
Ri, 1? uth Ray's Confession.

'l fow could ,..y going to stay with ber for a tino make any of us
sorry papa? I am sure it would do me a very great doal of giod. You
could do witiott me, too. You said the other morning I was getting
quite a torment. Do lot me go."

I had crept close to his side, the better to coax him, turning from
Aunt Janet quite. I feit instinctively she was not in favor of the plan;
lier words proved that I was right.

She had sat down to pour out tea withlout a word, but when I ceased
speaking she looked up gravely. ' John," said she, ' it vill be a
risk."

I think not, Janet ; I hope not; for something in this letter-a
naneless something--seems to urge me to let her go. RAuth seems
strangely Inely for a wife. It might do thein booh good."

"1 thilnk n1ot, Jolhni" said A.unît Janet. "It is my belief tle girl would
never settle hereaftr."

" Aunt Janet, that is unkind ; it is cruel of you," I said.
She looked at ne, but she did not answer niy passionate interruption.
" Their life is ditïerenit fron our lifle, Joln-brighter, fuller, eml)tier,

too," she added, a little bitterly, I thoughlt. ' Wlat if it shîould spoil
our girl ?

My flaher put his hand on my head, and, with one of his rare tender
smiiles, looked down kindly into my tear-dinmned eyes.

" Our Letty is not so easily spoiled," said 1." " I could trust to ber-
coming baek mîy own littie girl, after. all. You imay trust her, too,
Jane't."

Indeed she may, father," I said. " I never could forget ny own
homo, wvherever 1 went, or whatever I saw.'

And you would greatly desire to go ou this visit, Letty ?"
le read ny answer in my flee ere I could speak it, and sminled, a

little safdly at mv eager longing to roan.
Theni go s le said; and so it was settled. Il it Lad not

been so, then this story had iever been w'ritten.
Now I nust tell yon a littie about cousin Rnihil, and how it was that

I was eager to go to her, apart from ny wiih to sue London, apart from
evervthing except iîy longing, intelse and deep, to se lier fàir fiec

Ruth vas the only living ehild of my iotber's only sister; and ever
since I could reimemnber, her name becn the emblem of ail that was
beautiful, and gond, and genile in ouir quiet home. Sie had lived with
us lor a little while; then she had narried and gone away to hier grand
new lme, leaving a void in ny hecart whicl nîothing lad been able to
fil]. Sle inarried a ricl inan, a Mr. Riup ert lby, a tall, hlandsome,
grave-faed nian, with a deep voice, anud eye. keen, gray, and piercing
that seeined to lo>k into vour ilmîos:. tloughts. 11e was one of the
merebant princes of the great Cottonopolis-a ma who, thongli oung,
was looked up to in the city, and Weil Ispoken of, more trust:d in by
men older, wealtl icr, more experieced than himself

Fron the day I had seen Rutb looking so shy and delicate in lier
pretty travellingtdress I liouIght of ber as one of thohappiest and most
fortunale wonen I hald ever known. low could I douht it ? Youîng,
beautifil, ricb, it vas not possible sheo could be anything but. happy.
Of her husband 1 rarely though ; whenever I did, it was w'ith wonder
thlat Ruth should love hii, and marry him. He seemed grin and
harsh in ry eyes-not fitted to win a wvoian's heiart-and suh a wo-
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