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LIKE AND UNLIKE.

tAu:. RigaTs REsERVED.]

By M. B. BRADDON, ‘'

J Author of * LApy AUpPLEY’S SEORET,” * WYLLARD'S Wxirp,” Erc., Erc.

CHAPTER I.—CoNTRASTS.

¢ Has Mr. Belfield come in yet?”

‘¢ No, Sir Adrian.”

¢t He rude the new horse, did he not?”

¢ Yes, Sir Adrian.” L

Sir Adrian Belfield moved uneasily in his
ehair, then walked to the fireplace, and
stood there, looking down at the half burnt
out logs upon the hearth, with an air of

anxious thought. The footman waited to! . " "Ho has been tbe death of one man al-
ire&dy. No one but Valentine would have

be questioned further. o,

‘“ What sort ot character do they give the
new horse in the stables, Andrew !” asked |
Sir Adrian, presently. .

. Andrew hesitated before replying, and
then answered with a somewhat exaggerated
cheerfulness, *‘ Well, Sir Adrian, they say
he’s a good ’un, like all the horses Mr. Bel-
field buys.”

‘¢ Yes, yes, he’s a good judge of a horse—
we know that, But he would buy the mad-

-ponding

dest devil that was ever foaled if he fa.qciacl
the shape and paces of the beast. I didn’t}

* You see, Sir Adrian, its Mr. Relfield’s

like the look of that new chestnut.” l

colour. You know, Sir, as how he’ll go any

distance and give any money for a handsome ., anyone else in the world.”

chesnut when he won't look at anmother
coloured ’oss.”

‘¢ Yes, yes, that will do, Andrew. Is her
ladyehip in the drawing-room ?”

¢ Yes, Sir Adrian,” said the footman,
who was middle aged and waxing gray, and
ought long ago to have developed into a

but'er, only Belfield Court was so good a walking that obnoxious chesnut
place that few servants cared to leave it in:@\ = " Jero . o digtant kill, and he will be

the hope of bettering their fortunes else- |
where. The butler at Belfield was sixty, |
the under butler over fifty and the youngest
of the flunkies had seen the sun go down '
upor his thirty-second birthday. That good
old gray stone mansion amidst the wooded
hills of North Devon was a very paradise
for serving men and women ; a paradise not
altogether free from %a presence of Satan ;
but the inhabitants were able to bear with
one Satanic element where so much.was
celestial.

Sir Adrian went to the window, a deep
embayed window with bone mullions, and
richly painted glass in the upper lattices,
glass emblazoned with the armorial bearings
of the Belfields and rich in the heraldic
history of aristocratic alliances. Like most
Elizabethan windows, there was but a small
porticn of this one which opened. Adrian
unfastened the practicable lattice and put
his head out to survey the avenue along
which his brother would ride when he came
home from the hunt.

There was no horseman visible in the long

. vista—only the autumnal ceolouring of elms

and oaks which alternated along the broad
avenue with its green ride at each side of
the road, only the infinite variety of fading
foliage, and the glancing lights of an De.
tober afternoon. How often had Adrian
watched his twin brother schooling an un-
manageable horse upon yonder turf, gallop-
ing like an infuriated centaur, and seeming
almost a part of his horse as if he had been
indeed made after the fashion of that fabul-
ous monster.

¢ They must have had a good day,”
thought Adrain. *‘ He ought to have been
home before now, unless they killed further
off than usual.” s -

He looked round at the clock over the
fireplace., Half past five! Not so late
after all. It was only his knowledge that
his brother was riding a hot-tempered brute
that worried him.

¢ What a morbid fool I am,” he said to
himeelf, impatiently. “* What an idiot I
must be to give way to this feeling of
anxiety and foreboding every time he
is out of my sight for a few hours. I know
he is one of the finest horsemen in Devon-
shire, but if he rides a restive horse I Al
miserable. And yet I csn sympathise with
his delight in conquering an ill-tempered
brute, in proving that the nerve and muscle
of the smaller animal, backed with brains,

can prevail over size and weight and sheer |.

brute power. I love to watch him break a
horse, and can feel almost as keen a delight
as if I myself were in the saddle, and my
hand were doing the work. And then in
another moment, while I am trinmphing in
his victory, the womanish mood comes over
me, and I turn cold with fear for his sake.
I'm afraid my mother is right, and that
nature intended me fur a woman.”

He was pacing slowly up and down the
room a8 he mused upon himself thus, and
coming face to -face with a Venetian glass
which hung between two blocks of k

‘shelves at the end of the library, he paused

to contemplate his own imagereflected there.

The face hesaw in the looking glass was
handsome enough to satisfy the most exact-
ing self-consciousness ; but the classical re-
gularity of the features and the delicacy of
the colouring were allied with a refinement
which verged upon effeminacy, and est-

ed a feeble constitution and a hypersensitive ,
. temperament.

It was not the face of one.
who ocould have battled against adverse
circumstances or cut his way- upward from
the lowest rung of the ladder to the top.
But its a very good face for Sir Adrian
Belfield, born in the purple, with fortune
and distinction laid up for him by alon
line of stalwart ancestors. Sach an one cou
afford to be delicately fashioned and slender-
ly built. lnsuch anone that air of fragility,
tending even towards sickliness, was but an
added grace. ** So interesting,” said all the
young ladiesin Sir Adriaun’s neighbourhood,
when they descanted on the young baronet’s

~ personality.

For Belfield's own eye those delicately-
chiselled features and that ivory pallor had

_ nocharm. He compared the face in the

glass with another face which was like it
and yet unlike—the face of his twir brother
in which youth,health and physical power
were the leading characteriatica. Sir Adri-
fq;thnught of that other face, and turned
m his own image with an impatient sigh.
‘Ot all the evils that can befall a man I
think a sickly youth must be the worst,”
he said to himself as he left the room and
went across the hall to his mother’s favour-
ite apartment, the smallest in asuite of three
drawing-rooms opening out of each other.
Lady Belfield was sitting in a low chair

near the fire, but she started up: as her son
opened the door.

-able apprehensions. Ever since he had been

! band. She had been a widow for nearly

Adrian quietly. * Surely, you are not anx-
i about him ?” ; ¢
o But [ am anxions, How white a.tf. nr;d
ou look ! I am always anxious when he
Eidau a new horse,” Lady Belfield exclaimed,
with an agitated air. It is so cruel of him to
buy such wretched creatures, as if it were to
torture me. And then he laughs and makes
light of my fears. The stud m told me
that this chestnut has an abominable charac-

bought him. Parker begged me to prevent
the %hurchm, if [ could. He ought to have

known very well that I could not,” she add-
ed bitterly, walking to and fro in the space
before the bay window—a window corres-
to that in the library.

¢ Dearest mother, it is foolish to worry
yourself like this every time Valentine rides
an nntried horse. You know what a mag-

nificent horseman he is.”
¢¢ I know that he is utterly reckless, that

he would throw away his life to gratify the
whim of the moment, that bhe has not the
slightest consideration for me.”

¢ Mother, you know he loves you better

“ Indeed I do not, Adrian. But if he
does, his highest degree of loving falls
very far below my idea of affection. Oh,
why did he insist upon buying that brate,
in spite of every warning ?” :

¢* My dear mother, while you are making

yourself a martyr, I dsresay Valentine is
quietly

here presently in tremendous spirits after a
grand day’s sport.
*“ Do you really thinkso? Are you sure
you are not uneasy !”
“ Do Ilook it ?” asked Adrian, smiling &t
her. :
He had had to conceal his own feelings
many s time in order to spare her'’s when
some recklessness of the dare-devil younger
born had tortured them both with unspeak-

old enough to be let out of leading atrings,
Valentine had been perpetually endangering
his limbs and life to the torment of other
people, His boats, his horses, his guns, his
dogs, had been sources of inexhaustible
anxiety to Lady Belfield and her elder son.
It suited hia temperament to be always in
movement aad strife of some kind, riding an
unbroken horse, sailing his yacht in a storm,
making companions and playthings of fero-
cious dogs, climbing perilous mountain |
peaks, crossing the Channel or the Bay of
Biscay just when any reasonable being,
master of his own life and time, would have
avoided the p e, doing everything in a
reckless, hot-headed way, which was agony
to his mother’s tender heart.

And, yet, though both mother and broth-
er suffered infinitely from Valentine Bel-
field’s folly, they both went on loving him
and forgiving him with an affection that
knew no diminution, and which he accepted
with a carelessnes that was akin to con-
tempt. ;

“You look pale, and fagged, and ill,”
said Lady Belfield, scrutinising her son with
apxious eyes. ‘I know you. are just as
frightened as I am, though ‘you hide your
uneasiness for my saké.” You are always so,
good tome, Adrian,” this with -a tone that
seecmed half apologetic, as if she wounld have
said, *‘I lavish the greater half of my- af-
fection on your brother, and yet you give me
so much.” IR

*¢ Dear mother, what should I be but good

“Oh, butl am more indulgent to him
than to you. You have never -tried me as
he has done, and yet——"

to the beat and kindest of parents 1” r

“ And yet I love him better than I love |.of the original

you,” That was the unspoken ending of her

8

She went to the window, b away |
her tears—tears of remorseful feeling, veara
of sorrowing love, that she balf knew were
wasted upon an unworthy object. :

“ Cheer up, mother,” said Adrian, light-
ly. ‘It will never do for Valentine to
surprise us in this tragical mood:. He would

indulge his wit at our all the even-
ing. If you want him to get rid of $he
chesnut say not one word about’ r.

You might remark in a careless way that
the'animal has an ugly head, and does not
look so well bred as his usual stamp of horse
—that is a safe thing to say to any man—
and if he tells us a long story of a battle
royal with the beast, ke sure put on
your most indifferent air, as if the thing
were a matter of course, and nobody’s busi-

neas but his own, and . before the week is
out he will bave sold the horse or swopped
him for another, and, as he could hardly
find one with a worse character, your feel-

ings will gain by thechange. He is a dear
fellow, but there is a vein of opposition in

E:usibla for sympathy and

and her mind had fea apon itself in those
long, quiet years, unbroken

ta kind. She had read I-I!ﬁ
htqlf:m.clll:l? in those years; she had culti-

even
:]:al.n”ng her taste for music and art, and was amil

now a highly accomplished woman ; but her

occupied the second place in her life and in |

Her sops were paramoant.
When they were with her she thought of
nothing but them. It was osly in their
absence that she consoled f with the
books or the music that she loved so well.
Her elder son, Adrian, resembled her
closely in person and disposition. His
tastes were her tastes, and it: was hardly
companionship
tween motber and son to be closer than
theirs had been. Yet, dearly as she loved
the son who had never in his life crossed or
offended her, there lurked in the secret
depths ot her heart a stranger and more 1n.
tense affection for that other son, whose
wayward spirit had been ever a source of
trouble or terror. The perpetual flutter of
anxiety, the alternations of hope and fear,

joy and sorrow, in which his restless soul

had kept her, had made the rebel only so
much t.!Fu dearer. She loved him better for
every anxious hour, for every moment of
rapture in his escape from some. needless
peril, some hazardous folly. Valentine was
the perpetually straying sheep, over whose
recovery there was endless rejoicing. It
was in vain that his mother told herself
that she had reason to be angrv, and tried
to harden her heart against the sinner. He
had but to hold out his arms to her, laugh-
ing at her foolish love, and she was ready
to sob out her joy upon his breast,

She went back to the chair by the fire,

' and sat there pale and still, picturing to her
gelf all the horrors that can be
about -by an ungovernable horse. Adrain

sought
took up a newspaper and tried to read,

listening all the time for the sound of hoofs

in the avenue.

At last that sound was heard, faint in the
distance, the rhythmical sound of a trotting
horse. The mother started up and ran to
the window, while Adrian went out to the
broad, gravelled space in front of the porch
to meet the prodigal. He came up to the
house quietly enough, dropped lightly from
his horse, and greeted his brother with that
all-conquering smile which msde up. for so
many offences in the popular mind.

¢ ook at that brute, Adrian,” he said,
pointing his hunting crop at the horse,
which stood meekly, with head depressed
an1 eye dull, reeking from crest toflank, and
with blood stains about his mouth. *‘I don’t
think he’ll give me quite so much trouble
another time, but I can assure you he was
a handful, even for me. I never crossed
such an inveterate puller, or such a pig-head-
ed beast; but I'betiove he and I understand
each other pretty well now. Yah, you
brute,”” with a savage tug at the bridle.

““You might let him off witheut any more
pnnishment to-night, I think, Val,” said
Adrian quietly ; ‘‘he looks pretty well done,””

‘““He 18 pretty well done; I can assure
you I havea't him!” '. :

“4¢ And you’ve bitted him severely enoug
for the most incortigible Tartar.” .

‘¢ A bit of my own invention, my dear
boy, a high porv and a gag. I don’t think
he has had too easy a time of it.”

‘1 cannot understand your pleasure in
riding an ill-conditioned brute in order to
school him into manners by sheer
cruelty,” said Adrian, with undisguised dis-.
approval. *“Ilike to be on friendly terms
with my horre.” o

““ My dear Adrian, your doctors and
nurses have oonspired to molly-coddle
ou,” answered Valentine, contemptuonsly.
““They have made youn think like a girl, and
they have made you ride like a girl. My
chief delight in a horse is to get the better
| .sin toat's in him. You may
give him a warm drink, Stokes. He has
earned it,”’ he added, flinging the bridle to
$he groom, who had come from the stables
at the sound of Mr. Belfield’s return.

_ * Had you a good run I” asked Adrian, as
they went into house.

‘* Capital ; and that beggar went in first-
rate style when once he and I to under-
stand each .other. We k on Hagley
Heath after half-an-hour over the o

‘¢ Come and tell mother all about it, Val.”

“ Has she been worrying herself about the
chessnut? She was almost in tears this
morning whea she found I was going to ride

““ She was getting a little
fore you came home,” a
lightly. . '
That scornful glance of his brother’s eye
wounded him to the quick.” It implied a
contemptuons . tance of a too lnvil:F

just be-
Adrian

acoep
| solicitude. It showed the temper of a spoil-

ed child who takes all a mother’s care as
s matter of course, and has not one touch of
gratitnde or genuine responsive affection.

. The two brothers went to the drawing-

him.” | room eide by side. Like and unli You,

* Yes he loves to oppose me; but after
all he is not a bad son, is he, Adrian?”

‘““A bad son! Of course not, whoever
said he was ?” - -

‘“ Noone; only I am afraid I spoke bit-
terly about him just now. He is-alwa
keeping my nerves on the rack by his reck-
lessness in one way or theother. Heis
go like his poor father—so terribly Tike ¥ * °

Her voice grew hushed and grave.almost
to solemnity as she spokeof her deid hus-

twenty years, ever since her twin-boys, and
-only children, ‘were four years-old. It was
the long minority which m'nhﬂﬁ ‘Bir Ad-
rain Be%ﬁald a rich man. , ) ; =

‘ And yet, mother, he must he more like
you than my father,” said Adrian, °*‘for he

and Iare alike, and everyone says thnﬂ{

am I.Ii:e
1
suppose,” she answered thoughtfully.: _‘“bat
it is his character whm:g #a_en like his

yon.”

that was the desacription which best indica
ed the close resemblance and the marked
difference between them. In the form of

| the head and face, in the cutline of the fea-

tares; shey resembled sach other as cloecly
as ever trl;d hlt'zlhtn have m since ;.l:l—
tare pro thess -human lets ; but
in colvering s 184
were cu ly unlike. . x vne had
the pﬂhm ﬂﬂl&hﬂ&!’; Mot Wax-
en brow, hair of a pale anuburn, features re-
‘fined to astenuation, s of. k wiolet,
d qu:ng‘liglytﬂ T"nt : cl, El: s
and:’ « @ ‘those_of a of
faintest carmine. -1t wps et

father’s: the same daring, energetic spirit
—the samerestless activity -themw '
will. He reminds me- of wﬂm
overy doy of hislife>.

oy
§ e e

antegn -Belfield ‘had ot ° hls fate
suddenly, amidst the darkness of a OW -

storm on the ice-bound slopgs.: of m
| Rosa, while : ;

mg and ig:edpression the brothers | thi

der, losking at him with a proud, happy

e.
¢t Well, Valentine, had you a good day
‘on the chestnut ?*' she in-kedy I_l.}fhﬂy. :
¢Splendil. That horse will make a rip-
i hunter, in spite of you and Par-
er. Did you “h“,‘}“"“" the window as
ht him home. 1" :

: EF;E, I was watching you. I don't think
he is quite up to your usual nttndnrd, Val.
Hasn't he ra an ugly head ?”
“ That's just like & woman,” exclaimed
Valentine, with & air. ‘‘ Her eye
is always keen on as if it were
the Alpha and Omega. He hasn't a racer's
head, if that's what you. mean. He has a
ood serviceable head, tha twill bear a good
eal of pulling about—rathar a plain hﬁsd*,
if you will have it. But a horse doesn’t
jump with his head, or gallop on his head,
does he Y’ )
« My dear Val, if you are satisfled with
him—" L

*¢ Satiafied,” cried Valentine, looking as
black as thunder, *I tell you I am delight-
ed with him. He is out and away the best
hunter in the  stables—beats that ginger-
bread skewbald mare you gave me on my
last birthday hollow.” R
«“ And yet I have heard people say the
skewbald is the prgttiest horse in the coun-

“There you go again—prettiness, all
prettiness. The skewbald was never well
up to my weight—oh, she carries me fairly
enough, I know that—but she’s over-weight-
ed. gYu:m should have given her to Adrian,”
with a sneer. -
¢ Adrian can afford to buy his horses,”
anawered his mother, with an affectionate
look at the elder born. **The only birth-
day gift he will take from me is'a bunch of
early violets.” .

~ ¢ All your life is full of gifts to me, moth-
er,” said Adrian. ‘* Whenevar youn're tired
of Cinderella 1’1l take her off your hands,
v‘]_ n 3 2

 The dence you will,” cried Valentine
¢ You'll find her a trifie too much for you,
It’s like the old saying,about the goose, dear
boy. She’s too much for you and not
enough-for me. She wants work, Adrain,
not gentle exercise. She was never meant
for.a lady’s palfrey.

Adrian sighed as he turned away from
his brother, and seated himself at Lady Bel-
field's tea-table, which had been- furnished
with due regard to a hungry hunting man,
too impatient to wait for the eight o'clock
dinner, That taunt of Valentine’s stung
him as such taunts, and they were frequent,
always did sting. He keenly felt his short
comings as a horseman and as an athlete.
In all those manly accomplishments in which
his brother'excelled, fr
Adrian a failare. The "doctors had warned
him that to ride hard would be to endanger
his life. He might amble along the country
ianes, nay, even enjoy a slow canter over
down or common ; might see a little hunt-
ing sometimes in an elderly gentleman’s
fashion, waiting about on the crest of a hill
to watch the honnds working in the hollow
below, or jogging up and down beside the
cover.while they were drawing— but those
gallant flights across country which so in
toxicate the souls of men were not for him.

**You have a heart that will work for
you very fairly to a good old age, Sir
Adrian, if you will bat use it kindly,” -said
the physician, after careful consultation,
‘*“but you must take no liberties with it.
There are plenty of ways in which a man
may enjoy the country without tearing
across it at a mad gallop. There is fly-fish-
ing, for instance. I am sure with that noble
trout stream in your own park you must be
fond of fly-fishing.”

‘“ I cannot imaglne anything tamer than
fly-fishing in _one’s own park,”  replied
Adrian, with a touch of impatience. * Sal-
mon fishing in Scotland or in Norway——"".

pleasure for a man of your delicate constitu-
tion. A little trou® fishing in mild spring
weather——"

¢ Merci, I must live without sport, Dr,
Jason. After all I have my library, and I
have the good fortune to be fond of books,
which my brother detests,”

“ 1 should have guessed as much,” said
Jason, blandly, ‘‘ Mr. Belfield has not the
outlook of a m:u.denﬁﬂhai that hard
penetrating gazs whio otes the sports-
man—straight, keen, business-like, Epid,

man—and so like yon, Sir Adrian.”

‘¢ Is it not something of a mockery to tell
me that after you have sounded this poor
narrow chest of mine?”’

*‘Oh, there are constitutional divergencies.
Nature has been kinder to your brother in
the matter of thew and sinew, but the like-
ness between you is really remarkable, all
| the more remarkable perhaps on account of
that constitutional di And I have no
doubt there is a very close affection between
you—that sympathetic bond which so often
unites twin children.” <.

** Yes, I am very fond of him,” answered
Adrian dreamily. ‘ Fond of him, do I say

—it is more than mere fondness. I ama
part of himself, feel with him in almost all
3 am a with him, sorry with him,
lad with him ; and yet there is antagonism.
here is the misery of it. There are times
when I could &::Ill'tnl with him more desper-
ately than with any other man upon earth ;
and yet I declare to you, dooctor, he is as it
were my second self.’ '
““1 can- believe it, Sir Adrian.
Who is there with whom we are so often in-
clined to quarrel as with ourselves. I know

T er, | there is a d—— bad fellow in hom I|¥°
and here the brave, calm: wpirikdemipated | should often like to kick.” .~

pérson, yes he is more like me, I} -

con-
itated.. His head, ™ the aha like | twenty pound note which Sir Adrian slipped
Adrian’s; was -larger, ' ‘at the base, | mod into his comfortable > &
and lower at the: “in whith f ity was the T

thie sensual orgas pﬂmuﬂhm and a case must be

plexion was of & , browned by ex- | would not venture to be jovial. Were there
n msﬂwmwmm .htthrutuhuf]ﬂhﬁ‘n t:rwunld
o ‘flueputhrnwn, th a jooosity which was

K Mmﬁ-%ﬁ give -riq o,

agile health had made |

““Too fatiguing—too strenucus a form of ;

yet steady. I think I never saw a finer |

% Spare me th
mother. It isa i‘l:m;u:,]:“:t wizomﬂ T
me every time -1 takeg babis g
ing nobem afed. Y EOIgHtTighiy
r ing. -
stiff glass of  wigh ders
and with no y to

Val,” said the moth - YOU he
hlln':! upon the son’s ::;ghhi; hﬁl h‘T‘
looking at him with ineffap) 1 " ¢
‘“ So be it, nndinth“mduﬂt ,
any _tﬂﬁftﬂhl Bermons be sause of Vily
pn.th;n dose of cognac,” & hogy,

4 o
parTation o allabout the choral fe
!;nﬂd," 2nd the choir, aad th

a sort of shopma?, fe
all the events of a |

ot deal of it

(TO BE coNTINTED,) : 0o WOTK- ‘iﬁi}, but she h

& _ _— 'as entirely unlil
o Knew Which was the Gentlemgy, '

Disconsnlate Iﬂ?er._unuu
Maggie, that [ am a gentl s r“:hn
and one of the leading phyai

How you can leave me for th tien
anderstand.” A% man | gy

Adonis Chorua Girl—* The ogly ec:
1 have that you area gEﬂtlE'IIIa:n i‘rﬁi g

Radoastle VicaTy ¥

orod % ¢ ‘Bridgefield ways, ot

hom her fathe

- ssthat m&dﬂlﬂ_ﬂ-" St
% ﬂﬂl for p‘mtl. wWor

wreciate she earnestness tha

‘ii'df'l and the exertions made 1

hom she had alwa
tm:l-ﬂ too well off

hearts in it1

of cigarettes and two treats to cofr B clerical sapervision. And b
- : °F Mgy i man all ev
cakes. The man you despise is certsip, B comein snd this yo Sag—spor i

& gentleman. If you don’t think
this Jovely box of silk stockings.”

——

Day.
I always know New Year's day, bey
papa gives adinner party to some men wij
short petticoats. They are Scotchme
‘They shove a lot of brown gunpowdery,
their noses. Pa says it's snuffin’, [ kny
it .is' somefing—you bet. All they myj
*‘ Pass the whuskey.” They make s
noise sometimes and sing ** Collared He.
ring” and “ Ye Bankside Brays.” Nobjy
knows what they mean. Then they ask fy
more whuskey. Then they finish up wig
“*For Aldgate Sign, Peek Freen!” Ti
they have all.to be carried out by t
servants, Then the remainder are I
under the dining-room table till to-morr,
Then (—, the governess says I havetco ma
“ thens.”

Possibly.

‘“ He—Handsome womsn, that M
Bold’s wife ; but why will she wearmd
loud gowns ?” '

- She—** Quat of consideration to the majr,
I fancy ; he is so shockingly deaf, don't ya
know.” .

Politeness in the Rockies. -

Eastern Lady (travelling in - Montam)
—*The ilea of calling this" the * Wil
West.” Why I never saw such perfectp
liteness anywhere.” - .

Native—* We're allers perlite to ladis,
marm,”

“Oh, as for that, there is plenty of pr
liteness everywhere ; but I ‘am referrin
to the men, Why, in New York thenma
behave horridly to one another ; but her
they all treat each other as delicatelj®
gentlemen in a drawing-room.”

““ Yes, marm ; it’s safer.”

Workin Him Nicely.

Wife (at breakfast)—** You came ip very
late last night, John,” .

* Husband ,(who plays poker)—*Yesl
was—er—er—at the office.”

' Wife (anxiously)—** Really, Jobn, I'o
afraid to have you work so hard. Yousr
overtaxing your strength. Can you let m¢
have twenty dollars this morning?
Husband—*¢ Certainly, my dear.

e ——

George’s Good Luck.

Henry George—** I had another wondor

fnfmﬁmlm ﬂaﬁt o5 Do tell ¥
r rge—"** : ;

i Ia*dréamad that Ell the m_tnrnali g:

| molasses and the land tarned into one Va#
buckwheat cake.” :

¢ Isn’t that splendid | Now you'veg®

material for another book.”

A Leap Year Suggestion:
Willie A — and. Maggie B— had bee3
busy courting for several years, meghﬂﬁu
gularly about Wednesday mgh%lﬂﬁ P
street. About u fortnight ago :;uﬂ
parting with his beloved, made the
remark : | Wed

“ Il meet you in Hope street nexé W,
| nesday night. Mind and be pul Mes,

“ Deed ay, Willie, lad,” replied 2 4s
who occasionally talks broad Scoteh, i:m'
merry twinkle in her eye, ‘ We hI.IE'H'i! it
lang time noo in Hope street, and Lo
thinkin' that it was nigh time V< Jaag
%ifl;ing Jour trystin Eilmeu uﬂhﬁ _

hat w e Bay to on L

Willie hlz tnkzn-tha hint and invitation®
are out,

T ———n

What He Knew About Lot’s Wifs

to
A little five-year-old who had Mm.
Sandsy school fgr the first time cameé ho
ffed npaawith importance over
| : i
" ﬁ:rﬂl;ma.“ said he “ do you know abot
| - ) i .
u know.” ‘ Yo
So the little fellow told his s e
earnestly, becoming positiv E"an
when he reached the climaX
:ﬂ.&nﬂ; tﬁ‘f nng?l of the Iﬁ;‘;i
¢ Skate for your I
IW:' back,’” but she did 1
turned a somersault.”

One Exoeption to the Rale.

¢ I should think,” said Dooflick®e 4o 4
Jay Gould had enough ey
rest.”
¢ Never,” replied Blank.
» man has the more he wan
is no exceptisn to the rule. o
‘¢ Well, I for one do not think i
“ Why not ?” '
« Boosuse, if Jay Gould bsd =J
‘Songue-he wouldn's wanh any =¢ '

ibont sOIMS

what be

d said;-
t

chatter, yet deriving new noti

former life of Ursula
th'mtharl which she had
! beneath her attention, exce

e thankfal that they had

it 80 . That it wa
oIy rgi:?‘ us, and perhaps a m¢
1 one than her own, she had

ible, where everything musi b
And yet when her attention'!
1from an accouant of Mr. Datt«
with a refractory choir boy be
- the races, she found a discu.
ast lectures upo:
and . Nattie vehemenily r

hot attending two courses pro:

uming winter upon Elﬁﬂtriﬂitl
» art, and mli:lmfnﬂy o
ynever go to an hm% sensible
sy at first thonght, ** Impertin
" and felt affronted, bus the
reelf thas it was all too true
there was hardly anything &e
contrass with Nuttie's pres
1 knew already thas thechu
y was very differeat, and wit
daughter within earshot, he
his commiseration, nor N

e there was a gemeral stari,
s five came together at the
rally black apparition, wit
i head on high, bearing do
hedge upon them. Nobody
pt Nuttle, but everybody
h the next moment it was
wers only chimney-sweeper:

Retribution for our dea're toax
Amnaple when the sable form
d of the bridge, *‘Poor M:

y.tired | Shouldn't you lil
mfnu Rol
Jr 1 could put you up en Ro
 Mark. '

ank you, I don’t think I «
Isit much farther 1"
Oaly up the hill and across
Annaple, still cheerily.”

e my arm, old woman,”’

then there was a pause, befo
10 an odd voice, *“You ms

Ob, Annaple ! Mark ! is it
Joyously, but under her b
s glance to mee how mear

Yes” gaid Annaple betw
s, o ‘;Pmr Janet,
' en & irighfully mear
' -hﬂtlmmr:% Ihmrrar dre
% ; and the queer thing is
N put it into his head 1"
“:l:;,: said Mark ; “ you
ban that o
:ﬂ: told me you o
L she began to trample




