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) ROBABLY a happier couple
never sat under the glow
of a library lamp than Mr
and Mrs. Max D, don

Mr. Dugeddon had a fair
portion of this worlds'
. goods, and his charming
Y wife a mavellous arva

talents.  She could sing, play, dance
row, ride, and was noted as the best
a of eribbage in the county if not
inthe state. Max Dugeddon was very
woud of her; he was pleased wi
was admired, and u’ln- snid he was
the happiest in the world, e
ally after little Little
wis Max Dugeddon’s son and heir and
extremely welcome after six years of
happy wedded Iife, '

Mrs. Dugeddon was happy also ;
there was not a tinge of selfl
her nature.  Before
she had been interested i
charities, had taught in the Sunday School of St
Mary's Church ember of the Symphony
Class, belonged to a ing Circle u-mlnm-d of
her intimate friends, and had more invitations and
positive engagements than most society favorites,
Nhe was very happy in all this, save for a sense of
loneliness since her widowed mother had left her as
a mere child,  She was sure life must be very sweet
with the constant companionship of one who loved
yvou, and when her aunt died and left her the owr
of a large house with no one to oce it but her
self and old Mrs, Trott, the housekeeper, Agnes
found life a very solemn thing. Max Dugedd
wis one of many admirers, but Agnes said them
all nay until many months of persistent devotic
she consented to marry Max Dugeddon.  Every
one sald it was a brilliant match, every one
thought they were a handsome conple, and not a
few openly avowed that Agnes was quite too good
for him,

Mrs. Trott thought him a very model of a man ;
his mother and sisters invariably spoke of him as
“simply perfect,” but one or two men in Tom's
own club said : “ It will be all beantiful until she
darves to think or act for herself ; Agnes Drexel is
not the woman to comply with all his selfish whims
which his wother and sisters had indulged him in.”
“You," said another club man, ** Max is a good boy
as long as you let_him have his own way, but he
makes things lively for any who opposes him
He gets that from the old father who was so obsti
nate that his wife always condemned the thing she
longed to w, for the sake of carrying her
point.

* 1 am dead sure of another thing,” said a tall,
soberdooking man, who had listened to this con-
versation, “and that is, if trouble ever o
them it will not be the fanlt of Agnes Drexel.
is loyal to a fault and as true as steel.”

The exacting man is a very lamb when in love ;
wo it was with Max Dugedd: he seemed to live
only to please Agnes, and could easily bresk engag
ments of all kKinds for her sake, if o id permit
it About six weeks after he , Max
insisted upon her dropping the Sunday class as it
was his best day at home.  Agnes consented read-
ily, fully believing o wife must make attrac-
tive if she desived to keep her hushand there,  His
next step was to sever her connection with the
Symphony class by making engagements of impor-
tance for her on those evenings., This was a severe
trial to Agnes, but she com -ﬁ:l without a word,
sinee each time it had been harder and harder for
her to leave home,  The Reading Club came next,
Max went with her a few times and then declared
it was a bore, und he needed the quiet of his home
after the business of theday. He convineed Agnes
that he deserved all the reading she could favor
him with, and as he would neither attend or call
for her, that too was given up,

All this was very hand for a young woman who
was anxious to develop herself and wished fic
her heart to become the

“ Perfect woman nobly planned,
To warn, to comfort and command.”

It was made harder when Max attended his Club
whenever he wished, and accepted an official posi
tion in the city government which called him from
home several evenings in the wee
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Agnes thought the matter over seriously and
wished she might ask the advice of some elderly
friend, but she dared not lest it should see
loyal to Max, As the years went on she
vapid progress in her studies on the evenings w
Max left her, and in this way kept up with the
Reading Club, s and music howey
CAN DEVer compensate one the companionship
of the man a woman has chosen from all the world
to walk by her side.  Agnes spent ny lonely
hours, when her eyes grew linJ or friends failed
to drop in

The very last man in the world to find out that
he is selfish is the the man who is so, He who
cries out loudly about hen-pecked husbands is
the man who is subjugated in his own home, If
any one had said in |Juin ns that Max Dugeddon
was tyrannieal or exacting in his family, Max
would have fought him on tae spot. sidered
himself a model husband  He certainly lived well,
his wife dres exquisitely, his business integrity
was well knovon, and his fond boast was that **he
had the loviiest wife and boy in the world.”

The only person who ever held u mirror up to
Max was his consin Clara Fairfax, who had been a
room mate of Agnes at school, and flattered her-
self that she had arranged the teh., She w
frequently at the house and never failed to amv
herself by * taking down my lord.” Max was fond
of her bright, sancy speeches pleased him and
he ignored her rebukes It often chances in life
that help is near us when we feel most forlorn, and
Agnes who had spent some very lonely hours in
contemplating her doties, und the duties of a bhus-
band also, was not sorry to see Clara come in one
evening when Max had settled down with his
evening paper.  After some careless chat and
mutual jokes Max exclaimed “* Well, here is a sur-
prise, - Donald Chester's wife has taken to lectar-
ing: if I were Don | should stop her or get a divore

“Why ? " asked his wife without looking up.

* Because | have an utter detestation of & woman
who speaks in public on the stage.”

“More so than if she sang in public?”
Agnes,

“That is quite another matter.”

“Yes," said Clara, “itis,” as she saw a flush

creeping into the cheeks of Agnes, * it is decidedly
different. | ean sing the same old songs for a
charity over and over, but the woman who speaks
must think of new topics, new questions, new
phrases even, she must be creativ s well as
receptive, and I think it requires marvellous talent
to hold an audience with one's own written
thoughts,”
* Bless your soul Clara, I never knew you dipped
into relative values like that,” said Max mockingly.
Vo ? Well | have been growing wiser since you
married.”

“ Why don't you take to the rostrum? "

“If | knew as much as Agnes did 1 should ; for
the woman who speaks a good word for suffering
hamanity is doing a grander work than she who
sings a song, however sweet, for money.”

“You are absolutely becoming eloquent,” said
Max.

* I might in time,” said Clara, *if you vexed me
as you have done since you brought Agnes here
and shut her up like a bird in o cage, while you
trot about wherever you please.”

“ Never mind Agnes,” said Max, with a little
temper showing in his eyes, *“ thank heaven my
wife is not ambitious,

* How do youknow ? " asked Agnes with a forced
laugh

** Because you are perfectly contented and happy
in your home and in my affections,” said Max **If
my wife had such ambitious schemes and looked to
lln-rnhln' for applause hould disown her.”

“Come Max, you are talking nonse " said
Clara ; “if your wife had a talent for public speak-
ing, you would be as prond as a peacock, and
gaze at her with adoring eyes,”

“Never! Never! " said Max throwing down his
paper, “If my wife were to speak even once on a
|u| lie plat I would leave her to the public and

" Agnes kept her eyes upon the book
where she had been diligently searching for a pass-
age which Clara had desired to find, she pressed
lips firmly toge and said nothing.

Clara was not easily silenced; in fact she had
growing out of patience with Max for some
seemed to be absolutely blind to the sae-
s his wife was making for him,
w Max, if you were not my favorite cousin
uld not waste words upon you, positively, ye
do not deserve it,  Would not speak whenever
It it your duty to do so?”
“Certainly,” said Max “any man would.”

asked

Waid of Marblehead,” * Duncans’ on Land and Sea,” ** The Wooing of Grandmother Grey,” Ele,, Ete., Ele,

“Suppose a woman is placed in a position where
she feels it to be a duty, must she remain dumb, or
perform that dut N

* Every woman has some man to speak for her *
said Max, doggedly.

Indeed they have not, no man ever speaks for

Then you might marry Sullivan, who is dying
to have you.”

“ But 1 do not choose to ; beside, I would be no
better off than Agnes,”
“I can always speak for Agnes and she knows

i
i * Not if your views are diametrically opposed to
ers.

“ We agree on most things,” said Max,

“On many Max,” said his wife, “ and we dis-
agree totally on others ; you know youa are con-
stantly quoting the clergyman who said, ** he did
not want a wife who was a mush of concessions.’ "

“To be sure and | mean it

“Then my dear, how can you represent me wh
we do not agree ?  For instance on matters of pub-
lic interest ; you believe too much money is spent
upon our public schools. 1 think that a nation
which spends more on whiskey and tobacco than
on education is not yet civilized.”
Education is one of your hol
“Max you are sneaking and b ing the ques-
tion,” sald Clara with lﬁﬂll“'l. “the question is,
how can you represent Agnes in an important
public affair, when you think yourown thoughts,
and she thinks hers ?"

‘ome, come, if you are determined to hold a
I will be off, in fact we have a Board
neeting this very evening. Wh y wife wants
any public speeches made, 1 will make them for
her, That is fair is it not #"

“No: each individual is responsible for his or her
own acts ; you could not suffer for a crime | com-
mitted, nor | for you,” said Agnes thoughtfully.

* We should suffer vieariously,” said

“1 am speaking now of legal responsibil

Agnes, *as well as of moral.”
* Well don't puzzle your brain over such matters
my love, as long as Little Tom and I are satisfied,
the world may wag.” Max bent over to kiss his
wife and saw that her eyes were moist.

“ It is for little Tom'’s sake toat 1 must think,
and must inform myself, and s¢ even utter my
thoughts if occasion demands ; mothers are told
that the responsibility of right or wrong doing in
public depends upon them in a large measure, and
if 80, we must think seriously of our work.”

“Why my dear, you are the best mother in the
land now, what more could you ask #"

“1 am not sure of it Max, and 1 ax
as happy as you think i o

* You are tired and nervous to-night, keep Clara
here until I come back and then I think I ean con-
the dearest and best place

“ But she must keep in touch with the world she
inging up her boy to dwell in,"” said Agnes.

“ My dear you are too conscientious. Good-bya
r an hour "
* Max " said Clara, as she put on her wraps two
hours later, ** Agnes is shut nr here too much, she
should get out more, go to the old reading class,
meet the people she cares to meet, have her music,
and in short do just as you do.”

* Bless my soul, I am not my wife's jailor.,”

“ Perhaps not intentionally Max, but Agnes
misses her old liberty and she has given up every-
thing for you."

Max was walking home with his cousin.

““See here Clara,” he said in a vexed tone, * now
don't put ideas in that girl's head, which she would
not have otherwise, y little wife prefers to give
up society for me, she tives of it as I do.”

“Her soul needs an outing sometimes, and 1
think you were very severe to-night ; you said you
would leave a wife who would ¥ i in publie ;
now Agnes often spoke in our Literary Club, and
spoke well, she is too superior not to have ideas of
her own.”

“Oh I mean before people of both sexes, women's
talks never amount to much.”

“ Thank you,"” said Clara meekly, ** nevertheless
it is their talk and work which brings in most of
the money used in our churches and charities.”

“The truth is, Clara, | have some very strong
ngs on several subjects and I would no more
think of permitt my wife to open her lips in a
mixed asser bl |:nn should of putting her up at
auction,”

“ May heaven send you wisdom,” said Clara, as
she parted from him at the door. How our care-
less words come back to us with a new meaning

n

ies, my dear.”

not always




