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knight of the bouse of Blakteley ?" asked yon know, the evening he left, when in my ! jealousy 
Netta, almost mockingly. My little bis- vanity I came to ehnw myself.” am not
ter is a sad con nette, arid ehe looked a p “ 1 lost the book, unfortunately, the next drew mi 
innocently at the returned hero. Hewas
*•* . 1______- «lin ,1 «ni maIémLvery handsome, that she did not relish 
resianing him into the bauds of her sieter, 
especially as all that afternoon he had 
•eemed lost in admiration of her lovely 
mK. Poor Dolly, Netta seemed like a fe 
male Mi i»listopheles that evening.

n Yon know I have not aeen him for 
month»," Dorothy retorted, and she turned 
her brown eyeanpon her sister with a flash.

»« Haven't you, dear,” answered the 
Baantv. and going to the piano ehe ran her 
fingers over the keys. “ I think I shall 
ftfpm home and practice two or three times 
A week,” she eaia ; “ grandpapa does not 
like the sound of a piano now that he isas , ,

M Why don’t you sing something,

aHstta dear ? ” Mrs. Woodward said, eager 
show off her daughter—she was so proud 
her.
m Ho," she said, hesitatingly, looking 

at Adrian Fuller and Dorothy Jalk 
toget 
d the

in which yon 
Tom ; “ did you

ether in the window-seat. What 
jn have to eay to eaeh other ? she 

wondered. It eo annoyed her to see any 
one else getting attention which she con
sidered she baa e right to monopolise. He 
had heard Mrs. Woodward’s request, how
ever, and came towards her.

« Oh, do sing, Miss Woodward ! ’’ he said, 
and so she suffered herself to be persuaded, 
and sat down, and sang “ Jock o’ Hazel- 
dean ” as hardly any one, perhaps, bat 
Netta Woodward could sing it, for she had 
a voies such as but few women possess— 
wonderfully sweet and sympathetic, and so 
carefully modulated, it thrilled and en
chained her listeners.

Adrian Fuller went to her side, and hung 
her tones, and forgot poor Dorothy

‘lay a pocket sketch-book I carried about 
with me," he «aid.

“ Why, that was the book 
put Dolly’s rose," said 
lose that too?”

“ No," he answered, “ I took care of 
that,” and so the Beauty was not altogether 
trinmpant, and as she drove away she saw 
that Adrian Fuller, with the privilege of an 
old friend, had drawn Dorothy’s hand 
through his arm.

CHAPTRB XIII.—ROBINSON CBÜSOB AND 
MAN FBIDAY.

HIS

upon her I 
altogether.

Oh, de go on l" he said, enteeatingly, 
• she stopped; and so she began again,

iy, in surprise. “ Why

and sang song after song to them as they 
eat listening in the twilight, till, almost 
unnoticed, the night had oome, and the 
brougham was at the door to take the Beauty 
hack to grandfather’s.

"One more,” pleaded Adrian Fuller, but 
she roes from the piano with a laugh.

“No, I have finished. Dolly 1 ” she 
called, looking towards the corner where 
her sister was crouching in the dark, for
getting the singer in her delight at the 
music. “ Come and sing something, dear.” 
Netta was always very affectionate to her 
sister before people.

"II" saidDoroth 
you know I can't.”

"Yes you can," she answered, sweetly ; 
** oome and try.”

" But yon know I ean’t,” ehe said, in 
amazement. ;

"Of course she does,” said Tom, Who 
would not learn to be polite, " that's why 
■be asks you.* •

" How ean you be suoh a bear, Totn?” 
laughed Netta, unruffled M ever, wrapping 
her delicate shawl around her, and as she 
pawed him she stroked Tom’s hair with 
her finger*, and snbdned him. “ Why

pared, 
of 
a

guy.”
' " I never even thought of such a thing,” 

■he answered.
‘‘You wont forget your promise,” Adrian 

Fuller said, as she gave him her hand to 
■ay good-bye. 
v “ Wae it a promise ? ’’ she said. " I did 
pot know that, but I never break one. Mr. 
fuller wants me to ait to him, Dorothy, 
dear, and mamma does not object. Do you 
•hbw hs was foolish enough to draw my 
*aoe from memory, he Bays; he saw me,

“ No, Dorothy, you foolish little maid, 1 
never forget you," he said, “ though it was 
a long time before I wrote ;" and they 
walked on through the summer fields.

They were such happy days for her, those 
in which, for a little while, she lived within 
her dream-castle. She had forgotten her 
disappointment in not meeting him first, 
her half-unconscious jealousy of Netta, and 
her longings for beauty—forgotten every
thing save that Adrian Fuller had come 
home, and that he was her friend and com
panion again, just as in the happy days of 
old.

He was a handsome man, tall and fair, 
and well made, with all the tone and color 
which George Blakesley had lacked. Tee, 
deeidedly a handsome man, an artist by 
profession, and full of vague ideas and in
dolent dreams. A man who was capable, 
and felt hie capability, and so was satisfied, 
le could riot rouse himself to do more 

than feel this ; he so delighted in the sum
mer and the long days of sunshine, and the 
evenings of shadow and twilight, and it 
was so pleasant to stroll about with Doro
thy leaning on hie arm, ready to talk or be 
silent, to walk long miles through the tall 
grass and flowery green lanes, or to sit un
der a tree, or linger about in the pictures
que old garden, dreamily talking of books 
(poets and love stories usually) and trees,
and all that appealed to his artist nature 
and the girl's love of beauty.

She never forgot those first days of his 
return, the days in which her father was 
at the offlee all day, for he was worried 
about matters there, and had little time for 
home ; and Mrs. Woodward was away, for 
Colonel Wade was veiy ill, dangerously so, 
and had sent for her daughter at last; and 
Netta was a elose prisoner to her grandfa
ther’s house. Tom went to his work, and 
Will and Sally to their lessons, so Dorothy 
had it all her own way. Adrian Fuller had 
finished hie two years1 work, and wanted a 
rest, he said, and was glad to return to his 
old haunt at Hampstead, and spend his 
days with hie former playmate. No one 
interfered or considered for a single 
ment how dangerous it was for this 
who could hardly be catted a woman _ 
pass hour after hour with a handsome fas
cinating man, who found time hang upon 
his hands. The end of all, or that there 
would be anything to end, was a thing no 
one troubled about. Dorothy was always 

about," reading books or sitting un
der trees, her mother said, and ehe saw no 
harm whatever in her doing bo when m 
company with Adrian Fuller; they had 
known each other for years, and he was 
like one of the family; besides, she was 
hardly aware, much less concerned, about 
the state of things, for she jwae at her fa
ther’s house. As 
was on! 
who co

mo
us girl, 
i yet, to

had half vanisned, “you know I 
pretty like Netta, and you never 

my portrait."
“ Bat I shall some day, when I want a 

womanly little face and a broad low brow 
like Dorothy’s," he answered, looking 
into the clear brown eyes.

She was so happy as she walked beside 
him, swinging her hat, upon his arm, along 
the lonely piotaresqaepaths that may even 
yet be found beyond Hampstead, that the 
expression upon her face made it one that 
might almost be called beautifal. He won
dered at it, little realizing how much he 
had to do with it.

“ And if I did draw Netta’e portrait, I 
have lost it, remember, but I took care of 
the rose. I, too, never let any one take 
Dorothy’s place, remember, and she let 
Blakesley, or whatever his name was, take 
my place.”

“ Oh, 1 never did !" she answered, and 
her eyes filled with tears ; “ I never, never 
did, indeed, Mr. Fuller 1" She had never 
called him by his Christian name in her 
whole life.

He sat lazily down under a tree, and 
motioned her to do the same, laughing the 
while at her vehemence. “ I was only teas
ing you,” he said. " Now Bit here and toll 
me about him."

“ No, not now,” she pleaded ; *' let ue 
read a little while.”

He threw off his cap, and opened his 
book, and she hen, ana so they eat silent, 
but contented and happy in the way they 
liked. He, because he waa enjoying the 
summer and the son and the freedom from 
work, which he had not known for two 
yean past; yea, and he liked being with 
his old friends again, and to tease Dorothy 
—he was fond of Dorothy in fais way, ehe 
was suoh a nice child, he thought, and such 
a pleasant companion, and he was so thor
oughly at home with her. She was happy 
because Adrian Fuller was then ; and the 
summer, and the sun, and the times she 
loved, and the books she read, and all else 
that appealed to her ware simply as the 
setting of s jewel, or the frame of a pie- 
tun, or the land marks of a garden in 
which those sweet June days tiers passed.

"Now toll me what the hero Blakesley 
was like,” he said. This was in the even
ing time, When they were in the garden. 
Mr. Woodward was still at the office, but 
Tom was home, and sat trying to remember 
how many looks there wen on the
river between Oxford and London.
Will and Sally were together, the
former learning his lessons, the
latter drawing grotesque figures, as usual.
“ First, what did he look like ?”

» Washed out,” said Tom, looking up.
“ He didn’t 1 ” said Dorothy, indignant

ly. ' ! - -:.t /
She had a feeling of gratitude towards 

her old admirer ; for bad he not been the 
one person in, the world who had told her in * 
spoken words that he loved her ?

“ Yes, he did,” persisted Tom, who had

'!u
for Mr. Woodward, he 

toe glad that there was some one 
wuu wU1d talk to his daughter and direct 
her reading, and be time to discuss the af- 
foin of the nation with him -*«" h# *•- 
turned home of an evening. „ .

" I thought you had forgotten me, die 
said, and added, half laughingly, for her

never eared about the interloper, in spite 
of what he had done for him. “ He had a 
faded-looking beard, dull yellow hair, and 
a washed-out complexion.”

“He was very clever, though,” began

thy, stand up for 
Fuller, amused at

Dorothy.
“ That’s right, Dorothy 

him I” laughed Adam 
the scene, but she moved away offended, 
and going to the end of the garden, stood 
looking over the fence at the hazy distance, 
as she had one night long ago. He soon 
followed her. “ I like you for standing up 
for him, you silly child,” he said; “ you 
needn’t get angry. Now tell me about him 
yourself."

“ He was very elever.
“ More so than I am T4’ he said.
" Ob, no,” she said, looking up quickly ;


