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HIS WIFE'S DSCESED 5551ER.

It is now five years since an event occurred which su coloured my lite, or, rather,
s0 changed some ot ite original colonre, that 1 have thonght it well lu write an account
ut il, deemîng that its lessons may be ut advanbage bu persons whose situation in lite is
similar ta my uwn.

When I wae quite a young man I adopted literature as a profession, and, having
paseed through the necessary preparatory grades, I found myselt, atter a good many
yeare ut bard and otten uuremunerated work, in puesession ut what might be called a
tair hiterary practice.

It waset this lime I marriefi. I bad been eng-aged for more than a year, but had
not been willing to assume the support ut a wife tutul I telt that my pecnniary position
was su assured that I could do su with full satisfaction to my uwn conscience. We
were by nu means ricb ; but we had euuugh and were thoroughly eatisfied and con-
tent.

Those ut my readere who are married wili have nu difflcnlty in remembering the pe-
culiar ecstasy ut the firel weeks ut their wedded lite. It is then thal the flowers uft Iis
wurld bloom brighlesl ; that ite sun je the muet genial ; that ite cloude are the scarcest;
that ils fruit is the muet delicions ; Ihat the air is the muet balmy; that ite cigats are
ut the bighest flavour; thal the warmlh and radiance ut early matrimonial telicity Bo
rarefy the intallectual atmosphere that the seul mounts higher and enj oye a wider pros-
pect than ever betore.

These experiences were mine. The plain clarel ut my mind wae changed lu epark.
hing champagne; and at the very beigbt ut ils effervescence I wrule a etory. The
bappy lho'sght thal then strsck me for a tale was ut a very peculiar characler, and in-
terested me su mnch tisat I went lu work aI il witlî great deligsb and enlhnsiasma, and
finiehied il iii a comparatively short lime. Thse title ut thse slury wae I Hie Wife's De-
ceased Sister "; and when. I read il lu Hypabia she was deligbled with il, and al4imes
wae su allected by ils pathos tisaI her ucontrohlable émotion causect a eympatisetic
dimnees lu my cyce which prevenbed my seing the words I bad written. When lise
reading was ended, and my wite had dried ber cyce, ehe turned tu me and said: Il This
stury will make yonr fortune. There bas been notising su palbetic since Lamartine's

Hiebury ut a Servant Gir."'
As soon as possible the nexl day I sent my slory lu the editor of the periodical for

wbich I wrole muet frequenlly, an-d in which my beel productions geuerally appeared.
Iu a tew days 1 had a leller from the editer, in whicb he praised my stury as he had
neyer before praieed anythiog from my pen. It bad interesbed and charmed, be said,
nul unly bimselt, but ai hie associabes in the office.

If anylbiug could suake our skies more genial, our flowers brigbler, and tise flavour
ut ur fruit and cigare mors delicious, il was a latter like Ibis. And when, in a very
short lime, tise story was publisbed, we tound thal the reading public was inclined lu
receive il with as manch îympathebin interest and tavour as had. been sbown lu it by tbe
editors. My pereunal fi iends soon began lu express enîbusiastio opinions upon it. Il
was highly praieed in many ut the leading newspapera ; and, altogether, il was a great
literary succese. I arn nut inclincd lu be vain ut my writings, and, in general, my wite
telle me, think tac hitlte ut thern ; but I did feel a good deal ut pride and satisfaction in
the succese ut IlHis Wite's Decoased Sieler." If it did flot make my fortune, as my
wite aserîed Ihat il would, it certaiuly would belp me very manch in My literary
career.

In lees thian a month fromn tbe wriling ufthis story, sumebhing very unusual and
nnexpected beppened bu me. A maunecripl was reburned by tise éditer ut tise periudi-
cal in wiic "lHie Wite'e Doeased Sieber "l had appeared. Ib tis a guod elury," he
wrule, Ilbut nul equal lu whab yuu bave juet dune. Yeu have made a greal bit, and ik
wouhd nul du bu intertere with bbe reputation yon bave gaiued, by publisbing anything

f erior lu ' Hie Wite's Deceased Sieber,' whicb bas bad sucb a deservcd succese."
I was saunnaccnstomed lu baving my work thruwn back ou my bande that I thiiik

'guet bave tnrned a little pale wisen 1 read tbe letter. I said uubbing ufthlie malter
tu my wite, for il wonld be f oolieb lu drap sncb grains ut saud as Ibis mbt the emoobb.
ly oiled acohiuery ut ur domeetie felicity. But I immediabely sent the stury lu au-
uther editer. 1 amn nul able lu express tbc astouisismenl I felI wben, in the course ut
a week, it was sent back lu me. The lue ufthlie note accornpanyiug il iudicated a
somewhal injured feeling on the part ufthlie editer. I arn reinctaut," he said, Ilut
decline a maneript trum yon, for yon knuw very well that if yon sent me auyling
hil<e 'H ie Wite's Deceased Sister ' il would be muaI prumptly accepted. "

I uow telt obliged lu speak uftIhe aff air lu my wif ea wbu was quibe as manch sur-
prieed, thougis perhape nul quite as manch shocked, as I had been.

Iu due course uftlime I lied anotiser mauscript fiuisbed, and I senl il to my fav-
onrite periodical. Il was relained soins weeks, and tisen came back bu me. Il will
neyer do," bbc éditer wrute quile warmly, "lfor you lu go backward. Tise demand for
lise number conlaining ' Hie Wite's Deceased Sister' stihl continues, and we do nul in-
tend lu let yon disappoint thal greal body ut readere whu would be su eager lu sec an-
uther numnber cuntaining une ot your Etonies."

I seul Ibis manueripl lu tour other periodicals, and trom, each ut them it wae re-
lurned wltb remnarks lu tise effecl Ibat, alhbougis il was nul a bad stury in itecîf, il wae
nul what they would expecl trom the authur ut IlHis Wite's Deceaeed Sieler."

Tise éditer ut a western magazine wrobe bu me for a slury, tu be publiebed in a
special number which ho wuuld issue for tise holidays. I wruîe bim, une ufthe cbarac-
ter and heuglh he asked for, aud sent il lu hlm. J3y returu mail it came back bu me.
"I 1bad hoped," bbe éditer wrute, Ilwhen I asked for a slury trom your pent, bu receive
sumebising hike 'Hie Wife's Deceased Sister,' and I muet uwn tisaI I amn very munch dis-
appoinbed."

I was su filled wibb anger wheu I read Ibis noIe that I opcnly objnrgabed "lHie Wife's
Deceaeed Sieter."I

",You muet excuse mes," I said lu my astonisbed wife, "lfor expreseing myscîf thue
in yonr presence, but that cuntuuuded stury will be the ruin ut me yet. Until il is for-
gulten, nohody will ever take anybbiug I write."

" And you canuol expecl il ever tu bo turgullen," said Hypabia, with tsars in ber
eyes.

It is needîcess for me lu detail my hilerary efforts in bbe course ut the next tew
menthe. The ideas ot the ediburs with wbum my principal business had been dune, ina
regard lu my literary abilily, had been eo'raieed by my unturtunate stury ut Il Hie Wife's
Deceased Sister"I tisaI I found il was ut nu use bu send tbem. anything ut lesser menit;
and as tu bbc other junals whicb I tried, bbey evidently considencd il au insult for me
tu scnd bbem mialter interior lu thal by which my reputation had hatehy risen. The
tact was tiat mysuccestul slury had ruined me. My income was aIan end, and want
aclually stared me in bbc face; and I muet admit Ihal I did nutl ike tise expression ut
ils countenance. Il was ut nu use for me tu try tu write another stury hike "Hie Wife'e
Deceased Sister." 1 could nlot gel marricd eveny time I began a new manuecript, and il
was the exaltation ut miud caueed by my wedded felicity which bad pruduced tisaI
slury.

,"It'e pcnfeclly dreadtnl,"l said my wite. IlIf I bad bad a sisee, and ebe bad died,
1 would bave tbougisl it was my fal."I

Il could nul be your feul," I answercd, Iland I do nul lbink ib was mine. I bad
nu intention ut decciving anybody mbt lise belieltIhat I conhd do Ihat surt ut Ihing cvery
lime, and it oughî nul to be expccted ut me. Suppose Rapbael's patrons bad tried tu
keep hirn scroed up lu tbc pilcis ufthbe Sistine Madonna, and bad retused bu buy any-
tbing wbicb was nul as good as Ibat. In thal case 1 link he wonld have occupied a
ranchs carlier and narruwer grave than Ihal on whicb Mr. Morris Moore bauge hie
tuneral decorations."

IlBut, my dear," said Hypabia, wbo was pueted on sncb subjects, "the Sieline
Madonna was une ut bis labeet paintinge."1

-"1Very truc," said I; but if he bed mannied as I did, he would bave painted il
carlier."

I was walking hsumeward une aflernuon about Ibis lime, wben I met Barbel, a man
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I had known well in may early literary career. He was now about fifty years of age, but
looked older. Hia hair and beard were quite gray, and his clothes, which were of the
same general hue, gave me the idea that they, like his hair, had originally been black.
Âge is very bard on a man's external. appointments. Barbel had an air of having been
to let for a long times, and quite out of repair. But there was a kindly gleam in"his
eye, and he welcomed me cordially, and on hie invitation I went with bim to bis room.
It was at the top of a very dirty and well-woru bouse, which etood in a narrow and
lumpy street, into wbich few vehicles ever penetrated except the ash and'garbage carte,
and the rickety waggune of tbe vendors of stale vegetables.

IlThis is not exactly a f ashionable promenade," 8aid Barbel, as we approacbed the
bouse, " but in some respects it reminds me of the etreets in Italian towns, where the
palaces lean over toward each other in snob a ftriçndly way."I

Barbel's room was, to my mind, rather more doleful than the street. It was dark,
it was dusty, and cobwebs hung t rom every corner. The few chaire upon the fluor, and
the books upon a greasy table, scemed to be afflicted with some dorsal epidemie, for
their baeks were either gone or broken. A littie bedestead in the ejrner was covered
with a spread made of New York Heralds, with their edges pasted together.

IlThere is notbing better," said Barbel, noticing my glance toward this novel coun-
terpane, "lfor a bed.covering than newspapers. They keep you as warm as a blanket,
and are mncb lighter."

The only part ut the rooma which was well lighted was at one end near the solitary
window. Here, upon a table witb a spliced leg, stood a littie grindstone.

"lAt the other eud of the room," said Barbel, ''1is my cook.stove, which. yon can*t
see unless I light the candie in the bottie which stands by it ; but if yen don't care par-
ticularly to examine it I won't go ta the expense ut lighting up. You migbt pick up a
good many udd l)iecee of bric-à-brac around here, if you chose to strike a match andin.
vestigate, but I would nut adviee you to do so. It would pay better to throw the things
out ut the window than to carry thcm down staire. The particular piece Of in-door
decoration to which I wish to caîl your attention is this." And he led me to a littie
wooden trame which hung agamest the wall near the window. Behind a dusty piece ot
glass it held what appeared to bc a leatftrom a smsll magazine or journal. "l The
said he, Ilyou see a page trom ' The Grasshopper,! a humourous paper wbicb flonrisbed
in this city some hait dozen years ago. I used to write rêguiarly for that paper, as you
may remember."'

"0 yes, indeed," Iexclaimed. "And I shall neyer torget'yur 'Connndrum ot the
Anvil,' which appeared in it. How otten bave I laugbed at tbat muet wunderfal con-
ceit, and how often have I put it to my triende."I

Barbel gazed at me silently for a moment, and then he ivointed tu tbe trame.
IlThat printed page," be said solemnly, Ilcontains the ;'Conundrum ut the Anvil.'

1 bnng il there sa that I can ode iA while I work. That conundrum ruined me. It
was the hast thing I wrote for 1Tbe Grasehopper.' How I ever came tu imagine il, 1
cannot tell. It je une ut those thinge wbîch cceur to a man but once in a litetime.
Atter the wild shut ut deligbt with which. the public greeted that conundrum, My euh-
sequent efforts met with boots ot derision. ' The G rasehopper' turned ils bind legs
upon me. 1 eank from bad lu woree-much worse-until at Iast I tound myself re-
dnced to my present occupation, which is thal ut grinding points tu pins. By thie I
procure my bread, coltee, and tobacco, and sumetimes potatues and méat. One day,
wbile I was bard at work, an organ-grinder came into the street beluw. He played the
serenade frum ' Trovatore, -and the ftamiliar notes brought back visions ut uld days
and uld deligble, when the succesetil. writer wore good clothes, and sat at operas; wben
he looked mbt sweet eyes, and lalked ut Italien airs; when hie future appeared ail a
succession ut bright scenery and joyous acts, without any provision for a drop-Curtain.
And as my ear listened, and my mind wandered in this happy relrospect, my every
tacnlty seemed exalled, and, wilhout any thuughl upon the matter, I gruund points
upon my pins su fine, su regniar and smouth, that they would bave pierced witb Base
the leather ut a bout, or slipped, without abrasion, amoug the fineet tbreads ut rare
old lace. When the organ elopped, and I teil back mbt my real world ut cobwebe and
mustinese. I gazed upon the pins I had just ground, and witbout a moment's hesita-
tien tbrew thera into the street, and reported the lot as spoiled. This coet mes a littie
muney, but it saved me my livelihood."1

Atter a few moments ut silence Barbel rcsumed: I have nu more tu eay to yuu, my
yungfriend. AllI want yuu to do is to look upon that tramed conundrum, then npon
Ibis grindstone, and then to go borne and refiect. As for me, I bave a grues ut pins tu
grind before the sun gues duwn."

I cannut eay that my dépression ut mind was at ail relieved by wbat I bad seen and
heard. I bad lo8t sight ut Barbel for some yeare, and I bad eupposed hima stilI floating
un the sun-sparkling slream ut prusperity, where I had lest seen bima. It was a great
shock lu me to find hlm in sucb a condition ut puverty and equalor, and to Bee a man
wbo, had originated the "1Conundruru ut the Anvil"I reduced tu the soul-depressing oc-
cupation ut grinding pin-pointe. As I walked and lhought, the dreadful picture ut a
totally eclipsed future arose betore my mmnd. The mural ut i3arbel sank deep mbt my
heart.

When I reached home I bld my wife the etury ut my triend Barbel. She leltened
with a sad and eager intereet.

IlI am afraid," she said, " if our fortunes du nul quickly mend, thal we shah bhave
lu boy two hittîs grindeîonps. You know I could help you at that sort ut tbing."1

The next day I determined to go and caîl upon the éditor ut the journal for wbicb,
in happier daye, before the bligbt ut "1Hie Wife'e Deceasefi Siseer" reebed upon me, I
nsed muet trequently to write ; and, having frankly explained my condition tu him, lu
ask bie advice. The editer wae a good man, and bad always been my triend. He
listened with great attention to wbat I bld bim, and evidenlly sympathized wilbh me in
my trouble.

"lAs we bave wribten to you,"' be eaid, "lthe unly reason wby we did nlot accept the
manuscripts You sent us wae, thal they would bave disappointed the high hopes that
the public bad in regard tu you. We have had hebter af ter letter aeking wben we were
going lu publish another elory like ' Hie Wites' Deceased Sieler.' We teit, and we etill
feel, that il would be wrong to allow you to destroy the fair fabric which youreelf bas
raised. But," be added, with a kiud eimile, Il I see very phainly that your well-deserved
reputation will be ut little advantage to yon if yen arc tu starve at the moment thal ils
génial béates are, Bo tu speak, lighting you np."

"Ils beame are not geniial," I ans wered. IlTbey bave scorcbed and witbered me."
"How wonld you like,"I said the editor, aflter a short refiection, " 1to allow ns to pub-

lish the ebories yun bave recentîy written nnder some other name than your owu? That
would sabisty us and the public ; wonld put money in your pueket, and wuuld flot in-
terfere witb your reputation.",

Joytully I seized that noble tehhow by tbe baud and inetantly accepted bis proposi-
tion. Il0f course," said 1, "la reputation is a very good tbing; but nu reputation can
take the place ut food, clothes, and a bouse to live in; and I gladly agree to sink my
over-illumined name into obliviun, and bu appear betore the public as a new and un-
knowu wriber."

IlI hope thal need nlot be for long,"t be said, "lfor I teed sure that you will yet write
stories as guod as ' Hia Wite'e Deceasea Sieter.'" I

Ail the mannecripte I had un baud I now sent tu my guod trieud tbe editor, and in
due and proper order tbey appeartd in his journal under the name ut John Darmstadt,
whicb I had eected as a substitute for my own, permanenlly dieabhed. I made a simi-
lar arrangement with ubber editore, and Johsn Darmstadt received the credit ut every-
thing that proceededed trom my pen. OnUrcircumsbances now became very comfurtable,
and occasioually we even alluwed ourselves to indulge in little dreams ut proeperiîy.

Time passed un very Pleaeantly une year ; another, and thon a little son was born
tu us. It je otten diffiCuit, I believe, for thuugbttnl persons tu decide wbetber the be-
,ginning uftheir conjugal career or the earliest weeke in the lite ut their first-born be
the happiest and prondest period ut their existence. For myseit, I can ouly say that
the same exaltation ut mmnd, the same raretaction ut ide and invention, wbioh euO-
ceeded upun my wedding day, came upon me now. As thon, my eostatie emulionO


