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THE RURAL CANADIAN,

HOME CIRCLE.
THE OTHER SIDE.

A TALE OF BUTTONS.

Breakfust wus just over at the parsonnge ; tho table
was cleared nway, tho chairs sot back, and Mrs. Ash-
- ton, in a neat morning dress, with a protty little cap
on her pretty littlo head, was standing with her arm
over her tall husband’s shoulder, looking at the morn-
ing paper. And as fine-looking a pair they wore as you
will bo likely to sce in a smumer's day. The Rov.
Clement Ashton was indeed said to be the handsomest
man in the parish, and that with good rvason ; whether
he had any ideas of his own on the subject was en-
ticely his own affuir.

Mrs, Ashton, as she was styled by the parish—Chris-
tiana, as her godfathers and godmothers named her—
Chrissey, as her brothers and her husband called her—
was not usually regarded as romarkably handsome.
Her features were not very regular, and she was not
fair ; but her eyes, 30 bright and clear, her figure so
elasticand trin:, her abundant hair, and, abovo all, her
frank casy manners, and the cxpression of sunny
good temper and perfect openuess which lighted up
hier face, made most people consider her a very attrac-
tive woman. FEvery one in the parish liked her,
from the two old people who sat in the warm corner
near the stove in the church, and always came round
to get their dinner at the parsonage on Sundays, to
Mrs. Dr. Rush, who was by far the grandest lady in
the parish.

" Mr. and Mrs. Ashton had been married about six
months, after an engagement of almost throe yesrs,
during which time they had corresponded vigorously,
but had seen very little of esch other, for Mr. Ashton
was an assistant in an overgrown parish in one of our
larger citics, and could seldom bespared ; and Chrissey
was a teacher in another great city, whers she sup-.
ported herself, and helped by her labours to educate
one of her brothers for the ministry. It was not till
this brother had finished his studics, and was placed
on an independent footing, that she had consented to
be married.

¢ George cannot support himself entirely,” she said,
in answer to tho remonstrance of her lover; ‘“he is
not strong enough tolabour as many of the young men
do, and ho nceds iy heilp. I know, too, that if he
attempts any more than he is doing, his health will
fail, and ho will become discouraged. You must con-
tent yourself to board awhile longer with your good
{riend, Mrs. Bicketts, Clement.”

And to this resolution shosteadfastly adhered, despite
Clement’s persuasions, and those of George himself, who
was very much distressed at the thought that his sis.
ter’s marriage should be put off on his account. Under
these circumstances, the lovers did not see much of
cach ather, and they were fimally married without
Chrissoy’s over having suspected her husband of any
infirmity of temper. She had suffered much on dis-
covering that such was the case, and felt inclined some-
times to wish that she had never been disenchanted.
But she was a wiso woman ; sho knew her husband’s
intrinsic excellencies and strength as well as his weak-
ness, and altering an old maxim to suit her own pur-
pose, she resolved both to endure and cure.

**YWhat do you set about to-day1" she asked, as
AMr. Ashton, having exhausted the paper, arose from
the sofa corner.

“Visiting,"” replied his reverence. *‘X must g¢ up
to old Mrs. Balcomb's and seo tho Joneses, and try to
prevail on Phil Taggart to Iet his children come to the
Sunday school onco more. Then I have to soe poor
Maggic Carpenter, who is much worse agair, and if 1
have time, I shall got into the omnibus 223 rido out to
the mills, to that girl Miss Flower mentioned to mo
yesterday.”

*Whata round ! * exclaimed Chrissey. *¢ Youwill
never get home to dinner at two o’clock. T think I
will put it off till aix, and run the risk of being thought
+ stuck up,’ like poor cousin Liily.”

“YWhat do you mean ?”

“WLy, you know thoy always dino at six to suit the
dottor’s arrangements.  One day Lilly called about
some socicty matter on a lady who lives not a
hundred miles from her stroet, about five o’cock in the
afternoon. Tho lady herself camo to the door, and
Lilly wasabout catering, when she thought she per-
ceived thoamell of roast meat in tho hall, and said very
politely, ‘ Bat pechaps it is your dinner hour '™

*4¢No indeed ! * replied madame, with indignation.
‘Wo don't dino at this time of day; we are not so
stuck upt’”

“Poor Lilly!” exclaimed Mr. Ashton, laughing,
““what did sho say 7"

“Ol sho did her errand, and retired, of course.
There was nothing to be said.”

Mr. Ashton turned to go into tho study, and as he
did so, his foot caught in the carpet and he was nearly
thrown down. Chlrissey started in alarm, but he re-
covored himself, and said pettishly enough—

1 do wish you would have that carpet nailed down.
I have stumbled over it twenty times in the course of
a week, I do beliove.”

¢ I thought Arny had fastened it,” returnied his wife,
with perfect mildness. “‘X am sure I saw her at work
there. The door muat pull it out of place, I think."”

“Q1 of course thero is some excellent reason for its
being out of order. Itsecms to me that, with all your
ingonuity, you might find some way of making it more
secure.”

He turned into his study, shutting the door after
him with rather unneceseary force, and Mrs. Ashton
roturned to the fire and arranged her work-baakst for
that day, with something of a cloud on the fair face.
Sho wus not left long here undisturbed, for Mr. Ash-
ton’s voice was soon heard calling her in impatient
toncs. She sighed, but arose and entered the next
room, where she found her husband standing before
his bureau partly dressd, and with shirts, cravats, and
handkerchiefs scattored about him like a new kind of
znow, while his faco bore an expreasion of melancholy
reproach at once painful and slightly ludicrous.

¢What is the matter 1" zhe asked.

40, the old story! Not a button where it ought
to ba! not a shirt ready to wear! I do not mean to
be unreasonable,” he continued, in an agitated voico,
as he tumbled over the things, to the manifest discom-
posure of the clean linen, “but really, Chrissey, I
think you might see that my clothes aro in order. 1
am sure I would do more than that for you; but here
Iam dolayed and put to the greatest inconvenience,
becauso you cannot sow on theso buttons! I should
roally think that alittle of the time you spend in writ-
ing to Georgeand Henry might as well be bestowed on
me‘ll

This address was delivcred in a tone and manner of
mournful distress, which might have been justified,
perhaps, if Mrs. Ashton had picked his pocket as he
was going to church.

¢ WWhat is the matter with this shirt 7’ ssked Chris-
soy, quietly examining one of the discarded garments.
¢ It seems to have all the buttons in their places ; and
this one, too, is quite perfect ; and here is another,
My dear husband, how many shirts do you usually
wear at & time 7"

“01it isall very well for you to smile, my love,
but X do assure you I found several witk ilo means at
all of fastening tho wristbands. We had breakfart
late, and now I shall be detained half an hour, when I
ought to beaway. I know you mean well, but if you
had served a year's apprenticeship with my mother
beforo you wero married, it might have beon all the
better for your housckeeping.”

“Jt might have provented it altogethor,” was re-
pressed ih 2 moment. Sho picked up aud replaced the
scattered apparel, folded the snowy cravats, warmed
her husband’s overshoes, and saw the beautiful Iittle
communion service, prosented by a lady of the parish,
and consecrated to such sufferers as Maggis Carpenter,
was in readiness.  Before ho left the house, Mr, Ash-
ton had forgotten both his frotfolness and its cause. |
Ho kisscd his wife, thanked her for her trouble, pro-
posed that sho should send for Lilly to spend the day
with her, and strode away with his usual elastic atep
and pleasant face.

Chrisacy watchod him Srum the door till o turned
into the next stvest, and then went back to the fireside
and to her own refloctions.

This fretfulness and tendency to be greatly dis-
tarbod at litile maticrs, was almost her husband'sonly
fault. Ho was self-sacxificing to tho last degreo, faith-
ful and indefatigable az an aposilo in almost ali his
professional lsboars, liberal to s fault, and in his ad-
ministration of parish matters wisoand conciliating to
all He oould besr injurics, real injaries, with the
groatest paticnce, and was nover known to harbourre-
sontmont.

Tut with all these good qualities, Mr. Ashiton had

finally (o destroy the comfort of his married life. If
his wife, by extravagance or bad managemont, had
wastod his income and involved him in difficulties, it
is probablo that he would never have spoken an un-
kind work to her ; but the fact of a button being mias-
ing, or a book removed from its placo, would produce
a lamentation half indignant and half pathetic, which
rung in Chrissey's ears, and made her heart ache long
aftor Cloment had forgbtten tho circumstance alto-
gother. Strangoas it may soem, Mr. Ashton had never
thought of this habit, of which, indoed, ho was but
imperfuctly conscivus, es a fault.

He thought, indeed, that it was a pity he should be
80 sensitive, and sometimes said that he wished he had
not such a love for order and symmetry, for then he
should not be so often annoyed by the disorderly
habite of other people. He said to himself that it was
one of his peculiar trials—that even Chrissey, per-
foct as she was, did not come up to his ideas in this re.
spect ; but that hispeculiar trisls, as he was pleassd to
call them, over became trials to other people, he did
not imagine, He had, indeed, remarked, in spite of
himaelf, that Clirissey’s face was not as cheerful, nor
her spirits as light, sa when they were first married;
and hoe regretted that the cares of housekeeping should
weigh so heavily upon her; but nothing was further
from bis thoughta than that anything in himself could
have produced the change.

Mr. Ashion, oxhausted with his day’s work, turned
towards home with his mind and heart full of all he
had seen and felt. Ho said very little during dinner,
but when the table was removed, and he sat down in
his dressing-gown and alippers before the fire, ho re-
lated to his wife all the events of the day, describing,
with the enthusiasm of hisesrnest nature, the patience
and holy resignation he had witneased, and ended by
saying—

* Cerlainly religion has power to sustain and con-
sole, under all trials, and under every misfortunc.”

¢ Except the loss of a button,” replied Chrissey,
seriously. *¢That is s misfortune which neither philo-
sophy-nor religion can enable one to sustain.”

The Rev. Mr. Ashton started as though a pistol had
been discharged at his ear.

“Why, what do you mesan, Chrissey1”

4 Just what I say,” returned Chrissey, with tho
same soberness. ‘¢ Yoursclf, forinstance ; you can on-
dure with the greatest resignation the loss of friends
and misfortune ; I never stw you ruffied by rudencas
or sbuse from others, or show any impatience under
aavere pain ; but the loss of a button from your shirt,
or a nail from the carpet, gives you a perfect right to
be unrcasonable, unkind, and—I muzt xsy it—un-
christian.”

Mr. Ashton arose, and walked up and down the
room in some agitation.

7 gdid not think, my love,” he said at last in a
trombling tone, ‘¢ that you would attach so much im-
portance to a single hasty word. Pechaps I apoko too
quickly ; but even if it were 30, did wo not promise to
‘be patient with each other’s infirmities T I am sure I
am very glad to bear with——"

Mr. Ashton paused ; he was an eminently truthful
man, and, upon consideration, he really could not re-
member that he had ever had anything to bear from
his wife,

$37f it were only once, oy dear husband, I should
say nothing about it ; but you do not in the lesat scem
aware how the habit has grown upon you. There bas
not been a day this weck in which you have not made
my heart ache by some such ontburst of fretfulnesa”

Mr. Ashton was astonished ; but as he began to re-
flect, ho was still more surprised to find that his wife's
aocuxztion was quite true. One day, it had been
about the front-door mat, thenext about a mislaid Re-
view, and then about a lost pair of gloves, whichafter
all were found in his own pocket. He felt that it was
all true ; and as his conacience brought forward one
instance after another of unkindaess, he sat down
again and covered his face with his hands,

“ But that is not the worst,” continuod Chrissey,
Lecoming agitated in her turn. “I fear—X cannot
help fearing—that I shall beled to feel as I ought
not towands you. Iicar lest shall in tims lose the
power of respecting my husbend , and when respect

goss, Clemeont, love doos mot Iast long. This very
momont I foand myself wishing I had never known
you."

Chrissey burst into tears, a very unusual demon-

ono fault—a fault which throatoned to disturb and

stration for her ; and Clement springing up, once more




