
Ruth Bay'8 Confession.

anan as Ruth, above all others. *."en I said so to Aunt Janet, she
shook ber iead and sighed, saying that wlen i was wiser and older and
knew as aipuch of the world as she did, I should think that Mr. Lay
was a very good husband for her; indeed, fiu. richer, grander, higher
in every way than oui Ruth, a pennilness orphan miigh.t have looked
for.

I was silenced, but not convinced. I did not like my new cousin,
Rupert Ray. When I saw him in his stately home I liked him less
still. Ie was ever couiteous and polite, never cordial or friendly; even
to his wife le was reserved and cold. It seemed the nature of the
*man.

I no longer wondered why Rutlh lad so wearied for a famniliar fee
to look upon. She told ne on thje day of ny arrival vith tears stand-
ing thick in her beautiful eyes, that it did lier good to have me with
hier, and I believed ber. That she was in want of some one or some-
thing to cheer ber, I could sec at a glance. IIer briglt temper vasgone;
sie was dreamy and quiet, and the laughi that used to ring ont so clear-
]y I never heard now. When she was gay, it was not an easy gaiety.
lier mirth died out, suddenly as it came, into halfsorrowful quiet. If
possible, she was more beautiful than ever, and seeing lier, I wondered
more and more how she came to marry Rupert Ray.

" You have sprung up into quite a shy littie country girl." she said,
holding my face between lier jewelled hands, and siiling into it. " I
m ust give you a peep into life, now that I bave you here. Do yo knvow
littie Letty, that yo are quite pretty! 1 shall sece you spring into a
belle before I send you home to Aunt Janet I have no doubt."

"No," I said," " that you never will. No one could think me pretty
ne.ar you."

She sniled at my earnest compliment, and sat down to examine the
pile of cards and letters that, as I afterwards came to know daily litter-
-ed her table.

My cousin was sought after il society ; people, who would never have
notieed lier husband, eared to know the seet-faced little wife; so she
-came to be quiet a fashionable womnan, praised, petted and souglit after.
I don't think sie mueh cared for it at all ; but wlhen ber husband was
away, as lie often was, looking aller his businet in Cottonopolis, she
felt lonely and so went into company for a change.

Throigh the Spring and Sammer the quickly following gaities took
uap her tine and thoughts. From une scene of amusement to another
she whirled nie, util I begai to think that the quiet days ini m own
lowly bad not been so very niscrable, after ail, and to wonder, if their
peace and calm1 were not preferable to this glaire and glitter, that lad
ne shaîde, no end. Somelimes I begged to be left to myself, if only for
one quiet evening ; but Rulth wolid not bear of it.

These people," sie said, " are as much strangers to me as to you,
Letty, thou±gh their naames are on my visiting list, and they call them-
selves my friends. I need you to belp me to endure thien."

Then I began to sece with elearer eyes, and to know that mny fortune-
favored cousin was not happy. 1n thie centre of a troop of friends, she
stood alone ; the envied leader of her set, sheb erself had no strong arm
to rest upon. lier life was barren in the midst of its luxury. The gloss
ar.d the shine were only surface deep; underneath it. was empty, in
spite of its seemingr fulness, even as Aunt Janet hintedl it might be.

Rupert Ray camiie less frequently than ever to stay at his grand
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