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[

# Now, Jones, wereally must, you know-wa must give
a party. Why, here, haven't we been gadding sbout to
balls and other scenes of feative light, as the post eays,
ever since we've been marrvied, and that's five years ngo,
and yet we have never had a party P Therefors I repeat,
Jones, that we must have o party. What's more, I
have muade up my mind to it, end when once I take a
fancy into my head, I elwaye carry it out. Yoo know
that, don't you, Jones? "

Thus apoke Mra, Jones to her hosband, es they sat in
their anog back parlour at Clapbam, one evening, about
eight o’clock, towards the end of November, From the
foregoing speech the reader may reasonably conclude that
Mrs. Jones was a lndy not unsconstomed to have her owa
way : indeed, her husband's answer will Le found to
confirm that conjectare. Mr. Jones, who had been twice
marcied, was left a widower st the age of forty, wilh
one inoambrence or blesaing on his hands in the shape of
8 boy nine years old. After dragging on a chearless sort of
existence for a few years, he was fortunate enough at lest
to gain the aflections of the fscineting widow Tozer, who
happened alse to have en inewmbrance in the form of &
girl, who hsd arrived at the somewhst matore age, for
a spinater, of twenty five, The courtabdp was short, incum-
brance was weighed againet imcumbrence, znd in less
than flve years after the firat Mra, Jones had vacated one
of the easy-chaira which siood by the parlour fire, the
place waa better filled by Mru. Jones Bo. %, woo weaw
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all reapects as different from the former sharer of her hus.
band's affection as ooe woman coald be from another,

The firat Mre. Jones waa & very little woman ; the second
was five feet six, with breadth to correspond. The firet
Mrs, Jones was a very indifferemt household mansger,
and, as mey be surmised, both extravagant and wasteful ;
to the second helpmate. the fret line of n German song
might aptly be applied,—

Thon ark so #ear, though yot a0 far;

for she wns cne of the closest women that ever held the
domeatio reins, and, consequently, was what is called
" a capital manager.” For, sooner than have a fresh bottle
of wine brought up from the cellar, she went for days
without tasting that luxorious beverage, and succeeded in
persuading her husbend thab he was better without it,
slthoagh the eager meanner in which she swallowed & glasa
st soybody else’s honse showed that she was not alto-
gother averse to the juice of the grape. Then Mrs. Jones
No.1l was not what most people would sall s clever
woman—she was ooly & simple, Jovabls little ereature,
who thought her time was betler employed in looking
after her dear boy, than redding novels or scientific bool,
very little of which could she understand; whereas
Mrs, Jones Wo. 2 was quite s glutton in her love of read-
ing. Novels she devoured at the Tate of & volome s day,
Books of biography, of medicine, or treatises on absiruse
scienoes, all fall alike victima to her insatiste appatite. Bhe
studied * obacnrs disesaca of the brain " till shs was con.
vinced thet everybody in the world was mad but herself ;
and gloated over * The Origin of Bpecies"” kil she was
persuaded that the only difference between men sud &
monkey wag, that the former had & Aippocampus in his
brain, and the lotter had not. In fact, she was, in the
general neceptation of the word, a remarkably well-read
womsn, and had done all that was needful to justify her
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claim to that title excopt writing a hook. Tt was in
congequence of “her very saperior mind, her great intel-
leet,” Jones gave ount, that he married her; and sha took
him, as she told her friends, becanse he was a aimple,
easy-roing man, who wanted somebody to look after him,
At the time when our shronicls opens, they had been
married five years. That period had passed, on the whale,
very plessantly; the chief bickeringe that occarred to
mar the ealmness of the domestio sky weie those which
took place between Mr. Harry Jones, now aged nineteen,
and hia stepmother; for Mr. Harry, although some-
what bashful before eompany (a8 boys of his age often
are|, never hesitated to sorrect his stepmother when she
made & mistake in quoting from the poets, or when giving
the company the benpefit of her acientific knowledge on
some ocoult subject, & habit in which she waa often
‘wont to indulge, There wes, therefore, not much love
lost between Harry snd Mes, Jones, and gach disliked
and rather feared the cther in consequenoe,

* Wall then, Jones, we oan have a party, eh# ™

Women know well enough that, when they are perfactly
ceriein of having a wish fulfilled, their husbands are all
the more pleased if they put that wieh in the form of
& requeat,

“Yen, wy dear, if you very much desire it," waa Jones's
reply; " but you see it will lead to a great deal of expense;
and although I don't grudge my money, yob I don't like
to see it thrown away.”

* ¥ou are quite right in saying you don't grudge your
money, Mr, Jones,” roplied his wifs, somewhat tartly ;
“it'a my ides, and I have constantly told you so, that
you do often throw it awny, For instance, you aro far
too liberal to that son of youra ;—however, that's neither
Lera mor there. As for me, you know well enomgh,
Jones," continued she, blandly, * that I have never been
accnsed by anybody of exteavagance.”



