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too, though I could never be sure of it. At any 
rate he often seemed queer and restless in the 
evenings, and instead of staying in his den he 
would wander all over the house. Once we 
heard him—I mean mother and I and two lady 
friends who were with us that evening—quite 
late (after ten o’clock) apparently moving 
about in the pantry. “John,” I called, “is that 
you?” “Yes, Minn,” he answered, quietly 
enough, I admit. “What are you doing 
there?” I asked. “Looking for something to 
eat,” he said. “John,” I said, “you are for­
getting what is due to me as your wife. You 
were fed at six. Go back.”

He went. But yet I felt more and more 
that his love must be dwindling to make him act 
as he did. I thought it all over wearily enough 
and asked myself whether I had done every­
thing I should to hold my husband’s love. I 
had kept him in at nights. I had cut down his 
smoking. I had stopped his playing cards. 
What more was there that I could do? 
*******

So at last the conviction came to me that I
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