
Riuth Ray's '7onfession.

it vould stand between him and love of mine for ever ad ever, did we
two live till the world -was old.

"tI had sickened over my promise by that time, and wanted to draw
back-but he vould not lot me. I do think he must have loved mue,
Letty, else my bitter stinging words would have drivcn him away from
me for-cver. They, however, did not, and I really think liethen loved
me in his own peculiar way."

She seemed to take a strange sort of pleasure in remembering that,
and in trying to convince herself or me (which was it?) that it wts true.
Looking at ber as she lay back in ber eaby chair, I too, believed that
ho must have loved her then. She was not a '1 fine wonian," as the
phrase gocs,-far from it. She vas little, aAd slender, and fragile-
looking as a bent lily. Her grave, fathomless eyes, usually so cool and
still, were flashing and restless to-night, under the lash of these old
nemories; and her mouth, with its sensitive scarlet lips, fresh and ten-
der as a child's, had a grieved quiver round it as she lay there, thinking.
She had a low, fuil brow-the brow of a poet and a dreamer, and thieck,
heavy lashes, dark and long, that svept he cheeks when the eyelids
drooped, as they 'cre doing now, so wearil. ler hair, a deep bronzed
brown, was pu)lshed off froin her face, and over her little ears, as though
its rippling wealth oppressed ber; and, sitting looking at her, with the
violet velvet cushion of ber lounging chair fora back-ground, the black-
ness of the early night framing her in, as it were, I thought no carthly
eyes had ever seen a more exquisite picture.

I heard the clocks in the house chime nine, and then a quarter-past,
and she stili sat silent. I was very still too. I sat, staring blankly
into the gloom that filled the rest of the roomn like a presence, trying to
realize the time, so near, it might be, vhen this fair face and sunnyhair
vould be gathered away from my sight for ever.

It seemed, as I had eried out in my first sharp pain, that this could
not be truc. She was so fresh, so fair, so frec froin any outward token
of decay, that death, as applied to her, seemed only a terrible, ghasïly
word that had no meaninr. If she vas dying slG ývy but surely, as the'
physician had said, I could not sec it. All I knew was, that my darling
was young, and excet dingly beautiful, and that to sec her slipping, fad-
ing from me, was more than I could bear.

" There " she said, abruptly, just as I had begun to think she slept,
"you are crying again. Child, child! you vill break imy heart with
your toars. Wby will yo ?"

"I cannot help it," I said, when I could speak. " Oh, Ruth, I feel
as if muy heart must break!"

" Ah, but it won't, Letty. Sorrow rarcly breaks the heart at one
sharp wrench, or I should have been sleeping under the gras& long ago.
I am not the one to cry for, Letty. If I were a loved wif, and mother
you maight weep then; but to me death vill be a blessing, and life is a
weariness too great to bear'."

I knew she had grieved sorely when her baby had been carried out
in its tiny coffin; but I never dreamed that the wound was so deep and
new, as her bitter, fast-falling tears showed me it must be.

"When my boy lay dying," she said, "I prayed for bis life as only
those can pray who feel they are losing all they have to love and cling
to in the wide, desolate earth. My prayer was not granted-my darling
va.s taken. The night he lay in my arms, stiff and white, with the

awful beauty that comes only after death, on his baby face, I felt
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