, and was not famnous for tact; but
she had always heen a good friend to Mine. de la ?Pe-
rouse, and Esther loved her for that,

"0f course you will stay to lunch, and Geoffrey will
walk back with you. And low is your poor dear grand-
inother ? 1 expect she will feel your departure dread-
fully, and 1 can't thin< how you tan have mnade up yoar
mind to leave ber."

"There was no cloice for mne," said Esther, distressed.
"My father sent for me, and, of course, iny first duty is


