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'ofe 's the wok of God, to deliglit man, and the other is-o,, dear!
the O1ther is .... well, it's only a mere dead body ! None of the great poets
have ever written in that dreadful style, Mr. Trevor. 0f course, I kilow
thAt Mr. Corson lias done sorne powerful work. But is it riglit to give
eople the sliudders and the horrors, as lie does i Why flot have sunshine
"'Poetry, instead of gloom and misery 1"

'Un1sliine is commonplace," said Artliur Trevor.
"Very," said Mr. Corson.
"SUnsliine means liope," declared Leander Sprawle. IlIt means

Artis rt1 "cridprors. "lSing of wliat you please, so long as
YoUi. technique is good, so long as you have the riglit chic, the riglit /acon,
the rigit way of putting tliings 1 "

g "True,", said Corson. IlI write of skuls and corpses because you can
e e effects ont of tliem. Tliey hiaven't been done to deatli, like faitli,

~dPilanitropy, and freedom. Optirism is so tiresorne, nowadays. Al
the Greeks are dead. Nôtre Dame sjtanîds intact, but the Partlienon is a

Lýeander Sprawle shivered. "lYou can make clever rbymes about
eharrtel.bouses,, lie said, "lbut that is flot poetry. You can deplore the
%Iltlrelenlts of women witb green eyes and stony hearts, but you (legrade
'*OB5Xaihood while you do so. You-"

"IeYou ntbored 1" whispered Kindelon, in lis mellow Irish brogue
trau11le, as lie just then stole to lier side. "lIf so, let us walk away

Paulinle slipped lier hand into lis proffiered arrn. "lJ was net bored,"
fdl 8'id,' as they mnoved offl; "but 1 was just beginning to be. Are tliere
1iothing but belligerent poets liere to-niglit?1

"O(h, You'll find other sorts of people."

- uti wlo are these tliree wranglers,-Mr. Trevor, Mr. Sprawle, and

hn eldelon laughed. IlTliey are fanatics," lie said. IlEacli one believes

" Are tliey successful V"
fi -[Bey send poems (witb stamps enclosed) to the magazines, and bavether' reected. Tbey niake believe to despise the magazines, but secretly

ey 'w0uld give worlds to see their naines in print. 0 Fleaven knows, the
Art ur print rubbisli enougli. But tbey are sensible in rejecting

Ii1ry evor's poems, which are something in this st.ye-I quote froni

'The hot, flores tiger-lily madly yearns
To kilI with passionate poison the wild moth
That reels in drunken estacy above

Cg Its gorgeons bosom....'
rejectirg tbat bald-pated, posing Corson's trasb, which runs like

'Death is far better than the loathsome lot
01 kissing lips that soon must paie aud rot,
Of olasping foris that soon must cease their breath
Within the black embrace of haughty deathi V

0tn'1n declining to publisli Mr. Leander Sprawle's buncombe, whicbi
8 F'lewbat after this fashion:

' Man shaîl one day develop to a god,
Though now lie waiks unwinged, unaureoled..
To-day we moil and mope-tomorrow's dawn

fi ý1h4V ' tli sr Shall bring us pinione to outsoar the .itars.'
t4q 6sortof the tliing this brave trio does. Ail poots are partly

14k f C0UIrFie. But then thiey are xad witlout being poets; it's this that
,ehtlr lunacy so tiresome."

IlIl are tbey alwaya quarrelling wlien tliey meet?"
ýh Oh, they do it for effect. Tliey are privately very gond friends.

e are ail equally obscure ; they've no cause, vet, to hate onie another.
tiae of theli sbould get a book publislied before eitber of the other two,14 ""Uld Probably botli abominate lim iii good earnest."

(To be Continued.)

1% "13N says tliat sliortly after Miss Alcott's IlLittle Women"%q P1Iblished a quiet-looking lady entered a Boston circulating library
~k dnl a lady clerk opc eoua odboth w l rsan

1?ty a -he NaurllyIlLittle Women" was offered, and declined. "I1t's
Y%, t 1Oud like it," urged tlie clerk. "I sliould not care to read it,"e t h. "B ut at least look at it." "No," came the answer, flrmlyUjI thei, Od'd smile; it is not a book tliat I sliould care to rcad." Tlien

rjle)j rttangry, walked away to the chief librarian and cried,
%~I1 ano ~town there wants a book, and if you want lier waited on

elew s do it. I won't."I "Wby, why flot V1" "Wliy, slie says,la oIne isn't good enougli for lier to, read." " Do you know WhioAi ot ~ ~"o, and I don't care." IlWe!l, l'Il tell you. That is Louisa iN.ow go and get lier a book."

171

GEItALI)INE.

They nearly strike me dumb,-
I tremble wlien they corne

Pit-a-pât:
Tbis palpitation means
These boots areGeraldine's-

Think of that!

O, where did liunter win
So delicate a skin

For lier feet?
You lucky little kid,
You perished, so you did,

For my sweet.

The fairy stitching gleamis
O~n tlie sides and in the seanis,

And it shows
'Tle Pixies were the wags
Wlio tipt tliese f unny tags,

And these toes.

Wlîat soles to cbarni an elf
Had Crusoe, sick of self,

Clianced to view
One printed near the tide,
O, bow liard lie would bave tried

For the two!

For t4erry's debonair,
And1 innocent and fair

As a rose;
Slie's an angel in a frock,
Witli a fascinating cock

To lier nose.

The silupletons who squeeze
Their extremities to please

Mandarins,
Would positîvely flinchi
Froin venturingy to pincli

Geraldineys.

Cinderella's le/ts and rights
To Geraldine's were frights

And 1 trow,
Tlie damsel, deftly sliod,
lias dutifully trod

Until now.

Corne, Gerry, since it suits
Sucli a pretty puss (in boots)

These to don,
Sèt this dainty liand awlile
On my shoulder, dear, and l'Il

Put tbein on. -Frederick Locker.

CONCERNING MARK TWAIN.

In 1869 Twain tried journalismn for a time in Buffalo, wliere lie held aneditorial position on a daily paper. Whule there lie fell in love witli ayoung lady, a sister of "lDan "-made famous in Innocents Abroad-but
lier father, a gentleman of wealtli and position, looked unfavourably uponha daugbter's alliance witli a Boliemian literary dharacter.

IlI like yon, " lie said to Mark, "1but wliat do I know of your ante-
cedents I Who is there to answer for you, anyhow 1,

After reflecting a fewi moments, Mark thouglit some of his old Califor-nia friends would speak a good word for him. The prospective father-in-law wrote letters of inquiry to several residents of San Francisco, to wliClemens referred him, and, witli one exception, the letters denounced himbitterly, especially deriding bis capacity for becoming a good hnsband.Mark sat beside bis fiancée wlien the letters were read aloud by tbe oldgentleman. There was a dreadful silence for a moment, and tlien Markstammered IlWell, tbat's pretty rougli on a fellow, anybow 1"His betrotlied camé to tlie rescue liowever, and overturned the mass oftestimony against him by saying, II'il risk you, anyliow."
The terrible father-in-law lîved in Elmira, New York, and there Markwas married. H1e had told lis friends in tlie newspaper office at Buffalo,to select lin. a suite of rooms in a first-class boarding bouse in tlie city,and to, have a carrnage at the depôt to meet the bride and groom. Markknew tliey would do it, and gave himself no more anxiety about it. Wlienbie reaclied Buffalo, lie found a liandsome carrnage, a beautiful span ofhorses and a driver in lîvery. Tliey drove hini np to, a bandsome house onan aristocratic street, and as the door was opened, tbere were the parents ofthie bride to welcome tbem bomne. Tlie old folks liad arrived on the quietby a special train. After Mark lad gone througli the bouse snd examjned.ts elegant finisbings, lie was notified officiaily that hie lad been driven byiis own coacbman, in bis own carniage, to bis own bouse. They say tears


