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. Mr. and Mrs. Josiah Greenleaf
Hamilton were enjoying their first
breskfast in thelr mutual home. The
Boneymoon was over, the matutinal
Botel meals and the table d*hote din-
ners would be enjoyed no more. Mr.
and Mrs. Hamiiton were “at home,"
not only in the mense in which so-
clety understands the term, but lit-
erally. Mrs. Hamilton realized the
fact with » siight feeling of sppre-
hension, Mr. Hamilton with a sense
akin to Joy. To him the honeymoon

triy bad been a usaless ezrpenditnre .

= 0f good money and valuable time. To

her it had been the main thing, after.

the tirousseau, that had reconciied
her to matrimony.

Mr. Hamilton drew off the “near-
to*’ glasses with which he had been
‘reading the Herald, and pet on:his
“mediums,” in order to better look
at his wife on the other sidg of the
table. She presented a pretty sight,
with her fluffy hafir worn & la pom-
padour tumbling over the right eye-
brow, and apparently saved from
falling altogether into her eyes only
by a saucy white rosetts sbove the
left eye. Her breakfast jacket was
-of pink cashmere, 80 cuuningly dis-
guised with wandering embrolderies
and foams of lace that one could
s¢arcely tell of what the foundation
for all this ornamentation consisted,
Her skirt was nothing more or less
than an extremely frivolous petti-
coat of pink gilk and beading, with
oountlesa nuimbers of useless little
bowknots in bebe ribbon, and the
foot that was outstretched on the
hassock under the table was en-
sconced in a chic high-heeled slip-
per, above which was displayed a
length of embroidered silken stock-
ing.

Mr. Hamilton mused upon his
jdeal of a wife and housekeeper. It
was an ideal founded upon recollec-
ttons of his own mother, who lived In
the days when one good dress a year
sufficed any. woman, and who died
while her son was still so young that
her memory had become a sacred
thing, undimmed by recent recollec-
tion. His mother, he remembered,
always breakfasted in a linsey-wool-
sty frock, made severely plain, with
her hair neatly disposed In a net,
and around her neck a simple friil of
white net, fastened always with the
sime brooch, one containing the hatr
of her departed father. Would Lu-
cille, wondered Mr. Josiah Greeneaf
Hamilton, wear a lock of his bair in
oase he was called away before her?

“I fear not,”’ he sighed to himself
‘anless I beforehand thoroughly suc-
ooed In forming her mind.”

“My dear,”” he saild, in what he
imagined was 2 firm and unyielding |
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. fature courss of qntiqn tuny ar-.

T omItied by thy ipectisd
‘houuhold that need reformstion.”
T WaEn’t so n‘tvolml.

voice.

‘“Yes Popsey,” returned Lucille in
the universally sweet tone she em-
ployed to every one she considered
worth speaking to, from the ijceman
to her dearest bosom Irfend.

Mr. Josiah Greenleaf Hamilton’s
brow became corrugated in a frown.
“Popsey’’ was all very well as an en-
dearment durng the courting perlod,
but it was quite inappropriate now.
Perhaps it was too much to expect
bis wife to always refer to him as
“Mr. Hamilton"-—though asuch had
been the habit of that ideal woman,
his mother, but at least she might
Yy Josiah, .

He began again—"' '
~ “My dear, now that we are at
Nome we ought to talk things over
in a definite manner, and have our

"'l"h t's 0, Pops,” mtmud Im-
dll. jn tho moat cordial manner, at
um preparng ‘s dish of

. the delectation of Dodo,

Wk Tt pug, thaf mmothcr of Mr.

amifion's anmentioned ghvm
© *“You know, my dear,

people we' u&tll ‘find certiln Quties
donfronting ‘us that aps- never
froubled us in onr unweédded-days,”
Mr. Hamilton ¢ atinued. He was go-
fng to be very with the pretty
#ir] preseatly, bit just dow, In order
fo get to the point more easily, he |
‘was usin the trm “'us” in order to
tacitly ela Himselt among thoes .
Mins reformation. ‘

‘mr’“’hmﬁ”“tww'w

bmd began to feel ﬂh .chesred,
atd his seemingly Qifedlt twik no
trouble at all,
" Thé min who hetltnta 1s mppomi
to bb lost. idr. Hamilton at any rate
Tost his chance to EpeRk, for: mimn
¥ Was ﬂmum Lueille Agti
mn: the dog “h: ggﬁkm Ker -
otic proceedi
eream bespattered jowl withjhz?d
bandkeérchié?. Then she came sn
perched homu on the arm of Josixh
Greeniledt . ‘s chair and
said,—-

“Darling old Popsey, I'm so glsd
you'vs started on this subject, forit's
ena I've DBothered . head adout
ever since I p to lova and,
__honor—you know the word obey W,
“reqguet;
are  such a lot of things Zn this

B0 she saw 1t too! Dear cm m

“Now, Pops, thare's no un but»-
ing xbout the bush. we might as well
speak right out ltrdght. hadn't we,
old hoy?”

He was gratified t the wiy In .
which she was playing up to himi

that he guits overlooked ths umiwv-
~ erential “old boy” and m«:-a ln-

'una . s"-.bi

 chairs, the tables laden with articles
‘wholly unsugited to a breakfast roem
~new slippers and parceis of goods
sent  home . “on approval’ wers

malt | among them-—and thought that ; the :

houss Indeed needed the attention
snd the maistering feathar Quster of
& housekeeper such as hig mothsr:
had been. -

Mra. Hamilton was conﬁnuinx her
remarks,—

“And so, Popsy, we'd better jum
tear out the whole inside and do it
over. Those parcels over there mre
some sample chintses and wall pa-
per, which I*m mm to look at just
/% S00N as you've gons down town,:
leaving Dodo and me alone. And you .

shall show every xmttern to Dodo,
and If he barks at ‘em I'll not take
‘em, for Dodo bas darling tiste—
 haven't you, old doggy-woggy?! I
 thought I'd have this room Pink, .
with morning glorles clanihering
over the curtains and bluebirds done
in distemper on the ceiling. You
know Clara Gihion—Fred Gibson's
divorced wife—well, she had her
boudolr that way, and it was fine and
dandy. Then we'll rip up all faded
green tarnshed gold in the drawing-
room and have it in ivory oafe au
Uat, with Lotus Juinze chairs. As
for your den, you positively must
have a cosy corner in it dons up sl
Japanesey, and then I'm golug to
make you learz to smoke cigarettes,
They seem the¢ only kind of smoke
permissible in a cosy corper.”

SBhe paused to reflect, than went
on: —

“Then you know, deary, your

be. That old fogy tailor of yours
fsn’t in it for & minnte. I think you
ought to send to London for a frock
coat or so, and you must get some
one wha's up to date to put -you on
to the best things in tweeds and
waistcoats. You'd look flne in.a
robin’s egg blue walstcoat, only you
must stop wearing mutton chop
whiskers and ready-made necktles.
Positively, dear, you'll never realize
how your neckties made me suffer
when you used to come- a-woolng,
and what I've gone through with be-
cause of the way my sisters laughed
at them. They guessed first that I—
lked you, because Cely said I must
be dead gone or I could never defend
such cravats. And your collars aren’t
right, either, and I wish you’d have |
more patent leather shoes. 1 saw a
crack in those you wore at dinner
1ast evening.

*And when yon hue the houme
done over wé must get sOme new ger-
vants and select a livery for them—
something neat and showy, with red
and yellow, is what I'd go for, with
white silk stockings on the men.
Aand I have got to have a carrlage
of my own i{f I'm to go out as much

keep up our social standing. I'm
sorry. we have no regular Opera &0®-
son in Boston, but if you subscribe
for a box each night at a8 couple of
'best theaters, we can show there;
only 1 must have a few more" dig-
monds, dear, {f 'm to wear those
volvet gowns that are such favorites
with you. And Popsey, there’s just
one thing more you must promise
me. It's the most important of all.
I've wanted to spesk of it al}
through the honeymoon, and now
we're going to run the house on &
rational basis, with oyr friends com-
ing in every other evening or so, 1
hopée to play a simple game of bridge
it nothing slse, why tt just must be,
fixed. Popsey, I want you to prom=
fse to call me Lulu. Lucille ix alto-
gether too frumpy and aged for me,
it. doesp’t sult my -style any. more.
“fthan thiat horridie-Joslsh suity yours;-
Pops, and I'm sure ¥d- m won eglll
you Kalloplus s Jouight
‘Mr, Josiah | Grommf Ham tom.
‘has not, up to dats yon mr%qg
the tank of Sormink his wily'
‘He s too busy making mioney
for her reforms in houuholdﬁgco
tHon; and trying to dodge

coats. --Bo!ton Home Jouml. .

;Odd Blunders.

Mapy stories are. 10d of the
ledness- of the late
on-Sanderson;. former
esor of: medicine at Qx

Ball sli¢ Tound thAt her Musand
fockottin Rimedt - hsi. M .®
helping his guests into thelr over-
o0uts, :huklux; *aana- and ny ' 4

md !n s roeeh X
at- mmﬁ, fand, dinctved” §h
"mmmutm sosalon %ﬁj,m
Iolnce for 1awn member who canfot
attend.” And he look-d surprised |
when the ﬂﬁuk m tmt«l vmb
loud isughter. . i
CA- cormpoldut of & wes !’ )
journal mikei & csurfous bull. Of & |
sertaln pisn he writes: It m&é
well, but the sesd of misploiosi was
planted in my mind’s eys and t
{forced it on with wmw-m-- .
“'E

Tent of Woman's Ablity, .

It a girl ham sucoessfully nursed -
thres kittens to maturity and good
habits she is competent to bring up
seven ¢hndronc momlh Jourul.

A tonehiu mmplu of faith In hu
fellowman is afforded by the strang-
or who advertised in a New York
paper for the return of $8,000 he
dropped in the wstreet.  Probably
thought & New '!m'onlh'tm'

‘mhsmdlmt. e B L

.4...'.....-..4.,,

needn't fear my taste, Pops, for 1|

clqthes aren't at all what theyshould )

‘nkod

reforms in his own ways and wuht- :

!My smderm lott hlm

umuunmmmm .|

'Mr. Hamflton n:od gt the d&sff ‘
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turies hiave gone by since Colummbus:|
dawned on the view of ¢ ‘ Q.Ammm :

broadened in that tim

man. who deacribes his ;ﬂnnﬁnmp
among the Stoux for the- - Booklov-)
ers Magasxine found the warriors ot;
the plains nnimpronﬁ“ﬁ‘
paleface.

“Why do they call fho Fourgh of’
July ‘Independence Day’?” an old
warrior asked, as they sat by tlm‘
camp-fire, x
The explanation was somewhat ln-
coherent, but included mention ot l
war with Great Britain, ' 4
“Ohb, -yes, I have been thers,” re~

il

imund‘_ ‘ e
*Which - do y(m pnfor?’ th

Something more thm tour cm"

the noble} |

marked  the ‘Indixn, nmnheonuy; !
“London. is & fine elty " o

‘MEM ANQ Wonim (Mm

Al of om— readers kiow -

The Catholic Joumai ;i

mind how mecessary itis in the hoies of -
our peuple. As a weekly Ci;nrch paper
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