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THE BRIDGE BETWEEN.
CHAPTER XXL.—DOROTHY ENGAGED.
I ocannot bear September ; there is al-
ways something very sad about it,” Dorcthy

said, wearily, as she sat with her betrothed
beneath the boughs of the sycamore-tree.

She never had anything to talk to him

_ about—or nx seldom, at any rate—and

when he talked to her of a hundred things

she neither cared for nor understood, she |

quietly sailed off in & day-dream.
He used to think she would awake some

day to the realities he saw so keenly, and ]
so he waited patiently till the time should |

come.

¢ Yes, dear,” he said, quietly, in answer |
to her remark, but without the slightest

shade of curiosity in his voice, or even
looking up from his book.

« It is the month in which the leaves be-
gin to fall, you know, just as if they were

ing to make a pall for the dead summer.”

“Yes, dear,” in the same tone.

* I hate being oalled ¢ dear!' " she broke
out, passionately.

He looked up then.

“ My dear child,” hé said, kindly, * what
is the matter with you ?” and he put down
his book on the end of the seat, and, taking
her hands in his, looked at her fase, and at
the two brown eyes into which the tears
were glowly stealing.

“ Don’t call me * child’ either,” she said.

It used to be Adrian Fuller's term of en-
-dearment, and now she could not bear that
he should use it.

“Then I'll call you my little girl,” he
said, togduly 3 “ and so tell me what is the
“ Nothing,"” she answered ; onl; the sum-
mer has gone, or nearly so, and I feel as if
all the past summers belonged to me, and
I lived in them, but the fature ones will

to others, and I may look on, but
shall never feel they are mine any more.”

“ Where did {gm get your sirange fancies

“ 1 don't know.”
'“You must read more, and learn to
think more, on hard, healthy subjeots, and
ot all those miserable ideas out of your
You should learn to ocoupy your-

E

“ That is what you always say,” she an-
swered. ‘ But what can I do ?”

“ I'll ind some work for you by-and-by.
We will study together, dear. You shall
write for me sometimes, too; you write
such a nice hand, Dorothy.”
th“ Yes,” she said, no:l::;ill lc)lelight.ad with

© prospect or propiti the praise.
* Shall you always work ?” shi asked, after
& minute or two.

“ Yes, I hope s0.”

And then, seeing that the tears had van-
ished from her eyes, half absently he op-

ed his book again, and she sat thinking.
Bhe had been engaged a month, and she

tired of it.' "It was like being in

she thought, though school was a
she had never known. She thought
she acoepted George Blakesley, too,
after all Adrian Fuller would be sorry,
even his sympathy would be grateful
$o her ; but no, he had only seemed a little
surprised—that was all. And Netta had
been delighted ; it was a step towards the
of the family, she considered ;

and her mother and father had been pleased
also, and kissed her, and told her that now
she must leave off her wild roving habits,
and behave like a young lady ; and her re-
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| devioes ; and the old happy life went for

| ever.
| George Blakesley was always with ber—
| always bringing her books to read, and
| talking to her of things she oould not and
1 would not understand or like, and she got
1 impatient, and angry, and fretful. Ho was
1alwaya kind, always affectionate and pa-
| tient, and willing to explain things, but
| still she shrank from him. 8he was grate-
{ ful to him ; for, did he not love her? Yet
she was not satisfied, and longed—oh, how
E wildly she longed !—to he free ; but she felt
| ehained and bound.
He shut his book presently. *“It is
etting dusky,” he said. * Get your hat,
ear, and let us go a little way."
She meekly obeyed him ; and they saun-
tered out at the garden gate, and on through
the dim lanes.
* Dorothy,"” Le said, presently, ** will you
come to tea to-morrow at my house. You
have never seen it yet, you know, and I
want you to meet my aunts. We have

been engaged a month, and they have not
seen you yet.”

She had always put it off.

¢ Oh no, no!" she answered, shrinkingly.

“Why not? You shall come to earfy
tea, with your mother, in the afternoon.
My aunts are nice old ladies, and they will
be so fond of my little girl. We'll invite
Netta too.”

““Not to-morrow,” she pleaded.

“ Yes, dear ; I have asked them already,
8o you must manage it. I saw them to-
day, and they were so anxious to see you.”
Then there came a dead silence, and they
walked on. * Don’t you think we might
be married this year P——" he began.

“ Oh no, no !”

‘ Why not, dear "

“ Oh please don't !" she broke out ; “ oh
pray let me off | I don't want to be mar-
ried, and I shall never do—indeed I shall
not! I am not half clever enough ; and I
would give the world to be free again. Oh,
George, do let me off! I am mnot old
enough yet, and want to be by myself a
little longer !"’

‘“ My dear child I” he said, when a pause
came, and reverting in his surprise to the
old phrase, * you musn't go on like this.
You quite distress me. It is all strange to
you yet, dear.”

* Oh no—it is not that,” she said, sadly ;
“but I shall never be reconciled to it.
Won't you let me off ?” she pleaded.

: er looked at her with a long, long grave
ook.

“ No, dear,” he answered. * I oould not
bear to do that now. You will get recon-
ciled in time. I cannot let you off.”

CHAPTER XXII.—~DOROTHY A HYPOCRITE.

It came about that Tom escorted Dorothy
to her lover's tea-party the next day. Mrs.
Woodward was not well, and, to orothy's
relief, Netta excused herself, on the plea of
expeoting visitors at home. A change had
come over Tom lately. What it was Doro-
thy did not know; but he seemed more
taken up with himself, and a little preoc-
ocupied, and almost selfish. He nsodp to be
so very unselfish at one time—ready to
buy her anything he could afford out of his
pocket-money, and to help her in a bit of
fun, or sympathise with her in any of the
trifling troubles that came to her, in the
old happy days.

“ 1 suppose as we get older we get more
selfish, all of us,” she thought, as the
trudged along, * and more taken up witg

bellious spirit rose at the speech. s for
Tom, he had ‘chaffed her in no sparing
terms, and it I:nd fretted and worried her ;
and Will a1 d Sally seemed to think that as
the was engaged she was no longer one of

our own individual troubles and pleasures.
Iam. Iused fo think of all sorts of things
once, and now all my time is taken up in

thinking how mueh I would give if 1i
were different.” g my life

them:selves, and so they left her to her own

“ What an awful ‘fi " you look, Doro-
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her with a start from her reverie y
oalling her to the terrible ordeal b'ef::ghr: g
—1t.6., the first visit to her future he. !

she supposed it would be), and thoh:.:: ju

%

of the maiden aunts. onl{t,
“ Do 1?" she exoclaimed, ruefully: « to

I have got on all my best thingz'nm m;:

made me put them on, and they are go gp. &.

comfortable.” Doro
*Made you do it on pur “

dopend. This is Blakesley's house Dol ,al;

Awfully prim-looking erib, 1an't it? and yoy
hu;'le xio idaadwh::k it's like ingi
spider-legs and orockery, chaird 0
s?z upon, and clooks th:% won't M:‘f
up whioh he calls Old Btyle. He'll make
you get up like a Dresden china
when you are married, to complete
pioture.”

It was a prim-looking house—a 8square, !
squat little place, standing under the ghe).
ter of a much larger house whioch was next
to it, and enclosed on three sides with s
neatly-kept garden. There was a rustiy
porch—*‘ s0 make-believe countrified,” she
thought, as they entered. A
servant opened the door, and showed them
into a peculiar-shaped drawing-room, which
was reached by ascending a steep little
stairoase, lighted by a diamond-paned win-
dow. It was a guaint room & man
of oulture and refinement could ool-
lected and arranged the things in it—and
yet it had a hard uncomfortable look .
where, save in one corner by the fire,
where there was a large old-

chair, into which Dorothy longed o ;q.,
and hide herself.
“The old oats haven’t arrived, that's
evident,” said Tom, with his usual want of
politeness. o "
There was no one s drawing-room
when they entered. 5
“Oh Tom, don't——" she Ml'ﬂl‘
George Blakesley entered, and ;
stood shyly before him, awkward with
weight of her best olothes and the sliining
flory of the bracelet Netta had given her
ong ago, and some additional ornaments
which the beauty had insisted upon len
her (to do her justice, Netta had
make her sister look nice,
ceeded), and shrinking from
meeting strangers as the
fiancee of the master of that h
* How pretty we look !" he
The words would have given
rleuuro to her onoe, no matter
ips they fell, but now she
The faint sound of a door-
then a rustle of silk, and Dorothy
into an uncomfortable arm-chair in &
ner (there were lots of arm-chairs),
half a second before the door o
three ladies entered. From her corner
the arm-chair, from which she
Dorotny fet looked ab her futare
orothy first at her
Tom was perhaps the only self-potsested
person in the room for a moment
“Aunt Milly " George B '
when he had saluted the elderly
“this is Dorothy, and this is your Aunt
Milly, dear.” N
She was the eldest of the three= kind
old Iady, with a bright sunshiny smile, ad
& h::pioofu crisp and olear and sweet a8 the
c of a bird. 4
“I am very glad to see you, my dear,
sho said ; but Dorothy huing‘h:lr head, snd
had nothing to say in reply to her,
« I feel such a dreadful hypoorite!” she
th‘ou'%ll:t. e -
“This is Aunt Josephine.” :
And the second lady (she could nok be
called old yet) came forward ; but she ol
bowed. X handsome woman 8!
Josephine ; she had beén a beauty in b'
day, and she oarried the conscious remett
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thy!” said her hopeful brother, arousing \

brance of it about with her. BShe was 0ok



