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- :'vnun that she would go with him wherever | never grew tired of. He was quite'He ~ ta ot s ain,
lStel’ LEONI he wished.  He stroked her brown|happy and con for he never lutterly unfit to take care of his vain,

on his
he

head as it lay for a moment

breast, and then, bending down,

kissed her very tenderly.

) ) ) A week later the Vivians embarked
Kitty Vivian had been married near-| .4 <, thampton in & Cape steamer,

Iy a war when her husband fell ill, land at the end of eight days they

and the doctors ordered him change |found themselves landing at Madgira.
of air and scenery. So in the very | The hotel at Funchal where they had

. ..... |ordered rooms was bright and sunny
middle of the London season Kitty |and very comfortable. To Herbert it
was obliged to pack up her pretly | was new life being out all day in the
dresses, cancel her manv.cngdz(‘ments fresh, pure, balmy air after the horri-

Genevieve

thin face. Herbert Vivian was not |

strong, and he had been working ra- |
ther too hard of late, spending hnurs;i
at his office” which for his hgalth’s |
sake should have been passed in the |

¢« open air. He adored his pretty, |
bright-eyed little wife, and could not ‘
bear that she should not have every-
thing she wanted in the way of lll)vi
ury and comfort, and to attam this |
end he had to work much harder than |
he allowed her to have any idea of.1
They spent six pleasant, healthy |
weeks at Malvern, and then went to
pay some visits at various country
. houses, including %erbert's home, |
where his old father still lived. In |
September Herbert was obliged to re-|
turn London and to work, but]

Kitty declared that it was too soon

just when therg/were so many delight-
ful shooting parties going on, and
that she would go up to \’nrl\shnro1
and stay with a cousin of hers whose
house was always the scene of a per-|
petual round of gaiety.

Herbert consented rather against |
his will to this proposition. He did
not like the cousin his wiie had chojt-N
en to stay with, and he felt it ha
that she should be willing, even anxi-
ous, to part from him, so soon after
Jhis recent illness, and let him go back
alone to his work in Londoft whilst
she went about enjoying herself in
country houses. ¥owever, he said
very little, for he hated to throw cold
water on any of his wife's amuse-
ments, and he betook himself home to
with a heavy heart,
but with few outward signs of an-
noyance or @isappointment.

. Kitty wrote to him pretty regular-
Iy, F fetters being full of her par-
ties'and of the society gossip which
formed the chief topic of conversation
cousin's house. Herbert spent
days at his office and his even-
, and had to undergo

and accompany him down to Malvern, | ble L.ondon fogg wm:h they had leit
where the beautiful air brought back |behind At first Kitty was happy
a little of the old color to his pale, |enough in her new surroundings, and

vhose sweet, sad face and gentle ways

to go back to their pokey little flat, { smooth her pillows or soothe her to

[{

declared that Madeira was the gmost
delightiul spot on earth. She and
Herbert made several expeditions to-
gether, walking, riding, and in bul-
lock carts, and the latter did all he
could to reconcile his wife to the
dullness of the beautiful little island.
There were very few English people at
Funshal, and the hotel was as Kitty
predicted, cheifly taken up by con-
sumptive patients. There was one
pretty, delicate-looking French girl of
about seventeen, who had been sent
out in charge of a Bon Secours nun,

had impressed Kitty very much the
few times they had met. Her young
patient adored her and could scarcely
hear her out of her sight for a mo-
ment, declaring that no one» could

leep like Sister Genevieve.

Kitty soon got tired of exploring
and began te look about for some new
form of entertainment, but there was
none to be had. After a while she
began to mope and declared that she
would certainly die of the blves if
she had to remain any longer in Ma-
deira. About this time she received
A letter from her cousin in York-
shire, telling her that she and her
husband and a party of lively friends
whose names she mentioned, were go-
ing yachting in the Mediterranean,
and that if she liked they would cal

at Madeira and carry her off wit

them for a lortn&l‘;)t at Monte Carlo.
Kitty was sitting™out on the terrace
with her husband watching the even-
ing glow upon the waters when the
letter was handed to her, and with-
out a moment's hesitation she decided
to accept the invitation. Herbert, as
usual, said very little when the plan
was laid before him, but a sharp pain
cut him through the heart like a
knife as he listened to his wife's
words:

“It will only be for a fortnight,
Bertie,”' she said, in a tone of apolo-
gy, ‘‘and you will easily be able to
take care of yourself while I am
away. 1 will ask Sister Genevieve to
keep and eye on you and let me know

cared very much for society, and as
long as he had his wife near him it
was all he asked. The solt, pure air
did him a world of good, and his
cough grew less frequent. Af the
first few weeks, however, his 'oungF
wife, who had always been accustonmr- |
ed to a life of gaiety, began to find
the simple enjoyment of the little
village extremely mohotonous. She |
complained of the tiny rooms, the|
homely food, and finally declared that
she would certainly go mad if she had”
to remain there much longer. Poor
Geoffrey was terribly upset when
heard her talking in this strain, and
did all he could to make her more
contented with her lot. He sent (o
London for books and pictures to
brighten the rooms, he took er for
long drives to all the places of in-
terest in the neighborhood, but Madge:
was still dissatisfied. Nothing pleased
her, she wearied of erything,_ and
cried a great deal whén she was alone
to Geofirey’s infinite distress. At last
matters reached a climax. A sister of
Madge's was spending the wiater on
the Riviera, and she sent long and
glowing descriptions of the lovely
scenery, the flowers, e sunshine,
and, above all, of the charming yeople
she had met. Madge pined Lo join
her, and when Mrs. Seymour wrote
and said that Monte €arlo woull do
her husband a great deal more good
than the Devonshire village, Madge
determined that she would male him
go out there. She read tlp letter to
him, and at last, after a lohg argu-
ment, Geofirey resigned himself to the
inevitable. A week later e found
himself in a large el at Monte
Carlo, :which was filled with smart,
healthy people, and he, in his weak
state of health, felt himself very
much out of everything that was go-
ing on around him. Mrs Seviuour,
Madge's sister, was a robust, loud-
voiced widow, always beautifully
dressed, and with plenty of money at
her disposal. She conside; that
Geoffrey wanted stirring up, ‘and wWas
telling Madge to make him go out and
enjoy himseli like other people, in-
stead of moping in the hotel or sit-
ting alone in the sunshine, watching
the sea with that far-away look in
his eyes. Unfortunately, Madge en-
tertained a profound respect for Mrs.
Seymour’s opinion, and poor Geofirey
suffered in consequence. He always
tried to appear bright and gay when
his sister-in-law was anywhere near,
but the sound of her voice and the
aggressive rustle of her silk-lined gar-
ments approaching used to set his
teeth on edge and make him shiver.
They often took him for drives, which
he would have enjoyed very much if
he had been alone with Madge, but

then,
_ nice-
so thoughtful and
fond of his young
seldom denied her any-
could possibly help it.

A fogs
and damp, Herbert Vivian developed
a dreadful cough, of which at first he
made light, declaring that he - would
soon get rid of it. The doctor to
whom he went for advice thought dif-
ferently, however, and after examin-
ing him thoroughly, told him firmly
decidedly, that if he meant ever to
recover he must go abroad to some
warm climate without one day's de-
lay. Poor Herbert gave a sigh when
bhe heard the doctor's verdict,, but in
his heart he knew it to be the right
one, and he broke the news ta his
wife immediately on his return*home.

“‘Oh, what fun, we'll go to WMonte
Carlo!" she cried, in great excite-
ment; ‘“we shal! have a splendid time
there. It will be really much more
amusing, Bertie, than spending the
winter in London.”

“The doctor says I am to go to
Madeira,” said Herbert, ‘“‘and I real-
ly think, dear, it will be better. You
see, Kitty, Monte Carlo is a very ex-
pensive place, and as I shall be
obliged to give up my work for the
winter, 1 cannot afford to spend a
great deal while we are away."

Kitty pouted. She was a
child—the only girl amongst a large
family of brothers who had always
given wav before their pretty, imperi-
ous little sister. *'I am sure Madeira
is deadly dull,” she exclaimed, irrita-
bly; ‘‘really, Bertie, you might have
a little consideration for me. Fancy
being cooped up in Madeira all the
winter with no one but the ordinary
inhabitants and a few English people
who are dying of consumption. I
ell',t imagine anything more misera-

'

.%ubﬂ. flushed. “Kitty,"” he said,

5 sadly, *‘don't you think yeu are just
~ a little selfish, dear? It will only be
~ for two months, perhaps, and I am
we shall find plenty of amuse-
ment once we get there.”
“Oh, you will, 1 daresay,”

spoilt

pouted

Kitty, as she threw hersell despond-
ingly into an ! “Yomte al-
‘ways with your your
mm but :&o":now how
on 1 get tired of reading, and I

’ lines."’
darling, if
" answered Herbert,
we might be so
and he looked at her

if anythi: " and with
this she- hé of
which told héx she should wot

# and

owing week, and she was full
3 k r and gaiety, doing all she
could to make up to Herbert for her
impending ‘desertion of him. The even-
ing before the yacht was expected she
went to seek Sister Genevieve to tell
her what she was going to do, and to
ask her to see after her husband dur-
ing her absence il he required any
care. She found the nun walking up
and down the terrace saying her ros-
ary. Her face wore a look of almost
heavenly saintliness, but was withal
so sweet and sympathetic, that all
who knew her felt drawn towards her
in a wonderful manner. She stopped
praying as soon as she saw Kitty ap-
proaching, and asked cheerily ii there
was anything she could do for her.
Kitty told her what she wanted, and
somehow she could not help feeling a
little bit ashamed when she saw the
look of surprise and pain that came
into Sister Genevieve's dark eyes as
she listened. ‘‘And are you going to
leave your husband all alone?”’ she
{asked when Kitty had finished speak-
ilng, “Yes," replied . the girl, reluct-
tantly. ‘““At least, there will always be
| you if he should require anyone, which

[ he is not likely to do he is so much
} better now.”
moments Sister Gene-

1 For some
| vieve did not speak. A sad far-away
look had crept over her.beautiful face,
and her lips were trembling. Then
| very gently she said: “Mrg. Vivian, I
| would like to tell you a story if you
can stay here a few minutes; it will
ot take long.”’ “Oh, I have lots of
ime,”’ returned Kitty. ‘‘My packing
i8_all done. 1 finished it this morn-
ing, so as to be ready whenever the
yacht arrives.” ‘“‘Let us sit down
here, then,” said the Sister, leading
the way to a rustic bench beneath a
trellis around which the roses were
climbing, although it was January.
Kitty followed, wondering vaguqy
what the story could be which Sister
Genevieve was about to recount to
her.

‘“Years ago,”’” began the Sister, in
a voice which trembled ever so slight-
ly, “when you were little more than
a baby, two young people fell in love
with each other and were married.
For two years all went well with
them, and they were as happy as the
day was long. Then one sad day
young husband fell ill and his

e

Mrs. Seymour almost invariably ac-
> ¥ '“

take in hearing of a recent
case or a suicide at Monte Carlo.
Once he went for a drive alone with
Madge, as Mrs. Seymour had some
more amusing engagements on hand,
and the memory of that afternoon
lived for a long time in the minds of
both. Madge was in a soft, coaxing
humor, and she let him hold her hand
and fondle the little finger which bore
his wedding-ring. Geofirey wished with
all his heart that every drive might
be like that one. He and his wife
were so happy togetherm she seemed
to him to be more like the Madge of
the first few months of their married
life, simple and aflectionate, and
quite content to talk to him about
the beautiful scenery, the books he
had been reading, and other things
which interested him. But the other
afternoons were not like that, and
Geoffirey regretted the Devonshire vil-
lage with a bitterness which grew
deeper every day. He saw so little of
Madge. She was always going to
parties with her sister or else wail-

impulsive, pretty little wife, with her
passionate
Soen he might require care and nurs-

now expect them from Madge.

e bhroke into a torrent of passionate ir-

love of life and gaiety.
ing, but he knew that he must not
Some
demon of selfishness seemed to have
taken possession of her, and her|
thoughts were all for hersell and her

re- |
 She |
and |

the same position when his wife
turned home from the Casino. '
had lost a goad deal of money
was angry in consequence. At Geof-|
frey’'s first gentle remonstrance she|

ritable words. He grew angry also
for once in his life, and a quatrel ep-
sued. For the first time since th

had been married they exchanged no
good-night kiss. The following morn-
ing the doctor was hastily summoned
to visit Geofirey who had become
very much worse. Madge was tto‘rr-,
oughly frightened, ‘and for a few d¥ys
was a devoted nurse. She sat in the
sick room all day attending to the
patient’s slightest wishes. Then Geof-

frey got a little better, and the for-
mer state of things began again.
Madge plunged into the vor of

gaiety with xenewed vigor, as thoygh
she wished to make up for the time
she had lost. Mrs. Seymour backe
her up in every way, and the two
sisters spent all their days together
in a perpetual round jof amusement.
Geoffrey gave up sayi){g anything. It
did no good and only irritated
Madge. His cough grew worse, but
he never complained. After a while
he gave upggoing out any more, and

would lie all day, for the most part

Madge went to the Cal‘|

quite alone.
sino every day. Sometimes she would
go bother afternoon and evening. If
she was lucky she would return home
smiling, and be full of tenderness to-
wards her hushand and of compassion
for his suffering and loneliness. If she
lost she was sullen and silent, and
was only longing to be off again to
win her meney back. She knew that
Geofirey hated her gambling, and that
the mere thought of it made him mis-
erable, but she was utterly callous to
the pain she caused him, and lived
only for herself and her triumphs and
enjoyments. She met with a great
deal of admiration amongst her sis-
ter's many friends and acquaintances,
and her head wgs completely turned

between it all. /| afternoon Geof-
frey-was feel worse than usual,
and he asked his wife to stay with

him just for once. She saw how ill he
looked, and hesitated, and he notic-
ed the wavering in her face. ‘‘Only
just this once, Madge,"”” he pleaded,
looking up at her wistfully, “I feel
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Vivian was sobbin
hidden in her hands, She looked up|
presently.  “‘Sister,” she whispered
through her tears, ‘‘who was it?”

“It was myself,”” replied the nun
gently, ‘“‘the story is the story of my
life, * * *»

“Thank you, Sister,” said Kitty,
very softly, and without another word
she rose and walked with a firm step
to the spot where her husband sat,
gazing sadly at the blue waters,
which was to carry his wile away
from him on the morrow. Heedless of
who might see her, Kitty fell on her
knees beside him, and,Making his thin
hands in hers, she covered them with
kisses. ‘‘Forgive me, Bertie, forgive
me,”” she sobbed, ‘‘Oh, how could 1
ever havegthought of leaving you, my
darling.”

Hcr%rt gathered his wife
arms ‘with a beating heart. He did
not understand what- it all meant,
but a strange flood of happiness came
suddenly over him. ‘‘Tell me what
you mean, Kitty,”’ he whispered ea-
gerly, ‘‘tell me what has happened?”

Then with his arms about her, she
told him Sister Genevieve's story,
and ifdthe long silence which’ follow-
ed, it seemed to them both that a
new life was opening out before them,
a life in which all would be peace and
love and happiness.

The following morning the yacht arx-
rived as expected, and Herbert antl
Kitty'swent down to the harbor to
see it come in. They found a very
lively party on board, and almost ev-
ery one was already well known to
Kitty.

‘‘Well, Kit, I hope you are packed
and ready,” cried her cousin as they
met, ‘‘for we cannot stay here more
than a few hours. It is a dull place,
and you are very wise to leave it for
a bit.”

“I had better tell you at once,”
said Kitty quiefly, ‘‘that I have
changed my mind, and that I do -not

quietly, her face [

into his

so strange this afternoon and I have
a dreadful pain here;" s

SKall be back in an , and you
won't mind being left alone for such
a short time, will you, glear?”’
Geoffrey did not answ He did
mind it very much, but-he knew it

was no use saving so.

““You won't stay longer than an
hour, will yoyy Madge?’’ he whisper-
ed, brokenly, Jor his poor heart was
aching even more than his side. At
that moment Mrs. Seymour’s voice
was heard at the door calling to
Madge to make haste. ‘‘All right,
Alice, I am coming,”’ cried the girl.
“‘Good-bye, Geofirey,”” and she was
gone without another glance at her
husband.

It was three o'clock when he went
out and the clocks were striking sev-
en when she gpenefl the bedroom door
on her return. A strange stillness
entered. Her face was wreathed in
smiles and carried a bag of gold
pieces in her hand. ‘I have
Geofirey, I have won,”” she cried, as
sofa, but no answer came from the
still, quiet figure lying there. A cry

ing the sunny hours in the hot, close
atmosphere of the Casino. Once or
twice she went to a dance in the
evening, and Geofirey was left alone
to ponder sadly on the change that
had come over his wife. And all this
time Madge was in her element.
Though at the bottom of her heart
she loved her husband very dearly,
vet she longed for excitement and ad-
miration. She went everywhere,
dressed beautifully, and enjoyed her-
seli most thoroughly. Poor Geofirey
was obliged to remonstrate with her
once on the score of ¢xpense, for he
was not very well-off, and he feared
that his foolish foung wife might ;:;

had answered, irritably, it's nonsense
to suppose that I can go about if I
do not get some new clothes,” and
and said no mom.‘ge

e

hand to hand fillod him with
ing and disgust. The first time he
saw his wife take her place at the
a

sent him to a little village in the|weak than he had ever done since the
South of England to recruit his|doctor had cautioned him to avoid
health. His wile, of course, accom-|exertion and spoken disparagingly
panied him, and at first she was|about his lungs. Something must be
charmed with the free, open-air life, |done, he said to himself. I cannot
the picturesque old village, and the|let her become like her sister and
friendly, weather-beaten fisherfolk |like all those other women who
who formed the chief society of the about the Casino. The bed-
place. lbhvuundmm windows were open and a mist
2“‘&0“ the rising from the sea, but
, rmen mending  their nets, and ‘not heed it, and he sat|
chatting with them about the sea and time with his eyes %

of terror broke from the girl as she
beny over him. He lay upon his side,
his eyes wide open and fixed upon the
doorway, as though he expected some-
one to enter by it. His mouth was
contorted, and there was blood on the
white linen front of his shirt.
‘“‘Geoffrey! Geofirey!”’ cried the
young wife, falling on her knees be-

side him. ‘‘Speak to me! Look at me, |

Geoffrey! I am here! I am here!”’
But there was still no answer, no-
thing but silence reigned. In horror
she glanced towards the door. Who
had he been watching for when the
grim messenger of death had come to
take him. She knew well it was for
the wile who had promised to love
and to cherish him always, in sick-
ness and in health, until death should
part him from her. And now death
had come and she was too late, too
late. She knew that he had called
her name when he felt the end draw-
ing near, struggling with all his
might to live until she returned, to
look once more upon her face which
he had loved so dearly. He died alone
and tnaided, withost a human crea-
ture near him. Oh! false wife, false
friend! Was i thus she had kept her

seemed to pervade the room as she|and hall
lstea.ming
| Kitty and her husband stood on the
Woa, | pier and watched them till the yacht
| became a mere speck on the vast wa-
she advanced towards her husband’s | ters.

! “‘Oh, Herbert,”” whispered the little

men to leave Madeira all.”

-
made up my mind last night too late

to put you off.” ‘

Her friends surrounded her thed,
trying to induce her to think better
of her decision and to go with them
after all. But Kitty was firm.

“It’s awfully nice of you all to
want me,”” she said merrily, ‘“but to
tell you the truth, my ideas of en-
joyment have changed a good deal
since-you saw me last; so there is no
use in trying to persuade me, because
nothing will make me change. And
now come along to the hotel and we
will show you the beauties of Fun-
chal, and when you are tired of it
you can go off- again as fast as you
like."

That same evening the yacht got up
steam again, and just as the sun was
beginning to set the party embarked,
an hour later they were

slowly out of the harbor.

wife, as she nestled close to him,
‘‘how can I ever be grateful enough
to Sister Genevieve? Only for her I
should be in the yacht at this very
moment, being carried further and

how I can cver have contemplated
leaving you. Oh, how wicked and self-
|ish T was, and you never said one
tword of anger to me all the time.”

FIRESIDE SPARKS.

Molly—I was so mad at the party
last night! Kate Green had on a
dress exactly like mine. Polly—Yes;
but -how it must have disgusted her
to see you with a dress like hers!
That ought to make you happy, I
should think.

Reporter—In .describing this new
drinking fountain would you say ‘‘the
water issues from an ornate pipe in
a ‘little stream’ or ‘jet?’ "’ Snake
Editor—It's just like Schuylkill wa-
ter, isn't it? Reporter—Yes. Snake
Editor—Then you'd h‘tt:et; say “‘a lit-
tle stream of jet.”

further away from you. I can't think
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When Your Joints

Are Stiff A
and muscles sore from cold or rheu.
matism, when you slip and sprain a
joint, strain your side or bruise your-
self, Perry Davis' Painkiller will

out the sorencss and fix you right in
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