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—for Adrian Fuller in the old days.
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" shehad:learned to love that which she had
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SEPTEMBER 21st, 1876.)
——
THE BRIDGE BETWEEN. [

CHAPTER XXXVIIT.—NETTA AND DOROTHY. |

a8 alone in her own room at

mg)z'n:down by the window to think |

the events of the evening.

dszed, so much had hap }

the few bours. Adrian Fuller had pro- |

and she bad refused him; and |

Blakesley, whom she bad been |

to see sgain, had been, and gone, |

she knew tbat he cared for her no |

""{."""d thought it probable that she |
mig

ened in |

pever see him again ; and Netta had |
back, and was sleeping in the next |
She could scarcely believe it all, it |
as if the world had come to an end |
that night, or at least, as if she had come |
within sight of her end of it, for she kuew
now $has abe had lost for ever the love of
the man to whom, when she was no longer
bound, she had gradually given Ler heart,
snd whom she had learned not only to love
(for Jove by itself is & thing that must sooner
or later burn out), but to respect and es-
teem above all others. She sat and won-
dered blankly, as when a trouble too great
{0 realize has fallen on ns we often sit and
blsnkly wonder, how she could bave ‘i"leg
“" a l'
oare for him very mauch,” she said to her-
self; “I can remember when the sound of
his. woice made my heart feel perfeotly
wild, snd as it bas never felt for George
; and yet, oh | what shall I do?”
aod she broke down, and hiding her face,
sobbed bitterly. And so it was; for the
she had bad a feverish infatua-
fo the other she gave the best love of
; the one had blazed out, and the
folt stipwrecked. ¢ He seems to
my life away with him,” she
this was the eecret of her love,
of her love for him, that he
around himt:omr, an:.l;lo l;:g
into the right way, and she
h‘r toﬂ: w;’:k to znlk along it
.-While she knew him and saw Lim,
follow him she left
behind, and though

learned through him to consider beautiful,
w her duty, and to long to do it,

ghill with all her yearnings, and all her
she felt too weak to stand alone.

The loye she had thrown away and found
den once would have been
: her now, and she broke
sobbed again to herself in the

bed
MDorothy,” said a voice, and the Beauty
to the room, and up to where
ber sistex was sitting, * I heard you moving
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abont & few minutes ago, and 1 wanted to
come and talk to yom, though I am so
tired,” she added, wearily. Dorothy did
not move from, her seat, only stared

the darkness at she dim white fig-
ure of her sister. . * Now, tell me—what is

the matter with you, dear ?’ she asked in
the low, clear, pweet voice whose charm
% haonwlth‘;hnding. It b;ot:sll;t

ars into Dorothy’s eyes again, but she
lﬁﬂ\mo’eﬂa{n and d{nbt%ul. a8 she always
bad been of the Beauty, though she longed
0 sympathy for which ghe felt afraid

“Nothing,” she answered.

*Yes there is, dear,” Netta said. “Do-
rothy,” she said suddenly, putting up her
s and twining them round her sister’s
neck ;I want to forgive me for all I
did o' you in the past days. You will—

!0:1‘ o-l‘lot. dnlu:lg ’f l}oh‘" “uo toften
_ you, and of how patient you
Yers, bt I'am glad you didpnot marry

“Yes; ‘80 ‘am'I,” Dorothy said, softly
loating ‘her hend down o:’n her ' sister's

F

| Netta answered.
You have had a great deal to do with it, I |

tpink, and 1 am not well; I fancy some-
Bhe felt | times I shall not live very long——"

‘sealed it before Dorothy returned from ask-

DOMINION CHURCHMAN.

“I am so glad to hear Eou salg that,”
. *“ Do you know, Dorothy,
[ am different from what I nsed to be.

“Oh, Netta!” Dorothy began, but she
could see her rister’s blue eyes, which nsed
to be 80 soft, looking at her with that un-
natural brightness in them which she had
noticed immediately on her arrival, and

he stopped.

“Well, we do notg'know how that may
be,” Netta went on, “but I want us to be
sisters in reality as well as in name—shall
we ?” ghe asked, humbly and entreatingly,
“T will be good to you in future, and if you
would only love me a little, Dorothy——."
There was something the girl who listened
never forgot in those last words, they
seemed to tell of a whole life of smothered
feelings. *If yom only would—" and
she waited, half afraid of what the sister
she had one so slighted would reply. But
for answer Dorothy only put her cheek
against Netta's thin face, and, kissing her
passionately, burst into tears.

CHAPTER XXXIX.—WATCHING THE SUNSET.

“Dorothy,” said Netta, early the next
morning, “I want to send & note to your
knight, George Blakesley, where does he
liva 2"

“ Oh, Netta, what can you want to write
to him about? Besides, he starts for Liv-
erpool to-day.”

“ Let me do as I like, dear,” the Beauty
answered, tenderly looking up at her sis-
ter's flushed face. “I want to say good-
bye to him before he goes; I used to be so
rude to him once.” Then Dorothy caught
at the idea; perhaps if he saw her again
things might come right after all, ehe
thought. )

“ Tom will take the letter if you ask him.
Mr. Blakesley is staying with his aunis.
Yee, do write at once, Netta!” for the
Beauty had found out Dorothy’s seeret,
and there was no longer any reserve be-
tween the sisters.

S0 Netta sat up, and wrote a note, and

ing Tom if he wonld take it before he went
to business, for fear it should be too Iate if
entrusted to the post. *“He will be sure
to come,” Netta said, hopefully, ‘‘for I
have told him how ill I am.” Be all
throtigh the day Dorothy waited, first pa-
tiently, and then impatiently, but no an-
swer came to the note, and no George
Blakesley appeared. * He will be sure to
come,” Netta repeated, * for, of course, the
note got to him before he could have lefi
home ; 8o cheer up, Dorothy.” Biill he did
not come, and when the sun began to set

Dorothy's tears fell fast. *“ Oh,
mg. 1" she said, **it is too late; I shall
pever see him agaim” Then, suddenly,
there came & quick sharp ring at the door-
bell, and Netta looked up and nestled down
#gain among the shawls on the lgia.

“ Lot me got out of the, way, pleaded
Dorothy, her courage falling when she
needed it most. ‘ :

« Noj; stay, dear, I am not well enongh
to talk,” pleaded Neita. Mrs. Woodward
had gone out with Sally. Bo Dorothy
folded her hands and waited. The door
was opened, a rustling of silk was heard,—
and instead of George Blakesley there en-
tered his two maiden aunts. ol

«T oame to see you, my dear,” Miss
Blakesley (dear kind Ta II);‘; “tix without a
thought of disrespeet, Dorothy :lways
called her at héart) said to Netla, “ I was
so sorry to hear from your brother, when
he came with a note this morning, how ill

ou were,” and then she and Black-aud.

te sat down and talked, and presently | migh
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was trembling with longing to hear: “ I

&1 80 sorry your nots came too late, Lady
Fineh. My nephew started by the mail
last night for Liverpool. My sister sent
him on his morning letters, and yours with
them, for he does not sail till this evening,
80 he probably has it by this time.”

Poor Dorothy’s heart sank. ¢ He is
gone,” she thought, and could think no
more, but rose, longing to eseape. Them
Black sud-White unconseiously *came to -
er aid,

“I am eo glad to see you baeck in your
old house,” she gaid; “and George has
often told me about the garden; I should
8o liko to see it if it would not be troubling
you too mueh, dear.” Neither of the old
ladies showed that they saw that the rooms
were filled with their nephew’s furniture,
though the sight of the old things they had
known so long touched them sorely.

“It is a very wild overgrown old gar-
den,” Dorothy said, almost humbly, in an
apologetic tone, as she took Black-and-
White down the mossy pathways ; * but we
have known it like this all our lives, and
would not have it done up for the world."

‘““ No, dear, I dare say not,” Black-and-
White answered, with the nervous little
laugh that had now and then something
almost sad in its sound ; * my nephew has
often spoken of it, and said how he liked it
because of its wildness. And there was the
cat’s grave, I have often heard of that, too,”
and she laughed again.

% Here it is, Miss Mildred, under this
tree.” She stopped under the shady
boughs, and looked half-wistfully half-sor-
rowfully up into the old maid’s face. I#
had been a pretly face once, and showed
evidence of past summers still ; but there
were lines, hard sad lines, around the eyes
and the gentle simple-looking mouth.
Perhaps, she had had her lnstoti, foo,
Dorothy thought, as she stood still, Wm‘
to throw her arms round Black-and- '8
neck, and ask her if she thought whether
by any wild chance George Blakesley would
ever see or care for her again ; buf this was
impossible. Half mechanically she saf
down, and then rose, as if ashamed of her
momentary forgetfulness.
«] ghould Iké to rest a minute, $0o, if
you don't mind,” Black-and-White said,
pleadingly. = So they sat down, but neither
seemed inclined o talk. Dorothy's. face
was turned towards her pmg:mon. but her
eyes wandered to the mists beyond gather-.
ing over the pleasant fields of I .
and her memory went back with
to the different phases her life
in sifliltyoffth(:om; angthon lhm
sudd 0 orge Blakesley, was
probably on board the ship which was $o
take him, oh! so far away,and with almost -
a start her eyes drop jed
White. There was & look in
somehow made Dorothy droop
down on to her shoulder. i

“ What i8 the matter, my dear? You
looked so sad just now, and yo;t. u know, .
you ought to be very happy,” added,
‘with the nervous laugh again, * for s
told me he thonght i:n i
Mr. Fuller, and
D T: yon had alwege M
he thought you
Dorothy raised her: head, and answered
Miss Mildred almost na
not engaged tc Mr. Fuller, Miss
Ina‘v.ixwumdnomnmhbo.
mistake.” @ D G

¢ But are you not fond of him?" .. .

“No, certainly not; oh, no, n0, noil"

'and then her excitement died away; and .
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m“m h‘.’ 4 P8
o Why didn't you ell George this? Ha.
bt not have gone to Amerioa then.” -

« He doesn't oare for me now," exelaing-

shonldgi with & wighi of relief,

the Iatter mentioned the mame Dorothy




