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SEPTEMRER 7th, 1876.]
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ho had been the mainstay of the family
'h.n the day of sorrow came. 8he put
:'.y her story-books and }»oetrybooks,

ot her dreame, and left off building
m‘”m;‘.nd worked in earnest, teaching
Mes. Gibson’s children in the morning, |
writing from Mi.s Josephine's dicta-
gion in the afternoon, and scmetimes till
in the evening, until her band ached
and the lines danoed before her eyes. She |
had theught it would be so difficult to go |
geo the three old ladies, to ask for |
work. But she found it less so than she
bad imagined, for kind thoughtful George
y bad made all things smooth be-
fore her, and she had been received kindly
for his sake ; and as the months went on
they learnt to like the girl who tried so |
hard to work and to win bread for her sick
{ather and broken-down mother. ‘
Dorothy’s labours did not end with the |
putfing away of Miss Josephine’s pens and |
, for of an evening she had to read the |
to ber father, and to sit by his side |
cheer h"x.lil up n:é;eet she could. Some- |
fimes, t00, she used to play to bim, fer
George Blakesley bought in tyhe piano and |
:t&toaﬁlzopﬁzﬁt:hsmy, but at last he
er.
“The doetor says he must have a com-
plete shange,” repeated Tom.
dflﬂ ‘:‘;t mgi ma ‘:gxnlt g0 romewhere,
we m ve up these rooms and take
ﬁm little bed-rooms, one for you and
and one for me and Bally. and we'll
live upon as little as we can.” And she
Tlo consider how that plan would
work, while Bally and Will nestled n
sloser to her, and Tom looked at her wit
all his old boyish admiration.
‘;.I don’:u nowallxlst we should have
without you, Dolly,"” he said; “ I was
an awfully l.ﬁlh fellow till you stirred me
B by your example”—Tom was always
%ﬁl‘twm Blnkﬁlobonu. >
"1 40 er Y Was 80 spoony
on
‘g;lln liked me before I ever tried to
work, lh:mweud; ‘“ he doesn't care for
8 now ;" and her face flushed as she
: of him, and hid for the moment the
e s i:.xpunion which had lately
1 think he cares for us all now ss much
M8 be does for you,” said Sally, looking up
and mwxzn;mg and the in-
Docen ae in them the child
Dever £,
*1don’t see where we can send papa,”
she maid ; it i so difficult to movf llx)im,
?“:I:vo 'onl;ilttu;[ moﬁxle.yk ;.} think we
T oon r. ey.” And
x he “ﬂ: th)n:;venin o hzd return-
week before) the him into the
“m'm(fordl;o !{al .fkqing. straight up
. War
mt it eould Lommm;;gdfﬁm'l‘g:; Eﬁ'
o1 ‘hﬂl in George Blakesley.
aald o ink lyon had better wait a bit,” he
t and let him get stronger before you
E‘l::"him. By the way, a friend of
% Hapy bo:ght the lease of the old house
fnis d, but he is not going to live

*1 hate him " gaia Tom.
: “y. pny ’”
'imin“m we all must hate any one who
he our dear old house,” said Dorothy,
o rushing to her eyes.

oW, I bave some more news for y a,
&:‘“‘PY- Your friend, Mr. Fuller, huyore-
f{;," o'ﬁqulod on me to ask your ad-
hildrer, 0. 18 coming to see you.” The
Dﬂtgt;n brightened up at the news, but
out of ‘{ turned away and looked quietly
lowed |, © window. George Blakesley fol-
Pl“lad:; up. “I thought you would be
BaId : it 3 00 Your old friend again,” he
All b and he wae quite anxious to hear

| ' He does not care to come
| does it out of kindness.” [ ¢
her rephew next time he came, * Doroth

thy. What is the matter ?” is A

pepa’s being ill worries me of course.

DOMINION CHURCHMAN.,

“Yen!" ghe gaid. sh
“You won't see me 80 often when he ' se

comes, for I am going to get a friend to m
live with me, and I Lave a great deal of tu
work also, and have little time.”

‘I see,” she answered ; and she thought. |

““Yon are not looking well lately, Doro-
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ould have got over it so completely as he
ems to have done. He told me this
orning that you had an old friend re-
rned from abroad, and that he thought

you and he liked each other.”

‘ Oh no, Miss Milly!” Yet the crimson

now. He only  color in her face deceived the old lad

I think you are right, George,” she toﬂl.

in love with the artist.” He made no

‘ Nothing mueb,” she answered, ‘““only | answer, but his visits to his old friends

Mr. | ceased almost altogether as soon as Mr,

Blakesley, is there anything else, excepting | Woodward was sufficiently recovered to be
work and helping others, for which we may | down stairs again.

‘ live—gm_v happiness we may distinotly try |
| to gain? Do you know,” she went on, | keep her bed for days, and unable to see
| looking up into his face, ‘1 get so tired | any one. At last, when she partly recov-

Miss Josephine was very ill—obliged to

sometimes, and feel as if I want some | ered, she sent for Dorothy.

| grand mental rest and sunshine.”

‘I should like you to read to me,” she

‘“Talk to Aunt Milly, Dorothy ; she will | 8a8id ; and from that day, instead of writing,
tell you better than I can.” And he turned | Dorothy sat by her side every afternoon,

away coldly, and went up-stairs.
‘“ Ah,” thought Dorothy, bitterly, * once, |

| and read aloud.

“ My dear Dorothy,” she said, one even-

when I did not value it, T had his love, but | I8 “I have often heard about you from
now that I would give my life for it, he | ™Y nephew, but I don’t know much about

does not care for me a bit!” And so jt | your religious opinions; 1 should like to

was in the long winter months, when sor-
row came to her and she had no one else
on whom to lean, Dorothy had learnt to
see and to reocognize all the nobleness in
George Blakesley's character, to see and
feel how kind and thoughtful and loving he
could be, and to give him thet thorough
respeet whick is the foundation of all
thorough love. He was no dreamer, who
lived in long dreams of which he made
himself the hero, no sluggard, pining for
ease, and without ambition save to earn
enough to maintain himself, content to die
without leaving the world one whit better
for his life having been in it. No selfish
weak man was George Blakesley, but a no-

is

know thoroughly, and to love as Dorothy
in these her days of sorrow and striving
was learning to love him, was in itself an
incentive to well-dolng. And this is in a
measure a test of all our characters, the
effeet whioch we have on those who loveus;
for as we are, 80, in & measure, we make
those who lean upon us ; and a woman who
cares for a man greater and better than
herself cannot love vainly, for even if she
dces gain his love in return, yet in the
mere effort to become worthy of him, she
loses a part of her old self in his nobler
nature, and turns away from all baser |,
lower ones to struggle towards the height
he has gained.

It seemed to Dorothy as if all George
Blakesley’s love for her went with his en-
 gagement (o her. At any rate he had
shown no sign of it since, and he. had often
almost pointedly spoken of Adrian Faller,
till she wondered if he knew or guessed of
her old faney for him. His manner piqued
her sometimes. He ocould not have had a
very strong regard for her, she thoughtf
he could o soon forget the old footing and
be content with the mew. * When I did
pot waut his love, and did nothing to de-
gerve it, I had it,” she said to herself that
evening. ‘And now that I have at any
rate tried to be more worthy of it, it is out
of my reach.”

"« My dear,” said Miss Milly, the next
day,” * Josephine is mot well enough to
write to-day. She is ill and feverish, and
obliged to keep to her room. 8it down
and talk to me a little while, will you. I
am all alone.” Dorothy was fonder of her
than of either of h-r sisters, and sat econ-
tentedly down at her feet. * Would you
mind felling about yourself and George,
Dorothy ?” she asked; *I never liked to
ask you, but I have so often wondered
why it was broken off "

Then, without any reserve, Do'x:oth_y told
her the entire story. * Birange,” said the

ut you,

old lady, when it was finished, * that he

awed, and her heart solemnly repe.
promise.

| hear what they are.”

“ Ob, Miss Josephine,” she answered, * I

could not really explain them.”

“ Is religion a comfort to you ? for that
what it should be.”
“I don’t know, Miss Josephine. I dom’t

think I trouble very much about it, to tell
the truth.”

* But you should, my dear. I faney you

want & secret friend, some one to go to for
counsel and help, and sympathy and love ;
this has often struck me. Go to your Sa-
viour and your Bible, dear; there is mo
friend like Him, no comforter like His
Word ; all others may fail, but these never.
Don’t let your religion or your love for

our God be a task or a mere matter of

: : y

ble, upright, God-fearing one, whom to duty ; make it the thing nearest and dear-
est to your heart, until it becomes your
staff end support and strength in every-
thing and through anything. There is no
happiness like this, my dear. It takes the
bitterness from eve
you hope no mortal
deprive you of, and it gives you not m
something to live for but fo die for.
don’t think I shall get well again, Dorothy ;
my strength seems failing daily, and I
wanted to say this to you. Now kiss me,
dear.”
kissed Miss Josephine's handsome face.

sorrow, and gives
power to dim or

And for the first time Dorothy
‘I wish you had married George, dear.

He will never have any one now—he seems
to have given up all idea of it.”
time she failed ; Dorothy never had another
talk with her, though day after day she sat
by her side reading to her or wa .

From that

“ Dorothy,” she said one evening, *

you here ?"

* Yes, Miss Josephine.”
“ ] want my sisters.”
‘‘ We are here,” they answered ; and she

held out her hands, but could not speak.

* Dorothy,” she called, faintly, an hour

later, “ tell George I told you.of the beat
friend for you, your Saviour.
your friend, dear.”

Make Him
“ Yes, Miss Josephine,” said ‘Dom%

“There is none other like Him,” she

murmured, and then Tortoiseshell turned
her face to the wall and died royally.

CHAPTER XXXIV.—~NETTA'S LETTER.

Dorothy never forgot those dying words
of Tortoiseshell's as long as she lived. Out
of love for the kind old lady at first and for
His own sake at last, she thought of that
friend who ¢ never failed,” and so gradually
the gap in the girl's life filled up, and new
and holier thoughts took the of the
old ones, and Dorothy was no ong; lone-'
ly, and would never be so again. e had




