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[Continued from our last.] 

Meanwhile, at home, Mre. Munn, whom 
we left in a ft of hysterics, real or assumed, 
bad duly recovered and resumed her daily 
duties, nursing her wrath to keep it warm, 
for the retarn of her husband, and breakiag 
out in. occasional tornados upon Betty. The 
threat of Matthew to separate had taken hold 
of her mind, and although she had no immedi- 
ate wish or intention of having it fulfilled, she 
resolved * (o let him hear of it before she was 
done with him.” Evil thoughts are seldom 
witheut counsellors, and wicked designs can 
always find encouragement. As Mrs. M. was 
thus revolving projects of revenge in her own 
heart, who should fortunately make her ap- 
fre bat her dear friend Mrs. Maw, ona 
renoon call. 
¢ My dear Mrs Maw, I’m -so delighted to 

see you; how well you look,’ said Mrs Mann, 
kissing and shaking hands with her wisiter. 
«There, take off your bonnet and shawl, and 
give me all the mews; that’s a good creature, 
do.’ Gi 
Mrs Maw was one of thase pleasant talka- 

tive people recognised by old authors as busy- 
bodies. A wholesale collector and retalor 
of all the gossip, scandal, ard abuse of the 
neighbourhood, * going about from house to 
house’, and dispensing in the one what she 
heard in the other; a stirrer up of strife, and 
the cause of endless heart-burnings and mis- 
chief to her neighbours. There are many Mrs 
Maws in Society. 

«Sit down now,” pursued Mre Munn, 
«take a glass of wine and a biscuit. What 
ean you have been doing with yoursel this 
Jong time ?’ 

«Oh, I was on a visit to Sir Charles’ Bar- 
met! You've seen his lady. She invited me 
last winter to spend a week with them, so I 
thought 1’d go over in spring. And, most 
unfortunately, during my stay, the poor lady’s 
accouchement happened. I never thought of 
that, or 1 wouldn't have gone, I'm sure. As 
it was, everybody was so busy, and so much 
to do, that lady Barnet asked me to stay a 
month with them and superintended matters, 
which she was sare would go all wrong daring 
her illness. I just staid to oblidge her; but 
such a house you never saw. It was really 
high life below stairs. The servants cared no 
more for authority than they did for the man 
in the moon, and Sir Charles never interfered 
with them. Once I spoke to him, just to let 
him know their doings, and, would you think 
it, he got quite angry, and had the audacity 
#0 ask what business 1 bad with the servants. 
1 told him smaitly, however, that my business 
was none of his; and was it not for poor La- 
dy Barpet’s sake I sheuld not stay in the 
house with hun, since he didn’t even know 
how to speak to a lady. The ungratefal 
wretch just laughed in my face, and said Lady 
Barnet was certainly mach obliged to me.’ 

« Oh the wicked creature,’ exclairaed Mrs. 
Munn, lifting up her hands in astenisument. 
¢ Who'd have thought it2’ 

¢ Thats excellent Sherry, jast a thimbleful 
then, siace vou will insist. By-the-by speak- 
ing of that, did you hear anything of the young 
Mra Shillet at the foot of the row?’ 

¢ No; did you say?——>  & 
¢ Something abont—um—found yesterday 

morning, lying with a bottle of brandy on the 
room floor. INot a word about it for your life 
now.’ 

¢ Impossible—oh shameless creature she 
mast be!” exclaimed Mrs Maan, virteously in- 
dignant.” 

‘Its just rumoured you koow. 
alear all up.” 

¢« Really I hope it’s not true. Poor Shillet, 
just six months married! 1 do pity him.’ 

¢ indeed you ought to Ye very thankful, my 
dear, that you have got a good husband year- 
gelf—attentive and kind to you.’ 

Mrs Maw knew very well of the domestic 
tiffs, between yoor Matthew and his spouse. 

Time will 

_ She practised a slight ruse to extract a little 
information regarding presant movements. 

¢ Ah!" sighed Mrs Muon © I wish such real- 
ly was the case’ 

‘Yon don’t tell me so. I’m quite surprised. 
ilas he been > x 
“An odious tyrant,” murmered Mrs Muan. 
¢ Surely not. What has he been doing’ 

Unbosom yourself to your dear friend. I felt 
sare their was somethiag preying on your 
mind, you are such a picture of suffering. 
Confide ia me, | never breathe such matters 
to living flesh,’ eaid the toady, coaxingly. 

Mrs Mann forthwith did unbosom herself of 
all Matthew’s real or supposed acts of cruelty, 
and wound up the whole with his threat of a 
saparativn that morning, during which her 

comforter drank ia the words with delightful 
avidity, making such occasiona: iaterjectional 
comuients as the text required. 

¢ | do think, said she, as Mrs Munn had 
finished, ¢ yon have been shamefully treated, 
love. Were Mr Mann my husband he would 
have another story to teil, I rather think. I 
should let him see that he should’at tyranise 
ever me as ha pleased.’ 

< How could yon do that?’ 

* 9h, you have a great deal in your power, 

{ goes at night. 

Fyou choose to exercise it, to teach him what. 
your position is as well as his own! Suppose 
for instance, Mr Munn likes some particular 
dinner best—most husbands do—-don’t give it 
him; give him what you know he hates. If 
he likes strong tea make it weak. Let his 
slippers be forgotten and not ‘warmed. Ask 
kim always to serve you or assist you in the 
presence of your servants; he can’t refuse. 
Give him no account of any money you get. 
Insist on his coming home at particular hours, 
and oa your going out with him wherever he 

Aud always when he gets an- 
gry and scolds, just laugh at him. In fact 
there are a thousand ways of bringing him to 
his position when one just thinks of them.’ 
¢Buat I fear I would drive him from the 

house altogether.” 
¢ No ‘fear of him, Mrs Munn; you know 

you can yield a little now and then to please 
him when you want anything; but always let 
him know that he 1s obliged to you.’ ; 

¢ Really I must do something of that kind 
to care him,’ sighed Mrs Muun, ¢ and when 
1 think of it your advice seems a very good 
one. But are you going already my dear? 
Such a short stay yon’ve made.’ 

In fact new, that Mrs Maw had coaxed out 
the secret of her sweet friends sorrows, she 
longed to carry the tidings confidentially—the 
real object of her visit. Her tongue itched 
with desire to retail the news; a longer say 
would have been downright punishment,there- 
fore perpetrating a host of cxcuses, apologies, 
are promises of a speedy return, she depart- 

When Matthew returned home to dinner 
that day he was considerable later than usual: 
nor were his footsteps in any measure expedi- 
ted, by the prospect of a pleasant reception. 
On entering the house he found his spouse 
hard at work on a piece of embroidery. Mrs 
Munn was always diligent at needlework 
when inclined to the disagreeable. She ne- 
ver turned her eyes from the seam; or noticed 
her husbands arrival, but continued stitching 
away, as if for bare subsistence bound to toil. 

¢ Well, my dear,’ said Matthew, after sit- 
ting a short time, ¢ shall I ring for dinner?’ 

* As you please, sir,” retorted she without 
lifting her eyes. ¥ 
Matthew did please, and forthwith the table 

was covered. 3 
¢« Take a seat, my love,’ said he helping her 

to a chair. 
This was rather unusual. She looked up 

this time. 
If there shov®’ was any thing Matthew dis- 

liked it wae salt fish. He had a sort of 
inortal antipathy to them ever since, when 
on a business trip to Newfoundland, he had 
been obliged to subsist eight days, owing to 
the vessel running short of provisions, on little 
else save that article with stagnant wa- 
ter as the accompanying beverage or sauce. 
That day he was doomed to dine off 
salted cod. More than once he felt his cho- 
ler rising, but magoanimously reprossed the 
inclination to rebel. 5 

¢ These are fish,” said he, complacently, 
¢ where did you purchase them, my dear?’ | 
She looked at him again. Was he in ear- | 

nest? Sulkily she answered the inquiry, ! 
and was told to order seme more of them. | 

After dinner Matthew took a paper from | 
his pocket, and drawing his seat in towards 
the fire, like a man bent on comfort, inquired, | 
« Will yon read the news, Mrs M., or shall I 
read them 2’ | 
The goodwife had resumed her embroidery. ! 

She snappishly replied, ¢ Don’t bother. me | 
with your nasty papers, yon see I'w busy.’ 
“Very well, Mary, 1 wont interrupt you.” | 
« And keep your feet off that fonder; you're 

never done spoiling the farniture, I wonder 
who gets the blame of it.’ 

Tea-time came and passed quietly over. 
Matthew was attentive. 
hour or two afterwards enfarcing the practice 
of domestic obedience on Betty. Bat no in- 
terferenca occurred from her husband. At 
supper he helped her to everything he knew 
she liked best. Mrs Munn wondered buat her 
ill nature increased as her ends seemed frustra- 
ted. She scolded once or twice, Matthew 
humbly apologised. She pouted, Matthew 
became cheerful. She sulked, he hummed a 
tune. 

« Stop that odious singing, can’t you, yon 
brute! You dont know what a headache I've 
got,” said his pleasant friend. 
Matthew resumed his paper, merely observ- 

ing he was sorry, and hoped she would feel 
better soon. 

Bed time arrived Both retired : the good- 
woman reflectiug— Well. I've failed to day; 
but my time's :sming' Matthew—r The 
scheme has not prospared much yet, but I'll 
try a little longer." 

Morning came smiling and happy; not re- 
fusing its brightness because there were wick- 
ed hearts and bad tempers in the world, nor 

anwilling to stream, hka love, into the darkest 
and dreariest corners; but sepking an entrance 
and a home where w.an had almost built him 
oat, that their poor hearts might feel his glad- 
dening influeaces. Bat all its glowing beam- 
ing beauty did not inspire a smile of happiness 
on the face of Mrs Muna. She had been 
thwarted overnight, and a woman can ill 
brook failure, whether in love or war. In her 

morning wrapper, she hastened down stairs 
to relieve her mind on Betty. Through the 
house, up irom the area to the garvet, her 
voice resounded. You heard it at times in 
a far off corner, silent agaia for a little, then 
breaking forth unexpectedly almost close at 
hand, and progressive away to some other 

Mrs Munn spent an | 

quarter. Matthew came down to breakfast. 

Mrs Mann had finished hers half an hour earli- 
er than usual, but still she presided at the ta= 
ble. ¢It’s a pretty ‘thing ‘you can’t come 
down in time—keeping people waiting till. 
everything is cold by your lazmess. ‘I declare 
1 ‘never gel my menle in seasen.’ : 
Matthew didn’t get his in season that morn- | 

ing. He drank a cup of cold coffee, eat a mius- 
ty egg, and said he hoped 10 return so-that Mrs 
M. would not have reason to complain at din- 
ner. He rather prided aims:If on his perse- 
nal appearance Matthew's organ of order was 
largely developed; he could not endure untidi- 
ness; any thing deregle made him unhappy. 
That morning he got a shirt minus two but- 
tons and his boots ‘not brushed. With a 
‘sigh, he pulled the latter on and departed. 

Mrs. Munn fumed and fretted away: the 
‘hours intervening betwixt Rer' husband’s de- 
parture and dinner-time. She felt miserable 
enougn in all conscience—~a misery arising 
not from any direct cause, but merely from 
ungratified spleen. She had resolved on being 
dissatisfied to everything around her, and, if’ 
possible, on’ im arting to everything a mea- 
sure -of her own. feelings, bat, having 
failed in this her own unhappinesss was only 
enlarged. How often do we find people dis- 
contented because they cannot make others 
miserable ! She sincerely wished her dear 
friend Mrs. Maw, would again call. and tender 
her advice; for having failed in her first at- 
tempt at bringing Matthew to his senses, she 
felt puzzled what tactics next to: pursue. 
That day, however, the salted cod was again, 
prepared for dinner. 

Bland and cheerful, Matthew appeared a 
little before the usual hour. He. carried a 
brown paper parcel beneath his arm, which he 
carefully depositing on the side board, he ob- 
served—* I trust my dear you wont complain 
of being kept waiting to day: I have tried to 
be in time.’ 
Mrs Munn said nothing. She looked up 

from her seam to the parcel, and speculated 
on its contents. 
The dinner was soon over, for little as Mat. 

thew liked the viunds, equally little did his 
wife care for them. She punished herself to 
punish him. They had resumed their seats 
again, : 

¢* Will you hand me over that parcel, Mary 
if you please said the husband. 

* Help yourself sir,’ replied the wife, though 
she was within arm’s reach of it, and with 
feminine curiosity longed 0 know its con- 
tents. 

Matthew hestitated, but arose, and cutting 
the strings on the paper, unfolded to view a 
beautiful Parisian shawl. ¢ I've often. heard 
you admire this pattern,” said he * and wish 
for one of them. Passing by Blonde’s shop 
to day, this one caught my fancy, and if { am 
pot mistaken youn alluded do ita few days ago 
as a very beautiful article; so I brought it with 
me. Is it not a splendid shawl? and how 
well you look in it,” added he throwing it, 
around his wife’s shoulders. 

Gratified and angry—but her anger was 
that of shame—felt Mrs Munn. She could 
have torn the shawl to pieces, out of pure vex- 
ation, or cried, for relief to her feelings, 
Merely glancing at it, she observed it was 
very pretty indeed. 
“I'm so glad you’re pleased with it’ ob- 

served her spouse. 
All that evening and night the woman felt, 

we can hardiy describe how, but her whole 
anger wus turned against herself. She experi- 
enced a sort of burning remorseless shame. 
As Matthew went to bed ke thought—No me- 
dicing can work an instantaneous cure, we 
must persevere and hope.’ 

Next day, remembering the efficacy of yes- 
terday’s present, Matthew bethought him of 
a similar ruse, a beautiful silk scarf was the 
purchase. Qn bringing it home he duly exhi- 
bited tv Mary alter dinaer, which was not of 
salt cod that day. * Now, what do you think 
of it my dear?” said he, holding the article 4 
to the light * Will it not suit admirably with 
your peach blossom gown?’ 

Inwardly Mrs Munn thought it a love of a 
scarf, but chagrin led her to curl her brow 
and mutter—¢ I think a lady should be al- 
lowed to choose her own wardrobe, and not 
be compelled to wear every odious thing her 
husband may consider proper.’ 

“I’m very sorry that it does not please 
you, Mary, but it’s not worth disputing ahout, 
There, that will put it out of the way, and 
we'll hear no more of it,” said he, rolling it ap 
and laying it across the fire. 

This he did so calmly, and firmly withal, 
that Mrs Munn could only gaze in silent as- 
tonishment. She felt the reproof the act con - 
veyed, and could not answer, Matthew saw 
a teur glisten in her eye. | He hailed it gladly, 
as the harbinger of something better, This 
was the most valuable practical lesson which 

f he had yet taught of firmness and gentleness— 
his own positon maintained and Mrs Munn 
reproved. Itprevented Matthew from being 
henpecked probably, und taught his wife to 
respect him. p 

It were needless to detuil all the proceed- 
ings of Matthew—-who now saw the charm in 
operation—adopted. Gradually his spouse, 
awakened to a consciousness of her own 'un- 
dutifulness; her own temper became her own 
tormentot, she felt ashamed of herself, as a 
knowledge of her ingratitude and ecrors dawn- 
ed upon her vision. Each new act of kindness 
from her husband conveyed a sting to her 
heart: the coals of fire heaped on her head 
now burned within her. Doubtless she was 
still wnhappy, but it unhappiness arising 
from ronscious «emerit; and this is one of the 
best feelings of our nature. Nor was Mat- 
thew yet aware to what extent his spouse was 

reformed, for thongh' less noisy, she seemed 
to him still eqoally gloomy. 4 
An adventions adventure occurred soon 

after—an unexpected one and a disagreeabls 
one, but the crowning one. of Matthews 
scheme, 
day had been making some purchases in a 
draper’s shop; where she was not in the habit 
of dealing. While sngeged in it, she conld 
not help observing that the young man whe 
served her eved her often askence, and assist- 
ed ber with a degree of embarrassed  imperti= 
nence unusual in such places. The othersal- 
so seemed to regard her with curious signifi- 
cant glances, and one lad left the shop imme: 
diately on her arrival. After tarning over un: 
necessarily, as ladies are wont todo, a large 
quantity of anicles which she did not require, 
she at length fixed on what she did requice, I | 
ard: purchased accordingly. The assistant re= 
quired with a slightly supercilious sneer, if he 
should send the: things home ‘to her address: 
She preferred to take them with her, she said, 
and they were made up into a parcel. While 
turning round to depart, the corner fringe of 
her shawl caught a piece of lace and swept it | 
off the counter. Accidentally she noticed it, 
and turning round; hesitating whether to lift 
and replace 1t, but was quite astonished at the 
universal grin pervading the countenances of 
the ‘shopmen now. She wondered if there 
were anything old about her they were langh- 
ing at, and feeling insulted, hastened om eof 
the place. Past the door she had not gone a 
few paces, when a Bow street runner, in com~ 
pany with the lad who had left the shop om 
her entrance, arrested her—¢1'm werry sorry 
ma’am—daisagreeable dooty—1 hope It'll tura ; 
out a mistake; but you must come with me 
ma'am. aN 
«© What do you mean ei?’ Said Mrs Mans, 
thorough'y alarmed. 

¢ Oh you don’t know I ‘epose—so werry 
green, ha! Come that’s all gammon. Better 
be quiet, or I'l put on the Darbies,’ added he 
as the lady was violently pushing. past him. 

¢ You must be under spme mistake. I'm 
not the person youn seek. Allow me to ge 
home,’ persisted she. 

¢ That eve chaff vont cotch you krow; I'm 
too old. You had better come along quietly.’ 
Mrs Munn was realy to faint for shame. 

A crowd was already beginning to collect 
from unknown sources, and indulging in their 
heartless banter crowds are apt to enjoy at any 
unfortunate’s expense. Still convinced of a 
mistake, she pled to know on what nds 
she had thus been arrested, and submitted te 
insult on the street.’ 1 
Never fear. You will learn in good time 

my precious von,” was the oracalar res- 
pease. 4 

> Better call a. cab,’ said the youth accom- 
panying the officer, beginning to feel moms 
compunction for the situation of the lady, 
One was immediaetly at their side, and Mrs © 

M. was handed in by No. 804 and such com- 
mants from the lively crowd, as—<¢She's a 
spanker Jem;® ¢ Knows a trick or twe, I war- / 
rant; and, No better than ehe should be,’ 
from the more charitable female onlookers. | 
They drove off to the nearest station house. 
and she was carried in, almest fainting, te 
the presence of the magistrate. Here the 
draper stated that twice formerly she had 
visited his shop, and a%er her departure arti- © 
cles of considerable value had been missed. 
The last time ghe thus honoured him she had 
managed to evade a constable who was sent 
after her, It seemed she was an experienced 
hand at the trade, for in the Times a descrip- 
tion had been publishod of her by another 
sufferer, cautioning shopkeepers against deals 
ing with her. This deseription the policeman 
read, and it fitted Mrs M. pretty correctly on | 
the whole. Then other shopmen were called © 
in, who deponed to the truth of her former | 
visits, and to her apparent design. of carrying § 
off the lace to-day. During this she had sat 
perfectly paralysed with terror and astomish- 
ment, unable to utter a word, but gazing at her & 
accusers. ; 

« What have you got to say to this, wo 
man ?’ inquired the magistrate, turning towards | 
her 8 
She looked at him a moment; then a con-| 

scionsness of her mind. She burst into a flood | 
of tears, and, wringing her hands, exclaimed 
—¢ It's all a lie—a mistake, your honour. 
Tm not what they take me for; [ never was is 
that man’s shop before to-day.’ i 

« Give an account of yoursell. Whe are 
ou 2, : 1 
Mrs M. muttered her husband's name and 

profession. A smile of incredulity gathered | 
on the faces around her, for most present 
knew Matthew by repatation, if not by sight. | 
She added, * Oh’ sir ! send for him if you 
doubt me.’ 
Two messengers were despatched imme 

diately, who in a few minutes returned, bring- 
ing the husband along with them in a high 
state of perturbation. : 

“Is this your wife, Mr Munn 2’ Inquireds 
tne magistrate. 4 
«She is, my lord, said Matthew. I 

cannot understand why she should occupy’ 
such a position 
charge agansther’ 
The draper came forward and ssid it was 

evident some mistake must have orcurred. 
Ha did not wish to prosecute the case farther, 
and hegeed to apologise to the lady for the ® 
annoyance ehe had sustained. 

«I'he case must be prosecuted through,’ 
anid ‘the magistrate; you canmot quit it thus. ® 

I insist in justice to the lnws of the couatry, 
an well as to the present parties, it be pre- 
ceed with. Can you swear to the identity 
this lady, as being the parly who enter 

It happened thus. Mrs Munn ons 

Pray, allow me to hear the © 
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