
T13M AMARANTES.

THE ONE FAULT.

liv MSs. £Mi3L'v.

"lTrifles make the sum of human thinge.
Aud lialf our misery froni Our foibles eprînges."

"Wio could have believed it possible," said
Charles Wharton, ae hie st at the breakfast-
table, impatiently awaiting the tardy appear-
ance of hie wife; Ilwlio could have belicved it

posbe that a single fault sbould neutralize
so many good qualities." IHe ieaned bis hecad
oa his liand, and a feeling of mortification aud
disg-ust arose in hie mmnd, as hisecye glanced
ovor the rampied napkins, ill-cleaned knives,
and soiled table-cloth, wvbose varied stains
sold of the double duty Nvich it was daily
called upon to perforni. The entrance of Mrs.
Wharton at lcngtb disturbed bis unpleasant
mieditations, but lie was so thoroughly out of
humour, that lhe scarcely uiotieed lier pleasant
face and gYond liumoured esiile, while lie se;ani-
nw<I, svitb severe look, hier înorning dress.-
This, to say truth, was not exacîiy in the
ncatest piossible style, for Mrs. Wharton did
esot adopt strail-laeed habils, until the lîour
wlien she inight expect visitors. Her usual
breakfast attire was a loose wrappcr, always
theiý especial abomination of gentlemen, wvhile
h'?r bea-utifuil hair, uncombcd, and twvistcd back
from bier forciîead in stiff curl papers, certainly
d:d ist add to the elegance ofhler appearance.

( I wisbi to Ileaven you would wear soîne-
thingy descent in tîse morning, M),ary," said bier
hipsband, as shetookhcr seat. "I detestthose
Slovenly loose gowns; nothiug but habituai
ilI hicaltb is an excuse for wearing tlîcm."

"Oh1, I bave flot time toftx zp)for breakfast,
Chanýrcs."

IlVon found uie whien you werc at Lei)an-
on last sunirrer, to dress yourself, and you
lievcr lookcd botter than in those prctty morn-
ing-gowns you thien wvoye."

"One is obliged to be well dressed at places,
Nvhiere there ie so much company, but I connot

ifFord to wvear suchi bandeome muslins at home,
s0 as soon as ive retinrned, 1 had tbein alîcred

into dinner dresses."
e; I is a puty a woman svouid flot always

ratis!der lier liusband as cornpenty," said Char-
les, snappislily, as hoe took hie cup of coffec.

"lVhat je the niatter with you, Charles,"
s'sid Mrq Wharton, wben the uncoinfortabie
rncal wîsýncirly at an cnd ; "II neyer sawv yoin
sa ont of humour; you have donc nothîing but
scolîl sinco 1 camse down staire."

She spolke wvith the uti»csmý cheerftilness, and
lier i'Iacid eountcn;'-ée was in singu ian coin-

trast with the husband's vexed look. It was
scarcely possible for a man of Charles Whar-
ton's really god temper to answer harshly,
and hie replied gravely:

11I have been vexed by petty things, Mary,
and they always try the temper more sevecly
than serious troubles. 1 had an appointmcnt
with a gentleman at aine o'clock, and it only
wanted ten minutes of that time when yout
camne down to breakfast, so that 1 have been
coinpelled to disappoint him ; then your de-
lay has completely spolled every thing-the
cofie ie cold, the eggs like stones, the toast
good for nothing, and this wretchcd break-
fast ie set before me on a table-cloth wliich
would disgracc a welt-ordered kitchien."

Mrs. Wharton looked serions as sie rcplied,
1I am sorry, Charces, but indecd 1 was very

slcepy this morning, and 1 only took a short
nap after the bell rung for breakfast."

"And the consequence of your short uap,
Mary, le that Imnust go without my breakfa st,
and perhaps loose thc chance of making a
thousand dollars."

IlWhy did you flot tell me you were in
haste'?" asked Mrs. Wharton.

"Oh, because 1 arn hearîilly tired of being
ohliged to make daily and hourly requets for
those things which ought to be hiabituai to you.
There ie a want of attention sorncwhere, and
it je time you discovered where the fauit lies,
Mary."

"Il am sure 1 do not know wvhat you mean;
1 do every thing I cani, but my housekeeping
nover seems to please you, although almost
ail mny time is spent in looking after the se:r-
vant.

"If hiaîf that time svas hestowed in ticliîug
thcm some regular eystem, you would have
lese care, and I more comfort."

"What do you svant me to do, Charles ?"
"That le precisely the thing wlich 1 catinot

tell youi, but which yon ought to know alreadV,
Mary; it je flot a man's business to tcach
housekeeping."

I wish we could afford to hire a hoiisekeep-
er," sighed Mrs. Wharton, despoiidingl y.

IlThat is a very vain wishi, madam ; you had
botter wish for the possession of a little more
knowiedge on the subjeet, and thon we ààhould
flot need one."

"Charces, you are neyer satisfied. I an'
sure I know a great deal more about bouse-
keeping than most of the young wivcs of our
acquaintance."

I cani only say, then, that I am sorry for
the liusbands of those that know less," mlt-


