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Bat whatcouldIexpect,'she added soornfully,'fromthe daughter
of a miserable French minstrel?

'
The flash on Geraldine'scheekpave place totwoburning spots

as she turned toher aunt andsaid with quiethauteur:'Youmay Bay what youlike tome, butIwill not allow aslur
tobe thrownonmy beloved father'smemory. Heboreanhonoured
and an honourable name, and he was every inch a true and
chivalrous gentleman.'

Geraldine then hastily quittedher aunt's presence, and,gaining
the privacy of her own room,she threw herself upon her knees,
and, burying her face in her hands,she oried:'Atlast,oh myG-od,
at last I The hour has come whenIcan at laot fulfil myhearts
desire. Accept me, unworthy thoughIam,as Thy servant and
handmaid. "Show me the way whereinIshould walk; teach me
to do Thy will, for Thou art my God!"

'
And the tears gently

poureddown her cheeks
—

not the tears that are the outcomeofanger andvexation,but tears that, like the gentle dewdropa of
heaven, broughtpeace and relief toher troubledheart.

Whilst Geraldine is there pouring forth her whole soul in
prayer,we will take the liberty of makinga short reviewof her
past

—
and not altogetheruneventful— career.

Geraldine was the only child of Mrs. Wentworth'ssister, who
had mortally offended that lady by marryingM.dePerrier,apro*
lessor of music, who,although coming from a good old French
family, wasnotendowed withmuchof this world'sgoods,and who,
moreover, was a devout Catholic; and when a little later on
Madame de Perrier embraced her husband's religion Mrs.
Wentworth's anger and indignation knew no bounds, and she
ceased all intercourse withher sister. ButMadamedePerrier was
toohappy in the society of her devouthusband and thesweetlittle
baby girl with whioh God had blessed their union to miss the
companionshipof her proudandambitious Bister.

Gerald'ne was the joy and delight of her fondparents. How
lovingly did they watch the firstbaby steps1 how sweet to them
wasthe musio of her childish prattleI and with what zeverenoe,
night and morn,did they join the tiny hands whilst they taught
thebaby lips to lisp thesweet namesof Jesus andMary!

Geraldineindue time was sent so a convent school. Ohhow
fervently did that Christian father and mother recommend their
absent darling to the tendercare oftheir Heavenly Father, that He
might alwayshaveher in His holy keeping.

M. de Perrier,after attending a oonoert one night, caught a
severechill;inflammation ofthe lungs followed,andGeraldine, at
the ageof 15, was hastily summoned to the bedside of her sick
father, whereshe arrivedonly just in time to receive the last look
anddying blessingof her fondparent.

Overwhelmedwith grief, Geraldine tried toconsoleher almost
inconsolable mother;but alas! the delicate constitution of the
stricken widownever rallied from the terrible blow, andbefore the
expirationof oneshort year Geraldine stood again beside the open
graveandsaw her much-loved parentsunitedonce morein the cold
embrace of death.

Feeling thather end was approaching,Madamede Perrierhad
sent amessage toher sister tocome toher, and implored her with
her dying breath to take careof her darling Geraldine, togive her
theshelter of her home,extorting fromher at the same timethe
promise not to interfere with her religion.

HadGeraldinebeen of unprepossessing appearance Mrs- Went-
worth would not so readily have acoeeded to her dying sister's
request ;but she was struck by the graceful elegance of her fair
youngniece, and quick as lightning it flashed across the mind of
this ambitious woman how, ina fewyears' time, this young girl,
withher distinguished appearance and winning face, would have
the power todraw toher house thecircle of society whichnowshe
courted in vain.

Mrs. Wentworth was the widowof the seniorpartnerof Went-
worth, Baxter, and Co., bankers. As they were childless, Mr.
Wentworth left his widow insole possessionof his effectsand great
wealth.

After the first yearsof her widowhood were over,Mrs. Went-
worth, wholovedadulation and flattery, entertained sumptuously,
and left no stone unturned to make her parties an unqualified
success,but the absence of someoneyoung and moreattractive than
herself was keenly felt. The young peoplevotedher a bore, and
the older ones could plainly perceive the acidity of her naturein
spiteof her efforts toappear amiable. She couldnot shut her eyes
to the fact that plainly there was something wanting which she
herself could not supply, and to her chagrin, as time wenton, she
saw her acquaintances

—
friends she hadnone—dwindle away,tillat

last she found herself stranded, with only a smallcircleof syco-
phantsleft torender her homage.

Taking in at a glance Geraldine's attractiveness, she unhesita-
tingly assured the dying mother tbat she need haveno fear for the
future of her child

—
thather househenceforthshouldbe Geraldine's

home. Comforted somewhat by this assurance, the dying mother
peacefully breathedher last.

Bowed down beneath the weight of this crushing blow,
Geraldine could scarcelyrpise he.r head,and whenshe did so and
looked into thecoldunsympathetic faceof her aunt,her poor,grief-
stricken heart yearned for some warm, genuine sympathy, anda
great longing rose up within her to go back toher convent school.
There she knew open arms and loving hearts would be ready
receive her. Her gentle,docile disposition had made her aspecial
favourite with thenuns, andin her deep sorrow she feltas though
they werethe only true friends she couldlook to. She therefore
beggedher aunt to let her go back to St. Mary's Convent. Mrs.
Wentworth, to whom the sight of mourning and sorrow wasdistasteful,gladly gave her consent. It suitedher for Geraldine to
get over her tears and sorrow away from her:Geraldineina few
yearshence,under a different aspect, was what she wishedfor.

Accordingly theorphan child returned to St.Mary's, and there,
amidst the peaceful surroundings and loving sympathy of her
belovednuns, time atlast assuagedher grief.

CHAPTER I.
« QBBAIiDINBI

''Yee,aunt.''What answerdidyongive Arthur Fareham this afternoon?
''The onlyanswerIcould e^er possibly give him.''Do you mean to tell me G-eraldine that you havepositively

refusedhim /
''Yet,' and the gentle eyes were raised for the first time and

rested on the irate countenance of her aunt, 'for Icouldnever,
nevermarry him.'

■How longdo you intend goingon like this,Geraldine,defying
me and settingmy wishes atnaught ?

''Ialways try toconform to your reasonablewishes,aunt but
inthis instanceIcannot accede.'

Anangry gleamshot from Mrs. Wentworth'sdarkeyes,and the
lines deepenedround the hard,set mouth,as she moved uneasily in
her luxuriantarm-chair.

'Have you considered, Geraldine, all that you surrender in
discarding this brilliantmateh

—
the position,the wealth,the social

standing that would be yours ? Geraldine 1
'

she cried, almost
beseechingly, 'youmust, youshallmarry himI

'
"Icannot, aunt;Icare nothing for his wealth.' The quiet

tone carriedconviction.'
1You must be mad ! Noothergirl in the whole of Eastshire

would thinkof refusing Arthur Fareham!
'

llt is useless to speak of it, aunt. As Isaid before,Icould
nevermary him.'

'It is because he is not one of your Papists thatyouwill not
marryhim. Isnot thatit?'" Even if Arthur Fareham werea CatholicIshould not marry
him, for Ido not wish to marryat all,aunt,and itdistreises me
whenyoumention the subject.'

Mrs. Wentworth's anger rose higher and higher, and, in the
excitement,she sprang from her chair and stoodon the hearthrug,
rageanddisappointmentdepicted onher sharp,angular features."Iknow what it is, Geraldine":Ihave Bifted your motives.
You think youwill inherit all thatIhaveand then bestow it with
a lavish handon your priestsand nunneries;but rest assured of
this,noneof the Wentworths'money shall ever be devoted tosuoh a
purpose. Ihavequitemade upmy mind to that !

'
Unconsciously Geraldine's lip curled.
'Indeed, aunt, the disposal of your propertyis a subject that

has never crossed my mind. You are,of course, free to bestow it
where youwill, and Imust claim at least the right tochoose my
own destiny and refuse to be forced into a marriage that is so
repugnantto my feelings.'

Mrs. Wentworth saw that the argument was vainand useless,
consequently her anger drew deeper and stronger. A union
between Geraldine and Arthur Fareham hadbeen her oneaim and
desire.

Arthur Fareham being theonly son,and consequently sole heir
to his father's vast estates, wasconsidered a most desirable " catch

'
by all ambitious and speculating mothers, as well as by their
amiable daughters;and when he showed marked attention to
GeraliineMrs. Wentworth was delightedbeyond measure. Sucha
union surpassedher moat sanguine expectations,and the thought of
eventually leaving her own immense wealth joinedto that of the
Fareham's vast domains pleasedher fancy andnattered her vanity
immensely. Under such pleasing prospects she could with com-
placency make Geraldine and Arthur Farehain her jointheir.

Buthere came the rude awakening from her cherisheddream
by Geraldine's obstinate refusal.

Mrs. Wentworth's heart grew hard and her will more
determined as she gazed at her niece, who was so docile to her
wishes in most things,yet s»he knew perfectly well that on certain
points her will couH be as inflexible as her own.'Yes,Geraldine,' she said, in a hard,dry voice, 'Iacknowledge
youare free to choose youowndestiny, and so by that choice you
must abide;our lives henceforth must run in different channels.
Don't interrupt me,' she cried, seeing that Geraldine glanced up
questioningly.

'You thall hear me to the end.'
1Arthur Farehain implored me to-day touse my influence with

you,to epeak to you once more on the subject of you giving a
favourable ear to his solicitations, and itis at his request that I
speak to you to-night. MeanwhileIhavebeen thinking this matter
over veryseriously,and Ihavecome to the conclusion that if you
thwart my wishes in this matterIwash my hands of you com-
pletely. 1 consider that Ihave done my duty and fulfilled the
promise to my dying sister in giving you a home as long as you
required it,and now that you have Arthur Fareham's offer you
requiremy home no longer. If you choose to be so blind to your
own interests as to reject his suit, Ican only say to you that you
must go yourown way,choose yourownpath

—
my house ceases to

be your home.'
The blood rushed into Geraldine's face,but her aunt mistook

its meaning, for the lowered lids and long lashes concealed the
glad joy that leapt into her eyes. Mrs. Wentworth looked at her
niece expecting an angry retort or vehement protestation,and she
was considerably taken back when Geraldine, raising her gentle,
dove-like eyes,quietly replied: "Iam ready,aunt, to go at any
moment.'

Stung by the answer, Mrs.Wentworth's anger increased, for
she perceived that what was intended to be an overpowering
calamity was only a subject of gratification to her niece.

1Go, ungrateful one1
'

she cried,her voice choked with fury.'Isee now whatis my reward for nursing aBerpent in my bosom.
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