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%wlio was a trampli printer in bis youth and xvorked bis way throogli thc great
offices froni Canada to tlîc Gulf in the days beforc the rattling linotype was
known, will recotint tales of Blrown, and Dana, and Greely and other miiglhty

liew of the tales these early hours bring forth find their way into 1)rillt. They
concerii newspal)er work and workers cliiefiy and oftcn sceni fiat and niniterest-
iîîg Mien (loue iiito col(l typ1e andl rea(l without the accomipaniying mutsic of the
press, anil in places where one iniglit look long ani find no inik-pot or 1)aste brushi
or shears, no0 heaps of (liscar(led exclhanges, no baskets of crumipled copy Ipape
1lesides, the mnen wlio tell these yarlis are too bulsy recounting the iniltifarionis
doings of other men to spend îîmcilî tinme wvriting,, of their own adveîîtures. And
s0 the stories (lie, or plss (lown by tradlition like the lheroic legen(ls of 01(1, no
douifi enubellishied 0o1 the waN, ly the fancy or whiîn of eacli successive relator.
litere are a few ofithein

INTEI{VIE\V1NG MARK TWAIN.

Bill McKinley was a reporter on a NIontreal evening daily, an old-tinie re-
p)orter withi a weakness for whiskey blanc-strange in one S0 Irishi as BilI-and a
knack of picking upl choice bits of news that no one eIsc seemied able to find. In
soine ways Ijill wasni't a very reliabl ,e newspaper mnan. No onc disputed the accur-
acy of bis news stories, but wb-en the city editor sent himi on an assigonient, lie
couild neyer bie sure that the report woulcl be in in timie, or that it wouild be iii
at ail. That depended very mutcli on the way B3ill was feeling and'on the friends
lie chanced ta meet between the newspaper office and the spot to which his duties
called him. 1Bi11 would even diýappe'ar for a day or two, now ai-d then, re-appear-
ing some mnorning bcdraggled an(l shaîne-faced bot neyer deigning to offer an
apl)algy. He (lidni't nee(l to offer any, for tbese expeditions were more often
than not productive of one or more of those exclusive stories which newspaper
men caîl "scoops" and -which city editors, as a class, regard as tlue very breath of
their nostrils. A hutndred timies whien the czar of the office liad quite made up)
his iiiid that Billt's journalistie career was to end, as far as tbat paper was con-
cerned, the stray-away had saved the situation by fiinging on tbe irate editor's
desk a "wad" of eopy which made that worthy shoot for joy.

But to the story. It happened one Friday afternoon in early sun-amer, that
Mark Twain arrived in Montreal. 0f course, there was a scramble to interview
hilm, but Mark refused point blank ta be interviewed, and escaped to the home of
Sir George M-, with whom he was to go yachting down the St. Lawrence.
McKinley had been off an a longer jatint than usual, and when lie reached the
office Saturclay morning the city editor infornmed hlm that the only .way in which.
lie could save bis situation wouild be by getting an interview with Mark Twain.
So Bill started. At Sir George M-'s bouse lie learned that Sir George and
bis guest were on the yacht "Swan" in the harbor, and intended steaming down
the river in the course of an hour or so. Bill had to hurry, but flot so fast that
lie couldn't pause at haîf a dozen places ta 'imbibe long drauights of his favorite
beverage. He easily locatecl the "Swan" swinging at anchor a couple of hundred
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