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BY MARY BASKIN,

Y DARLING CGIRIL,—1t i8 so ling since I commenced
1\ an epistle of any sort to you, that [ am almost at al.ss
now 3 and yet 1 faney 1t s not for the want of matter, s it
quite, reabiy, a rettlod thing, dear Emmie? § wean your
engagemert to Mr. Ticaltou. I could scarcely 1eabise 1t that
day—1n the strect—wheu you told me 5 and so you are really
engaged, and I am too! How strange that both our afficires
des ceurs shiould come off ro close togethert My dear gil, 1
cannot in writing tell you a'l the bappiness 1 wish you, it
wants the emphasis of a good hug and heaps of kisses. 1 do
wo want to Liear the whole story; from the last I heard of
his wniting, and your refusal of lnm. I also wish to tell you
about wyself, but it is too much to do in a letter. I iutended
writiag to you direcily afier recing you in Kensmaton -1
tuppose you were ordering part of your trowsscaw at Barker's
—but conthicting «motins have kept me quiet unul just
lately, you have literally haunted me night and day. I feel 1
must wnite, even if it is only half a I tter. The night before
last I dreamt of you so much, and in my dream you came
here aud spent several days: we were as happy as mortals
could be, going back into the old days in spint; we hived out
of doors—read:ny, weorking, singmg, and writing until you
declared you aid not want to break thiough the spell, dieading
your return to town life and its gaieties.  Eamie, why should
1ot my dream be realised? You have said so many tunes
you would come, ard have only been twice during all these
years. I it were only for a day or two, you know how gladly
we would welcome you ; and no preparation is needed forsuch
avistt ; come just as you are, and we shall be glad! Weare
very dull uow, the last of our friends went on Monday ; orelse
ever gince 1 came home vur house has been crammed, and you
can imagive, Letter than | ean deseribe, how onerous n y duties
as part ho-tess have heen.  However, the pleasure of our
friends’ society oversnled all that, but it will make some
excuse before you for my long sience, about which jou
upbraided me when we n.et in Kensington that day. I will
confess it was not the enly reason, 1T fele that you would not
care to hear, for I had bLeen (I must say it, dear) so disap-
pointed 1n you the last month or two of my stay in your dear
ald town. As you know, I am unfortunately of a hot and
jealous disposition over those I'love. 1 know it, and bittesly
do I regret the fact; but, Emmie, you did give me cause ;
even now I feel that you did, though I Jook back with calin-
ness of temper— which always supervenes such outburets—
upon the past. I was to blame, greatly as usual, but you did
neglect me—though not so much as I thought—for fresh faces
and talk., I did lose faith in you, and 1 could not bear it !
and 50 much 18 I regret it now, I did not even come to see
you all, and say good-bye ; but 1 felt I could not You had
bad not zalled at Earstiield, as you said you would ; uor, to
aii sppearance, did you care that I was gong for ever, as it
seemed.  All this Emmie, my old friend, and a crowd of other
more or less painful reasons, has kept me from writing during
thistime. Now *‘for the memory of the past.” I am obliged to
reopen our correspondence this wet d smal afternoon as 1 sit
in my little room ; and for the sake of that memory I ask
you, dear girl, to forgive all wy wrong-doing in this our
estrangement, and to write me, soon, one of your old letters,
as a proof that &ll is well between us once agamn.  Please give
all fond and sineere measages to your mother and father from
me; I have not, nor cver shall, forget them or their kindness
to poor listle me. With much of luving thought to your dear
seli, I subscribe myself now, as I ever was, your loving old
‘ water-spider,” Eva.

The old school nickname, ¢ water spider,” given in conse-
quence of some of her outlandich ways, conjured up a whole
hoet of visions which I had belicved to be forgotten. I heard
the merry quips and jokes go round once more. I again lent
?}laled at all sorts of piractical jokes, and was LEvas busom
riend.

Poor Eva, gay, light-hearted child ; friend of my sou'h;
confidante of all my girhish joys and corrows; I sometimes
wish the grave had closed over you 1ather than that 1 should
have seen you in sostrange a world as the one you afterwards
inhabited ¢

As you, my readers, will tee, there bad arisen a cloud of

mutual misunderstanéing ketween two girls whose fricndehip ,

dated back to the junior classes of Madame Pantin's
teaching.

Lovking intothe past, T wonder if 1 was at allto blame in it ;
herreproachconecrmng my not calling at Esrsttield was entily
unmented @ T had enlled, but not huding her at home, had
peneilled a fow words of Jove and apquiry npon the Vack of
my card, and given 1t to the servant tor $ife transmission. 1
could ouly conclude that it bad been forgotton, aud thus the
coul ess on Faa’s put had ansen. At rchool she had been
most passiouate 1 her evidences of love for me, until they
obtained for her the mekname of “Jover™; o 1t was with
reprct 1 watehed the decline of her athoction, while 1 seemud
poanerless to sid e ats restoration, There was also another

g which crept in and deternied me from attempting such o
agk, possibly the veazon why ©iclt my powetlossiiess to win
back ber love, 1 did net really want st ! Strange rumours
had been tusy with her name aml it was hirst whispered, then
Lroadly spoken, that she bad, with her witchenes, stolen
another woman’s love, knowingly and unscrupulously.,

At first 1 repudinted guch o suggestion with ticice scorn,
declaring her weajable «f such  thing; my opmion was
modificd when agan fuct asserted that Eva— my bosum iriead,
to whom I had centided my Lrightest hopes, as well as my
darbest struggles against uubelinl - was engaged to many »
Secularist ; not only such an one, Lut a Secularist havieng a
prominent place in ther body, workivg untinmgy for the
destruction of the belef wineh is the salvation of the world ¢
She—the girl who Lad kuclt by iny side, hand clasped in hand,
whiie we rought for help to lead true and noble hives. Who
had trasted even wiile 1 doutited, Liviug i the clear sunlighs
wlile 1 traversad the valley —bad renounced her God, her
creed, her friends. to enter upon the dark wilds of such a life
as this mariiage would lead to. I determined to know her no
more as an intiunate fiiend, for fear the growth of my unbehief
should be stiengthened by her words, her new mode of hfo.
‘Then a rush of the old feehng came over me, so that, meeting
ber, I had promnsed to call 5 «ntreating her to visit us i her
turn.

T called ; with what «ffect you have seen. Mouths passed
away, ard no ccmmunication bridged over the gulf wlich was
yawning between us, until that alternoon in Kensington, to
which she referred in ber letter. 1 was walkwyg with Gerald
Trealton, when, face to face, [ met Eva with Staneleon R- —,
the well-known Secculazist.

In a moment everything was at the merey of the present;
her face flashed iis old Lrghincss into mine, aud the sweet
rare tones ¢f her voice were dulling my ears to aught else;
for was she not my first love—even though a woman.

Our respective fiances stood on one side while we exchanged
our congratulatiens ; for, in he happiness of the moment, I
actnally congratul:ted her upon ber engagement. Theu we
laughed in the old happy way, catching up and rejorcing in
our girhish glee antil 1 was litcrally bewitched, and begged
her to revew our old love and fiiendship. The next news
was the letter which I have faithfully transcribed.

What the result was any girl can auswer. A day later I
wag standing upon the plattorm of a certain rallway station,
waiting to be conveyed to Eva.

We et with the old enthusissm, the same rapturous glee
as tLat which had characterised our schoolday s then—a shadow
came between us while we 1ealised that the past was, after all,
a dead past and nothing more.

If T tried for ever 1 cculld not tell you the bistory of the
days which followed, they were so strange, so unique to me,
[ used to think, as all women do, that no other woman counld
love as I loved, with the same fervoui, the same trueness.
Alas! I never knev- the burning passion of love as Eva did ;
it secmed alinost to consume her with its intensity.

As [ noticed her more clogely, I was shocked at the change in
her ; the delicate white Lapes were covered with the rains
blue tracery of veins in which the blood circuiated av fever-
heat, while the long tingers did Little else than restlessly ter-
lace themselves ; never stull, as happier hands arce.

Then the was as restless as her fingers were: no quiet
dreaming now. ‘I do not want to think,” ske wouli aver
when I suggested that she would weary herself, *“ sometines
I wish I could be the ocean, ever ebbing and flowing, never
still; I love the sea until 1 feel as if 1t faccinaies me alwoss
into its arms.  You ook surprised.”

¢ Eva, darling, are you happy ?

¢ Yes, yes ! can you not sce that T am 7”7

** My happiness makes me quiet and still, asf I dared not
breatke vpon its Lush of joy : yvoure seems su sirange to me.”



