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CANADIAN ILLU

A WIFE'S CONFESSION.

I did not marry for love. Very few people
do, so in this respect I am neither better nor
worse than my neighbors. No, 1 certainly did
not marry for love; I believe I married Mr.
Cartwright simply because he asked me.

This was how it happened. He was the rector
of Doveton, and we lived at the Manor house,
which was about ten minutes’ walk from the
church and rectory. We had daily service at
Doveton, and T nearly always attended it, and
1t came to pass that Mr. Cartwright invariably
walked home with me. It was a matter of cus-
tom ; and 1 thought nothing of it ; it pleased
him, and, on the whole, it was rather pleasant
to me also.

1 must confess, however, I was rather surprised
when, one morning, as we got to the avenue
which led to the Manor house, Mr. Cartwright
asked me to be his wife,

I have never been able to find out why I said
yes, but 1 did ; perhaps 1 thought it a pity to
throw away so much love ; perhaps it was be-
cause he was so terribly in earnest that I dared
not refuse him ; perhaps 1 feared this pale face,
and his low, pleading voice would ever haunt me
if T rejected his love ; or, perhaps, it was becaunse
he only asked me to marry him—he did not ask
me if I loved him, for I think he guessed I did
not ; perhaps it was all these reasous put toge-
ther, but any how I said yes, and in due time we
Wwere married.

T ought to have been very happy, for he was
a most devoted husband ; but [ was not, and
though I did not notice it then, 1 know now
that for the first six months after our marriage
he was not happy either.

It was all my fault—I either would not or
could not love him ; I accepted all his devotion
to me as a matter of course, but I made no effort
to return it, and I am sure he had found out
that he had made a mistake in marrying a wo-
man who did not love him.

One morning, about six months after our
marriage, he told me at breakfast that he in-
tended leaving me alone for a fow weeks, to stay
with his mother, who was not very well. He
watched the effect of this announcement on me,
but though I was really displeased, I concealed
my anunoyance and asked carelessly when he
would start.

He replied, the next day if I had no objection,
and so it was settled. ’

He was more affectionate than usual that day
and 1 was colder than ever; I only once alluded
to his journey, and that was to ask if I might
have my sister Maud to stay while he was gone.

The next morning I was anxious to avoid a
formal parting, so I drove to the station with
him. As the train moved off I remembered this
was our first parting since our marriage, and I
wished T had not been so cold. .

When 1 got home the house looked dreary
and empty and there was no one to meet me.
Presently one of the servants came for the shawls,
and with her Nero, Mr. Cartwright's retriever,
which, when he saw 1 was alone, set up a howl
for his master. I patted him and tried to com-
fort him, feeling rebuked by his grief, as he fol-
lowed me whining into the honse. Every room
seemed empty, and each spoke of the absent
master. At last 1 wandered into his study,
where he spent his mornings and liked me to sit
and work, and now I remembered how often 1
had excused myself saying 1 preferred the draw-
ing-room, and this reflection did not add to my
happiness..

here was a photograph of me standing on his
writing-table, and another on the chimuey-
piece ; on the walls hung two or three of my
drawings, which he had begged of me when we
were engaged ; indeed, the room was full of
little remembrances of me ; 1 opened a book I
had given him, and in it was his name in my
handwriting, and nnderneath it, in his owny
‘“¥rom my darling wife.” I laid it down with a
sigh, as I thought how carefully he treasured
everything I had ever given him, and how little
care I took of all his gifts to me. :

Everything I attempted, everything 1 look-
ed at, reminded me of his goodness to me and of
my coldness and ingn\tituge to him. Atlast I
went to bed, where, after working myself into a
fever of anxiety lest he should not have reached
the end of his journey in safety, I at length
cried myself to sleep.

The next morning 1 went down to breakfast

with a heavy heart, for I knew I could not hear
from hin: till the next day ; it séemed so strange
to breakfast alone, and Nero seemed to think
80, too, for he was most unhappy, sniffing around
his master’s chair in the most melancholy man-
ner. .
My plate, for the first time since my marriage,
was empty, as I sat down to breakfast; for my
husband, who was an early riser, always had a
]{ttlc bouquet to greet me with every morning.
Frequently I forgat all about it, and left it to be
put into water by the servant ; this morning I
would have treasured it most carefully if he had
gathered it.

After brjakfastl dete;ntx}ilned to. rouse myself
and go and visit some of the poor people. in the
village, so 1 filled my baskego;itl?e:sme little
delicacies for the sick and set out.

Wherever 1 went it was the same story ; all
held forth on my husband’s goodness and kind-
ness, for all had been hel(s)ed by him in some
way or other, and all loved and respected him.
As I listened with burning cheeks I felt as if 1
was the only person on earth who had treated
him with cruel ingratitude, and I was the very
person whom he most loved and cherished,

At last 1 went home, tired and sick at heart ;

but there was no one to notice I was pale and
worn out, no one to get me wine or soup to revive
me, and no one to make me lay down and rest,
as he would have done had he been there. Oh,
how I missed him! What a fool I had been !
Was there ever woman loved and cared for as 1
had been ? Was there ever friend so ungrateful ¢
Oh ! why did 1 ever let him leave me? 1 was
sure he never would come back. Why had he
gone away ?

And conscience answered, ““You, drove him ;
he gave you all he had to give, and in return
you gave him nothing but cold looks and unkind
words ; and so he left you to seek love and
sympathy from his mother.”

This thought almost maddened me. In fancy
I saw her sitting in my place by his side, loving
and caressing him, as ] had the best right to love
and caress him. I pictured her receiving ten-
derly the loving acts T had received so coldly,
and now I was seized with a jealous anger against
her. T mentally accused her of estranging my
husband fiom me, and of trying to win his love
from me, as though his heart was not large
enough for both of us.

When Maud arrived, in the afternoon, 1 treat-
ed her to a long tirade of abuse against mothers-
in-law in general and my own in particular, and
T vented all the anger that I really felt against
myself on the innocent Mrs. Cartwright.

““ Why, Nelly,” said Maud, I thought you
liked Mrs. Cartwright so much and thought her
so nice that you even wanted her to live with
you, only your husband, very properly, as
mamma says, objected.”

““So 1did,” I answered ; ¢ but 1did not know
then she would ever entice my husband away
from me in this way, or, of course, 1 should
never have liked her.”

‘‘ Really, Nell, you are very hard ou the poor
woman ; for, as I understand, Mr. Cartwright
went to her of his own free will, because she was
not well, and he thought his company would do
her good,’’ said Maud.

‘ Nonsense ; I am sure he would never have
left me alone, unless she had put him up to it,”
I replied, ratlier crossly. .

‘“ The truth is, Nelly, you are so much in
love with your husband that you are jealous
even of his mother, and you are making your-
self miserable about nothing. Why, Mr. Cart-
wright will be back in a fortnight, and I dare
say you will get a letter from him every day ; so
cheer up, an(% let us go for a drive,”” said Maud.

I agreed to this plan, and giving Maud the
reins, I lay back and thought of her words.. Was
she right after all ? Was I jealous  Was I really,
as Maud szid, in love with my husband? Had
I only found it out now I was deprived of his
company ! Was this the 1eason that I could do
nothing but inwardly reproach myself for my
conduct to him ? And the longer I thought the
more convinced I became that Maud was right,
that 1 was jealous and that I was in love, as she
called it.

This knowledge di¢ not make me happier, for
I no sooner knew that I loved him than I longed
to tell him so and make up, as far as I could, for
all my former cruelty, for I could call my con-
duct by no milder word. I passed asleepless
night, and as 1 lay awake 1 composed various
letters of confession, which I resolved to send
the following day ; but when morning came my
pride stepped in, and 1 began to feel it would be
impossible to write, and I settled I must wait
till my husband came home and then tell him
how his absence had altered me.

1 got up early and walked out to meet the post-
man, so anxious was 1 to get a letter from him ;
it was the first I had received from him since our
marriage, and no girl was ever so anxious or so
pleased with her first love-letter as I was over
this.

It was a long letter, full of loviug messages
and terms of endearment, all of which cut me to
the heart, for they sounded like so many re-
proaches ; in reality, I think there was a tone
of gentle reproach throughout the letter. He
gave me an account of his journey and of his
mother’s health ; begged me to write to him a
few lines every day, but he said not a word about
returning.

I spent the morning in answering it, much to
Maud’s amusement, who, of course, thought 1
was pouring out volumes of love and com-
plaints of my temporary widowhood ; after tear-
ing up about a dozen sheets of paper, I at last
sent a short note, cool and with no allusions to
my misery. The more I tried, the more impos-
sible 1 found it to write my expression of love
or penitence, though 1 was hungering to do so.

For a whole week I went on in this way, suf-
fering more acutely every day, and every day
receiving long, loving letters from Mr. Cart-
wright, and writing short, cold answers.

1 lost my appetite, I could not sleep at night,
and the torture I was enduring made me look so
ill that Maud became frightened, and declared
she would write and summon my husband home,
and telling him that I was pining away for him.
I forbade her doing this so sternly that she dared
not disobey me, for 1.was determined he should
never hear from any lips but mine that at last
his heart's desire was attained, for 1 loved him.

At last, when he had been away ten days, I
could bear it no longer, for I felt I should have
brain fever if I went on in this way, so I deter-
mined to go on to Melton, where Mrs. Cartwright
lived, and see my husband. 1 came to this
decision one night, and went into Maud’s room
early in the morning to tell her of my intention.
I expected she would laugh at me, but I think+4
she guessed something was wrong, for she seemed
glad to hear it and helped me pack a few things
and set off in time for the morning train.

STRATED NEWS.

It was a three hours’ journey. They seemed
three years to me, for the nearer I got to my
husband the more impatient I was to see him.
At last we got to Melton, alarge town. Of course,
as I was not expected, there was no one to meet
me, so I took a fly to Mrs. Cartwright’s house,
where I arrived about three o’clock. )

I learned afterwards that Andrew was with
his mother in the drawing-room when I drove
up, but thinking I was only a visitor, he escaped
into another room, so I found my mother-in-law
alone.

By her side were some of my husband’s socks
which ske was darning, socks which I had handed
over to the servants to mend, and which I now
longed to snatch away from his mother. His
desk stood open, a letter to me which he was
writing lying on it.

The servant announced me as Mrs. Andrews,
my voice failing me as I gave my name, so that
Mrs. Cartwright held up her hands in astonish-
ment when she saw who it was.

““ My dear! Nelly ! Has anything happened ?
How ill you look ? What is it ?” she exclaimed.

I want my husband,” I gasped, sinking to
a chair, for 1 thought I should have fallen.
Without another word Mrs. Cartwright left the
room ; I feel sure now she guessed all about it,
and I can never thank her enough for forbearing
to worry me with questions as to what I had
come for.

She came back in a few moments with a glass
of wine, which she made me drink off, saying
she would send him to me at once if 1 took it. 1
complied, and she went for him; in another
minute 1 heard his step outside the door, and
then he came in.

‘ Nelly, my love—my darling! what is it
he cried, as I rushed into his outstretched arms,
and hid my face on his breast, sobbing bitterly.
For some moments I could not speak ; at last
I recovered myself enough to sob out :

‘“Oh, Andrew, my love ! my dear love ! can
you ever forgive me ? I came to ask you, and to
tell you I can’t live without you.” I would have
said more, but his kisses stopped my mouth, and
when at length he let me go there were other
tears upon my cheeks besides my own.

Thut was the happiest hour of my life. In spite
of my tears, and before my mother-in-law again
Jjoined us, which she discreetly avoided doing till
dinner-time, 1 had poured out all T had to tell
into my husband’s ears ; and I had learned from
him that he had left me to try what effect his
absence would have on me ; for he had felt for
some time that my pride was the great barrier
he had to overcome to win my love.

He had judged right. He was too generous to
tell me how much he had suffered from my indif-
ference, but I know it must have grieved him
terribly. Heis a different man now, he looks so
happy, and I know he would not change places
with anyone on earth. We went back to the
rectory the next day, but we could not persuade
Mrs. Cartwright to come with us ; she said we
were best alone, and I think she was right.

BRELOQUES POUR DAMES.

MAXY beautiful ladies when walking out are
angry if they are gazed at, and indignant if they
are not.

WE’LL give a handsome wedding present to
the man who'll marry the young lady who
thumps all day on the piano in our boarding-
house.

THE new song, *Sounds of Childhood,” re-
calls tender recollections of a matronly shoe, a
shrill treble voice, and an utter disinclination
to sit.

The ““Age of Man” furnishes an interesting
field for speculation, but by common consent
the age of wowan is a matter which is left en-
tirely to faith.

THE woman who drives is never so compla-
cent as when she stops her horse on the street
crossing, and sweetly waits for the tardy shop-
keeper to tie up a dozen bundles.

““ WHosE bread I eat, his song I sing.” A
penniless music teacher, who married a thrifty
baker's daughter in Chicago, has dedicated a
march of his ownr composition to his father-in-
law,

.

It was a man who invented the side-saddle,
and every time Auna Dickinson thinks of how
much time he threw away to make a woman
look ungraceful she wants to pull some one's
hair.

THE Nation thinks that a part of the drill of
every girl's school ought to be the reception by
a wife in an old gown to a dinner of corned beef
and cabbage of an unlooked-for guest, thought-
lessly brought home by a reckless husband.

At a Dubuque wedding the other day among
the wedding presents ostentatiously displayed
was a $1,000 bill, a present from the doting
father to his darling daughter. After the
guests had devarted the old man coolly rolled up
the bill and put it in his vest pocket, and that
was the end of it.

““1¥ I should marry Eliza Jane,” said a pro-
spective son-in-law, ““I should frankly confess
one thing in advance—I am of rather a hasty
temper and apt to get mad without cause.”
¢¢Oh, that’ll be all right,” blandly replied the
dear old lady; I shall go and live with you,
and I'll see that you always have cause.”

A litzle five-year-old boy, residing with his

arents in the Cheney Block, was asked by a
ady a few days since for a kiss. He imme-
diately complied, but the lady noticing that the
little fellow drew his hands across his lips, re-
marked, ‘‘Ah, you are rubbing it off.” ‘“No,
I ain’t,” was-tke quick rejoinder, ¢ I’m rubbing
it in.”

————

OvT-pooR EXERCISE.—Exercise oils the joints
of the body, and prevents them from growing
stiff. 1t needs no mnoney, very little time, little
or no present strength. One thing only it does
need, and that is perseverance. One-third of
the time often given to the piano will more than
suffice. One less study a day of those who are
to-day over-taxing so many school.girls, and
instead judicious, vigorous out-door exercise
aimed directly at the weak muscles, and taken
as regularly as one’s breakfast, anc is there any
doubt which will pay the better, and make the
girl the happier, the better fitted for all her

uties, and the more attractive as well ? It is as
necessary to develop vigorous, healthy bodies
as it is to cultivate the mind ; for what is men-
tal power without bodily strength ¢
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OUR CHESS COLUMN.

LF Solutions to Problems sent us by (orrespondents
will be duly acknowledged.

TO CORRESPONDENTS.

J. W. 8., Montreal.—Letters and game received.
Many thanks.

Stadent, Mon!rea].—dorrect solution of Problem No*
170 received.

J. G. F., Halifax, N. S.—Letter received. The game
shall appear shortly. Thanks.

H. 8., Montreal.—The score will be published as soon
as the Tourney is finished.

The friends in Canada of Mr. Bird, the well-known
Chessplayer of England, will, we are sure, be glad to
hear a few particulars connected with the part which he
took in the recent great Paris Chess Tourney. We are
the more certain that these will be read with satisfaction
‘here, from the fact that Mr. Bird, during his sojourn in
Montreal, gained the good-will of all by his genial man-
ners, and willingness at all times, even at much personal
inconvenience, to gratify any player who was desirous
of crossing pawos with him.

It appears that at the Paris Tourney he lost his first five
games, but won thirteen out of the last seventeen he
played. Out of these, he won two from Anderssen, two
from Mason, oue from Blackburne, one trom Mackenzie,
and one from Rosenthal.

Almost throughout the contest he auffored to a great
extent from the gout, which must have been a very uu-
welcome companion to one who had sufficient in the
skill of his adversaries to occupy all the power of his
mind.

Mr. Bird’s decisive node of play pleased the Purisians
much, and his victory over the renowned Anderssen, just
after that player had scorel two games with Mackeuzie,
was a subjeot of much comment. It is singular that he
did not draw a single game, and, as was remarked by
Zukertor:, the champion of the Tourney if won games
only had counted, Mr. Bird would have gained a second
prize.

A tew days ago we made some remarks on the social
advantages of our Canadian Correspondence Tuurney.
We have much pleasure now in inserting the following
remarks by one of the competitors. They form purt of a
lettersent to Mr. Shaw, the conductor of the Tourney :
** Had I won every game in the Tourney, and had the
hounour of claiming the highest prize, it would not have
afforded me half the gratitication that I have received
from letters from those who have won games fromn me ;
among which letters, yours of the 15th inst., stands pre-
eminent. 1 certainly prize these more than merely win-
ning & game, so that should I lose every game, I feel
that I shall have won more than all of You put together
—that is—the good-will of my oppouents. So far, 1
have never yet had to do with such a uniformly pleasant
set of Chessmen, and I trust, if our lives are spared, to
have the pleasure of meeting every oneof the members
of the Tourney in person. This Tourney wiill ever be
an " emerald " spot in my memory.

DEATH OF A NOTED CHESS-PLAYER.

To the Editor of the Detroit Frec Press:—
NEW ORLEANS, Sept. 10, 1878,

1 regret to inform you that Mr. Edward Himes. Presi-
dent of the New Orleans Chess Club, and one of the con
testants in the International Postal Tourney, died on the
6th inst. of yellow fever.

Yours respectfully,
WM. GEREKE.

(Detroit Free Press.)

‘We are sorry that, owing to a mistake in the address,
the copy of the CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS sent to
England every week, hus not reached the Editor of the
Chessplayers’ Chronicle, which valgable periodical, how -
ever, we receive very regularly. The mistake is our
own, and shall not occur again.

PROBLEM No. 194.
By R. B. WORMALD.
BLACK.
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