
Ruth Ray's Confession.

I could not live long after him. I could have told you thon what
Dr. Baylis has told you to-day, and I could tell you the reason, which
he co1d not-I lad nothing to live for."

Oh, Ruth," I said, " you had your nusband."
"iMy husband !'' she replied. " Have I not told you I lated him the

day 1 married him? Perhaps I hatq him even now. Sometimes I
think I do. Whenever I wanted to lcarn to love him I knew he would
not let me. You are young, Letty; as yet your life is full of loving
faces; but if ever you are left so that you have to listen dumbly for a
loving word, and never hear it, you will know a little of the acling

ant that lias been eating imy icart ont through all these weary years.
'He-- face scemed stitfiening as she spoke; my heart thrilled at the aw-

ful change that had crept in'o it, and i sprang to my feet in dismnay.-
As I did so, a stop sounded niear, and Rupert, Ray came forward into
the circle of liglit fron the fire, stood out at once like a ghost from
among the shadows, and I did not even wionder that he shouild be there.

"You have let lier talk too inuch to-niglit."
That was all ho said; then he stooped, and lifting her in his arms,

carried lier out into the hall, and ip to hier own room,·as if she had been
an infant; and I followed, the tears frozen at muy hcart by sudden, ter-
rible, overmastering fear. Were Dr. Baylis's fateful words about to
become trut ? Was she to die cre inorning.

C1IAPTER III. ANn LAsT.

We laid lier down ini her death-like faint, and sent for Dr. Bavlis ; an
hour later lie was standing by lier bied-side, watch in haind, coîunting
lier pulse with fee grave and inserutable.

"She lias been disturbgd, excited," lie said. " I wai-ned you slie vas
notable to bear it."

I~e looked at lier husband, as tiiogli to charge hirm with the neglect,
but lie did not sec the look, scarcely seemed to liear the words even.
He wa't standing mute at the foot of the bed, his clasped liands resting
on the carved board, lis cyes bent on lhis wife's white face.

After some time-a tine that to me seemied hours long-the bands I
was ciafing closed on mine with a little feeble pressure; thon lier eyes
slowly openied, but only to close again wearily. The doctor, watching
keenly, secned rclieved.

"Slhe has recovered fromn the faint now," lie said. ' All I can recoin-
niend is silence-perfect silence, and rest. Kcep lier lips moist with
wine, and let lier slecp as long as she will. I will come again in the
nornimug.

He looked at his watch with the air of a man who had nuany calls on
his time, and went down to his carriage attended by Rupert Ray.

When tho carriago wheels had rolled away into the stillness and fog
of the November night, my cousin Rupert Ray came softly back and
stood at his formuuer post in his former position alnost, save that now
his lead was more bent,, as beneath a veight of sudden grief, and his
face was as white as the still face lie watched so earnestly. I fear'ed to
stir. c never noved, and so the hours slipped by us, faint-heartcd
watebers in that weary roon.

Later on, whon the nighut was admost gone, in that awful silent liour
that comes before the dawn, when the darkness was a thing to be felt,
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