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with grey eyes fearless and truthful enough,
but with none of the fascinations of the
goft blue ones that were watching her, and
a mouth that was large and yet sweet and
expressive, and so formed, perhaps, the
best feature of her face.

“ We are very different,” she said, with
a long wistful sigh, as she turned away.
Then Sally crept to Dolly'e side. The
quaint child understood her sister better
than any other perhaps.

“ You would not like the people in books,
and all the trees, if you were like her,” she
said, for these were their common f{riends.

“No,” answered Dolly, looking back al-
most pityingly at the sister she had envied
a moment or two before.

@HAPTER VII.—HOW - DOLLY CHANGED HER
NAME.

So George Blakesley, who had met Net-
ta at her grandfather’s, and who had been
anxious to see Mrs. Woodward, becauee his
mother and she had been schoolfellows,
made his call, and saw Mrs. Woodward,
and was liked, and was asked to oome
again and see Mr. Woodward, and
did. At last he came to spend an evening,
just after the fashion of Adrian Fuller of
old, and then it was that he first made aoc-
quaintance with Dolly. She had deter-
mined that she would not ses the possible
successor of her old friend until she abso-
lutely could not help herself, and she kept
her resolution.

Mr. Woodward came home, and George
Blakesley arrived, and still Dolly sat be-
neath the sycamore wee, with a book in
her hand, and with Bally at her feet ; and
Tom standing behind loeking over her
shoulder.'She always felt in after years'that
she had sat there wailing almost ocon-
sciously for lomothing that would happen,
and when Will came down the garden path-
way fo her, with something hidden be-
neath his coat, and said, * Dolly, you are
to come into tea in five minutes; and
guess what I've got here !” she answered,
without a moment’s hesitation, * It's a let-
ter from Mr. Fuller,” and it was, and her
heart gave a great bound when she saw it
was directed to herself, and she was eom-
q&d for all the past months of wait-

e broke the seal, and Tom leant her
head forward, and Sally rose to her feet,
and Will eame round to her other shoulder,
and so theg read his first letter. He had
been ill and lazy, he said, and hated writ-
ing, but he had not for%otten them, and in
another he should be home again. * I
wonder if I ghall find you all much alter-
ed,” be went on. ‘‘You will be quite a
woman, Dolly ; you must be one already,
and I shall call you Dorothy in future. I
like the name, and the other is oo baby-
ish for you now. I hope I shall find you
all the same,” he repeated again at the
end of the letter, after he had told  her
about his work and way of living, and the
couniry round about, and said all that peo-
ple far off invariably do say in letters.

“ Why, of course, he’ll find us the same,”
said Tom, when they were going towards
the house. * What should we alter for ?”
and for answer Dolly felt the refrain of
& song ringing in her ears, as she heard it
for many a long day afterwards :—

“ The same, the game, yet not the same;
Obh, never, never more |”

She stopped at the garden door.

“Call me Dorothy in future,” she said;
“Iamtoo old to be ealled Dolly any
more.”

And so the old childish name was dropp-
ed for ever.

CHAPTER VIII.~~ON TO THE SYCAMORE

TREE.
They had/ tea in Mr. Woodward’s study
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gometimes,especially in the summer, for it
looked on to the garden. It was a co8
room, untidy of eourse, as all the Wood-

ward rooms were, with books and papers |

all about, and easy chairs and conches cov-
ered with faded grubby ohintz. The few
who knew it alway remembered the room,
and the group that gathered there, and
loved in after years to linger over the mem-
ory. .
)('}oorgo Blakesley had wanted to know
the Woodwards. Mre. Woodward had been
his mother's friend in girlhood, and he had
often heard of Mr. Woodward in his edi.
torial capacity. So, when he went to Col-
onel Wade's, and niet Netta there, it seem-
ed the most natnral thing in the world
that he should find his way to Hampstead,
and he did. Mrs. Woodward had liked
him on his first visit, and she liked seeing
some one about the place who did not bo-
ther her ; moreover, she was beginning to
feel that Dolly was growing uq. and she
remembered that Netta had said he was a
good mateh.

He raised his head half ocuriously when
the prooession, consisting of Tom, and
Will, and Sally, and Dorothy, entered ;
he had never seen them before, and he
was fond of children; but these were big-
ger than he had expeoted ; and when he
saw Dolly he forgot—for he was singularly
absent—what was expected of him, and
looked at her almost ouriously. ¢ That
girl has a good face,” he thought ; ““I should
like to talk to her.”

They found it pleasanter than they had
imagined, having tea with the interloping
Blakesley, as Tom bhad ohristened him,
though he directed his conversation chief-
ly to their father, and the subjects of it
were dry enough—mathematics, and so
on. It gave them an opportunity of look-
ing athim. He was fair and pale, with a
straggling faded-looking beard and dull yel-
lew hair, but he had a wonderful good
head, and soft kind blue eyes with dark
lashes ; he was not very tall, yet well-made
and muscular; and with a quiet manner
and voice that had withal a certain dignity.

“ Well, what do you think of old pale

face ?”’ asked Tom, with his usual strik- |

ing want of respect.

This remark was addressed to Dolly,
when, the festival of tea having been com-
pleted, the younger branches of the house
of Woodwards had betaken themselves to
the garden in.

“I don't like him,"” said Dorothy, with
almost a shudder.

“Then we’ll serve him out,” he answer-
ed, consolingly.

I like him,” said Sally, cramming her
papers into her pocket.

Sally had'a quick eye, and was always
drawing orude piotures diotated by her
quaint fancy.

“I heard father tell him he wonld al-
ways be welcome, and to come often,”
said Will,

_ “I¥s too bad,” said Dolly, almost cry-
ing ; and she thought, * I will never, never
like him, never!”

Aund George Blakesley, looking out at
the straggling garden, thought, * ** There is
something in that girl's face, I Iike; but
what a ehild sheis !” and then he asked if
he might go and look atthe summer-house,
and made his way for the first time to the
old syeamore tree.

CHAPTER IX.—THE INTERLOPING BI.‘KB!LEY.

It was six months or more since George
Blakesley had first made his way to the
sycamore tree, and the ochildren knew
him well, and liked him, and he was fond-
?)r of them than ever Adrian Fuller had

een.

He was well off, as Netta had told them
before his first appearance, having an ex-
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| eellent appointment as aoctuary to an insy
| Ance company, a8 well as an inoome fm:n
private sources ; and he had some oaiti
too, besides that given him by b u,.;:
had carried ofl high honours at the Upj
| versity, and was olever, nay, more {hey
| merely clever, for great things were ox
| peoted from him in the fatare. Ye4 hh
manner, aund ways, and tastes, were
| feotly simple, and they seeing mmp:
‘ Hampstead quietly spending his o
| there, or content to pass his hours
| the merry group in the garden, soaree
| thought, or oouﬁl have roEliaod how ly
| and clever people sought him out, and gsk.
| ed him to their houses in vain. He
| his own circle of friends too, who belieyed
| in him and made much of him, but thought
' he liked them, and valued their friendship,
| he only visited them by fits and
| He never lost a friend, though he was
| sometimes long ere he make one, for he
| took no trouble to do so, and he was unob.
| trusive and nnoonventional, dressing bad.
; ly, never making ocalls, and wrapt up in
| his pursuits ; but when people once learned
' :ﬁu understand him, they ‘l,onmod to like
| him.
| At Ham he had won Mr. and M,
| Woodward completely. He talked sclense
| and philosphy with the former, and lJent
books to the latter. The children liked
him ; but they were true to Adrian Faller,
for they wemol(l?‘l children—though they
may not be ed children '
constant to old friends.

They had so altered in these six
and perhaps George DBlakesley had had
most to do with this. He was so o
talk over their heads, and they, tr;&h
reach him, insensibly elimbed higher. Nok,
mind, that he ever talked or
grand knowingly. He dis-
cuss the simplest things, but as only &
thoughtful and educated mind ecounld dis-
ouss them. He was a man,who believed
in trifles, and tnought nothing too smalite
be considered, knowing how the smallest
deeds have altered the whole world's way,
and by what narrow paths the greatest
cities are sometimes reached.

He had no mother or father, onlythres
maiden aunts (sisters of his btbﬂ, and |
these lived together somewhere up at Bags
water ; but he himself lived not far from
the pleasant ways of Hampstead, in a little
house standing in its own garden.

“You must come and see my

lace some day,” he had said to ‘Mm.
oodward; but somehow the visit had
never been effécted, for she was indolent,
and he careless and forgetful. '

(T'o de continued.)
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Tae annual incomes of the twenty-four
Oardinals resident at the Court of the
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