
166 TE FIRST CROSS WVORD.

cried like a child. This was the .flrst cross word I had ever
spokcen te my husband. ht seemcd to me as il somo suidde!i ca-
larnity iiad befà.lleti us. 1 wvorl(ed myseif up te surli a pitch of
feeling, that 1 vailied about the room w'ringingy my hands.

O, it is ail ovor with- us,' thoughit 1 ; we shail nover be
happy together again ini this wvorld.' This thought made mie
unspealiably rnise.rable. 1 feit as if a black pali had fallen
arouiid me, and in the future there wvas only blank-darkness.
la iny misery 1 sought te comfor.6 rysolf by blamfngr him.
'He need not have spoken se te, me, at any rate,' said 1, ont

louci. 'H[l mighlit have seen how 1 feIt ; it wvas tue mucli for
any ene te bear. It really %vas flot one bit k(ind in hirn. It is
plain enoughi that lie doos net caro for rny comfoi-t as hoe once
did. Tion to ho alvays telling me what nice things his mo-
ther cooks, when lho lnowvs 1 arn trying to do my very bost te
learn te please him! It is too bad.'

"PDon't look se dreadfully sober, Kate. My baby criod just
here, and 1 had te, runi beforo 1 %vas througli wvith my catalogue
oF grievances ; yet 1 had gene far onoughrl to get well on the
wvreng tracli again. 1 bogran te calm myseif %vith the reflection
that if thoro had been a great wirongy done, 1 w"as net the only
one te blame for it. I %vas dreadfully sorry that I had spolien
cross te him, but 1 theughit lie ought te bp sorry tee. Befbre
mny baby had finished cryingty, 1 came te the conclusion that
1 would flot exhibit signs of ponitence until 1 saiv soine in
him.

"iSe 1 bathod my face, that ne traces of tears migbit romain,
dressed myseif witil unusual care, and %vent down te old Brid.
get, te, give some very particular directions about the dinner.
1 did this wvith a martyr-like spirit. I moant te try My bost te
make him sorry for his injustice. I resolved te .reproach bimn
with a first-rate dinner, good as bis miother could cnok. Tc
wvhet the edgre of my delicate reproof, I made %vith oey own
bauds, a most excellent cup of cofiiee.

"cOne o'clock came at last, thougli 1 thought it neyer would;
the door opened, and 1 heard his quiet stop iii the hall. 0f al
things in Ibis %vorld, hie wvas whisiling,! Ho came te the table
%with a bright face, from whichi every trace of the merning's
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