
!f

>OTi|lf '

438 **INTO MARVELLOUS L/G/LT.'*

little
;

lirr heart full of the loneliness and loss of these two i>astyears, '

"It uas such a hard conflict between dtity and love." shegoes on, -n,y duty U seen,ed to n.e, forbade n.y ever seeing
ai;.UM the man u ho had caused Bertie Vaughan'sdiath-for.Mvc
..c that I speak of ,t, I ew,s, I never will a^ain-and n,y fovec.iied a ways lor n.y hnsband's return. Many, n,any liu.eswhen half w;ld wuh thinking of you, alone and wret. ifcd as I^as, have I begun lette-rs nnpluring your return, telling yon the

l.ast was forgiven and forgotten ; but when tiiey were nnishcdand the nnpulse was pa.t, I could not send then,. My n.on.ise
to n.y father seen.ed to rise before n,c and appal me. lo ask|ou to return seemed to i.,e like a crime, and these letters wentinto tlie tire, one >ind all."

'• And yet, my wife, you are here."
" Yes, Lewis, it all seemed so clear that night. .Sister Monica

anil ,u.-y were neaier heaven than I ; they knew best. Ailwas dark with me
; 1 could not decide what was right or whitwaswiong. F was like one shipwrecke.l, tossing about on ann.l. ed sea without rudder or co.npass or pilot u, g„i,k, n„tthey knew and my heart, hungry for the sigh of you, echoedevery word th.y saul. And so I am here, and 1 know at lasn.y hrst earthly duty is to the husband I love and vene.a^eabove all men, and to whom I have pledged to cleaVc uniil

<.eath. And never-no never, Lewis, shall the shadow of thepast come to darken my life. I want you to know and feel
t/uif, to believe that 1 love and honor you as greatly as though
the past had never been."

^ ^
She tlings her arm. about him with a great sob as she ceases
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'-^^'^^'^ ----r ^^»J takes
uj) the sheet of paper on which he has been writin^r

" Look here. Sydney."
"^

She looks and reads, " My Dear Wife," and lifts her surprisedeyes to his fece. ^

" Were you writing to me, Lewis ?"
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^^""' '^ "^^ ^^''^^ yo» a« strange

hat after a silence of two years I should to-day begin a lettero you ? [ could get no further than these three words ; they
hold a charm for mc. I thought I had written them for the
last time that morning in my mother's house. Do you notwonder what I was going to say ?

"
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She laughs and blushes in the old charming way that SydneyUwenson was wont to do, under Lewis Nolan's eyes.


