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@bl Sr. ATSTELL'S JOURNAL.
Jjarow with Beeching, who declared
s %4 undermined his influence with

Lo, ®
#humguelf- There was a time when I
frfd s good many rushes for the lovely Lso,

d wounld

jrer Star rose above my horizon, and
Y janiers, vendanges sont faites,
*I id not tell Beeching -this, but rather

;0§
fame
§ §10C
spout |

, TV
-':?i‘:n ic regard to the stable.

.s he liked. After he had raged like

;i apd made money at his expense. This

Lsrtily sick of the stud and still more so of

i, i ThEIE'E not a thﬂruughhred one | OP ﬁlld dﬂwn h'F the ﬁ?ﬁrl, or Bitt-il.'lg on a
: bench under the willow.

.. at thie, and we became exceedingly paszed tha.P way to my knowledge, except
' some men 1n a boat who had be

]ala.lmnrn fur;:;r ;liuwn the stream,
1 agreeabie to me. We agreed 1o part | houms we the world, and the sunlight
;f:]tlf FE“ joint proprietors of a ragil.l:g and the summer alr all to ourselves; gnmi
2 duribg all that time I was pleading my
Jl interest in that distinguished animal and | ¢3Us?, and she listening and agreeing and
isstable companions for a consideration— | disagreeing, and contradictingherself, divine-
aid consiceration being total release from |y inonsistent and illogical, after the man-
] liabilities on behalf of the stud. A very | 1er « her zex.

the whole lot,” said I. He flared

AT0DE

el ) )
?;he matter ended in a way that was emi-
qud, including Postcard, and I surrendered

«od bargain for me. The gentle savage was
narage. His hereditary instincts as the

o and grandson of stock-jobbers should | Ceyon, even the kind of clothes she would

havt to ‘wear there. There is no situation
in lie, be it ever 8o solewmn, in which a woman
doesnot think of her clothes.

i T, g 5L g o e’

wave warned him againet transacting busi-
.ess while he was in a passion.
“ Give me the man whose blood and judg-

tlood and judgment are—for I have never
jet allowed temper to make me blind to my
wn interest. I really made an excellent
bargain with Beeching,

I bate quarrele, and it is always painful | @t 0 banyan leaves and orchids,

wme to cut & man with whom I have been | hav. cobweb muslins and silken robes that

fnu:aunld pull through a wedding ring, and
n

very familiar, so when I met poor old Joeat
Horlingham on the following day—Satur-
day, and a capital Saturday—I clapped him
o the shoulder and suggested that we ought
tobe the best possible friends now that our
business relations were at an end.

I told him that I was out of health, lungs

dtogether unsatisfactory, and that my doc- | er Jze an April day.
ﬂhl:’jﬂklng. Xou nnow i um not going witn
you"’

vwr warned me against wintering im Europe.
The Riviera mignt do for most people, but
it waz not good enough fcr me. . I must go
w Algiers, Egypt or Ceylon.

This, by the way, is unvarnished truth, I
wldom get through a winter in England
without a bad attack, and I have been strong-
ly advised to try the East.

Egypt I have done—to its last cataract,
azgd 1ts Jast mummy. I bhave seen the first
rays of the morning sun shining upon Mem-
non's head, and have learned and torgotten
s mopstrous number of lies about Cleopatra.
Algiers 1 know as well as South Kensington.
Ueslon remains—the land of spices and tea.
To Ceylon I will go if

If she will go with me,

Will she ? That is the guestior.

I think she will. She has owned that she
loves me ; and when a woman once makes
that confession all the rest is a question of
patience and time. She is too lovely and
womanlike to be false to the destiny of
womanly loveliness, which is to reward a
devoted lover. She is more to me than ever
woman was before her, more to me, dearer
‘o me, utterly beautifu! and utterly beloved.
I would make any sacrifice to win her,
would accept life-long exile, and, what is
much worse, life-long poverty for her sake.
My affairs are in rather low water, and she
Bas not a sixpence ; but I think I have
enough to rub along upon in Ceylon, where
life is easier and society less exacting than

srbed more than two-thirds of my income,
ind away from the turf and the clubs I shall
e comparatively rich. With her for my
tompanion 1 shall be infinitely happy.
July 22nd, She has bolted. When I
called at Wilkie Mansion, this afternoon,
the door was opened by a maid -without a
¢3p, who emelt of rank tobacco—lifeguards-
man in the dining-room, I daresay—and
o -told me her .mistress had gome to
Devonshire. She left by the 11-45 from
Paddington on’a visit to Lady Belfield.
" Will she be away long ?”
The maid had no idea; no date had leen
mentioned for her mistress's return. Mrs.
deley was out. No information on the
other side of the staircase. My Helen has
Mo away from her Paris iustead of running
iway with him. e sat out three waltzes
it Lady Montrackets last night, and she
g§a%¢ me no hint of this departure. She
¥as very melarcholy. [ saw tears in her
€yes more than once while we were together,
and thought them a good sign. They were
4 bad sign it seems, for to-day she bolts.
Does she think Devonshire, and-the ®gis
8 mother-in-law, can protect her from the
Parenit of a lover? No more than the
“mple and the shrine could save Cassandra
™l [oxias. I shall not follow her im
ediately, I have a good many engzage
Dénts and some business transactions to de-
me in tcwn., I will give her time
E‘:"ﬂh to be miserable without me, to find
‘mptiness of life without me, to pine
i2d mope in rustic monotony. My chances
dﬂab«e ever so much better for a judicious
v, .
: &tgguat 15. Here I am, without aservant,
f‘“P‘HR dark at the ion where Beeching and
nfl’“E up nearly three years ago. I thought
and! g my man, as he is a shrewd fellow
.Would be useful to me in the event of
looking after a carriage to take us

XXVIII.—LEAvVES FROM LORD |afternoon in a big barouche .h {eokd
R the image of udn;ga. B ot

: Is it conscience, guty honour, chasti-
at] hom he adores, and that I have spoil- | fear of the world’s npil;iﬂn, or fear of El;
chances without caring a rush for the | that weighs heaviest with her?

that she would be happier as my mistreas
have gone a very long way for | than as a wife of a clown, who laz?eu her in

¥ sake, but & lovelier than Leo appeared— | & state of semi-desertion, and has so little
m knowledge of her value that he exposes her

to the pursuit of every profligate in London.
With me she would be mf&f:ua.rded by an

od his jealousy, and let him storm and | infiaite love, sheltered from every harm,

k exchange Othello, he began to talk | afternoon in the cypress walk beside the
opey masters, and to *‘throw out,” | Iiver,
let calls it, about my obligations | down for an hour, whén 1 saw her white

He had | 80Wn gleaming between the tall dark trees,
 d most of the cash, and I had swagger- |and in five minutes I had moored my boat
a2 to a great weeping willow, and I was by her
< intolerable, g0 [ told him that I was side, '

She is martyrising herself—and for what?

Her heart is mine ; and she must know

19th. I have seen her,

We met this.
I had been rowing easily up and

We were together for two hours walking
Not a creature

en netting
For two

Bit I know that she is won all the same,
Sle went so far as to talk of our life in

“] do not

_ “*Bring three or four white muslin dress-
ing gowns,” I said, ‘“‘and leave all your
smat frocks behind. . You shall have a toil-
You shall

din embroideries dazzling with jewels.
Youshall have a gown of peacock’s feathers
ove:a cloth of gold petticoat.”

“Would not that be too warm for the
trojcs,” she said, smiling at me through
her'cars. She is alternate sun and show-
“ But you know I am

‘I know that you are going with me,
tha you could not be so cruel as to break
myieart. You know that for me the east
meas life, bus that life without you would
be leath. So if you refuse to go, I shall
stajin England and let the climate do its
wort for me,” ,
*“/ou will stay and die,” she said, with a
scard look.
Tls little chronic cough of mine has al-
wayan effect upon women, and it attacked
me ]3¢ at that moment. | believe I am
cnnanépt.ive, and I know I detest winter
and kd weather, .
Afte this we shed a few sympathetic
tears,her head upon my shoulder, under
the wiow. The westering sun steeped us
in golen light, the air breathed rustic per-
fume, 1ingled odours of June woods and
wild flvers, the ripple of the river was like
music. If life could have gone on forever
thus, flying on like the river in sinless eca-
tasy, I iould have been more than content.
Heaventnows I am not a profligate, I
have ne'r loved a woman who was not a
lady. Ive without sentiment or poetry
has ever een hateful to me. It is the un-
ion of souwith soul that I have sought, and
in Helen have found my ideal, my Arche.
typal wonn,
1 told br my plan. She was to receive a
telegram :xt morning between seven and
eight, ostwibly from her husband, sum-
moning heto London. She was to leave
hurriedly r an early train, carrying her
luggage wi: her, X
She listed and promised to ob:y, and I
believe shewill keep her word. I have
been up thdine to Barnstaple, and have
telegraphed; my- servant in London, in-
structing hi how to ‘telegraph to Mrs.
Belfield. ancin Mr, Belfield’s. name, from
South Kensiston. She will be able to show
her mother-ilaw the message, and short
of Lady Belfld offering to go to London
with her, I sino risk of the dodge failing.
She will g« away quietly by the 10.40
train, and I all start by an earlier one, 80
as 1o escape Lice and to be ready to meet
her at Exeter. Then we shall go on to Lon-
don together, ine in a private room at the
Grand, and les Charing Cross by the Con-
tinental mail. There will be no time lost,
and very littleear of pursuit, for I know
that Belfield w at- York the day before

yesterday, ands likely to be there till the
end of this wee.

CHAPTERXIX,—AFTERWARDS.

It was summéstill, yet Adrian shivered
as he sat and wched the slow dawn, the
dawn that was ling with such an air of
%lmineaa for eagithunting men round about

hadford, startg up from their pillows
briskly, with thehts of trying new horses
and new hounds ross the dewy moorland,
or the heavv gra Adrian felt as if his
limbs were lead,\d his forehead iron. He
sat by the emptyearth in the library, with
his book lying op on the mu'ﬁ: just where
he had flung it la night in agony of
fear. He sat wh the sun rose gloriously,
shining with paicoloured light through
the emblazoned rindows, steeping the
sombre old room drightnessand splendour.

He heard the coc crowing trium tly
in the poultry yal the horses :ﬁu

w.thﬂ station, getting cff lu e and so0 on
~1 1 could rely on hgm discrgeﬁn. But one
AN never rely on that class of man. The
vk e is “the most certain to_talk. A

‘trained fool would be an invaluable
mhﬁ one could have such a combina-
g Your smart fellow inevitably gives
R his master, So I decided on coming
ﬁn‘;‘*;fﬂllﬂ here I am, ostenzibly on the in-

iy Thii'-;l{iunnw adorning m

mmuTumhc;?nﬁshing in the Ghn% 1 went
Sekle, wiicr 08 8ome of my old nfm

were broughout of their st: for
iﬂ%’ exercise. T world was awake and
astir again, earth d sky were bright and
blythe ; -and she . lying face downward

delight of his days to cherish and protect
that which was feeble in
her character, to develop all that was good,
Ob, if he could have recalled the past, and
that fatal ev by the river, when he
surrendered her to his brother.. It was a
base act s0 lightly to have remounced her,
he thought, to-night, in his anguish. He
ought to have saved her from herself. He
ought to have claimed and held her againat
the world, anything rather than to Lave
given her over to a scoundrel,

““ My brother,” he said to himself. * My
own flesh and blood, a0 near and dear to
me that I could not think him utterly bad,
though I knew that he was selfish and self-
willed. ButI ought to have held her to
her promise—she was mine, my very owan,
to protect and foster ; and I let her go to
anothér, Ihad not strength to stand against
her folly. I shounld have understood better
what was best for her happiness. I should
have known that she was not to be trusted
with her owe guidance.”

His mind, utterly unhinged by the horror
of the night, wandered vaguely from the
dreadful circumstances which he had to
consider, dallied as it were idly with the
memory of the past—lost itself in futilities.

What he had to think of was his brother,
and his brother's position, .

A murderer | He, Valentine Belfield, the
beloved son of a tender-hearted mother—he
was guilty of murder. He had committed
that tremendous crime which stands alone
among all other wrong-doing, and by which
in one mad instant of vernable passion,
& man may forfeit his life to the law. He
may forge, ateal, swindle, break hearts, be-
tray friends, beggar the widow and the
orphan, work ruin on the widest scale, and
he may still posess that dastard.life which
to him means the universe., But for the
shedder <f blood, the law has no mercy ; for
him society has nothing but abhorrence.
Adrian looked up at those old armorial
bearings, through which the sun was sninin g.
How proud he had been of those historical
quarteringas—every one of which had its
meaning for him. Had crime ever stained
these shields before ? Those oldest arms
yonder, had been borne by his Norman ances-
tor, the Chevalier de Belchamp, . crusader
and hero. The family had divided after-
wards into Beauchamp’s and Belfield’s. Yon-
der was the shield of the Champernonnes,
with whom the Belfield’s had intermarried,
and there on a scutcheon of pretence, ap-
peared the crest of the Prideaux Brunes,
marking a marriage with an heiress of that
family. Sy
Had any son of those good old families
ever stained his name with the red brand of
murder ! Those men of the older times had
lived in a violent age—when the sword was
ready to the hand, and anger, hate, revenge,
jealousy, were wont to recognise no higher
law than impulse. Yes; doubtless there
had been crimes committed, blood shed by
men who bore those honoured names, and
the Church had heard the murderer’s con-
fession, and had absolved the sinner. Had
not the Church thriven and grosn rich by
such stories of crime? The very stomes of
old abbeys and minsters might show dark
stains of bloods, could they but tell of the
motives which had prompted the benefac-
tions of their founders—of the craven'’spirits
whose gold had beenpoured out like water
to win forgetfulness on earth and mercy be-
yond the grave,

Bat murder to-day—in this civilised, well-
regulated world, bears a more hideous
aspect, Murder to-day means the mnews-
papers and the hangman ; and perhaps the.
newspapers are the more appalling ordeal.

““ What will he do?’ 1hought Adrain.
‘¢ Kill himself "

There was a new horror. To ‘Adrian
it seemed only a natural consequence of last
night's work that Valentine should puta
pistol to his mouth and blow out his brains
It seemed the only obvious issue, He knew
‘that religious scruples would not stop his
brother’s -hand. After what he had done,
his life must needs be hateful to him, and
the most natural thing for him to do was to
destroy that life.

It was of his mother he had thought,
much more than he had thought of Valen-
tine, during those long hours in which he
had been sitting there, waiting helplessly
for the morning ; having no plan or thought
as to what he should do, no capacity to
think out the future, for himself or
for his guilty brother. It was of ber agony—
her yuiced life—her broken heart, that he
thought— and he would have given his own
lifelgladly to save her, .
Would it be better for her peace of mind if
her son were to destroy himself, and thus
end the horror of last night by a double
tragedy. ' :
owever terrible the catastrophe, it might
offer the only possible escape from a deeper
horror- -the shame and agony of seeing that
*eloved son in'a criminal dock.

What was to be done with him if he lived,
if he clung to the burden of existence with
all its chances of infamy ? He had chosen ihe
secret path, which to Adrian’s mind stampead
him for ever as a deliberate assassin, he who
had sinned almost unawares in a moment of

had s0 often watched, flashing silvery under | steady his nerves by a co

| ing this last visit.

1 some of Dirwin's ideas to their source in the

ld bath, and to
muh:;mmhfﬂhmw' =
face in the glass. '

“It is I who look likea murderer,” he
said to himself.

He remembered havi passed an under-
fcotman on the shir:,ngmd how mriuu:fr

ment,
his own face.
.
t slowly, deeply thouzht-

ful, and with a strange inmﬁ.:-?da L] hﬁa
duration of time—thinking he had t
hours in his dressing room when he hndm
there less than an hour.
_ His valet knocked at the dressing-room
door pr tly. ' .
‘ Your shaving water, Sir Adrian. Is
there anything wrong, sir ?”
How the question startled him. Was
overy interrogatory, every sound of a human
voice to have the same power to shock and
scare him henceforward, until the dreaded
discovery was made, and all was over.
* Anything wrong,” he answered quietly,
opening his door as hespoke. * No. What
should be wrong?’ -
~ “* Nothing, sir. I beg your pardon, sir,
only when I went into your room jast now
I s8aw your bed had not been slept in, and
it frightened me a bit, sir,”
*“Oh, was that all? Yes, I daresay you
were astonished. I was reading very late
in the library last night, and I fell asleep
over my book. And afrer I had #lept in my
chair till daylight, I did not feel inclined
for bed.” |

Toe man assisted his master with the
final details of his toilet, brushed invisible
specks of dust off the neat grey lounge coat,
bhanded Sir Adrian his watch and hand-
kerchief, and glanced at him furtively now
and then, wondering to see him so pale and
w*f? looking, even after a comfortless
ight.

ight o'clock. The prayer bell rang, and
Sir Adrian went down to t{a breakfast room
where the old servants and their newer
subor dinates were quietly slipping into their
accustomed places in front of the sideboard.
It was Lady Belfield's habit to read prayers
at this hour, no matter who among her visi-
tors came or stayed away. She expecteino
subjection from her guests in this matter ;
butshe deemed it her duty to her servants
that she should be one with them in their
devotions,

The praysrs were not too long, nor the,
portion of Scripture too abstrusz ; and when
they had all risen from their knees, Lady
Belfield would enquire after the health of
any ome among them who was ailing, or
would ask the last news of a sick parent, or
would detain Mrs. Marrable for a few min-
utes’ chat between prayers and breakfast, or
take her into the garden to look at some
rmall improvement, or a newly marked
geranium, which the gardner had, as it were,
evolved from his inner consciousness by
scientific treacment of the parent plant.

The bond of love and duty was strong
between mistress and servants at Belfield
Abbey.

Helen had rarely appeared at prayers dur-
Indifferent health was
an excuse for late hours, and she wasseldom
downstairs until long after breakfast, Ifshe
did show herself at the breakfast table her
presence there was merely an” empty form,
as she ate hardly anything. Lady Belfield
made no remark therefore when prayers
were finished and when breakfast began
without her daughter-in-law,

‘ You are looking very pale this morning,
Adrian,” she said, as s"e began to pour out
tea, with her son sitting opposite her in the
morning light, ‘I hope there is nothing
wrong ?”

Nothing wrong! It was just what his
valet had said outside his door an hour ago.
‘¢ Nothing. Ogly I sat up later than us-
ual last night—absorbed in a new book. ' In
fact I was so foolish as t» reud on till I ex-
hausted myself and fell asleep in my chair.”

t he recalled it now at the sight of
Eu wonder the man had

very interesting.”

¢ Oh, but it was interesting—a 'mast en- -
grossing baok.”

“ Woat wa= it about, Adrian? Iam al.
ways interested in your new books,”

** Tais wasn't new,” he said hastily, fear-
ing further interrogazion. ** It is a book of
Muller's, and I was interested in tracing

older writer.” .

- ““And you fell asleep in the library, and
you were very late going to bed, 1 suppose,”
interrogated the mother anxiously. :
¢ Very late. In point of fazt,—— What
is it, Andrew %"’

*Can [ speak with you, if you please, Sir

foreboded evil of some kiad.

Adrian rose hastily, and went towards the
deor.

¢ Yes, of course.”

¢ Stop, Audrew,” exclaimed Lady Bel-
field, ** What can you have to say to youd
master that you can’t say before me? Has
anything happened ?”

The man looked from his master to his
mistress, and then back again to his master,
with a troubled aspect.

It is about Mrs, Belfield, my lady. Mrs.
Marrable felt a little uneasy at what Jane
told her just now.”

“¢ What do you mean by all this mystery
—dJane told her—what? Is my daughter ill ?”
asked Lady Bslfield, hurrying to the door.

passion,and who might have confessed uis
crime and held himself erect before his
fellow-men, guilty, but not dishonoured.
He had chosen the darker path ; the way of
lies and concealments. He had made his
choice, and would have to abide by it. That
murdered corpse lying in the quiet grave
onder, might rise up to bear witness

im, &s other hidden forms had arisen out

of strange, and unlikely places, to testify

against other m -
After sunrise it seemed to Adrian as if
the moments hurried past with inexorable
speed. Hesointensely dreaded the awaken- |
mﬂm household, the resumption of the

insry course of events, and then'the in-
evitable shock of Helen’s disappearance,

in that dreadful py where the great raven-
uu‘:slku mustere{ She was lying there,
murdered ‘on the old of sin, unshriven

; i . of & most miser-

g S

perplexity: It wasof
her he thought always ; to save her pain he
ifice even conscience |.

“No,my lady—it's not that, my lady ; only

Mrs Belfield is missing, and her bed has not

been ﬂ t in, and her boxes are packed and
: |

the man had looked at him. He had been |
conscious of the fact at the mo- you

““ Thac does not seem as if the book were |-

Adrian ?’ said the footman, with a lovk that |’

to Mrs, Belfield, handed in at E.m

at -five minutes
at at three nﬂl.:um eight.
(T0 BE CONTINUED.)

_-
Used Up.
“ Can yau help a poor sick man 1"
Wﬂi& !FWhnI-.i- t mthrwi!h

Tramp—** Well, missus, it would take too
long to name all my afflictions. I think I

gout.” : -
Lady—*¢ Well, I think you will get the
go out here,” .

Employed The Wrong Man.

Dr. 8.—You don’t mean to tell me that
old Sawbones charged you fifteen dollars
for cutting off your arm ?

Mr. P.—Yes, fifteen dollars, .

Dr. S.—Now, why didn't you send for
me? I would have cut both arms off fop
less money than that. :

A Oase of Real Distress.

Judge—*‘ You are accused of having re-
ceived stolen property. Didn't you know
that you were receiving stolen property "

Accused—*“ Shudge, if I had sushpected
dose goots vas stolen, do you perleeve dot I,
ash a pishness man, vould have paid terven.
ty-five tollars? Not mooch. I vould have
chewed him down to two tollars and a ha.
luf. I vash schwindled myseluf.”

They Quit Even.

Dusenberry came lounging into the gro-
oery. '

** What a stock of beets, turnips and cab-
bages,” he commented. *‘ Why, you’re quite
a green grocer. Since I think of it, send me
round ten pounds of coffee. I'll pay you
next week,”’

“ I may be a green grocer, but I am not
green enough to trust you,” the shopman
said. *¢ It’s bad policy to trust.”
Dusenberry rubbed his chin and gazed at
the floor in a ruminating way.

“*Yes, it’'s & bad policy,” he assented.
¢t Still, there’s a worse one.”

“ What one, pray ?”

““One that's run out.”

They shook hands and agreed that they
had quit even.

L ]

Omitting Certain Services,

Just before the collection a country min-
ister said : '
¢ Dearly beluved brethren, owing to the
extreme heat of the day I think it will be
wise to omit certain portioas of our morning
gervice,” :

This seemed to. pleace some of the mem-
bers and they began covertly to return dimey
and quarters io thelr pockets. Then the
minister went on :

“ The collection will now be taken up,”

Willine to Risk It.

Store Clerk—** A hammock, miss ? Cer-.
tainly, Here is one warranted to sustain a
weight of tw) hundred and ninety pounds,”
Young Lady (s lus)—* Two ninety—let
me see. John weighe 164 and I weigh 125—
five and four's nine with nothing to carry ;
two and six is eight with nothing tocarry ;
one and one is two ; total, 289. (To the
clerk.) Well, that's pretty near, but I guess
it will do.”

It was Fast Color.,

“I'm afraid that calico wiil fade,’” she ob.
served as she. looked at it in a doubtfal way,
“ Oh, no, ma'am.” '
¢ Ever tried it ¥’ _

“Yes'm. A woman who had a dress of
this pattern fell into the river and her body
was not fished out for a wéek., The colop
hada't started in the least, I assure you.”

A Wider Experience.

~ Dumley (who has given Featherly a cigar
from his private box): I've smoked worse
a:i%ra than these, Feataerly. .

eatherly: Ye-es, Damley, I 8’pose you
have ; but you must remembar that yoa are
an older man than I am.

A Fine Distinction.

The Court : How is this, Mr. Johnston }
The last time yoa were here you consented
to be sworn, and now you simply make
sffirmation. :

Mr, Johnaton : - Well, yo’ Honah, de
reason am dat I ’spzcts I ain't quite so suah
sbout de facks ch dis cise as de odder.

Passes for a Joke.
“ She signed a contract,” grumbled the

yarsimonious man, ‘* to want only one satesn
dress ¢ year after we were married.”’

‘“ Well,-haven't you the contract?’ in.

quired his friend.

' Y.e-s. but she spells it different in that,

and it readse-a-t-‘-n,”

““ 1’ll tell you how to spoil that,” said his

friend. *‘ Just tell her that every dress she.
Ln::rill be satin after she has worn it—ha !

Not as Bad as He Feared.
Office Boy (to editor)—A gent outside

wants to see you.

Editor—ﬂ_raat Heavens ! is it anothep

my lady, asif she had prn_apued to | poet ?

go away, and Jane, whose room is on the|
floor above Mrs. B:lfield’'s rooms, not exact-
ly overhead, but very near—heard her mov-
ing about very late last night, and wondered
she should be up s0 lave.”

Office Boy—No, sir; he says he wants to

lick de editor.

Editor (relieved)—Show the gentleman in,

James.

“ What can it mean, Adrian.?" exclaimed
Lady Belfield. ** She had no idea of
l:ﬂ:(# us for months to- came. Why

uld she have
can she be? . In the fnﬂnﬂ.i perhaps,

mew

about so ere after having
Let us go

Charge For Paper.

Drummer (in

dignant at being char
at a f[nmﬂtun huta!g}a-l:

ked her trunks ? Where | with writing paper
| How did I come to be charged with writing

pngr! I never had any.

aiter (desiring to mollify him)—May .h'

been ht. _ -
her, A‘Rnh. here is nothing really amiss, | not, sar. Hit's de paper de bill' was made

» and then in & lower tone sh
‘*Servants are such alarmists.”

perha

" A w? .m. mr - _’" ﬂdth': hﬂ“’ 3
‘ with the -known orangeemn-| - A Model Husband -
on a salver, . ' Homely Daughter—Mother, I spoke to
~ ¢ for Mrs. Belfield,” said his mistreas, { John 1ast night about his kissing me 0

looking at the address. Shall I open it, | rarely since we were married, and told him

-'F ; F r S ay ! ; 4 !

@8, I think you had better,” answered
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