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"THE BRIDGE BETWEEN

CHAPTER V.—‘ BUT oH! HER BEAUTY WAS
FAR BEYOND.

when they got to the door they stood still,
gtaring in at her. The gas was lighted,
and under it was Netta, dreseed, not as sho
had been in the morning, butin a long
flowing white dress—delicate lace, it seem-

ed to Dolly, with shining silk beneath— |

and there were flowers on her skirts and in
her hair, and jewels on her neck and arms.
« Oh Netta!” Dolly gasped; and then
they entered, and clustering round her,
Adrian Fuller-with the rest, fergetting the
man in the artist. * Oh Netta!” she said
in. ‘“ Why, whatever have you come
for ? and like that, too "’
« Didn’t I tell you I was going to a party
to-night ? it is only a little way further on,

| branches of her favorite sycamore, through

and mamma asked me if I could call in as |

I passed, just to let her see me.”

“T never saw her dressed for the evenin
before!” Mre. Woodward's words seem
balf pathetio to ‘Ahdnﬁsn Fuhl:r.‘ as all); stood
leaning against the fire- , for she was

aking of her own child. - *‘ Netta, dear,
m is lgr. Fuller: Adrian, you never met
my daoghter before.”

“] have so often heard of you, Mr. Fal-
ler,” and the Beauly held out her hand,
and bent her soft blue eyes down upon

him.

“ Look at her hair,” said little Bally;
“it's a8 bright as gold. I think she looks
just like an angel.”

An angel has a crown on its head
though I" said Will, reflectively.

“And an doesn't give herself airs,
and she does,” said Tom, with whom Net-
ta had never been a favourite. Then they
all turned upon Tom, all but Netta, who
laughed merrily.

“I am sure I don’t give myself airs,
Tom [" she pouted. She was a born fliri,
and tted even with her brothers. She
rn woman of the world too, for
she added, “ You must think me dreadfully
vain, Mr. Fuller, o come and show my
self in my finery, but I did not know that
you would be here.”

“Yes you did,” said Tom, again breaking
out. “‘Dolly told you he was coming when
you went on so about her rose.”

“What rose ?”’ asked Adrian.

* 8hall I tell him, Dolly ?” Netta asked

NN mid the girl h

o!" said the girl, raising her eyes
from Netta's glistening raiment to her
beautiful face; * please don't, Najta!”
The tone was so humble and entre it
touched the Beauty’s heart, and she un-
snapped a bracelet from her arm, and
iurned away her head-, quickly, and, gath-
ering her snowy wraps around her, said
good-bye to them, and went back to the
earriage, which, with her patient chaperon
within it, was waiting for her.

‘ Good-bye,” she said, looking back ai
the untidy sitting.-room and the group of

-dressed brothers and sisters. * Dol

1y, T want you,” and Dolly o » follow-
edher. “Iwant to give you this, dear,”
she eaid, putting the trinket she had un-

mapped into her hand. It was not valu-
able—a little gold bracelet some - one had
E:n her years ago, but’ it seemed price-
» to unsophistieated Dolly.
Oh no, oh no, Netti!” then she looked
-Ogain at her sister's face—that little
was such a beauty-lover—and timid-
g \li)nt her arms about the Beauty’s meck.
Oh, Netta | if you would only oare for
me, and not luuggon me, I should like it
flr‘botter than having a bracelet I”
I don’t laugh at you, you little: goose,”
And ghe kissed her warmly - back’ again.
And I am very fond of 'you, of course.
v 0ow I shall put round - your
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wriet,” and gho fastened it on, and rmstled
out, and iuto the carriage. * Dolly,” she
sm«l,. looking back, * your friend, Mr. Ful-
ler, is very handsome. 1 wish I'd seen

| h ) o : ) <
Up they went to the sitting-room; but | im before ;" and then she drove away.

¢ _Let us come back to the garden,” |
Adrian Fuller said, when Dolly returned
to the eitting-room. “I have not said
good-bye to it yet. We will not stay long,
Mrs. Woodward,” he eaid ; “ 1 only want |
to stroll round it once more.” 8o the chil- |
dren followed him. |

“ Do you know,” said Dolly, *I think |
trees know all sorts of strange things. I
always feel as if they are my friends too.”
And she looked up at the sheltering |

which the stars were glittering. * This is
where we buried Venus,” she added. “Net- |
ta came and caugbt us.”

“Yes ; and said Dolly was too big for
that sort of thing,”” said Tom.

“ What was that about the rose ?”

* Nothing,” said Dolly, hastily.

“TI'll tell you,” said Tom. * Dolly had
a rose to give you, and Netta wanted it,
and Dolly wouldn’t let her have it.”

*“ Be quiet,Tom I" exclaimed Dolly,angri-
ly ; “it's very mean of you to tell tales.”

‘ And then,” continued Tom, remorse-
lessly, ““ Netta said Dolly was in love with
you.”

“Tom!” gasped Dolly, and burst into
tears. Adrian Faller laughed, he oould
not help it, till he saw poor Dolly’s face,
frightened, proud, and pale, ashamed of
her position and her tears. Then he smooth-

ed the dark hair off her brow.

** Never mind, Dolly, little woman,” he
said, soothingly. ¢‘ Perhaps, when I come
back in two years’ time I ghall be in love
with you.”

“ Isn't sister Netta pretty ?” asked Sally,
when they were allin the house again.
Mrs. Woodward looked up eagerly. She
was 80 proud of her eldest daughter.

“ Pretty !"” he answered ; *‘ she has the
lovliest face I ever saw in my life ! I would
give anything to get a chanoce of sketching
it.” Dolly looked up wonderingly at him,
thinking vaguely that it was a great bless-
ing to be beautiful, and he, seeing the grave
childlike face, with the troubled look it had
worn béneath the syeamore tree still upon
it, forgot the Beaunty, and talked ht?ihm old
playmate, who would never be his' play-
mate more.

“ What did you do with the rose, after
all ?”

* It is there,” she said, pointing to aside
table, where it had lain since the morning.
He went and took it up, limp and broken
a8 it was, and put it between the leaves
of a pocket sketch-book.

‘I ghall keep it in remembrance,” he
said. ‘ ) .

“ He never wanted to paint you, Dolly,
gaid Tom, a little later, when the star-
shine the children wateched their friend out
of sight. * And he did Netta ? He thinks

ou & Ve
Y e%‘.y answered Dolly, abeently.

« Netta will cut you out ;when he comes
back,” he added, obligingly. Dolly look-
ed at him almost bewildered for a mo-.
ment, she was thinking of Adrian Fuller's
words, ** Perhaps when I come back in two

earsd shall be in love with_you,” and he
iyndtaken her rose foo! It seemed. te
Dolly afterwards that she had learnt so
much in that day. She had strayed out
of her Eden, and the penalty of knowledge
is this—that ignorance cannot be regained.

“ No ghe won't,” she auswered, sorrow-
fully, for she was thinking of his absence,
net of his return, or of what would happen
then.

CHAPTER VI,~0UT OF TBE( DREAM-WORLD.
« Well, mamms, be will come,” said
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Netta. ‘‘ He says his mother always used
to talk about you, and that he should so
like to see you.”

“But I hate visitors,” answered Mre.
Woodward, “ unless they are any of your
father’s literary friends ; they are as Boke-
mian a8 ourselves.”

“Is hea jolly fellow ?”” asked Tom.

““Very, worth a dozen of your paragon
Mr. Fullers, with his big eyos, and tawny
moustache he was so fond of stroking.”

“How dare you!” flashed Dolly, feeling
that she was beginning to hate this inter-

| loping George Blakesley already.

“ Well, so heis,” she langhed merrily
back. Netta mever got out of temper, any
more than she ever had any violent emo-
tione. ‘ And he’s an excellent mateh. I
advise you to set your cap at him, Dolly.
Mr. Fuller has evidently forgotten all about
you, for he has been gone an entire year,

| and not written once.”

“He’s not likely to look at Dolly,” said
Mrs. Woodward—referring, of course, to
the coming Blakesley—‘ she is such a
Elain little thing,” and she looked up at
er eldest daughter. A year had only add-
ed to her beauty, and the summer sunlight
was resting on the golden hair. * Why, I
could not help seeing that Adrian Fuller
was struck with the difference in the sis-
ters the last evening he was here!” She
did not say the words unkindly, or ‘mean
them to sound so, and Dolly knew this,
and Netta’s beauty and her own plainness
were things Dolly had been aware of, and
heard lamented all her life, yet the remark
struck home, and the hot fears came into
her eyes, and & wild wish into her heart
for just a little beauty. If her mother
could only be proud of her asshe was of
Netta, or if some one older than herself
would love her just a little. She had so
longed for this happiness lately. She had
no one to look up at now, noone to win
praise or love from, save her youager brc-
ther and gisters; and  her  older wiser
friends oonsisted of books and the old sy-
camore tree. There had been Mr. Fuller,
and how she had missed him ;
the long months that had formed the pres-
ent year only Delly’sself knew ; and - ho
nhoiadwaitedforulo“er day alter day,
and week week, until 7, - half
sadly, she gave him np, it was sorrow even
to remember. He was dead,
think to herself in the sad moments ; and
he had forgotten her, she thought, half sor-
rowfully in the angry ones.. Be .it which
it might, however, she could not allow
Netta to speak against him. It was her
mother’s speech, however, that cut . her on
the tenderest point, for it spoilt what was
as yeb the sweetest memory of . her  life
Tom came to her neone,ngn‘, :::om
Tom was sixteen now. How they were
growing up, these Woodward children!
« Did he notioce the difference !” he said,
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then, for he was always awfully fond of
Dolly . Why, b said he should bein love
ith en he comes
;lore than‘u_' he'd ever .be with Netta, I
know !” .

«Ig it ?” laughed the Beauiy. “Well,
we'll see if ever this wonderful
1 shall try what I can do.” .

“ Oh no, Nettal” began Dolly, -darting
forward, and she put her hand on her, sis
ter's mﬂ:&um. : 80 SaW two
faces re & ‘queer
looking-glass, before which Netta had been

standing. She gazed for a minute almost

in surprise, at their two facée ; .the: one,
with blue o’yes anw “l"-‘dﬂ‘
ush upon her sweot,
gir, lﬁglinh face, orowned with &: wealih

wi
f golden hair ; the other; grave and pale,
With-dark +brown hair falling low-

soornfully. ¢ Netta got the worst .of i,

<encher
forehead, and twisted -into & knot behind,




