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Money is the wheels on . which this world |

rolls, and Jeanette Dotterell had plenty & of

“ Dear, dear 1" she” thought, 1 hope there
isn't consumption, or anything of that sort, in

money, or she never could have purchased such i(luu' Paul's fumily He ceitainly looks very

a handsome commodity us Paul Rylandu by :
way of husband,
. . . e . .
#Of coursenot, darling, if you object to it 1"
Mr. Rylunder threw his cigarinto the grate,

on the brow of his bride.

“ I wont have it ?''said Jeanctie ; #so there!”

¢ I've'smoked all my life, dear,” said Mr,
Rylander, in accents of gentle, self-commissern-
tion, “ but 1'd give up life itself to save that
little heart n pang.*

Mrs, Rylander was somewhat molified.

# 1¢s such o horrid habit1” said she. -

“ Youshall have no further oceasion to com-
plain of it, denvest,” snid the amiable bride-
groom,

Mrs. Rylander's gracious . amiles came back
once more,  She had anticipated a regular cam-
paign battle with her Paul, knowing as she did,
how tenderly wedded he was to the noxious
Yirginiun weed—but here he was astonishing
her by yielding up the point withoul' so much
a8 n remonstrance,

# You're a duck, Paul{’” said she radiantly,

“«1 should -have supposed myselfl to . be
a good deal more like another: domestic bird!?
Paul answered, with the gravity which so often
puzzled his Lride as to whether he was in
earnest or not, :

S And you won't me‘\L any more? rcally,
truly 27
- wNot a whiff, if it dlsp]cnscs my darling
wife

Mrs. Rylander went away rejoicing, and Paul
siretched himself on the sofn to read a’ French
novel. L ’

The next'day Paullooked delighitfully pallid
and deelined to partake of the "broiled bones,
and stewed kidneys w hich L]n, cook lmd pro-
vided for breakfast. '

“Yowre not well, Paul” cried the bride
apprshensively. Bat Mr. R)ltmder \n\\'ul hls
bund with a depreeating air,

¢ Do not trouble yourself about me, Jeanctie!
said he mildly,**1 am well: enough; only 1
-feel 'no_appetite,”

«Lry a nuflin, dear1” conxed Mrs R)lundcr
s or one of ticse vysters,”

#T could not eat,love!” gnid Mr. Rylander;
+At'dinner his appetite was equally delieate;

‘ot ten he ate only o square inch of dry- toust,

Mrs, Rylander began to be seriously alarmed!

' Rylander ate less and less, -
- pers and an easy chair; continued, in the pro-
" vess of time, to introduce & very effective look-
smoothing with s smile the indignant wrinkles

s delientent times.
Day after day went by, and apparently Mr.
He took to slip-

ing pillow at his back, and developed a sudden
tuste for composing - melancholy poetry, the
chief hurden of which was, “ When I am gon¢—
when T amgone " Mrs. Rylander—wheo found
these interesting effusions totally by accident
of course—seatlerred around: the house, grew

hysterieal,

¢ Dear Paul? she sobbed, ‘¢ you must oer-
teinly consult a phyéicinu "

“1 will die first,” Mr. Rylander asscrtcd

“ Why, dearest?' k

“] could not concientiously comply with his
prescriptions.”

¢ But why not ?”

That was a question that Mr, Rylander de-
clined to answer, :

Jones, a stout middle-nged friend, came to
call, He assumed a countenance of painful
solicitude, and came clear from the parlour on
tip-toe. . :

“ Abh—h," said Joneb, "I thuughtho\\ it would
b(' n

“r. Jones, what du you menn I"gusptd Ars,

Rylander,

- 41t's leaving off smoking,”’ suid Mr. Jones,
ina mysterious whisper. - ¢ Dilkins left oﬂ'_)ust
so—to prlease Mrs. Dilkins, . Dilkins died ¥ - .

“ My goodness gracious !" said Mrs. Rylander,

clusping her hands together. # I€T thought=-. -

but of course it can't Le! possille. It must

have been: something else that  was  the.

matter.’” ..

“'hat’s what's the matter,” said Jom.s, “de-
pend upon it, Mrs. Rylander.”

And Jones departed, . . 0

‘Robinson came in next, . Robinson shook
his head, and felt his chin solemnly.

“ Do you think its a decline?” said Mrs, Ry-
lander, when Robinson had bidden is " friend
adicu, .

# He'll never bc better" und Robinson,

“ Oh, Mr. Robinson” shricked Jeanetts,

- “You didn't-let' me finish my . sentence,
ma'am;,! said Robinson—+ Until he takes to his
cigars again.” : .

Cuaptain Parks came the snme ey mmg Jum-
ette sppealed wigtfully to him: - - R

# Qh, it often bappéus V' suid+ the cn,)tum.’?
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