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Dearest.

IN TWO INSTALMENTS.

My fae, my heert, seemed on fire with
shamne.

*‘Ob! grandifa‘her, grandfather! how
could you vow me to another?’

I wept and wrung my hands, going up
and down the garden walks, a derolate
maiden in trailing white gown, bare bead
ed, my tawny bair unbounJy and floating
over my shouldrrs.

I thought ot Jephtha's daughter, goirg
up and down on the mountamns, bewsiling
the fste to which her father had vowed
ber.

She bad her compsnions to pity Ler, to
weep with her, but | was aloue, miscrably
alone.

My grandfather was old—what could be
know ot lover or lovere ?

l.uve bad been as npotbing to him for
manv a year.

What could Jeane k ow—who had rever
bad a lover, so tar as I had ever heard ?

I thougbt of all the tregic mardens | had
ever read of—ot ber, the lcve lorn girl of
our own bouse, who rather than go toa
bateful bridal, dropped herseit into the
moat, and so ended sall.

Poor, misguided girl! What a terrible
blank she made of ner God given lifc—bow
I pitied ber!

‘Come back—come 'back !" I cried, as i
I saw ber goiog to her own undoing.

1 must bave been bysterical ; I s.rambled
up the ivy, to the top of the wall, andg
peered over into the dark, sullen waters
flowirg slong below, on the other s de.

‘Cb'14, chi.d " It was Jean+’s voice, and
Jeane’s hand caught hold of my dress
‘What are you doiog here, my darling P’

Tt ere was such a sob of tenderne+s in her
tone that I took ber outstretched hand and
leaped down.

he newiy risen moon was shining full
upon ber tace, and I saw that tears were
trickling down ber checks.

‘Mies Lettie, eure'y you are not intend
ing to play that dark tragedy of your house
over agaiu?’ said she, drawing me to her.

‘No. no, no!’ I sobbed. ‘I could not
cast away my life so.’

*No, Miss Lettie, our lives are given us
to be lived—let others warp them as they
may—and to be lived honorably.’

‘Jeane, you do not think me wrong? I
asked, my besd on ber shoulder.

*I do not think you rigbt, Miss Lettie,
vor your grandiatber, nor yet Mr Mait
land, whom be as good as kicked ouc of
the house ’

‘Kickeo!" I gasped.

‘Well, be made no fuss, but stooed at
the hall door and saw him go.’

‘Weer?’

‘Why, when the bother was'’

‘Have you heard, Jean¢? Do you know
I’'m to marry my cousin Oliver?’

‘Yes, dear. He’s coming to-night or
early to morrow to claim you.’

‘Have you known of this long?’

‘Yes for years.’

‘And what do you think of 1? Why did
ycu never mention it to mep’

*You were such a ctild, and when you
were —well, older, | feared to put my mar
ring hand into the affair.’

“Then you don’t like the thought of it ¥’

‘It doesn’t matter sbout my liking it;
that rests or ought to, with you.’

‘I shall hate bim.’

‘Who ?

‘My Cousin Oliver.’

‘No, dear; no girl is justified in even
eaying that much, and certanly not in feel
ing, it of the man she vows to honor; that
is, it be is worthy ot her, and Mr O.ver
is worthy ot any girl.’

‘Do you know him ?

‘] saw bim as a lac—a noble,
bhearted boy he was. But come
you are shivering.’

She drew me 1n #nd bolted the coor

‘Do you know Miss Lettie, I los my
lover by another girl taking b'm from me.

I hadn’t even you: satistaction of giving
him up at the call ot duty.’ she whispcred,
a8 rhe kissed me good-night.

‘By another girl taking him ?’

*Yes ; and that girl my own sister. She
loved him, and won bim from me almost
on the eve ot our wedding; 1 let bim go
and have lived my lite, without vaking that
bard word ‘hate’ into my heart, or even
allowing it to be on my tongue. Good-night
Miss Lettie.’

She leit me, and I wept myeelf to sleep,
as much tor Jeane as for myselt.

g¢nerous
incoors

CHAPTER V.
My ring—my beautitul diamond rings—I
had lost 1!

! Lt rinng n

of the Marsden

mo'hec had worn a brief
year or two, nk3 my grandmother before
her.

Frow two dead bands bhad my grand-
father takeu it, to place it on a living fio-

er.
" ‘For mv little Lettie, a kiss, and God
bless her I So it bad come, a legacy to
me. '

I used to wear it [round my neck, on a
ribbon, as a child ; now it was alweys on
my fioger, day and night.

My legacy R ng my grandfather called
it, and he would otten kiss it, and the roey
finger that wore it.

And now it was gone!

Where was i P

I missed it the first thing on awaking.

I must bave t.ken it off and misiaid it, I
decided, as last nigh’s tragedy came back
to me like a bad dream.

But this was real; my ring was certainly
missing froo my finger.

| senrchid, ard searcted. ard searched,
and when Je re came ir, she did the rame,
but it was not to he tcu- d

5. Jean: ! what shall [ do?” I cried at
l1.et, when we had resrched through the
room as thoroughbly as tine aflorded.

‘(3o down to bresk'as'. Mis+ Letitia. It
your granc father misce« it. as we know he
will’—whi h was what | tearcd—tell bhim
the truth, that you cau’t find 1, thar vou
must have mislag it Plain delng’s »
jewel, you know, and it must be oniy m:-
isi’; we h ve no thieves io the house.’

And | answered —

Ob, no, o course no'! and w nt down
wi h some trepidatior, on » ccount ot whar
happens¢ yesterday, as well ax b caus+ of
the ring bring absent trom mv firg-r, s
tact which I knew my gravdfather's sharp
«yes would soon epy ou’

It w.sa catly bauble, be avse of ita
stores ; ‘of the firet wter,” J-ave said they
were.

There were two such rirgs smorg the
Marsden jswels; one had b+ a worn by
my g anc father’s first wmit, and @ss given
by him at her desth to my Uodle Lion-l,
»pd 80 was lo*t with him

My own, as [ have sard, bad heen worn
by my mother. My gr-nd'a ber missed 1t
betore | wes well seated ot tanle.

| had mi+lad it, | exid, snd 'h nin came
my counin O iver.

In uwy consternation ahout my ring [ bad
forgo'ten that be was to arrive last night
or early to dey, ard that this w.s my virth
dwy

I met him ccl'ly sand almost su'lerly,
for my graudtarh r had crivdea me for
mislsying so costly sn! sacred a relic;
ar d though, the next mement, he tolded
me in his asms and wish d we all good
wishes, putting In my hand a Casr con-
taiping & set of pesrle tbat bad been
my mother’s »s well as slippirg a pretty
new ring, as his own erp cil pre
sent, on my finger, I lelt be Lad pot for
gotton yeaterday.

Norb dl

My cousin had brought me a waist belt
of Australian gold, ot pesuilul workman
sbip, and a small packer, whi'h he took
from bis pocket end repliced agun,
making my cheeks tingle, tor | guessed
what it was by the look he give me.

W:il, we got through br«sk ast, and 1
must say, [ could bave Lked my ous=mn 1t
be ha! not been whit he was 10 me.

He wasa fine, tandsem-, man, with
d-rk hair, and a cmrk moutach ; but
thire w s 4 sweeines«, a tend roess. 1t 1
may so +xp-ess myselt. 10 biv emile and his
soimmering eyes which the M rsdeps
lack d w1 b &l] their ¢iits snd gr cea.

With thet swe t shmmer in bis eyes, |
dit pot thir k they would ¢v r grow h-rd
snd slmost trowning like mv grandiatie’s

Aftir oreaktast the old man  alled tora
geners! search. my cousin raking part with
1he rest, but the ring was not to be tound ;
aud ‘hen came an ass-mbling of servaots
in the ball—my granftather scemed 1n a
gre-t hea” about 1's disappearance.

*Has ary ou ai '« r been seen n the house
last picht or this morning ?' be aked,
smonyg oth r questions.

And J.mea. th-tootman being put upon
what w.s ‘0 him a8 binding ar an oath, was
constrained to own that he h d seen Mr
M tiand — or someore he suppesed to be
bim—; hdirg through passag s »nd co'ri
Cora af'er bis dismissal +ni that he bad
followed bim till be resched Mies L ttie's
suite of rooms, and —well, toen he 1 Liowed
b'm no tar ber

The poor tellow stammercd, and grew
very confused

‘ls that all you know?' thundered my
grandtather,

As tor me, ] must bave turned pale as
death, tor I telf ready to taint.

‘Yes, sir, all, ¢x»pt th t ore of the
grooms s«ys he s-w Mr. Maitland leap the
wa!l ot the Lady’s G-rden, and has'en
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away—and here he is to say 1t.’

And be did say 1t

And what could I say or do, save to
sh ver and rheke, and cling 1o Jerne’s arn?

‘You m' y all go.” said my grandtather,
with a wave ot bis bavd, and then he mo-
tioned my courin to come with him to the
library

I tollowed.

‘No. Lettie ; we have no need of you,
said grand'achr shortiy.

‘Let her come, sir,” pleaded my ccusir,
no doubt readirg my derire in my eyes.

‘Well, there’s little doubt as 1o who the
thief is,’ said the grandfather, when | was
allowed to form the third with them

*Who ?' asked my cousin.

‘Mr. Maitlaod °’

‘Who is this Mr. Maitland ?'

“The pe:fidious painter [ told you of’

‘But there might be some mistske. Iis
rather bard to give a man a b d name un-
l-ss you've really evidence of the tact. He
surely would not — could not-—"

He hesitat-d snd looked at me, a com
parrionate rmi'e in his ever.

He is 1he thier ! It he could not purliia
«ne precicus thirg, he would heve bes price
in 3

‘it is fa'ee, grandtather. He has pur
loined nothing, end y u cught not to csila
msn & thie', tven bebind bie b ¢k, till you
prove bim ruch,’ cried I botly.

‘Sotily, httle woman, sottly I' spoke my
cousin.

‘I will not go sottly till my grandtather
has raken back that word—-thiet.’

‘Tell me why the lellow came sneaking
back, a1 d thrcugh the bouse, whose doors
had peen stut in h's tacr, but to pilter snd
steal! Tell me that,” raid my grandisther
as sternly r8 it be bad been «n the magis-
terial b nch

‘He came to ree me, and wish me good-
by«,’ stammered I, my hinds bicing my
burnirg cheeks.

‘A pretty c(onfession for a maiden to
m+ke¢, and she betrothed to another !

*Nay, sir, do not taunt the child with—’

‘With a maider’s unmaiaenlines,” sneer-
¢d my grandisther ‘The tellow shall be
searchea tor, apprebended,” and he sat
down to his desk, and drew pen, | aper,
and ink towards bim

He rarg ‘or a tervant when he had fio-
whed writing

‘Take this to the police station at Fram
ton,” was his mandate, and the serva.t re-
tired with the note.

My rousin wandered out into the grounde,

I crept away, like a poor little havmbled
de hroned queen, my crown gone—ay,
everytbing | valu'd, asit seemed to me,
scattered ; my love an unwortby one, it all
they said was true.

It could not be true ; he, my unconfess
¢d lover, could not have committed eo
base a deed.

And yet my bheart misgave me against
my will

Could it be that last hand clasp was but
a thiet’s trick ?

I bad wandered up to the gallery.

I sbould bave scresmed ss the thought
presented itseit to my mind; only, the
¢choes would bave tosscd tue sound about
8> uomercitully

| went to where stood my picture, veiled
like my poor, humbled lite ; there it lay,
an urfiiished thing, lke what my tutvre
would pe—a besutiful tomething that
mght huve been, but would never be row;
iLcomplete, lacking !

I stould live ov, and feel and euffer, and
msyoap rejoice ; but not with the exaltant
jabilatiin ot one with ber Leart's desire
crowned, consummsted ; nor suffer with
that intensity ot soul where the harp
strings ot Life are atune to ecstasy

A poor, unfioished life, surely, mine
would be, very like my picture ; snd down
I sat 'n the old carved chair, where I had
so oiten sat beclore, and wept.

CHAPTER VI

The luncheon bell roused me, so I went
and ba'hed my eyes, and descended to the
dining room

‘Here, Lettie, is your ring; take it and
be thanktul. We were just 10 time, and
caught our bird at the etation, all but on
the wing ; but now he’s ceged, and safe in
bold.’

S50 my grandfather greeted me, holding
up the ring to my astonished e¢yes as I en-
tered the room.

Astonished !

It seemed as it I were in the mrzas of
some preal, over mastericg dream, from
which I should awake and find myselt once
more the bappy, gay, laughter-loving girl
—the careless, petted Lettie Marsden I
was that day wher, out on the downs, I
met my fate.

It there was such a heathenish thing os
Fate, truly I and Fate met then.

But no: there was to be no awakening
—it was all real and as prosaically true as
as they told me it was—at least, my
grandiather did the telling ; my cousin sat
silent, and, I believe, regarded me with
pity.

Dear old man ! so hard and unfeeling in
his sense os juetice, in dealing out like for
like, he seemed to me almost exultant over
th- telling—hkow the police caugbt Mr.
Maitland at the railway station, he having
even taken hbis seat in the carriage ready
to start.

They led bhim out into a waiting-room,
and eearched him and his luggage, and
found tbe rirg- my ring—in his dressing
crae ; and no was sale in custody 1o
Fiamton ¢ brought up on the morrow
and «x+ - ged on charge of theft.

v .pis wes the man I had loved, al-
s 1 tlized, as the nobleet, the best, of
e

iJe tells a tsle ot its being a ring his
tather gave bim in Australia when dying;
but 1t 1s talse, it can’t be,” went on grand-
father, with a eort of icy jubilation. *‘There
were two rings alike—facsimilee—among
the family jewels ; one I gave to my ill tated
son, which bas gone dowa to the bottom of
the sca, as ill f+ted as he; the other was
yours, Lettie. Now say, honestly, from
your beart, is that your ring or not ¥’

And | was compelled to answer, ‘Yes,
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grandfa: her, it is," my teers talling fast the
while

It won & mis rable afternocn.

Would th:t I could see some differenc —
some oe'ect even—in the workwanship ot
the pititul little bauble I slipped round acd
round on my fi ger

But no, it was the ring—my own ring,
and Mr Manitland must be what they were
callmne him.

My idol was fal n— hattered ; and yet |
still Joved him, even ia bis ahasement—his
own un<oing

The Murs ens were
bate.

If T Joved. it must te love forever;if the
glory deparred. 1t wi:s—ir must be—love
g'1ll, snd p-rt of an old ballad of my moth
¢r's, which | sometimes sang, came Liting
through my brain

‘Prsv, wha' 18 lov« ? O/ ! maider, say

What it8 witcherv, what 1.8 wa: ?'

*The summer dxys «ere never &0 bright,
The ht I« were ¢ othec wirth an w do hghnt;
The fi-1ds and mesnds were nev r o gre n,
T e ¢arch w.g wrapped 1o & gcld nsbeen.’
*And when love goes?’' ~be howed her bead.
*Love comes, but ne ver goes,’ she said,

true in love and

We were to hrve a party. a dioner, and
a dance after—sowe would have caled it a
ball - in Lonor ¢t my eighteenth birrthday ;
a young people’s gatherirg in the bouse,
tor the first time in mv hte

An, m¢ ! what » mockery it was when
Jeane dressed me or my first party—I to
play hostess and queen of the evening, to
dance, snd be gay .and entertain'ng. to
plrase my so-callen friends and admirers;
«end he, the beloved of my hesrt, in dur-
ance vile, waiting to be weighed and sitted,
as it were, on the morrow, and then to be
sent for another peried of w.iting, to end
in a felon’s doom

‘He is innocent ! he is irnocent !

My very hesrt throbhed the w ris
through that long, miserable farce of dres-
sing.
What cared ] what I wore—bow I look-
ed ?

I tossed my new gowne and trappinrgs,
aside so impatiently, as the order w= nt on
that Jesne, good, paticnt Jeare, rp oved
me

‘Child, to be fractious under a trial is
bhut to increase 1ts woe, both to vourselt
and others. [ doubt it yonder poor prisoner
in his cell 18 s0 ill-disciplined as you My
heart bleeds for you, but my band is as
gentle towards you as on the day I took
you from your mother’s dying arme,’ said
she.

Arnd when at this I wept and wept, she
told me that my beau'y was not my own
to mar snd s¢poil for the ¢vening, but my
grandiather’s, when bhe bad be¢n waiing
these eightern years to see me shine
ameng my feliows.

Well, well, reprove an impatient, per
verse girl, and ycu will get lictls for yonr
pains save pride and esullenness; so, at
lsat, Jeane le't me alone, reacy to go
down and play hcstess for the first time,
in 21l my pretty year—a ehimmering white
mlk gown frcm London, my mother's
pearis, my white bouquet—a bride in ap-
pearance, Jeane told me, and I fairly
drove her from the room.

But when she was goune, and I had wept
away my rebellion and ill conditioned kick-
ing agaiost the pricks, wy conscience ad
mittea the truth, in regard to what had
betallen me ; for, simple snd unaccustom-
ed to the world anc its ways. I knew, ae
by iotuition, it was not the correct thing
to sllow those stolen meetings with this
pessing stranger, citiing at our table as
such.

No, no; I hed been wrong. and 1 would
go below and own as mu h to my grani-
tather, and sue tor the pcor culpnt whose
tuture he was blighting— ay, worse than
blighting— blasting !

So, when [ h.d bathed my eyes, and
become more composed, taking a glance
in‘o the glass at my beautiful shimmering
selt, 10 see I was as my grandmother
would like me to be, I weot down, just a
bumble suppliant, to sue, not for the life,
but for that which wes (qually precious
andddear to him—the liberty, ot Mr. Mait
lacd.

‘Give bim his literty, let bim go free
without ¢«xamiration or trial, and I wul
marry Cousin O.iver.’

Tris should be my plea; all for love,
and the world well lcs:, was my one-sided
view of the matter.

No thought did I turn to my cousiu’s
playing two parts in such an arrangement

Well. | went down early, before any of
of our guests had arnved, snd tound my
grandiather sitting alone in the library. as
I bad boped, beside a smouldering log fire,
for the evening was chilly, the sky over
cast, and the sound of rain in the wind, as

it swept around the old house.

—

Granaf-trer,” I said, knceling bemde
im, my head on his knee, ‘I have some-
thing to »sk—to tell you.’

Sy on, Letita,’ be returned, using that
stil »d pame again.

‘Do not send Mr. Maitland for trial; let
bim go tree.  He is invocent—1I know be
is innocent !

‘Tut, child ! you'e mad to say that, when
the ring was found vpon bim,’ spoke grand-
father, his tene hard and severe as toat of
a judge.

N>, no; [ can’t believe it, grardfather !
I cried.

‘Bat seeirgis believing  When yon have
the all-convincing ring upon your finger,
how can you persist in your gitlicth tolly P

*‘And it he is guilty—which be is not,’
were mwy contradictory word+, ch nging
my tactice, ‘be mercitul ro lim. grand-
tather—let him go tree for my sake, be.
cause [ have loved him—love bim stil] I

‘Silence, lfttle granddaughter, ar d listen
tome! | will hear no more ot these un-
maicenly confessions. [ belicve your very
innocence prompts them; but I will not
listen to you ; ‘Every tub must stand npon
i's own bortom, as the old saying goes.
Thia tellow has courted h s own tate, and
ne #hall bear it, save upon ons condition.’

‘Yes, granafather, 1 know what you
mean. 1 will marry my counsin—I[ will,
indeed ; only, release Mr. Maitl-nd ’

‘Now, a' orce, you promise it.

‘Yes | promise it; [—I——" ] stam-

mered over it fgell e B
It seemed like sbuttiog out all li'e, light,

warmt'h, «nd gladness from my very beiny

but, for his dear sske - tor the sake of wuy
heart's dear love—what would [ not do?

Then a figure rose and stepped lorward
from a distant window,

It was my cousin Oliver.

‘Uacle. why will you torture the poor
child in this way when you know you have
promised me to release this—this man on
the morrow? Why wring her very soul
like tti P’ said he. balt sternly.

*To teach her a life lesson—to bnd her
to you’

‘So be it. Cousin Lettie, this Mr. Mait*
land of yours tha/l be liberated ro-morrow-
[ promise you’

He patted me on the head, this good,
true cousin Oliver.

My heart yearned towards bin with such
gratitude, tbat I caught bis hand and kiss-
ed it.

So I bad made my plea, and gined it—
nay, uy cousin bad torestalled me, and
wrung this concession irom my grendiather
for me.

When our guests began to arrivs, no-
body divined, perisps. what a bitter sweet
tumult throt bed at my besrt, under my
tkimmering gown. :

1 got through my first dinner with credit
then tollowed a wandering at will—tor
thcse who preterred it—about the ramb-
ling old house, and dancing in the long,
echoing ssioon, ablaz - with lights.

It opened out into a conservatory,
where, at ore end was a green baok. with
an alcove-like seat, overhung with creep-
ers.

It was a device of my mother’s—here
see used to st and dream bher girlish
dreams ; and, as danc+ tollowed dance, I
mansg+d to creep away and sit in this
¢ ol retreat, for a breathing time, and to
think—of what?

A poor, proud, indignant prisoner. like
a lion in a net, shut awayv from everybocy,
a stigma upon his name f r ¢vermore ; and
[ was bere in this shimmer ot li‘e and
pesuty the gayest of the gay, to all scem-
in

‘Oh, mother, mother, mother !

The cry bad never esciped my lips be-
fore, for in my happy lite 1 hid npever
missed ber ; but now—oh ! ro lay my h-ad
on her bosom and whisp r all in hir sym--
pathetic ear, to teel her caressing fiogers
amoag my hair !

Little Cousin Lettie " It
cousin Oliver

[ intuitively shrank from him, as he took
my hand.

Child ! Do not evade me Jike that D>
not thiok | heve come to claim v n hke a
little bond slave. No, no! No honorabtle
man chooses his wite s0.’

‘You have no choice,” ssid I in a low
voice.

‘Oh ! haven't I? Every man has as
much freedom as that—to choose his own
wife, his own lite-companion.’

‘You wi'l lore ths estate ’

‘Well, what of that ? ¢All tor love, and
the world well lost.” Is not that some-
thing like what you are doing ?’

Was he a thought-reader ?

‘[—I—— I stammered.

‘Little couein, it is cruel perfily to vow
yourself away to one man, to save another
you love. Think ofir I’

His voice was kind, but grave.

‘We were both vowed away, years ago,’
I reminded him.

‘Yes ; but we needn’t ratity the vow and
make ourselves miserable.’

‘But—but what can we do ¥’

‘Let it stand cver, L ttia. [t t.kes two
to mase a bargain, and there’s on'y ooe
ready in the pres nt  ios ance,
and that one is not yourre.t Now, shall
we go back and dance one dance together?
— tuat is, it it's not over. Remember, you
are us free as sir with regard to any con-
tract or condition our elders mace tor us
in toe past.’

He led me back to ths life, the
giety, the dancing, and kept me by him
as much as he could, sceing | was hostess
and bad to be here, there, and evrry where
and to be all things to all men as he
laughi gly whispered to me. A

That nignt | lay down, my mindinam z>
of joy, hope, perplexity, and wonder.

(CONTINUED ON FIPTEENTH PAGE.)
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