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Tnalr First Quarre|

Mr amd Mrs Whilleton had now re-
turned from their loneymoon—that
cloudless period of concentrated blisa—
and Mr Whifleton, with his wife’s per.
mission, had just lighted a cigar, and
was leaning back in a beatific state of
enjoynient. The evening paper lay um-
heeded in a vacant chuiv, and the slip-
per stage not yet having settled down
wpon bhim, Mr Whiileton’s feet, m-
closed in new patent-leathers, reposed
as comfortably as possible on a rest
provided by his thoughtful bride.

“My dear.” said Whitleton, as the
smoke curled pezcefully upwa “we
have not yet had our first quarrel,

“And I hope we never shall.” replied
Mrs Whiftleton.

Whiffleton's answering smile botray-
ed a slight toueh of superior wisdom
united with its expanxiveness,

“Ha do L' he abserved. b unfor-
tunately, I am afraid it will happea. [
say I am afraid of it, and yvet it is pox-
sible we ean prevent it.”

“What makes you think it will bap-
pent”

"It generally does. Two natures, try-

ing to adjust themseives to ecach other,
must inevitably clash to a certain ex.
Let us try to circumvent this™

and took
he  said

tent,

Whitlleton lenned fo
his wife's hanil.
earnestiy, b have lwen thinki
this matter, aml I m determined to fore-
stall any trouble, if possible. Let's lovk
ahewl, and muke up v minds what te
do to prevent in”

Mrs WhiHleton regarded her husband
with a look of mild surprise,

don't quite know what you mean,
dlear,” she zaid. “We love each other,
1'm =ure. Everything is all night.”

“[ knmow everything is all right; but
it may not be. 'm likely any night to
come home from business, tived out amwd
You mway not understand my
mood. Something may have gune wrong
to irritate me.  Such things happen.”

“Rut why don't you wait till the time
compst”

“That’s just it.
now. T caze 1 shoull say something
you don’t qui e wnd vst ool bear with

CTONS.

I wunt to prevent it
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me;  contrel yomrsels  don’t answer
back.”

“HBat it you were reslly cross, dear,
you wanlin’t expreet me 10 submir to
your mennd. would yon?”

“Why not? 1 shall do the sanw by
roun."

Mrs Whilfleton looked a tritfle annoy-
ed. “It seems to me” she ania, “that
you are anxious alwut nothing.”

“L'in ot anxions,” replied Whillleron;
“Pmosiinply  exercising ordinary pru-
dence. 1 want our marrvied life to bea
sueeess.”

“Well, there™s o renson why it
shonld’t e, <o for oz I am cone rmed.™

“IHd 1 say there wast'™

“Yow implicd it. You implied that |1
should be eroxs—1hat the time would

come when | couldn’t control my=eli.™
“Nothing of the sort! 1 merely w-keid
you to make an elfort, 10 wmeet me hall-

way.

“Exactly. You insinvated
woulid e necessary taodo this
horrid of vou™

thnt it
It wa=

Whitheton  s<sumed  an air of pa-
ve, “Now, my dear, is the time for
you te do just what 1 warned you
about.” he said. “Dun’t you see what
P mean? Why, we are almost guarrel-
lingr wow!*

“Whe began it?™

<1 certainly didn't.”

“You dil. Yoo have deliberately sat
down here, and Aried te pick & guarrel
with me™

“ltow can you wy such a thing?™

“Reeuse it's trus,  Yon are nomean,
vontemptible, eross, hateful old thing,
and I don'’s love yon any more. I wish
1 ladn't marrvied you? Fhere!™

Whilleton  rose, “NVery well, my
deary e said. “Pmo=orry. But, re-
member, s not my innlt. AL present
I leave you to yourself.™

Ad, as his wife Howneed ont of the
rovn. he sabd to himseli, a3 he glaneed
af his wateh:

*1 bated 1o 4o i, but 1 sbnpty had to
it down to ihe elul to-night and tell
ihe Boys all abont the joys of nevly-

“Iorrid!  What du you mean®” martied 1HEe Fom Masson, in “The
“What | sav!™ vl et
[ —
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