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The Scholar's Wîfe.
By F.E.

'HE Seholar lifted lits
Ieyes froma the page be-

41 Tefore hlm, and gazed
from tlie window on
te the higi-walled
garden below. The

-green leaves dancing
H in the sunlight awoke

a look of pleasure
wbicli gave to lis sombre face an aspect
almost of youth.

Today, watching tlie leaped. luxuri-
ance of spring in Italy, the flowers, and
ah the joy of May, the thouglit came
to hlm that there was a magic lu the
world other tlian that distilled from the
crabbed black-letter over whichlie liad
been pouring. He had spent bis 15oyliood
and lis early manliood ail too lavishly
in the pursuit of bookish lore; but now,
watching the picture whicli the season
lad painted, the will to live and to
love even as other men leaped and
pulsed in lis vein. Tbe small, meek
face of a woman, of lier wbo was bis
wife, Alis, came to lis mmnd, together
witli a resolution whicli brouglit him to
bis feet.

He wouid seek lier in the garden, lie
thouglit, for that was wliere alie loved
te stray and linger; and straiglitway
lie went thither.

But as lie descended from the tower,
where lie was wont to study tlirough
long houra, and alone, lie remembered
that it was the morning of a boly-day:
lience alie would be at the cliurchb4 to
hear Mass.

He did not return to his books, for
the desire to study bad, for that while,
fled; instead lie gained tlie garden, and
there roamed to and fro, looking at the
flowers and leaves as one to whom
sight had been but iateiy restored.
Wearied at lengti, Ilie sat to rest upon
a green bank-beneath a wall of bleaclied
laurels, meaning there to await bis
wife's return.

The moments slid swiftly, and lie
mused idly and pleasantiy, bis eyes
bent upon tlie grassy turf at bis feet.
He was, lie deemed, of ail men the
Most bleat in sixteentli-centu;ry
Florence.

From the mentally pictured dove-like
eYes Of bis 'wife Alis, bis thouglits
wandered to himiself and, for once, bis
scholar's dark robe wvas distasteful to
hlm, and bis austere life seemed incom-
plete. She, Ails, mnuat often be sad and
out of lieart, for lie, ber busband, -Lad
lived largely to himsehf; but now lie
would mend aIl that. He would be
young again witb ber and for ber; lie
would dye that pale cheek with the
rosy tint of pleasure.

Then lie tbought of bis wife',s cousin,
a youtli named Doria, a hudding clerk,
gay and liglit of foot, a cuuning player
lîpon the lute. Witb flie thouglit came
a sudden revulsion. It were impossible
that lie could ovor hecome young and
impulsive like that: a scbolar lie bad
licou and a scholar lie must ever romain;
but bis wlfe-a t that ploasaut Vision a
smilo flickered rîpon bis lipsq: she was
not formed for loud inirtli and gaiety;
sbç vas gentie and 10w of voice, and
she xvould lie content witb him even as
ho WaS. Ho put Ont bis, ad u
plucked a flower wbich grewv bard hv.

If w-as a i this moment that a voice
broke lu u]Poilbis inusing, a voire se
feverisfilv passioînate that lie scarcely
re,(cgnizod it as that of the womanl in
bis thouglits.

"Must voit go? Must you indood
g-o? if iesouglit. "Ah, D)oria, mine
owu dear love, wait b)ut anotber diý !Y"

'l'lie Scliolar bout ]lis ga7( leusilV
upon tle earth. and lio listeuod aq On'(,
wbo bas but falut lutorest lu tbo isqle.
I e twirýl(l creeltfle flow'er lie bell
lu bis ri,-bthau'l.

"'ue houirs wvil h long and tedionsq
Wifloîut tbee, swoetheart; lin theo la ail
Inv jov."1

Tle replv came full and fair lu fliue
'oicc of trie young clerk Doria, to
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wliom, as being lits wife's cousin, the,
Scliolar had shown rnany courtesies.

"Be patient, I pray thee, honeycomb;
yea, my sweet Alis," lie said. "Now
Heaven bless and save thee, for I may
no. longer abide here; but evermore,
whereso I gb, I arn thy own truc love.
Il shall return, verily, in the space of
two brief weeks."

The Seholar, still twirling the flower,
rémembered that he had heard before,
perchance from his wife Alis lierseif
that Doria was about to take a journèy
of some days upon a matter concerning
bis clerkship.

There was a silence, broken only by
the rustling of the laurels, and the
Scholar, sitting with drooping eyelids,
felt rather than heard the passionate
embrace of the loyers so close gtlband;
and he sat motionless until their Ïiglit
footsteps died away.

At length the flower fell bruised from
his supple fingers, and he regarded it
compassionately, it might have been
thouglit; and -then he, too, went his
way.

In an upper chamber of bis house,
some hours later, lie found Alis. "Art
wearied, good wif e?" lie asked with
unwonted tendernesg as lie drew ber
towards him. H-e held lier soft round
chin in the hollow of lis hand,' and
looked into lier wide clear eyes, In
whicli struggled a look that miglit have
been taken for fear; or maybe it Mas
one of aversion.

11e regarded her long and xnutely,
scanning lier small pale features, the
thin, modest line of.hler lips.'

"Sweet, patient wife, well may mny
lieart abound in joy; a wife is a good
gift, verily, and I amn neitlier hoar nor
old4 so we will have Iavisb time of blils
together yet. 'Wbat sayest thou, thien,
sweet one?

Ris voicc sank to a whisper, and bis
eyes were fixed on liera witli an ea 1ger-
ness wbich did not miss the pallid look
that swept acroas the wife's face nor
the desperate clencli of the amaîl teeth.
After a moment or two lie let lier go,
and she staggered from him with
trembling limbs.

"I crave tliy pardon, my dear lord
and husband," she utteid meekly as
she found a chair, "but I arn not weil.
The sun lias givenme a sickness. Me-
thinks I tarried too long in the garden
at noon."

The Sdbolar lient bis gaze upon the
rushes on the floor at bis feet and re-
mained long and mute in thouglit.
Then presently lie said with liaralinesa:

"I spoke but lu wantonness and jest,
for there la a science of grave import
which I needs must undertake. 1 have
no time for folly; 1 must start upon it
at dawning on the morrow."

With wbich lie turned and walked
away, bis gaze, contemplative, still on
the ground.

The Scbolar was back in bis room
next day. but no longer poring over bis
books. 1He had, it seorned, given has
mind to chemistry, and 1'-here alone,
under lock and kiey, he compounded
strange potions and medicines.

More than a fortnight siipped.by; till
one day lie called bis wife Alis.

"Hast tidings from thy cousin, young
Doria, dear be-art T" lie asked with a
certain gentioness.

She threw him a look of inquiry: she
had soomed mute and heavy of late, and
the answer broke from lier with a half
s 1gh.

"-No tidings whatsoe'er."
But she judged lie would not tarry

muceh lonorr*r for the two weeks that ha
11-1 promised to be away had already
licou overstopped by five days.

",wheu ho does come you and I will
ffedgee hlm. and ho shali p1edge us-ail
onf of the same cup," said lier liusband
,tendily.

Yet several weks went b'V< Thev
merged luto months: and still Doriadid
not returu to Florence. Alis grew pale?
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