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THE FFRST CROSS WORD.

had been devoted toeach other ; now the real cares of life pressed
upon us so as often really to absorh our energies. [ was the first
to feel the change. It seemed to me as if something were over-
shadowing us. Sometimes I wonld get sentimental, and think he
did not love me as he once did.  As I look back now, I am con-
vinced that here was my first wrong step. Indulgence in these
moods weakened wy resolutions, It was an injustice to him of
which I ought not to have been guilty. It left me, too, with a
wounded feeling, as il I had been wronged, which began to
affect my spirits,

« Onee, [ had for some time carried about this little sore spot
in my heart. [ kept the matter all to myself, for { was in part
ashamed, and in part too proud to speak of it. Here was another
wroug step,  There is no security of happiness in married life
but in the most perfect confidence.

“ There came a scason of damp, chilly weather. One morn-
ing I got up feeling very irvitable. 1 had taken cold, my bead
ached, and my baby had been troublesome during the night. In
my kitchen I had a cross, ignorant servaut girl; and on this par.
ticular morning she had done her very worst for breaktast. The
beef-steak was hurned to a cinder, the eggs were like bullets, the
bread was half-baked, and the coflee, which was our main stay,
was exccrable. My hushand was very patient with all this,
until it came to the coffee; and this upset him. He put his cup
down, aud said, in a half:vexed tone, ‘I do wish that we could
ever have any good coffee !  Annette, why cannot ycu have it
made as my mother does?

“'This was the drop too much for me, and I beiled over.
¢ You never think anything on our table fit to be eaten !’ said
I, and I alniost started at the sound of my own voice. ¢You
had better live at home, if you are not satisfied, or else provide
me with decent servants. I eannot do everything,—take care
of my baby all night, and get ..e brealfast, too.”

“: [ did not know before that [ was very unreasonable,’ said
he, in a tone of injured feeling. He sat for a few minutes,
then rose, lefli his untasted breakfast, put on his hat, and
went off.

¢ When I heard the door shut behind him, all my temperleit
me. I went into my room, locked myself in, sat down, and




