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UNDER A CLOUD.

A THRILLING TALE OF HUMAN LIFE.

CHAPTER 1.
IN BENCHERS' INN,
“My darling ! Mine at last !"
Ting-tang ; ting-tang ; ticg-tang.
Malcolm Stratton, F, Z. S., naturalist, a
handsome, dark«complexioned man of eight-
and-twenty, started and flushed ke

a girl as he burriedly thrust the photo-

graph he had been apostrophizing
into the breast pocket, and ran to the

deep, dingy window of his chambers to
look at the clock over the vld hall of Ben-
cher’s Inn, E. C. It was an unnecessary
piece of business, for there wasa black
marble clock on the old carved oak chimney-
piece restling among Grinling Gibbons’
wooden flowers and pippine, and he had
been dragging his watch from his pocket
every ten minutes since he rose at seven,
taken his bath, and dreased;
forgotten the hour the next minute, and
gone on making his preparations, haunted
by the great dread lest he should be too

late.
siQuarter to ten yet,” he muttered. “How

slowly thetime goes!” As he spoke he
gniffed slightly and emiled, fora peculiar
aromatic incense-like odor had crept into
the room through the chinks in a door.

He stepped back to where a new looking
portmanteau lay upon the Turkey carpet,
and stood contemplating it for a few mom-
ente,

“‘Now, have I forgotten anything "

This question was followed by a slow
look round the quaint, handsomely furnish-
ed old oak-paneled room, one of several
guites lev out to bachelors who could pay
well, and who affected the grim old inn
with its plane trees, basin of water, and
refreshing quiet, just out of the roar of the
busy city street., And as Malcom Stratton
looked round his eyes rested on his cases
of wvaluable books and busts of famous

naturalists, and a couple of family portraits,
both of which seemed to smile at him
pleasantly ; and then on and over natural
history specimens, curious stuffed birds, a
cabinet of osteological preparations, and
over and around the heavy looking carvings
and mouldings about the four doorways,
and continued from the fireplace up to the
low ceiling. But, look where he would,
he could see nothing but a beautiful face
with large, pensive eyes, gazing with lov-
ing trust in his as he had seen them only a
few hours before when he had said *“‘good-
night.”

“‘Bah ! I shallnever be ready,” he cried,
with an impatient laugh, and crossing to
one of the doorways—all exactly alike—

. he disappeared for a moment or two, to

return from his bedroom with a black bag,
which he hastily strapped, set down, paus-
ed to think for a moment, and then taking
out his keys opened the table drawer, took
out & check book, and sat down to write.

““May as well have enough,” he said
merrily. *“I've waited long enough for
this trip, and a man does not get married
every day. One—fifty. Signature. Bah!
Don’t cross it, stupid !”

He tore out the check, threw back the
book, and locked the drawer, before going
to a door on the right-hand side of the
fireplace, bending forward and listening.

““Wonder he has not been in,” he mut-

tered. *“‘Now let's see. Anything else?
How absurb ! Haven't finished my cot-
fee.”

He took the enp from the table, drained
it, and, after another look round, turned
to the left side of the fireplace, where he
opened a door corresponding to the one at
which he had listened, went in, and return-
ed directly with an ice ax and an alpen-
stock. )

“May as well take them,” he said.
¢ Myra can use you.”

He gave the alpenstock a rub with the
table napkin before placing it and his old
mountaineering companion against the bag.
Then, bending down, he was busily strap-
ping the portmanteau and forcing the
tongué of tﬁm last buckle into its proper
hole when there was a knock at the door
behind him, and he started to his feet.

“ Come in !”

The answer was a second knock,
and with an impatient ejaculation the
occupant of the chamber threw open the
fourth door.

“] forgot the bolt was fastened, Mrs.
Brade,” he said, as he drew back to admit
a plump looking, neatly dressed woman in
cap and apron, one corner of which she
took up to begin rolling between her fingers
as she stood smiling at the edge of the
carpet.

“Yea, sir,” she said, **if I make so bold,
and I don’t wonder at it. Oh, my dear—
I mean Mr. Stratton, sir—how L handeome
vou do look this morning !”

“Why, yon aillf old woman ! he cried,
half langhing, half annoyed.

“Oh,no, excuse me, sir, not a bit.
Handsome is as handsome does, they say,
and you is and does too, sir, and happiness
and joy go with you, sir, and your dear,
sweet lady too, sir.”

*0Oh, thank you, thank you, Mrs, Brade,
but—"

1 always thought as you would marry
some day, sir, as was only natural, but I
never thought as a widow would be your
lot.”

“Mrs. Brade !" cried Stratton impatient-
ly, and with his brows contracting a little.
“] am very busy— not a moment to spare,”

“ Of course, sir, and no wonder ; but I
do wish it hadn't been such-a dull morn-
in -il-

E‘ Dull ¥ eried Stratton, rushing to the
window ; “I thought it was all sunshine."

“ Of course you did, sir ; so did 1 ; and
well I remember it, though it's forty years

k¥

“* Mrs. Brade, I told you I was busy. I
thank you for your congratulations, and I
gave you all your instructicns yesterday, so
pray what do you want !’

Mrs, Brade, wiie of the inn porter, lifted
the corner of her apron te her mouth, and
made & sound like the stifling of a laugh.

but he had |P

**] beg your pardon, sir, I'm sure, and of
course it's natural at such a time, I came
because youn sent word by the waiter that I
was to——"

“Qf course, yes : about ten. I'm so busy,
I forgot,” cried Stratton hastily. *‘Look
here, Mra. Brade, I want you to go over to
the bank ;it will be open by the time you
get acrose, .lash this cbeck for me ; bring
all notes—tens and fives,”

“A hundred and fifty pounds, sir ?"’

“Yes ; take a hand bag witk you. Don’t
get robbed.” '

“Oh, no, sir. I know too much of the
ways of London town.”

“That'’s right. Excuse my being hurried
with you.

**Or course, sir ;I known well what your
frelings must be. (Sniff, sniff.) Why, vou
can smell Mr. Brettison a-smoking his
ubble-dubble with that strange tobacco
right in here.”

As the woman spoke she went straight
E?MEE to the door on the left of the fire-
ace.

“‘Here ! where are you going ¥’ cried
Stratton.

““Back directly, sir,” came in smothered
tones, accompanied by the pulling of a
bath chain, the gurgling of water, and the
sound of shutting down a heavy lid.

““ Lor’, how strong Mr. Brettison do
smell, sir. It's my memory’s got that bad
gir,” said the woman, reappearing and care
fully shutting the door, ¢ that I'm obliged
to do things when 1 see them want doing,
else I forgets. It was only yesterday that
Mr. Brettison—=" -

“ Mrs, Brade, the check, please.” :

“ Of course, sir,” said the woman hastily
just as there was a little rat-tat at the brass
k&m#ker of the outer door, which she open-
E L]

““ Here ia Mr. Brettison, sir,” and she
drew back to admit a spare looking,gray
mon, dressed in dark tweed, who removed
his sott felt hat and threw it, with a botan-
ist’s vasculum and a heavy oaken stick,
upon an easy-chair, as he watched the de-
parture of the porter’s wife before turning
quickly and, with tears in his eyes, grasp.
ing Stratton’s hands and shakins them
warmly.

“My dear boy,” he said, in a voice full
of emotion, ‘‘God bless you! Happiness to
you! God bless you both I .

“*My dear old friend ! cried Stiratton.
“Thank you ; for Myra, too. But come,
you’ve repentéd. You will join the wed-
ding party after all #*

“I1? Oh, no, no, my boy. I'm no
wedding guest. Why, Malcolm, I should
be a regular ancient mariner without the
glittering eye.”

“I am sorry. Ishould have liked you to
be present.” said Stratton warmly.

“l know it, my bny, I know it ; but no;
don’t press me. I couldn’t bear it, I was
to have been married, my dear bov, I was
young, if not as handsome as you. But,”
there was a pause—*‘she died,” he added
in a whisper, *“Icould not bear to come.”

““Mr. Brettison !”

“ There,” cried the visitor with forced
gayety, ‘‘ just what I said. No, my dear
Malcolm. No, No, my boy, 1’m better
away.”

Stratton was silent, and his neighbor
went on hastily : '

““I heard you packing and knocking
about, but I wouldn’t disturb you, myv dear
boy. I'm off, too: a week’s collecting in
the New Forest. Write to me very soon,
and my dear love to your sweet wife—an
angel, Malcolm—a blessing to you, my boy.

{ Tell her to let you gather a few of the

mountain flowers to send me. Ask her to
pick a few herself and I'll kiss them as
coming from her.”

““ Il tell her, sir.”

““That's right; and, Malcolm, my boy,
I’'m quite alone in the world, where I should
not have been now if you had not broken
in my door and came and nursed me back
}n llfﬁ,’ dying as I was from that deadly

ever.’

* My dear Mr, Brettison, if you ever
mention that trifle of neighborly service
agaln we are no longer friends,” cried
Stratton,

““Trifle of neighborly service ! “said the
old man, laying his hands affectionately
upon the other’s shoulders. ¢ You risked
your life, boy, to save that of one who
would fain have died. But Heaven knows
best, Malcolm, and I've been a happier
man since, for it has seemed to me as it I
ha::l & son. Now, one word more and I am
going. I'vea train ta catch. Tell your
dear young wife that Edward Bre:tison has
watched your career—that the man who
was poor and struggled so hard to place
himself in a position towin her will never be
poor again ; for I have made you my heir
Malcolm, and God bless }*gru, m;: hﬂy:
Good-by ; write soon,”

*“ Mr. DBrettison !” cried Stratton, in
AINAZe,

““Hush !"

Thedooropened,and Mrs, Bradereappeared
with a black reticule in one hnndpfnﬂﬂ a
ruddy telegram envelope in the other.

I see, wanted already,” said the old
man, hastily catching up hat, stick, and
collecting box, and hurrying out without
another word,

**Telegram, sir ; and there’s the change,

sir.”

“Eh ! The notes? Thank you, Mrs,
Brade,” said Stratton hurriedly, and takin
the packet he laid them on the table ancgl
placed a bronze letter weight to keep them
down. “‘That will do, thank you, Mrs.
Brade. Tell your husband tofetch my
lugﬁa.ga, and meet me at Charing (rosa.
He'll take a cab, of course,”

““I shall be there,too,sir, never you fear,”
said the porter’s wife, with a smile, as she
left the room, Stratton hurriedly tearing
open the envelope the while,and reading as
the door closed : '

No bride’s bouquet., What a shame!
See to it at once.
Epie

“‘ Confound ! " ejaculated Stratton : **and
after all their promises. Here, Mrs. Brade,
quick. Gone!”

He threw open the docr to call the woman
back, but before he could open his lips she
had returned,

** A gen—gentleman to see you, sir, on
business,”

‘*“ Engaged. Cannot sce anyone. Look
here, Mre. Brade."”

*Mr. Mslcolm Stratton, I presume,”

rulid a heavily built man with a florid face,
gr.iqhh hair, and closely cut foreign looking

r. .

* My name, sir, but I am particunlarly
engaged this morning., If yon have busi.
ness with me you must write.”

This at the doorway, with Mre. Brade
standing a little back on the stone landing.

“ No time for writing,” =aid the stran-

er sternly. ‘‘ Business too important.
Needn't wait, Mrs, what'seyer-name,”
he continued, turning upon the woman so
gharply that she began to hurry down the
stairs,

“] don’t care how important your mission
is, sir,” cried Stratton ; “‘I cannot give yon
an interview this morning. 1If *you have
anything to say you must write. My
business——"

*‘I know,” said the man coolly : *‘going
to be married.”

Stratton took a step back, and his visitor
one forward into the room, turned, closed
the outer door, and, before Stratton could
recover from his surprise, the inner door,
and pointed to a chair.

“*Sit down,” said the man, and he took
another chair and sat back in it.

“Well of all the audacious " began
Stratton, with a half laugh ; but he was
interrupted.

“‘Don’t waste words, gir ;no time. The
lady will be waiting.”

As he spoke Stratton saw the man’s eyes
rest for a momenton the banknotes beneath
the letter weight, and an undefined sensa-
tion of nneasiness attacked him.,. He mas-
tered it in an instant, ignoring the last re-
mark,

““ Now, 8ir; you say you have business
with me. Let me hear it, since I must--at
once,” ;

‘¢ Ah, that’s businesslike. We shall be
able to deal.”

¢ Say what you have to say.”

¢ When you sit down,”

Stratton let himself fall back into a chair.,
‘¢ Now then. Quick!”

) “}:Ynu propose being married this morn-
ing.

“I do,” said Stratton, with a sort of
dread lest even then there should be some
obatacle in the way.

“Well, then, you can't ; that's all.”
““What!” cried Stratton fiercely. *““Whd
says so? "

““Ido, But keep cool, young man.,
This is business.”

i vr

tering himself again, and adopting his
visitor’s cynical manner, ¢f So let me ask
you, sir, who you may be, and what is your
object in coming 9"

The man did not: answer for a moment,
but let his eyes rest again upon the notes.
“‘1 say, who are you, sir "

““I? Oh, nobody of any importance,”
said the man, with an insolent laugh,
Stratton sprang up,and the visitor thrust
his hand behind him.

‘““No nonsense, Mr., Maleolm. I tell
you this is business. Without my consent
you cannot marry Myra Barron, formerly
Myra Jerrold, this morning,”

“I say,who are you, sir ¥’ cried Stratton
furiously.

‘“*James Barron, my dear sir—the lady’s
husband, "
“(Good God !”

CHAPTER IIL
TWO SHOTS FROM A REVOLVER

Malcolm Stratton started back with his
eyes wild and his face ghastly, just as there
was the faint sound of steps on the stone
stairs, and directly after someone gave a
:icmg continued double knock on the outer
oor.

““Company, eh?’ said the man rising.
““Get rid of him. I'vea lot tosay. I'll go
in here,”

right of the fireplace.

“‘No, no,” cried Stratton harshly ; *‘that
is a false door,”

‘* False duor ¥ said the man ; * is this?"’
He laid his hand upon the other on the
left of the fireplace, and opened it.

‘¢ All right. Bath room. I'll go iu here.”
As the man shut himself in Stratton
recled as if he would have fallen, but a
seccnd rat-tat upon the little brass knocker
brought him to himself,and,after a glanceat
the closet door,he opened that of theentry,
and then the outer door, to admit a good
looking, fair-haired young fellow of about
five-and-twenty, most scrupulously dressed,
a creamy rose in his buttonhole, and a
look of vexation in his merry face as he
stood looking at his white kid gloves.

‘¢ I say, old chap,” he crizd, * I shall kill
your housekeeper, She must have black-
leaded that knodker. Morning. How are
you. Pretty well ready ?”

“ Ready ?" said Stratton hurriedly. ** No,
not yet. I1'm sure I——"

“ \Why, hullo, old chap; what's the mat-
ter

“ Matter ? Nothing, nothing.”

“ Well, you look precious seedy. White
about thegills, Why, hang it, Maleolm,
don’t take it like that, Fancy you being
nervous, What about ? Packed up, I see.”
“ Yes —yes,”

“‘ Wish it was my turn,” continued the
newcomer. ‘‘Might as well have been two
couples: Mr, and Mrs, Malcom Stratton;
Mr. and Mrs. Percy Guest. Why, I say,
old chap, you are ill.”

“ No, no,” cried Stratton hurriedly; and
a sundden thought struck him.

Catching up the telegram from the table,
he handed it to his friend.

‘¢ Hullo ! Nothing rerious ? Poof ! What
a molehill moun*ain. You shouldn’t let a
thing like this agitate your noble nerves.
Bless the dear little woman. I'll run on to
Common Garden, Central Avenue, as we
say in some suckles, bully the beggar
for not sending it, start him, and
be back for you in a jiffy.”

“‘No, no,” eried Stratton excitedly,
“don’t trust them, Get the bouquet, and
take i1t yourself. Don’t ccme back. I'll
meet you at the church.”

*‘All right, old chap. Your slave obeys.
Ouly, I say, I would have a duet—=S, and
B.—before I started. Screw up, and don’t
come with a face like that.”

The speaker went to the door, opened it,
and looking round laughingly : **Precious
dull ; I'll tell 'em to turn on the sun,” he
said, and hurried out.

As the outer door closed Stratton darted
to the inner and shut it, while, as he turn-
ed, his unwelcome visitor stepped out of the
bath room—evidently formerly a passage
leading into the next chamber—and return-
ed to his chair,

““Boat mm--hﬂuquets—urriiqﬂ waitin
—church—wedding breakfass,” he =ai
laughingly. *“By Jove ! I could diink a
tumbler of champagne,”

b

es ; I'll be cool,” said Stratton, mas- | Y

He went straight to the doorway on the|

By the time Stratton had grown firmer,
and, pointing to the door, he cried:

‘* Look here, gir: 1'll have no more of
this, You are an impostor. 1 don’t know
whereiyou obtained your information, but
if you have come to levy blackmail on the
strength of such a mad tale, you have fail.
ed: so go.”

“To my wife '

* To the police-staticn if you dare to
threaten me. Look here: James Barron,
otherwise Tames Dale, died two years ago.”

‘*“ Then he has come to life again, that's
all,” said the man coolly. ** New, look
here, you; I've not come to quarrel. I call
on you, and of course it must be just damp-
ening at such a time, but you see, I had no
option, It wasn't likely that—be cool,
will you ? Let that poker rest !"

He spoke savugely, and took a revolver
from a hip pocker.

“I say 1t wasn't likely that you would
be pleased to see me, and I'm not surprised
at your crying impostor, because, as 1 well
enough know, the papers said 1 was dead,
and for the past two years my beautiful
little wife has worn her widow’s weeds.”

Stratton made a gesture to start forward,
but the man sat back in his chair and
raised the pistol,

“I'm a very good shot,’” he said coolly.
**Be quiet and listen. 1'm an impostor, am
I? lwas not married to Myra Jerrold, I
suppose, directly after the old man had
tiken herfor a continental tour with pretty,
merry little Edie Perrin, Bless her—sweet
little girl ! I'd rather have hed her if she
had possessed Myra's money, It's all
right, my dear sir. I can give you chapter
and verse, and commas and tull steps,

too, if you want satisfying. But you
do not ; you know it's all true. Why
don't I put in my claims ¥ Well, there

is that little unpleasantness with the
police, and that is why,” he continued as
he toyed with the revolver. *‘I object to
your calling them in to interfere. No, Mr,
Maleolm Stratton, I shall not let you eall
them in for more reason than one. Ah!
you begin to believe me, Let me see now,
can I giva you a little corroborative evi-
dence ? You don’t want it, but I will
Did the admiral ever tell you what an ex-
cellent player I was at piquet ?”

Stratton started.

“ Yeg, I see he did., And how I used to
ging ** La ci darem’ with Myra, and play-
ed the accompaniment myself? Yes, he told
ou that, too. My dear gir, I have a hun-
dred little facts of this kind to tell you, in-
cluding my race after Myra's horse when it
took fright and she was thrown. By the
way, has the tiny little red scar faded from
her white temple yet %"

Stratton’s facz was ghastly now.

““ I see I need say no more, sir, Youare
convinced Myra is my wife, There has
been no divorce, you see, so you are at my
mercy. "

“ But she is not at yours,”cried Stratton
fiercely. ‘¢ You go back to your cell, sir,
and she will never be polluted by the touch
of such a scoundrel again.”

** Polluted ? Strong language,young man
and you are losing your temper. Once
more, be cool. You see I have this, and I
am not a man to be trifled with. I do not
intend to go back to my cell : Ihad enough
of that yonder, but mean to take my ease,
for the future. These chambers are seclud -
ed ; a noise here is not likely to be heard,
and I should proceed to extremities if you
forced me.”

“ You dare to threaten me "

‘““*Yes, I dare to threaten you, my dear
sir. But keep cool, I tell you., I didn’t
come here to quarrel, but to do a little
business. Did you expect me! I see you
have the money ready.”

He pointed to the notes—noter to defray
& blissful honeymoon trip—and Stratton
had hard work tosuppress a groan,

“ There, I'm very sorry for you, my dear
gir,” continued the scoundrel, *‘ and I want
to be friendly, both to you and poor little
Myra—good little soul ! She thought me
dead ; you thought me dead; and I dare
say you love each other like pigeons, Next
thing, I admire her, but she never cared a
gou for me. Well, suppose I say that I'll
be dead to oblige you both.. What do you
gay to that ?”

Malcolm was silent.

“I never wanted the poor little lass,
Frankly, 1 wanted her money, and the
admirai's too—hang the old rascal, he won
about fifty pounds of me. But to continue.
Now, Mr, Malcolm Stratton, time is flying,
and the lady will soon be at the church,
where you must be first. I tell you that 1
will consent to keep under the tombstone
where the law and society have placed me,
for a handsome consideration. What do
you propose ?"’

“ To hand you over to the police,” said
Stratton firmly, but with despair in his
tone.

‘¢ No, you do'not. You propose to give
me the money on the table there,to sign an
agreement to pay me three hundred a year
as long as I keep dead, and then to go and
wed your pretty widow, and be off to the
continent or elsewhere,"”

Bigamy—blackmailed by a scoundrel who
would make his life a hell—through con-
etant threats to claim his wife—a score of
such thoughts flashed through Scratton’s
brain as he stood there before the cool,
calculating villain watching him so keenly.
Money was no object to him. Mr. Bretti-
son would let him have any amount, but it
was madness to think of such a course,
There was only one other—to free the inno-
cent, pure woman he idolized from the
persecution of such a wretch, and the law
would enable him to do that,

Malcolm Stratton’s mind was made up,
and he stood there gazing full in his visit-
tor'seyes.

“Well,” said the man coolly, ““time is on
the wing, a3 1 said before. ow much is
there under that letter weight "

“One hundred, and fifty pounds,” said
Stratton quietly.

“‘\Write me a check for three hundred
and fifty pounds then, and the bargain is
closed.™ :

“‘Not for a penny,” said Stratton quiet

ly. >
““You will, The lady is waiting.”
**So are the police.”

““* What !” cried the man, rising elowly
and with a menacing look in his counten-
ance. ‘‘No fmlinﬁ, sir. You see this,
and you know I shall not be trifled with.
Once more let me remind you that a noise
here would hardly be heard outaide, Bat
you are not serious. The prize for you is
too great, Police? How could yon marry
the lady then? Do you think my pround,
prudish little Myra would take you, know-
ing me to be alive? Stop, will you " he cried

th a uﬂg‘: growl like that of a wild
beast, **or, by all that's holy— Here,
I‘I’hlt are you going to do, fool "

““Summon the police,” ¢ #Stratton,
#ho was half way to the %% .sthe man
sprang at him with activity of a panther,

For the next minute there was a desper-
ate struggle, as the men wrestled here and
there, both moved by one object—the
possession of the deadly weapon,

sharp report of a pistol, and a puff of ill
smelling smoke partially hid the struggling
pair.

Another shot with the smoke more dense.

A heavy fall.

Then silence—deathlike and strange.

Outside, on the staircase a floor higher
a door was opened ; there were steps on
the stone landing,and a voice shouted down
the well : ’

‘‘Anything the matter 3"

After a moment another voice was
heard :

‘“Nonsense—nothing. Someone banged
higr oak.”

here was the sound of people goin

back into the room above, lng ig thg uiIF-
ence which followed, broken only by the
faintly heard strain of some street music at
a distance, the door below, on the first floor
landing, was opened a little way, the fing-
ers of a hand appearing round the edge,
and a portion of « man’s head came slowly
out, as 1f 1ts owner was listening,

The door was closed once more as softly
a8 it was opened, and the sun, which had
been hidden all the morning by leaden
clouds, sent a bright sheaf n% gu'}nlan rays
through the dust-incrusted staircase win-
dow, straight on the drab-painted outer
door, with the occupant’s name thereon
in black letters,
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: MR. MALCOLM STRATTON. :
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(TO BE CONTINUED.)
L

FALL FUN.

““ Cholly is very unfortunate in the im-
pression he makes,” said one girl. ** Yes,”
replied anotker. ¢ His clothes are so loud
and his remarks are so soft !"

This is the blissful autumn time,
So prized by bard and lover,

When one wakes up at 3 a,m.
And bellows for more cover.

Jack— “Thu.tfirl next door sings like
a lark— or should I say a nightingale.”
Tom—*‘Both. A lark, you know, sings by
day and a nightingale by night.”

““What have you got in folding beds "
asked the customer addressing the furni.
ture saleaman., *‘Got one of our clerks in
one and they are just trying to get him
out.” :

“Men,” said Sharpe, ““may he divided
into two classes—knaves and fools.”
““That’s a pretty bright remari,” said Uncle
Silas; “‘any man who takes you fora fool
is mistaken,”

Miss Prude—**Miss Smith is verv charm-
ing but she seems to have no special hold
upon the men’s affections. ™ Miss
Primm—*No, it seems to be a *catch=-as-
eatch.can’ aflair,”

She (to one who has been making love in
the most approved fashion)—*‘But, really,
Harry, are you serious " He—*‘Serious ?
You don’t suppose I'm doing this thing for
the fun of it, do you #"

I taught her how to fence with foils,
To box with gloves—and now,

Since we ate married, I don't dare
To raise the smaliest row. ‘

““ Why do you call old man Jobson a pi-
rate?” ‘“He kicked me off the place the
other night.” ** That doesn’t make a pirate
of him.” *“Doesn’t, eh? Well, what is a
pirate but a freebooter, then ?’

Fond Parent—** Goodness, how vou loo
child, You are soaked.” Fra'ulu'ﬂ—f“Flaﬂ.ul;:
pa, I fell into the canal” *‘ What with
your new trousers on?’ * ] didn’'t have
time, pa, to take them off,”

“ Allow me, mademoiselle, to present this
to you? * No,no,I do not wish to accept
a present.” “‘Iuis a volume of my poems,”

‘“ Ah, that is different, I cuuhfnnn have
permi“ted you to give me anything of val.
ue,”’

Mr. Higgins—** What do you think of
the latest medical dictum that kissing is
unhealthy 7" Mr., Hunker—* It i quite
true, Mr, Munn happened to catch me
kissing his daughter, sand I was laid up a
whole week."”

Teacher—** What is your name .” Little
Boy (from England)—*¢Enry Hadams.”
Little Girl (from New York)—* He, he |
Hear him misplace his h’s” Teacher—
“‘And what is your name " Little Gipl—
“Idar Warnhah.”

“Papa,” said Jack, as he gazed at his
ten cents—one week’s ailowance—*“‘do you
know what I would do if. I was an awful
rich king ' *‘No, Jack, What 77 «J'q4
increase my allowance “to a quarter a
week."”

Fond Mother—*‘Yes, sir ;: I have a little.
fellow who is only ten, and yet he writes
beautiful poetry.” 0ld Editor—*‘Well,
there’s some hope for them whan you catch

'em young, you canwhip it out of em easier
then,"”

““Things is gettin’ mighty mixed, Mandy,”
said Farmer Corntossel ; **mighty mixed,”
“Whut's the matter ?” *The pulutniahn
air all tryin’ teh tell the farmers about
farmin’ an’ the farmers air tryin’ ter tell the
politicians about politics,”

“I'm going to have thatstock investigat.
ed,” said the investor. *There's beena
good deal of funny business in that corpor-
ntmp." “True,” said Barlow : “and I'd
adviseyou to employ a diver to do your
;ETF“”E““”E' there’s so much water in

Keeper—*I thowt you was workin’
Mﬂrlnp;l: farm, Giles ;:r" Giles-—-"ﬁ:;l,ua%ﬁlt
wer ; but two weeks ago v’ owd cow died
and we 'ad to eatin’ ; and next week t’ pig
d’md and we 'ad to eat 'im, an’ this mornin’
t master's mother-in-law died, so I thowt
—I'd leave.”

———

A Mean Trick.

Clara—* Why in the world did vou en-.

gage yuurfailtf to ﬂ;.“ Mr., Hardhead 1”
ora—"‘‘ He took me at such a dij .
tage that I had to, s

‘¢ Nonsense,”

**Oh, but you don't know. He proposed
to me in an ice-cream saloon, nndp I E:auw
Euriect.ly well that if I didn’t accept him

e wouldn’t ask me to have another plate,”

} Who seeks and will not take when once
tis offered, shall never find it more —

Shakespeare,

Then one arm was freed, there was the .
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