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Moivy is the wleels on which this world ' 1)Dar, <ltr Il She thoxiglit, e hope thora
rolis, and Jeanette Dottercl lad plenty of ictît consum pion, or atytlîîtg of that sort, ln
money, or she never coutld have purchasel suchlear tatl's rîutily. le certainly looks rery
a handsonie comrtnodity as Paul Rylander by delicate nt tiîîte.'
wvay of husband, Dyatrdyetbadn))r.nl r

Iltztitiat ls anf ltubtiil Ile took to slip-

" Of course-not, darling, if youi object to, it1 pesada ay hi "otnu ntepo
Mi. Rylander thlew his eigar'into the grate, lotiietrte ilby tr effetlook

snoothiig with aL Smiile the indignant w rink les ilow at lis bak and devolopod a suddtn
ont the brow of his bride. laste for conîposing inelancholy pcetry, the

"I wont lthave it 7aid Jeaiette ; so tiere !i l rgn-
nIve smoked all my life, dear," said M r. trs. iylandor-whofund

Rylanler, in accents of genttle, self-coînunissera- tlesc iterestiig effusions totally by accident
tion, Il but i'd give up life itself to save that around the bouge, grew
little hieart a panLlg." ytrcl

Mrs l er wa soewhat olified.obbdyu ster-
It's such al horrid habit il, said shle. anyosilaIyscti.
You shall have no firther occasion to corn-

plain of it, dearest," said the amiable bride- lîy, tîvaresti'
groom. I could fotcoticientiously conply vith his

Mrs. Ryltnder's graciousl smiles came back proscrtions."
once more. She hall anticipated a regular can- '' But wîty fot V"
paign battle with lier Paul, knowing as she did, i'at wus a question that Mr. Itylander de-
how tenderly wedded lie was to the noxious clitid tanswer.
Virginiaii ieed-bu t ere lie was astonisliing Joncs, a stout iniddic-nged rriondl came to
lier by yielding up lithe point without so mutiieli ctll Ile assuuned a coutitenuîie or painfut
as t remîonstrance solicitidt, rend Came el-tr rruai te parlour on

You're a duck, Paul VI said she rndiantly. tip-toe.
I should have supposed mîyself to, be satd Jone, 'il thouight lîw it would

a good deal more lIike ainother domestic bi rdl!" bo.,
Paul answvered, witli the gravity which so ofien 1fr. Joncs, mlint du you iieutîl' gcaped Mm.
puzzled his bride as to whether lie was in RyLier.
earnest or not. It's leaving off Silioking'' cudd Mr. Jones

And you wonI't snoke any more? really, ina inysterions ilier. '' iikins loft o11juet
triilyd?" e-t aulelise Mr He eitailykiis died r

"Not a whiff, if it displeases ny darling
witfe !"

Mrs. Rylander went tay rejoicing, anud Paul
stretched linself on; lthe sofa to rend a French
novel.

'The iext day Paul look ed delightfully pallid
aintd leclined to paitike of the broiled bones,
and stewed kidneys wclihil the cook liad pro-
vided for breakfast.

Yout're not well, Paîul,'' cried the bride,
atprelinsRively. But M. Rylander waved his
hand with a deprecating air.

Do not troubleyourcelfaboutme,Jeanette,"
said he mildly,;i aim well: enough ; only I
feel nto appetite."

Try a intiflii, <lear 1" coaxcd Mres. Rylander,
or one of tliCese ysters."

I could not eut, love 1" said 
ir. Rylander.

At linner bis appetite was eqiually delicate

"4Mygoodness gracious !"said Mr. Rylander,
clisping lier liands together. If thoughi-
but of course it cin 't bc possible. It must
have beein something elCse tiat wta the
miter.''

'Tliat's what's the matter," said Joncs; tede-

pend upon it, Mrs. Rylander."
And Jes departed.
Robinson came in next. Robinson shook

his htead, and felt his chin soleniinly.
Do yoi think its a deelin?" Said Mrs. R'y-

lander, wlien Robinson had bidden his friend
adieu.

lIH'll never bc better,"á anid Roblinon.
OOh, Ir. lobiisonil" shricked JeaneIt.
Yoi didi't let me finish ny eiiteice,

iman'," said Robiisoti-- Until lie tikes tu bis
cigars again."

Caplitain Parks caime the same evetiIng. Jean-
at tec be aite oily a square inch of dry toast. ette atppealkd wistftlly to hin
Mrs. Rylander begai tu bu seriously alarmIed. Oh, it often lhappeion Il' said the captainî,'?


