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THE DRIDGE BETWELN. |

CHAPTER 1VIL.— BENEATH THE SUMMER 8KY. | and the tears came into her eyes, for she

The grasshopper 8ang its love song to the |

stared b
breeze

| 41

DAY,

been
awake, and
had’ kmown ber,
e o7
r ’
: | Netta,
let him see ber own feelings, she had
* 'peen too much of a child, and too innocent,

o
e

" had said nﬁ done flashed upon her.

, pride was born to her, and she
; Mg face still resting in her hands
m!‘grow which sometimes comes into
lifoi yet only once, and while the

s!ﬂ'-s

is
ed 0 world’s 1 list of troubles.
a'u‘ gtdfnl. too.orhge had nowhere to
“hide hiérself, no one to tell, or to sympathize

g
E
ek

‘world if

if only a little, it seemed sunch & blessed
, and she shivered in the warm air as

when he spoke to her

 pathway, and in.doors. She lictened
for & moment,
voioes i

then 'she went

F ,v_r':

i ’-'inunx.-;-rn SOENT OF THE ROSE.
_ It seemed o Dorothy when the

}g‘n and rustled -among the tall |

and the tangled underwood ; but still |
did not move or stir. Dorothy under-

now,
.llb‘llr life it seemed to her, she had

ight, the stars came ont and
n(;?y down at ber, and a gentle

For the past two years,

ing, but now sbe was wide
would never dream again. Yet
after all, the time he
and all he had said, and
8 just before her
e did not love her
She had not scrupled

, but now that she understood
own heart and its knowledge had
out of her Eden into the world’s
the remembrance of all A:l:]e

fence, and struggled with that

new and strasge to her, and
a8 keen and bitter as any that is

summeér'and the sun, and the

anything in the

some one have eared for her

Fullex's tender tone

r, and remem-
been his manner
that afternoon. She looked
and stared back across the
house, then went slowly down

and ‘Heard the sound of
in the sitting-room, it seemed
out of which she was shut, and
«stairs to her ewn
d locked herself in.
will miss me now,” shée thought ;
if 1 could never:see hi

R

| I have not taken Mr. Faller.

DOMINION CHURCHMAN.

11

me about. You have come home and
8poilt my home for me, even the garden,”

had 8o loved the garden: * and you have
turned every one against me ; no one cares :

taken oven Mr. Fuller away from me.”

ling 1" he said, going over to her, and look-
' ing down into the eclear blue eyes that
 turned shyly from their long gaze into the
' garden to meet his own.
in the world I would not
for me, no one at all, and—and you have | would once say that you

“ There is nothing
do for you, if you
loved me.”

She seemed to be struggling against her

“ I ! how can you be go foolish, Dorothy ! | fate, as she answered—and there was no

with him, and knew it as well as I did.”

‘““He didn’t " said Dorothy, with flash-
ing eyes and throat dyed erimson, as she
stood almost chained to thespot on which she
stood, while a faint sick feeling sent & chill
into her very heart. Presently, slowly and
deliberately, she turned round, and looked
at Netta, at her beautiful face and golden
bair, at her small white hands and the
graceful snowy frill round her white throat,
and (for she was 8o great a lover of all that
was beauntifol) she found an exeuse for her
old ecompanion, though she read her own
hopelessness in her sister's soft blue eyes.
* He didn't I" she repeated softly, her head
drooping, and the pride that was new
stinging her till she felt almost cowed.
‘“ He did,” repeated Netta ; ‘‘ he told me
w.'l
Then the pent-up passion in the girl's
heart found expression.
‘““Itis too bad!” she exolaimed, bursting
into passionate tears. * And he shall see
bhow mistaken he was, for I will never see
him more! And Netta |—" for she de-
termined to tell her sister all she had over-
heard. * Last night——"
“ Netta!” called Mrs. Woodward ; ¢ Mr.
Fuller is here, waiting for you.”
“ Say I am not very well,” said Dorothy,
pleadingly ; * and let me lie down a little
while ; g am so very tired,” she added, in a
sorrowful voice, that touched even Netta,
for she bent over and kissed her sister,
though Dorothy shrank from the embrace.
“nﬁio down a little while,” lhe md. a.nsl
went down-stairs. *‘ Poor little unwﬁl ’
she said to herself, as she went ; ““I wish I
had not been so cruel to her. BShe little
thinks how well I understand it all I”

.% Mr. Fuller is in the study, Netta,” Mrs.
Woodward said, meeting her at the foot of
the stairs, “ and I have a note for'you from
Bir George Finch,” and she held it out.

Netta's rs trembled as they took it,
and she sat down on the stairs fo read it,
and having done so, went into,the study to
Adrian er. .

There was not much painting done that
morning; they sat and Adrian
Fuller and Netta Woodward-—not the
Netta who domineered over the household,
but & softer, better, more womanly one
who seemed to have taken her place.

“Do you know that I am not half so

a8 you imagine,” she was saying,
g::gely lo% ing ont at the wild old garden
—* not half. I should not make you hap-

as you think I should ; and poverty—'

cd poverty would_

and she almost shuddered—**
kill me.”

ly ; ““it is the day all the
know, and you must not
8o hate visitors.”

“ wesh

1 have only | acting or make-believe in her voice—*I do
tried to prevent you from making yourseif | love you, Adrian, but—" and she almost
foolish ; why, he could see you were in love | held him from her--* I must not*be bound
by these words, remember, and there is no
engagement or anything like one bétween
us.” Bhe gave a sigh of relief as she said
the words, and let her head droop fer a sin-
gle moment on his shoulder—*¢
from the very first, as you did me.” How
strange it was, that even as she said what
he had so longed to hear, there crept over
him a feeling of doubt and misgiving, some-
thing that was almost like regret, as he
thought of the Dorothy
treasured, and whose happy feet had wan-
dered by his side through the summer
fields not three months since.

loved you

whose rose was yet

CHAPTER XX.—ON HER WAY.

I will take it, mamms,” she said, eager-
le eome, you
ouf, and I do

“ What is the matter ?”’ agked Netta.
‘ An important letter has come for your

father, sent here by mistake, and I thonght
I had better take it to him.”

o Oh,‘ﬁvou can't go,"” the Beauty said ;
have some people here preséntly ;
let Dorothy go.” It was four in the after-
noon.
“And I should like it,” said Dorothy,
eager to get away ; ‘it is a long, long way
to the Btrand, but I shall walk i, and then
I shall go into Covent Garden coming back,
and walk down the centre avenus and look
at the flowers. Yes, dolet me go, mamma.”
8o Dorathy went. ol _
It wasa way, but she was so thank-
fal to be out of ‘the house mﬂtbotouﬁ{
alone, and she drew her haf, a'little b

straw absurdity, with a taft of black feath-
ers, over her e{as, and trudged along. * 8he
was so wretched ; g0 utterly lomely’ and

mimrablia,hsmf1 80 fired t:ml frotﬁng‘o .:l;he
longed to lie down 16 way to sléep.
“Iﬁsﬂn it woixlgybo 8 l)"y "’l!?o
thought ; ** and I am of no nse in the world
now at all,” and pondering over that
thought, she went into her father's office,
and delivered the nofe. Mr. Woodward
was engaged ; she did not ask ‘o see him,
and ;uno my at once. ‘ "lhé' 4
“T'am &nptwuongapd. said
to herself, as' she made her way from the
Btrand to Oovent Garden. Bhe de
in the centr: av:nuﬁ;o;ﬁtm. at thg.
time though, when ' @
tmovwlx-opz8 and violets first dame ; but it was
a pleasant dreamy walk always.

it was late for them, but they all see
to Dorothy as if they belonged fo a ;

‘ghe had left. She was

-y - : - ¢ Yon shall never know it, my darling,” driass ‘ every tim
world Mﬂ:i:r;?fui the ofher day. ho said; “ I will work for you, and make | £38 et more o e het e
%a my shoulders;” and'the old vexed ques- | * You only love me in idea,” she sald ho'lﬁdggtowndna‘ alked
tion dame buck to her, *What do we live | ealmly; *and beoause you fhink T am | jjongyy'to Netta, and have told herself as
for, T wonder 9" ' " | pretty; I belleve in reality that you care |, . .5 i inanner if not in words, that it
~ % Dorothy, what is the matter ?” Netta | more for my little sister Dorothy.™ was useless. It was a terrible thing to re-
_saked—there was something in Netta's | She is a mere ohild,” he answered im-| oo b0 "3 T ide and sorrow Tuggle
‘Manner that made Dorothy from her | patiently. know it, | for & mastery, till her cheeks burnt,
P u look as white asa g I expect | * No, she is & woman, and you W15 yet the sorrowful tears were in her eyer.
; lb.?&nmm. morning, and want you to | Adrian,” her voice was almogt sad, for she | 75, y' ¢t 0o home;” she eai , with'a gigh,
; study vice and meat” It used to | thonght of the weary face she had lefti o et rBO Nt o8 A asses of
n‘ who expeoted him once. above. * And she would love you far bet- flowering shrubs and frees, all ‘heaped to-
 “Twon and she ‘turned  round and | ter than I should, and not mind being fon | Gether in s small space at the end of th
1 “}.ﬁ&o.h with & firm set face. and though you say you would work for| Jogy, Suddenly some one touched her
4 ) 1y - Qmn. i ‘| shoulder. v : [ Lk
3% v W.nly Twon't do | #Work " ki interrupted, Toy Gar. | “ Miss Dorothy," aida e
% 30u tell me, and I won't let you order | snything for you, Neta. ~Ob, my s -




