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wAnd if we sueceed” —hie began, unabashed
by this alarming pictare.

She gave him one blinding look.

“Come,” said Yorke, passing hix haml over

his eyes. “You have had your way lan
cnough, My turn has come. Husn't it Tl
wmel”

s What do you want 77 she said humhly.

sipdon't want to feel as i | were tnﬁiug a
wort of—advantage. 10 you {»m e off one min-
ate longer, T-—shall, 3 shall take all 1 oean get.
1 shall Yike to remember, all my hife, that you
came to we first, of your own secord 3 that yon
loved e so much, you would grant me this -
little proof.”’

He held out bis arms,

e thal all 10 she whispered, With a switt
and splendid motion she glided acrosg the little
distance that Iay between then.

THE END,

MORPHIA M T AT,

(AN ACQUAINTANCED

If I cannot sympathize, | can at least stand
in awe of a woman, a mother of six chibdren,
with w struggling, consamptive hushand, who,
after sewing on  buttons, spreading bread and
jam, and doing honsehold finauce, can vet find
time to get up enthusiasm enough to write
wanet to o young hachelor,  Ruch a woman is
Marphia McTwat. She is alse a personitied
yearn,
© Fver since the second year of her marriage
G has been writing welancholy poctry.,

At first it wax of & mysterions tone, then it
merged iuto a skeleton-in-the-house twang
then it sonnded as if—1f-l.only-dared-tellothe-
workl gasp @ then it got into a--l-poan-in.
secrot-p’er-what-might-have - been igh, followed
with a Far fron-the-madding-crowd shiver, un-
il last week it culmsnated o wild despair.
She wrote a sonnet to Oscar Wilde, | remon-
sratid, for this reasou,  You see, inoa round
about sort of way, ! hold myself respousible for
her marriage ; she met her husbanmd 1o ey in
anr gapden - my secondt cousin’s mother-in-law
introduced them - cand, 11 worsl cawe to werat,
atd she were W take an overdose of her own
namme, [ might be hield ascensory before the fact
4t the camner’s nguest.

! shoulil not bave meddled—or remonstrated,
i it had not so happened that 2 murual fricwd
called on me bursting with news,

©*See here ;o vou hnow 0

“Yex, of course s what s 307

“Why, MeTwat beats her”’

0, rubbish

“Well cvour own commotssense--read her
Last poemn i Machl ser'e Magaziae, 1 that
poem was not writlen by a woman whose hus-
band had not thrashed her until she was black
and Blse, thes— D adonkey.”

clread it ¢ Plecte pasetur sow £ for pab.
tication —with a vemgeance,” 1 commented.
CWell, it's not bast verse, but ity awfal statf,
Now, o not konow ahout peets, but [ do know
abiut woren, and 1o know il a woumn has a
tronbie that amounts ta the real dignity of a
wrief she does not go and tell eversone about
i1, 1 don't belteve MeTwat teats hier: § think
tie shower took the stazeh out of the caollars -~
or the irou stuck to the hosomy.
turped sour, and she harst into seng with Woo.
Kensic's Mwpzine as a valve, MeTwat isu't a
bad sartt } wobnder he does axn well as he does
Ly sure b doessn’t Bt fiep =

YT

ut, listen to this:

- . 1] b
~ur the bread

saps since Tounet thiee,
Clatpde—"""

Y
i

AN, when did she meet MTwat

1% seven veéars and six monthsage ™

“Clearly--donr't you sev ! Clande was the
man she tinst loved amd she wated with the
wrnng man.,”

“Fiddlestiok 3 T dan't believe she over knew
a man named Clawde i her Lifeo she’s been
reading Bulwer,”

“ fat then, how e you eapdain

CFHECmy eves towintey skivs oot siche-
Al Wela-day b

*Pd like to shake the nousense out of her
the idea of o womsn, with six stout chibdren
and only one servant, writing such paiu<in-the.
side poetry 1

“Yon're unjust: to her. botell youand
everybody says the same thing —that she's a
wranged wontan,  UHere hasband is s smiling
villnin, and if hie does not walk pretty straight
he'H) et tarred and frathered,  We Know what
we know in the village, and we have our nyin'
ton abent a man whose wife hears suelt bapdens
as she evidently does,  Listen to this:

*He chutehed we icreely Ly the throat,
{0 his blnek éc:llmhs‘.
Aued suid ="

4t Now I don't want to hear it—I kuow the
ding dong by heart. [t is the lashion to write
ealicky postry und she follows bell-wether,”

“ But, really, il you're a friend of her's, you
onght to give her ‘a hint that the village is
roused over MeTwat's abuse of her, and the
-ecomimnunity’s game to give him a ducking.”

¢ Are you in dewnright carnest 1"’ :

“Truth 'm telling you. . Why, she has been
screaming murder in-her poems for six yoars.
don't take your view. 1'll wager you a new hat
no I won't, that's wicked-—-but wait-—-you see
—if the community don’t  interfore, o'l kill

her by brate force or persuade. her out of the
world with u dase of arsenie.”

“O P eall and talk reason to her—but it is
noto o pleasant thing to find fault - with a
wutitu's poctry umder her own roof--uow i it ”

*Conldn’t you tell her o roundabont story—
say that some other village was going to thrash
rome other man for abusing sowe other wife,
who wrote some other just such poetry 1"

GV eyey
1 did nat get time that day nor the next—but
on the seventeenth, the day my magazine comes,
when V waw her poem, ber sonnet to Oscar Wilde
b sald to myself, now this is *“too much,”’ as
the little datkey said, when he fell into the
molasses barrel-"and I put on my things and
ealled, )
She was up, well, ami cutting out knicker-
bockers for her son Tommy, = After fidgeting
awhile, T told her the prepared parable.  Bless
vou, she didn't make t‘lc application one bit—
but remarked casually that it must be a fool of a
village and that some people had no poetry in
their soul.” :
“You people who sre nat poets have no
breadth,”

O have we not? | don't see the mighty
browsdth iu taking the whole world- into one's
confidence about one's private affairs, It strikes
me it about ag proper to tell all one kpows
about one's self to an indiscriminate unlovely
public, even in o poem, as it is to receive vour
company in your night-gown--precisely,"

She curled her dip, proud in the conscious-
ness thaut she was the superior idiot.

“* Now don't tury your nose so high, Morphia
—I can se¢ a chureh by daylight as well as you
can-—--but 10 me, poetry must mean something.
It must have some truthin it- now your colicky
rowlﬁs are perfect humbugs ; vou write as if you

skeletons, when, in pent of fact, there'snothing
the matter with you ; vou're horribly well—.and
Osgar Wilde -take my ward for it, he is not in
immediate need of sonnets nor of sympathy.
vou have an aching void, and the unfeeling

business, you know, why dom't you bumst in

to a man in jail,” or “an ode to a child whose

of that sort, 1 don't believe you have any real

vour tongue for all time.”
** My husband is the best of men 3 but,
M course,” T osaid heartily.

o Ine ¢ 1
warning enough !

married
plano,

they'd

it
vow, why not make the best of it !
I don't think your potry |

tary to Mr. McTwat, and—"

tg e,
With anu **excuse
opened i1 and then

me,"”
st ihiiu iears,

sent to the Junatic asylum,

my forte-—{hr,

MARR TWAIN'S LIFE,

tures.

of the humarist :

the leadiug facts rather than to offer fresh in-
formation.  He was remotely of Virginian origin

Sputh, where a senator, a cougressman  amd
other dignitaries had worn it ; bat his branch
of the family tled trom the Jdestitution of those
vast landed possessions in Teunessee, celebrated
in “The Gilded Age, ” and went very poor to
Missouri.  Mr. Clemens was born on the 30th
of Novembur, 1835, at Florida in -the latter
State, but his father removed shortly afterward
to Hannibal, n small town on the Mississippi,
where. most of the humorist’s boyhood “was
spent.  Hannibal as o uame is hopelessly con-
fused . and ivetlective ;. but if we can know
nothing of Mr, Clemens:from Hannibal, we can
know: much.of Hannibal from. Mr. Clewmens,
who, in fact, ins studied a loafing, out-at-el-
bows, down-at-the-heels, slave-holding, Missis-
sippi river town of thirty years ago, with -such
strong- reality in’ his boy's romance of *‘ Tom

Sawyer,'" that we noed inquire nothing further
concerning the type. Tlie original ‘perhaps no

yad one fout in the grave and a house full of

It
world is cobd, and Fate frowns, and that sort of
poetry over some real wrong-—write a ‘ sonnet

shoes are in pawn,’ or *a right merry dlladeola
striker, who hias three meals a day,’ somethiog

trouble-—un I don’t -{ know you haven't, aud if
you have, either tell it to we: woman, or hold

*“ Then why
waste God's good time writing sonnets to Osear |
No husbaand is perfect, and 1 told you before
you were married, they were all frauds--yon had
1 told you they all say they
would die for yon, and belore you're a month
put their cigar ends on the
I il vou that they all take the biggest
pirve of chicken and leave vou the seraps — That
little shaoes cost every month, and that the oat-
mead would stick 1o the pot if you did pot oil
You were warved and you wonld marry,
And really,
3 exactly complimen-

The maid brought in a big letter, interrupt.
Morphia MeTwat

It seewns that her MSS. poem,  The Drama
of the Groping Sonl,”” has been returned. Some
complicatious had arisen at the offiee in conse.
gquence of the overworked wlitor having been

“CNever mind,” she said, wiping her eyes,
“Vean cook it over for MarKvizis Mayazine,
Plett my regands for her insband, and her to
her destruction and the solace of cooking vver
“ The Groping Soul” for the monthly guardian
angel of cohicky poetry-— Missionary work is not

Mr, Howells contrilmtes to the September
Coatury o notably elever and sympathetic sketeh
of Mark Twain, which contains the following
authentic nccount of hig fumily and his adven-
The frontispicce of the same namber is
an engraving by Cole, after Thayer's portmit

In ane form or other, Mr. Samuel L., Clemens
has told the story of his life in his books, nnd
iu sketehing his career 1 shall bave to recur to

longer exists anywhere ; certainly not in I{an-
nibal, which has erawn into a flourishing little
city since Mr. Clemens sketched it. - In® his
time, the two embattled forces of eivilization
snd barbarism were encamped ut Hannibal, as
they are at all times and everywhere ;the mora-
lity of the place was the worality of a slave.
holding community : fierce, arrogant, one-sided
~~this virtue for white, and that for black folks ;
and the religion was Calvinismn in various
phases, with its predestinate aristoeracy of
gaints and its rabble of hopeless sinners.
Doubtless, young Clemens escaped neither of
the opposing influences wholly. Hiy people
like the rest were slave-holders : but his father,
like so many other slave-holders, abhorred
slavery — silently, as he must in such a time
and S»lace. I the boy's sense of justice suffered
anything of that perversion which so curiously
and pitiably maimed the reason of the whole
South, it does not appeac in his books, where
there is not an ungenerons line, but always, on
the contrary, a burning resentment of all man-
mer of cruelty and wrong,

The father, an austere and singularly upright
man, died bankrupt when Clemens was twelve
years old, and the Loy had thereafter to make
what scrawble he could for an cducation. He
got very little learning in school, and like so
many other Americans in whom the literary
impulse is native, he turned to the local print-
ing-office for some of the advantages from which
he was otherwise out off, Certain records of
the three years spent in the Hannibal “Courier”
office are to be found in Mark Twain’s book of
sketchies ; but 1 belisve there is vet no history
anywhere of the wanderjalre, in which he fol-
lowed the life of a jour-printer, from town to
town, and from city to ecity, penetrating even
o far into the vague and fabled East as Pbila-
delphia and New York.

He returned to his own country —~ his prtria
--sated, if not satisfied, with travel, and at
seventeen he resolved to “learn the river” from
St Louis to New Orleans as a steaw-boat pilot,
OFf this period of his life he has given a full
account in the delightful series of papers,
“Iiloting on the Mississippi,” whiel he printed
seven years ago in the *“ Atlantic Monthly. ™
s - : A
The crowth of the railroads and the outbreak
of the Civil War pur an end to profitable pilot-
ing, and at twenty-four he was again open to &
vovation, He listened for a mowment to the
loudly calling drum of that time, and he was
actually in camp for three weeks on the rebel
side ; but the unorganized force to which he
belonged was disbanded, and he finally did not
‘‘wo with his section” either in sentiment or in
fact. His brother having been  appointed
Lieutenant-Governar of Nevada Territory, Mr.
Clemens went out with him as his private se-
eretary © but he soon resigned his office and
withdrew to the mines,  He failed as a miner,
in the ordinary sense ; but the life of the mining-
cawp yielded him the wealth that the pockets
of the mountain denied @ he had the Midas-
touch, without kuowing it, and all these grotes.
que experiences have since turned into gold
under his hand.  After his failure us a miner
had become evident even to himself, he was
wind 1o take the place of local editor on the
Virginia City *“ Euterprise, ' & newspaper for
which he bad amuced himself in writing from
time to time,  He had written for the newspu-
pers before thin; few A escupe  1hat
fate ; and as an apprentiee in the Hannibal
“Conrier” otlice his humor had embroiled some
of the Jeading citizens, and imypaired the fortu-
ues of that journal by the alienation of several
delinquent suhseribers,

But it was in the “Futerprise’’ that he first
used bis pseudonym of ¢ Mark Twain, © which
he borrowed from the vernacular of the river,
where the man heaving the lead ecalls ount
‘ Mark twain " instead of ** Mark two ! In
1Std, he saccepted, on the =an Franeciseo
“ Maoraing Call,” the same sort of place which
hie hait held on the " Faterprise,’”” and he soon
made his nowe dv guerre familiar ““on that
eoast 5 he not only wrote *local items' in the
“Call, " but he printed huworous sketches in
various periodieals, and, two years later, he was
et to the Sandwich Islands as correspondent
of 8 Sacramento paper,

fn 1867, Mr. Clemens made in the Qualer
City the excurzion to Europe and the Fast which
lie has commemorated in - “The lunocents
Abroad.”  Shortly after his return he married,
and placed himself at Buflule, where he bought
un iuterest in one of the city newspapers; later
he eame to Hartfond, where he has since re-
mained, except for the two years spent in a
second visit to Burope,

nendans

"

and wore remotely of goold English stock ; the R
name was welldknown before his time in the

‘.

“ Father, you are an awful brave man,” said a
vouth, us he smoothed down the old man's gray
locks the ather evening. * How do you kuow
that, Willie * ¢ O, [ heard some men at the
store say that you Kkilled thousands of soldiers
during the war. **Me? Why, I wusa beet con-
tractor for the army 1'° **Yes, that's what they
said 1" exelaimed young innoceuce, as he slid
from the kitchen. ‘

ONeE upon a time, while Field Marshal Murat
Halstead was discussing the othies of journal.
st with a few friends, he felt moved to remark :
“ Well, you may talk about the idiots you have
known in the profession, but we have the blue-
ribbon ass of th Ohio press up at Dayton.” At
that moment the door onened and a visitor’ en.
tered. ** And, dear me 1" here he is,” continued
the imperturbable Field Marshal : ¢ Gentlemen,
this is W. 1.'Bickham, of the Dayton Jaurnal,
Bickham, we wore-just speaking of you.”

TRYING A NOVEL CURE FOR DRUNK.
ENNESS.

He came in with an interrogation point in one
eye and a stick in one hand. -One eye was cov-
ered with a handkerchief, and one arm in a sling,
flis bearing way that of a man with a settled
purpose in view, :
““1 want to see,” said he, ‘“the man that puts
things inte this paper.”

We intimated that several of us earned a fru-
gal livelihood in that way.

“Well, T want to see the man which eribs
things out of the other papers. The feilow who
writes mostly with the shears, you understand.”
We explained to him that there were seasons
when the most gifted among us, driven to frenzy
by the scarcity of ideas and events, and by the
clamorous demands of an insatiable pnblic, in
moments of emotional insanity, plunged the
glittering shearsinto our exchanges. He went
on calmly, but in & voice tremulous with sup-
pressed feeling, and indistinct through the re-
cent loss of half a dozen or so of his front teeth :
““ Just 0. I presumeso. 1 don't know rauch
about this business, but | want to see a man, the
man that printed that little piece about pouring
cold water down a drunken man’s spine of his
back, and making him instantly sober. [f you
please, | want to see that man. | would like to
talk with him.”

Then he leaned his stick against our desk, spit
on his serviceable hand, and resumed his hold
on his stick as though he were weighivg it.
After studying the stick a miaute, he added in
a somewhat londer tone :—

“ M:ster, | came here to see that ere man ; |
want to see him bad.”

We told him that particular man was not in.

“Just so, I presume.  They told me before I
come, that the man | wanted to see wouldn’t be
anywhere. I'll wait for him. [ live up north,
and I've walked seven miles to converse with
that man. 1 guess I'H sit down and wait."”

He then sat down by the door, and reflectively
pounded the floor with his stick ; but his feel-
ings would not allow him to keep still.

* [ suppose none of you didn’t ever pour much
cold water down any drunken man’s back te
make him instantly sober, perhaps "

None of us in the office had ever tried the ex-
periment.

“Just so. I thought aslike as not you had
not. Well, mister, 1 have, I tried it yesterday.
and 1 have come seven miles on foot to see the
man that printed that piece. It wasn’t much of
a piece, I don’t think, but I want to see the man
that printed it, just a few minutes. You see,
John Smith, he lives next door to my house,
when 1'm at home, and he gets how-come-you-so
every little petiod.  Now, when be’s sober, he's
all right if vour keep out of his way ; but when
he’s drunk he goes home and breaks dishes, and
tips over the stove. and throws hardware around,
and makes it inconvenient for his wife, and
sometimes gets his gun, and goes out calling on
his neighbors, and it ain't pieasant. Not that
| want to say anvthing about Smith; but me
aml my wife don't think he ought to do so. He
came home drunk lately, and broke all the Kkit-
chen windows in of his house, and followed his
wife around with the carving knife, talking
about her, and after a while lie lay down by my
fence aml went to sleep. | had beon teadiug
that little plece—it wasn't much of a piece—and
I thought if I could pour some water down the
spine of his back, and make him sober, it would
be more ¢amfortable for his wife, and a square
thing ta doall arcund.  So I poured a bucket of
spring water down John Smith’s spiue of his
back.

< Well,” said we, as cur visitor paused, *“did
it make him sober °

Our visitor took a tirmer hold of his stick, aud
repliad, with increased emaotion :—

* Just so. | suppose it did make him as sober
as a judge in less time than you could say Jack
HKobinson : but, mister, it made him mad. It
made him the maddest man 1 ever saw, and mis-
ter, Johr Smith’s 2 bigger mau than me, and
stouter. tleisa good deal stouter. I never
knew he was half so stout till yesterday : and
he's handy with his fists, too, 1 should suppose
he's the handiest man with his fists 1 ever saw.”

“Then he went for you, did he?" we asked
tnnoceutly.

s Just 5o, - Exactly. 1 suppose he went for
me abont all he knew ; but 1 don't held no
grudge against John Smith-—1 suppose he ain’t
agood man to hold a grudge against; only 1
want to see the man what printed that piece. 1
want to see him bad, [ feel as though it wonld
soothe me to see that man, [ want to show him
how a drunken man acts when you pour water
down the spine of his back. That’s what | came
for.”

Our visitor, who had poured water down the
apine of & drunken man's back, remained until
six o'clock in the evening, and then want up
street to find the man that printed that little
‘piece.: The man he is looking for started for
“Alaska, last evening, for a sumimer vacation,
and will not be back before September, 1888,

Arerrinue epidemie, of the nature of red
thrush, is prevailing at Maluo, Sweden.
VEsskLs arriving at Spanish ports. from Man-

illa are quarantined on nccount of cholera nt the
latter place. . S

“Tur F.g{vptinns have: abandoned .all po's4it.ions
they held between Suexz and lsmailia previously

to their defoat at Shulel, and ave retreating in
disorderon Zagazig, - ~ Sl




