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M little 4y OHBAPTER XLL—SALLY SETTLES THE
appy, for QUESTION.
Yoq ; © Dorvothy,” Mrs. Woodward said, one
world dsy, *'your father and I have been taiking
18ed with sbout you. We don’t think you are treat-
rd., , ing Mr. Faller quite ngm. He is evi-
Suashing very fond of you; you have let
L lp:: him ‘shilly:shally about the place for
’g:l and . j o B.ut what ean I do, dear mamma ?"” she
all jig - peked. “ 1 can't remark that I don't care
sribed by about him, and don't mean to marry him.
Besides, it is not for my sake that be hangs
liss about the place, but because he is fond of
an~ us ail,” and D“O‘hy tried to think that

she was espeaking the truth,

“ That is all nonsense,’” Mrs. Woodward
apswered ; * besides he told you father that
he was very fond of you, and it is spoiling
his career in life keeping him in uncer

fainty.”

“gnt he need not be in any uncertainty,
mamms. We should mnever suit each
other, and he will never do any good work
‘in the world.”

“ But you might spur him on to do some
if you married him, and make a clever man
of him ; it is certainly in bim to be one.”

“If I counld do this,” thought Dorothy,
that evening, * it would be a great and dis-
tiret work to offer to God, and with which
to ennoble mf‘l:h ;" but her thoughte flew
fo the far-off land in which he who must be
her life's hero still toiled ; and the tears
rushed into her eyer, and tbe old pain,

old now, it seemed to her, eame into
heart—* If he had only cared for me
' 88 L did for him in the end !"”

“1 think Fuller is an .qfn:lz’ nnlue?
beggar,” Tom observed that evening. * He
never seems able to stir himself up, and he
does pothing but bang about. 1 wonder

.1he doesn’t try to do something. He's very
clevér, you know.”

*Tom, do you think he would do better
il be had some one he cared about to spur
him on ?” she asked, heri‘atingly. She had
learnt to believe in the om of her

" " plurdy brother, and to ask his advice in
‘many things. He thought for a minute.

“No," he answered; ‘it would only

srouse him for a little while. Lasziness is
selfishness, and it smothers up an

lot of better feelings when it has

been allowed to mlo long in trinmph.”

“ How do you , Tom?"”

‘‘ Noticed it in the at the office,

~ and lots of other * Then he was
silent, for he began tv think of how his
selfishness had faken another and more
_distinet form in bygone days; and Dorothy,
: to think of thoese same days, and
___‘of the long idle hours spent in e.&uden
- 'In vague dreams no fature could realize.
' “And that too was selfishness,” she
_thought. “ And it was a dozen other things

Wit were as well.”
“What a d laginess is,
‘Tom 1" she said at 7 *“and yet at first
‘- 'sight it does mot & very great fault.

T Wis lik: &: weed wlihhmlooh nthrr
e y beginning, gradually
: "mﬂl‘ythotim.” .
. ' " Yes," replied Tom ; but he thought of
‘4hat day, and the praise he
from his employers ; and thought too that
still were faults than laziness,
and that for his he had to

thank the girl before him, whom he felé

o

Doll, d%ﬁon remember long ago how we

ligious od to loll abont in the garden, and tell
"':} ies, and have games?” he said, mus<
k‘ e ) &fter & minute; “and then you
g .+ Wireed yourself up and worked—what made

' wiyondoit?  Iremember I nsed fo spend all
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out of it.” Bhe eo
tears ag she answered him.
told him of the conversation they had had
on an evening long since, and how, for ber

part and work in the world’s great work-
shop she bad tried to make the lives of

—sesstved-

ud and thankfal to call his sister. |!

N.

uld hardly keep back her

“It was Mr. Blakesley, Tom ;" and she

those around her a little more beautiful.
“ I have oply tried to do so, Tom, dear,”
she added ; ‘I dare not even hope that I
bave really sucoeeded.”

“You have made mine a little less ugly,
at any rate,” and then they were silent,
and watehed the twilight steal over the
dear old garden, as they had watched it
hundreds of times before. At last Tom
spoke again. *“Why didn't you tell me
about this before, Doll ? it's a grand idea,
fou know, and every one who hears it must
ong fo try his hand.”

“ Bnt there are other reasons too, Tom,
besides its being a grand ides, why we
should try to make our lives better,” she
said, softly, thinking of Tortoiseshell’s dy-
ing words. Then Bally came down the
pathway.

‘“ Dorothy,” she said, * I have been think-
ing of & new design for Christmas cards ;
some with fexis intertwined, and some
with bits of poetry.”

‘ And what is your favourite quotation,
Bally ?” her sister asked, almost mechani-
cally. The grave child looked up into her
sister's face, and answered, “ ‘ Ye may not
ao evil that good shall come.’”

She sat pondering over the words after
Bally and Tom and Will had gone in-doors
and left her alone above Venus's grave.
“ No, it would not do,” she thought ; * and
I should only be doing a great wrong to
Mr. Fuller and to myself.” He came out
to her a little later. They bad told him
where to find her, and he came and sat
down on the rickety seat on which they
had sat so often. Bhe {urned and looked
at him—at his clear-out features and the
broad graceful shoulders—and thought of
the days, those first days of that glorious
summer after his return to England before
he had ever mad:] lovo, t:il N:lt;h. h.t‘. Tl}f{
were happy days,” she thoug

shall :f:’.y- u‘:ink kindly of him, and have
a grateful feeling for him, because he has
given me so pleasanf ¥ memory, but I eould
never be in love with bim again; he does
not seem great enough to love.” P

*“Well, Dorothy, what are you thinking
of ?” he asked, at last.

# 1 was thinking,” she answered, * that
we ought fo teach ourselves only to oon-
sider thin‘ild bmhfulm ”uoording to their
goodnees esa.

“What a gueer child you are, always
thinking of these odd thinﬁ.” he said, im-
patiently. “I eame out here fo ask you
something - I shall never ask you sgain,
Dorothy,” he added, coldly, almost sadly.

* Ask me what?” &

«Shall I keep this, or throw it away ?
and he o his t-book, and be-
tween two foldsof silver paper showed her
a faded yellow rose. She looked at it for a
moment, while her thoughts went back to
the day on which she given it to him.

“Don’t throw it away, :
« Oar lives must divide here,” she went on,
firmly ; “ there is the world before you, and

& career yon must not lose—but our lives
divide, for you must no Lol

time here ; you are
you are indeed, but keep
Adrian, Because .
reason we should forget the summer.
“ And we can mever be more to each
other ?” be said, in & 'ow voice. .

“ Never,” she answered, gently ; “it is
foo late.” The words were said *he
knew it. He bowed his head down in his

moment.
hl‘l.idvl‘fro; .'.n. Dﬂouly." be said, sadly,

1 )

ed. | an inch forward,

the winter is oold it is no | Heart.

95

and put the rose tenderly back into its old
place.

After that evening Adrian Fuller seldom
came to Hampstead.

CHAPTER XLIL—THE BRIDGE BETWEEN.

It was late in the summer, ard the even-
ings were getting chill and cold. * A long
summer,” sighed Dorothy, as she went
over to Miss Blakesley’s one evening. * I
think we out to meacure cur age by our
feelings rather than cur years, and then I
should have grown so old this year.” Yet
in spite of the sigh with which the words
were said there was-contentment in her
heart, although, like all her feelings, it had
a tinge of sadness, a strange tranquil ratis-
faction, gained by the knowledge that she
was neither useless nor passive in the
world, but that her hands and head and
heart found work to do and thoughts to
occupy them, and that at any rate tkat
most precious thing, the time entrusted to
her, was not wasted. ,
“ My dear, I have a letter for you from
George,” Miss Blakesley said, when she
appeared. * He is coming home immedi-
ately, almost as soon as his letter, he says.”
She hardly knew how she took it, or walked
home that evening. Bhe did not dare open
it till she was rafely locked in her own
room, and then at last she read the few
words it contained. * My dear Dorothy”
—she was so thankful to see those first
three words ; she had been so afraid that
he would eall her ¢ Miss Woodward.” She
eould hardly read the rest of the short note
at first, though it was merely to the effect
that he was coming back immnediately, and
had been at the point of returning for
monthe, cr he would have answered her
inquiries sooner, and that now he would
do so in person, and he hoped it would be
very soon.

Then she waited. She felt now that it
was all right, that the old eoldness had
been swept away, and that he was eoming
back, not merely to England, but to her.
“1 won't meet him under the sycamore-
tree,” she thought ; “I shoul? like to be in
the sitling-room when he comes, where he
first told me that he cared for me.” Then
sometimes a doubt would creep into her
heart, if after all he were only eoming

home to be on the merely friendly footing.
“ Oh, it would be dreadfal,” she said to

herself one evening—for she had given up
all hope of seeing him that day—as she
stole out of the and on to the
fields beyond—the fields she had walked
across the first night on which she had been
engaged to George Blakesley, long ago, and
had thought her fate so ere were
the same dim shadowy trees, the same long
dewy grass. It brought it all back to her
memory : and the tears came into her eyes.
¢ T did not eare for him then,” she said;
“ and oh, if when he comes back ke does
not care"—she stopped, for she heard a
footstep behind her, and turning round, she
saw, only a few yards from her, the face
there was no ing. 8he did not move

o’nl{ stood half hesitating,
balf trembling, till he eame nearer, then
she put out her hands. He looked at her
for & moment, into her

nov n pfore ; the
her outstretohed hands, he
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« My dear little girl,” he said, pr
“to ‘Ihan_ygl’ﬂhﬁifﬂ ere. is no
mistake this time, is there, Dorothy ?”

She raised her head for a moment, and
answered, with“a'n long sigh of happiness,
(1] £ N

gm'm did you learn fo

"lovo me,
Dorothy ?” he asked, at last, Ao

Iy money on myself till you shamed me

-




