- Sister. Gen,ev_ieve.

When her husband fell ill Kitty
Vivian had been married nearly a
year, and the doctors ordered him
change of air and scemery. So in
the very middle of the London sca-
son Kitty was obliged to pack up
he- pretty dresses, cancel her many
engagements, and accompany him
down to Malvern, where the beauti-
ful air brought back a little of the
old color to his pale, thin face.
Herbert Vivian was not strong,
and he had been working rather too
hard of late, spending hours at his
office, which for his health's sake
should have been passed in the open
air. He adored his pretty, brighft-
eyed little wife, and could not bear
that she could not have every-
thing she wanted in the way of lux-
ury and comfort, and to attain this
end he had to work much harder
than he allowed her to have any
idea of.

They spent six pleasant, healthy
weeks at Malvern, and then went
to pay some visits at various coun-
try houses, including Herbert's
home, where his old father still
lived. In September Herbert was
obliged to return to London and to
work, but Kitty declared that it
was too soon to go hack to their
pokey little flat, just when there
were so many delightful shooting
parties going on, and that she
would go up to Vorkshire and stay
with a cousin of hers whose house
was always the scene of a perpet-
nal round of gaiety.

Herbert consented rather against
his will to this proposition. He did
not like the cousin his wife had
chosen to stay with, and he felt it
hard that she should be willing,
even anxious to part from him so
soon after his recant illness, and let
him go back alone to his work in
London whilst she went about en-
joying herself in country houses.
However, he said very little, for he
hated to throw cold water on any
of his wife’'s amusements, and he
betook himself to their little flat
with a heavy heart, bhut with few
outward signs of annovance or.dis-
appointment.

Kitty wrote to him pretty regu-
larly, her letters being full of he:
parties and ol the society gossip
which formed the chief topic of con-
versation at her cousin’s house.
Herbert spent his days at his office
and his evenings at the club, and
had to undergo a good deal ol
good-natured chaff from, his friends
ahbout having become a ‘‘grass
widower’' so soon after his mar-
riage. Though he bore their teas-
ing good-humoredly, it hurt him,
nevertheless, and often he would
dine at home and spend his éven-
ings reading, so as to avoid meet-
ing his facetious young friends. At
last, towards the end of October,
Kitty returned, looking the picture
of health and spirits, and full of all
that she had been doing. They
settled down then for the winter,
and got along very nicely, for Her-
bert was so thoughtful and unsel-
fish and so fond of his young wife
that he seldom denied her any-
thing if he could possibly help it.
However, as Christmas drew near,
and London became a prey to fogs
and damp, Herbert Vivian develop-
ed a dreadful cough, of which at
first he made light, declaring that
he would soon get rid of it. The
doctors to whom he went for ad-
vice thought differently, however,
and after examining him thorough-
ly, told him firmly and decidedly,
that if he ever meant to recover he
must go abroad to some warm cli-
mate without one day's delay.
Poor Herhert gave a sigh when he
heard the doctor's verdict, but in
his heart he knew it to be the right
one, and he broke the news to his
wife immediately on ‘his return
home.

Oh, what fun! We'll go to Monte
Carlo!” she cried, in great excite-
ment; ‘‘we shall have a splendid
time there. It will be really much
more amusing, Bertie, than spend-
ing the winter in I.ondon.”

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

- Kitty pouted. She was a spoilt
. child—the only girl among a large

family of brothers who had always
given way before their pretty, im-
perious little sister. ‘I am sure
Maderia is deadly ‘dull,”’ .she ex-
claimed. irritably; “really, Bertie,
you might have a little considera-
tion for me. Fancy being cooped
up in Madeira all the winter with
no one but the ordinary inhabi-
tants and a few English people who
are dving of consumption. I can’t
imagine anything more miserable.”

Herbert flushed. “Kitty,” he
said, sadly, ‘‘don't you think you
are just a little selfish, dear ? It
will only be for two months, per-
haps, and I am sure we shall find
plentv of amusement once we get
there.”

“Oh, you w:ll, I daresay,” pout-
ed Kitty, as she threw herself des-
pondingly into an armchair. “You
are always happy with your books
and vour sketching things, but you
knew how soon I get tired of read-
ing, and I can't draw two straight
lines."

“I will teach vou, my darling, if

you will let me,” answered Her-|

bert, gently. ‘‘Oh, Kitty, we might
be so happy together,” and he look-
ed at her sorrowfully and sighed.
In a moment the girl was over-

come with a sudden fit of penitence

and, throwing her arms round her
husband’s neck, she told him he
was the dearest old ‘‘stick-in-the-
mud” in the world, and that she
would go with him wherever he|
wished. He stroked her brown head
as it lay for a moment on h“
breast, and then, bending down he:
kissed her very tenderly. '

A week later the Vivians embark-;
ed at Southampton in a Cape.
steamer, and at the end cof cight!
days they found themsclves landed |
at Madeira. The hotel at Funchal
where they had ordered rooms was |
bright and sunuy and ve.y com—}
fortable. To Herbert it was new:
life being out all day in the fresh,
pure, balmy air alter the horrible
London fogs which they had left be-?
hind. At first Kitty was happy in,
her new surroundings, and declared
that Madeira was the most delight-
ful spot on earth. She and Her-
bert made several expeditions to-,
gether, walking, riding and in bul-
lock carts, and the iatter did all he
could to reconcile his wile to the|
dullness of the beautiful little is-!
land. There were very few English|
people at Funchal, and the hotel.
was as Kitty predicted, chiefly|
taken up by consimptive patients.:
There was one pretty, delicate-|
looking French girl of about seven-
teen, who had been sent out in:

good humor and gaiety, during all
she could t6 make up to Herbert
for her impending desertion of him
The evening 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 during her ab-
sence, if he required any care. She
found the nun walking up and down
the terrace saying her rosary. Her
face wore a look of almost heaven-
ly saintliness, but was withal so
;sweet and sympathetic, that all
iwho knew her felt drawn towards
her in a wonderful manner. She
stopped praying as soon as she saw
| Kitty  approaching, and asked
cheerfully if 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 eves as she

listened.
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For some moments Sister Cune-
jvieve did not speak. A lar-away
look had crept o ey her heautiul
{face, and her lips were trembling.
‘Then very gently she said:
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and laborers.

“Mrs. Vivian, 1 would like to tell
vou a story if vou can stay a few
minutes; it will not take long.”

“Oh, T have lots of time,” re- |
turned Kitty. “My packing is all
done. T finished it this morning, so
as to be ready whenever the yacht
arrives.”

opportunities for stockmen
l districts.

farm hands, address

© “TLet us sit down here then,” said |}
{the Sister, leading the way to a|j C. VOCl}fiEg,erk or
lrusti(‘ bench, beneath a trellis Dept. of Provincial Lands
. S,

around which the roses were climb- ||
ing, although it was January. Kit-
ty lollowed, wondering vaguely :
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what the storv could be which Sis-
ter Genevieve was about to recount
to her.

ment, Geofirey resigned himself to
. the inevitable. A week later he

“Years ago,” began the Sister, found himself in a large hotel at
in a voice which trembled ever so,Monte Carlo, which was filled with
slightly, “when you were little more smart, healthy people, and he, in
than a baby, two young people fell his weak state of health, felt him-
in. love with each other and were Self very much out of everything
married. For two years all went|that was going on around him.
well with them, and they were as;i\lrs; Seymour, Madge's sister, was
happy as the day was long. Then & robust, loud-voiced widow, al-
one sad day the young husband fell ' Ways beautifully dressed, and with
ill and his doctor sent him to a Plenty of money at her disposal.
little village in the south of KEng- She considered that Geoffrey want-
land to recruit his health. His, ed stirring up, and was always tell-
wile, of course, accompanied him,:ing Madge to make him go and en-
and at first she Was charmed with joy himself like other people, in-
the Iree, open-air life, the pictur- stead of moping in the hotel or sit-

charge of a Bon Secours nun, whose ¢sque old village, and the friendly, ting alone in the sunshine, watch-

i
sweet, sad face and gentle ways’

fisherfolk who |ing the sea with that far-away look

weather-beaten

had impressed Kitty very much the [ormed the chief society of the in his eyes. Unfortunately, Madge
few times they had met. Her vmmggplace. The invalid used to spend entertained a profound respect for

patient: adored her and

could | his days lying on the beach watch-iMrs. Seymour’s opinion, and poor

scarcely bear her out of her sight ing the fishermen mending their:Geoffrey suﬁe'red in consequence.
for a moment, declaring that no nets, and chatting with them about : He always trxe(% to appear bright
one could smooth her pillows orjthe sea and its treasures, which and gay when his sister-in-law was
soothe her to sleep like Sister Gene-|Was a topic they never grew tired:anywhere near, but the sound of

vieve.

Kttty soon got tired of exploring
and began to look about for some
new form of entertainment, but
there was none to be had. After a

while she began to mope and de-|

clared that she would certainly die
of the blues if she had to remain
any longer in Madeira. About this
time she received a letter irom her
cousin in Yorkshire, telling her

that she and her husband and al

party of lively friends whose names
she mentioned, were going yachting
in the Mediterranean, and that if
she liked they would call at Madeira
and carry her off with them for
a fortnight at Monte Carlo. Kitty
was sitting out on the terrace with
her husband watching the evening
glow upon the waters when the let-
ter was handed to her, and with-
out a moment's hesitation she de-
cided to accept the invitation. Her-
bert, as usual, said very little when
the plan was laid before him, but
& sharp’ pain cut him through the
heart like a knife as he listened to
his wile's words:

“It will only be for a {fortnight,
Bertie,” she said in a tone ot apol-
ogy, ‘“and you will easily be able
to take care of yourself while I am
away. I will ask Sister Genevieve
to keep an eye on vou and to let
me know if anything goes wrong.”
And with this she stilled the voice
of conseience which told her. she
should not leave her husband all
alone; and went off to answer her
cousin's letter. Ten days later she
received a wire to say that she
might expect the yacht early the
following week, aljld she was full of

of.. He was quite happy and con-i
;tented, for he never cared very|
much for society, and as long as he
ihad his wile near him it was all he
rasked. The soft, pure air did him
s world of good, and his cough
grew less frequent. After the first
few weeks, however, his young wife
iwho had always been accustom-

fed to a life of gaiety, began

to' find the simple enjoyment
of the little village  extreme-
11y monotonous. She complained
jof the tiny rooms, the home-

1y Iood  and finally declared that
she would certainly go mad if
she had to remain there much long-
‘er. Poor Geoffrev was terribly up-
‘set when he heard her talking in
ithis strain, and did all:he could to
make her more contented with her |
lot. He sent to London for hooks
aud pictures to hrighten the rooms,
he took her for long drives to all
the places of interest in the neigh-|
I borhood, but Madge was still dis-,
{satisfied. Nothing pleased her, she
'wearied of evervthing, and cried a
igreat deal when she was alone, to
!Geofirey's infinite distress. At last
| matters reached a climax. A sister
of Madge's was spending the winter
on the Riviera, and she sent long
and .glowing descriptions of the

lovely scenery, the flowers, the!
sunshine, and, above all, of the
charming people she had met.

Madge pined to join her, and when
Mrs. Sevmour wrote and said that
Monte Carlo would do her husband
a great. deal more good than the
Devonshire village, Madge deter-
mined that she would make him go
out there. She read the letter to

him, and at last, after a long argu-

her voice and the agressive rustle
of her silk-lined garments approach-

ing 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
Mrs. Sevmour almost invariably
accompanied  them, and the result
was that he was longing all the
time to get home as quickly as
possible. IIe hated the gossip ard
scandal with which Madge's sister
beguiled the hours, and could not
bear to see the delight and interest
his wife used to take in hearing of
a recent divorce case or a suicide
at Monte Carlo. Once he went for
a drive with Madge, as Mrs. Sey-
mour had some more amusing en-
gagements on hand, and the mem-
ory of that afternoon lived for =
long time in the minds of both.
Madge was in a soft, coaxing hu-
mor, and she let him hold her hand
and fondle the little finger which
bore his wedding-ring.  Geoffrev
wished with all his heart that
every drive might be like that one.
He and his wife were so happy to-
gether, -she seemed to him to be
more like the Madge of the first
few months of their married life,
simple and affectionate, and quite
contént to talk to him about the

{beautiful scenery, the books ke had.

been reading, and other things
which interested him. #ut the
other afternpons were not liks that
and Geoffréy regretted the Devon-
shire village with a bittérness which
grew deeper every day. He saw so
little of Madge. She was always
going to parties with her sister or
else wasting the sunny hours in the

hot, close at‘mosphere' of the Casi-
no. Once or twice she went to a
dance in the evening, and Geoffrey
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 bot-
tom of her heart she loved her hus-
band very deeply, yet she longed
for excitement and admiration. She
went everywhere, dressed bheautiful-
ly and enjoyed herself most thor-
oughly. Poor Geofirey was obliged
to remonstrate with her once on
the score of expense, for he was
not very well off, and he feared
that his foolish young wife might
get herself perhaps deeply in debt.
‘I must dress like other people,’
Madge had answered irritably. ‘It's
nonsense to suppose that I can go
about if T do not get some new
clothes,’ and Geofirey sighed .and
said no more. He soon grew to
hate the Casino.  The bold-eyed,
showy, painted women parading up
and down, and the ceaseless chink
of the money passing from hand to
hand filled him with loathing and
disgust. The first time he saw his
wife take her place at the tables it
gave him a feeling of pain which he
could not repress. He went back to
the hotel feeling more ill and weak
than he had ever done since the
doctor had cautioned him to avoid
exertion and spoken disparagingly
about his lungs. Something, must
be done, he said to himself, I can-
not let her become like her sister
and like all those other women who
swarm about the Casino. The bed-
room windows were open and a
mist was slowly rising from the
sea, but Geoffrey did not heed it,
and he sat for a long time with his
eyes fixed dreamily on the gather-
ing darkness. He felt himself so
weak and ill, so utterly unfit to
take care of his vain pretty little
wife, with her passionate love of
life and gaiety. Soon he might re-
quire care and nursing, but he
knew that he must not now expect
them from Madge. Some demon
of selfishness seemed to have taken
possession of her, and her thoughts
were all for herself and her own
amusements. He was sitting in the
same position when his wife return-
ed home from the Casino. She had
lost a good deal of money and -was
angry in consequence. At Geof-
frey’s first gentle remonstrance she
broke into a torrent of passionate
irritable words. He grew .angry
also for once in his life, and a guar-
rel ensued. For the first time since
they had been married they ex-
changed no good-night kiss. ‘The
following morning the doctor was




