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The Storyteller

A WIFE'S REPENTANCE

‘ Roses, roses all the wav ' for it was summer at
Rostrevor, with a haze of heat hanging over the tremul-
ous radiance of meadows, and over the billowy sweep of
kills, divided by the blue waters of the lough, whervon
yachts lay at anchor, with here and there a boat slowly
swinging to and fro with the lazy waves. A little way
back from the road which winds {rom lostrevor to Kili-
owen was a pretly cottage, with a tangle of musk nt its
door, und o wilderness of frivolous popples tossing gaudy
heads al the flickering butterflies.

Slowly along its narrow path, and languidiy as it
exhausted by the heat, a young man walked, bearing the
insignia of his prolession, n sheich-book, under his aen.
He was tall and pale; his checks had fallen away from
dark, hollew eyes; hig lips had a maelancholy curve : his
hands were thin and bloodless ; and a sharp line, as of
acute paun, divided his fine biack brows. The cottago
door bewrg open, he entered with still reluctant step and
many a backward glance at the exterier loveliness, which
contrasted pamnfully enough with the interior disorder.
He seened suddenly to find limseli 1n a region of * penny
novelettes * and unmended stockings, their monotony
variod by an overturned vase ol laded flowels, whenle
trickled o stuggish stream of green water ; a soiled table-
cloth was (lung across onc cnd of the table, which was
turther adorned with a can of sardines (a fork sticking
in them), a stale laaf, a dusty dish of * pitiful-hearted
butter that melts at the sweet face of the sun.’

Gerald jooked askance at this tempting lunch, and
exainined the cupboard, only to share the fate of Mother
Hubbard . he shrugged his shoulders and walked out
again. ot and tired though he was, vacked with head-
ache and an unguenchable thirst, Le preierred to be out
of doors, There was little charm at home. Oh, the
Imtter rony of the word! He walked slowly on, his
drooping shoulders telhing of fatipue , and at length he
tlung hinsclt on the grass at the roadside, gazing at the
hills, which now scemed to bhe reeling away from him,
now closing in.

DBehind hnn, hidden by a gelden mass of gorse and
broom, g woman was sitling with o crumpled journai in
her lap. She was young and pretty, hut her fair har,
on which the sunshine laid o hand ot light, was unhempt
and disovrderly ; the lace on her print gown was care-
fully secured here and there with pins, and one shoe was
tied with o 1nt of tape. Hearnmg footsieps, she noise-
lessly rausced hersell, surveved her hushand, trowned. and
resumed her reading ; whilst he, guite unconscious of her
proximuty, blessed God for shv and sea and air

From Xillowen o lady  soupg, beautiind. with a sun-
shade that seemed made of pimk foam and o gown that
expressed the last most dwnty caprice ol fashion, was
stroiling A= <he passed Gerald she glanced at hin—
carclessly at nrst, then more mtently—then stopped with
a startled utterance of his name , and he sprang to his
fect, Doth hands cutstretehed .

Laura, Lauora! Is 1t possible 2
Laura '’

The unseen watcher, peeriig out, heheld in either face
a very rapture of amaze, delight, affection.  Esery word
reached her stramed and eager cars.

CTo think of meeting sou here ! 7 said Laura, with
an air of bewildenment

SO, 1 oo painting sone local seenes for o Beliast
merchant-pince ! It seains inuch more wonderiul that
you should he here’

’ “We are vachting—my hushand and T,' <he rephed
‘We sailed mto Carhinglord the other mght. Wo are
now staxing at Kaillowen ’

ST onever heard of vour manmiage,” he said, with o
famt sigh ‘T hope you are very happy 2’ R

CAs the day s long. Me—iny own especial hie—is
Colonel Desmond, ol the Twentyv-Fifth Hussars Y ou
shiall hear the whole romance another time.  Just now
wanil to hear oli ahout yoursell 1 have neiver sern yon
nor hewrd of 101 since vour anatrtiage e deans apo
Gerald. T did 1ty so had to find vor, T wiote, T ad-
rertised anovaan When | heard that von had been s
inherited and senl away hecanse of your marnage, I was
most. Diseralle Why duln’i you write 1o me, Gerald ? 7’

CThcre were reasons | e answered, with consltraint
T was cat adrft from all miyv old associations , 3y our
wav znd nnne were verv far apart.’

“¥Yau are changed,” she sand
gone well with sou ™’ o

His face was white and <ot | he looked at the shining
hitttops, and the seeret histener caught her bip and hetd
her hreath for his roply. .

“Wa have heen veey poor, Laura My wife was an
orphan, guite friendless and atone. I cultivated my one
talent as best I caald, and we pgot on fairly well for a
time. Then our chilid died, and somehow my powers
faited and my pictures dudn’t scl} T can u-'u vou there
are times when the world scomns vory empty

*VYou have your wife.” sand Laura, softly {and the
wife’s face fell crmimson on her hands) . and yow must
have loved her very dearly to give up evoryvihing for
her—home and friends and prospects. Iut you are look-
ing very 111 and worn You were neser fitteedd  for
*roughing it,”" dear T think i he could see you now
he would relent and be mlad that he had you still to

i I8 s sobtary old age.’ )
l)r!g.h} lz-niyllmnot, srek  him, ng:l'.l When balyv died 1
wrole to him, crushing my pride lor my swk wile's sake,

My dear, dear

‘I hope thinpgs have

and he returned the letter without the smallest word of
human sympathy. An only son might have some right
to that—but—but—oi course 1 married in direct opposi-
tion to his wishes, and should not murmur over the pay-
g of the penalty.’

There was a troubled look in Laura's eyes, a ner-
vous quiver in her voice that told of grave anxiety,

'Y,o,u must come with us, Gerald, and bring your
wiie Jhink of all the good the cruise would do you !
And my husband has mfGuence which he can and will use
for you. 1 wuant to see your wife, to know her, to be
hind o her 1 1 inay.’

. M sirange expression crossed Gerald’s face. Was it
fear or shame or what?  Very reluctantly he told her
wheee he lived, and again she gave him both hands,

* 1 shall call ths evening, Gerald, then,’ she said ;
and ‘he turned Lo walk with her along the sunny road,

ierald’s wife, rising to her knees, strained her wild
cves after the graceful figure of the sweet-voiced woman,

* She might have been his wife, perhaps, but for me t’
she muttered. ‘And to think he gave up everything—
home and father and friends—for me ! ’

‘Then she fell down and gave way to n fit of passion-
ate sobbung, knowing in her inmost heart thot she had
been s drag upon hmn—a curse instead of a blessing to
the man who had sacrificed all for her, whose way had
sceldom or never been brightened by helpful, encouraging
words or wifely sympathy from her, Her reproaches
and her constant complaints had been not the least of
the burdens he had siently borne.

She went home pensively, shutting herself in the bed-
room to bathe her tear-stained face. Her own dig-
hevelled aspect, contrasted with the refined daintinesg of
Laura, struck paintully home to her. On the dressing-
table lay a Hlask, round which her fingers closed convul-
stvely . but with a blush she laid it down, and, shud-
dering,  turbed away. Her giance fell upon & small
rosewood hox, and, after a slight hesitation, she opened
it There were some fowers—funeral flowers from a
wrealh long withered—a  little frock, and a tiny blue
shoe down-trodden at the heel, much rubbed at the toe,
Well, the restless little feet were quiet enough now {

1t scemed that to I1sabel that in one swift flash her
whole lile passed before her—all her lonely, neglected
gwlhood, into whose monotony (Gerald had comse like g
star llashimg inte a dark sky; and she saw him as at
first, the lLight-hearted young artist, the constant lover ;
then the quiet, saddened husband. But never until to-
day had she known what his marriage had cost him ;
neser before had she known that for love of her he had
forteited so much—tor her, ithe unworthy ! He had kept
his sacrifice o seeret ; and, with shame and humiliation,
she thought of her bitter reproaches for his inahbility
speedily 1o achieve fame and fortune., She contrasted
hrs steady work, his unchanging care for her, with her
own siothfulbess and neglect of him—and worse.

Alter the emld's death she had been weak and low-
spuribed, and she had had recourse to slimulants ingtead
ol Lo praycer The craving, once created, had grown
upon her, and the trightiul habit threatened to bind her
hody and soul | the most terrible blight was hovering
over Jrer youth and bBeauty, over brain and mind and
will But the ghost of her formeor self was before her
sile by side with s | and it seemed as if from the grave
and the quiet, pgreen ecarth to-day o little hand was
stretehed to <ave her from herseli; as if those tiny fine
gers pointed to what had been, what was, and what still
might be.  The love of her girlhood, the graces of her
cowrtsinp, reawalened 1n her heart ; a whole tide of pain
and remorse and fondness swept towards him who had
stood hetween her and the uankind world, an angel of
tender strengéh and protection ; enduring with patience,
lorgiving with generosity 3 hoping all things, believing
all things ; and she clasped her hands in a very agony
of mayer for help, for grace, for strength,

When she went in search of Gerald she found him
Iving on the couch in the dismal sitting-room. She saw
with a pabg the whilencss and sharpness of his features,
the héaviness and hollowness of his cyes.  Was her pun-
1shment to be a repentance come too late ?”

"Gerald, are you il

‘1 don't feel very well, dear, Perhaps it is the
heat.  Dul you have been crying.  What is the matter

She knelt beside b, her hamd on hig burning head.

CGerald, T was oul to-dawv., and I heard all that you
said o Luura’’  Neither of you saw me, and I saw
and heard everythig, Oh, T never hnew that I was the
catize o) the estravgemnent between you and your father !
I thought 1t was an old ¢uarrel, and you never told me
any thing of your fawily and vour home.’

"Why should 1 2 I «did not want you to think that
my father was hard or unkind, or to tell you of his
prejudice agammst you, whom he had unever seen,”

* You never should have given up what you did for
we: I oam wot worth it Oh, why did you—why did
svoiw 2 T was, T am, utterly beneath you, Why didn't
vou 1eil that Jady that I had been your curse, your
grealest enewy ? There was no reason why vou should
huve spared e She s willing to help vou, and you
mnst leave me and save yoursell, You have lost enough
alteady through me.’

' Po you really wish me to leave you, Isabel 72 *

'The young wile shuddered, tuined pale, and gasped
forth -

C¥es t!

" And who will take care eof you if I go away ? No,
Tsubel @ I shall slay with you and strive for vyou until
death «do us part.’

There was a pause, during which she wept hitteriy—

tears ol a stronge, shamed gladness,
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