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She gave ane glance at me, and two at Percy, and pusbed
forward au easy chair for ber busband. The young man
reclined for a moment luxuriantly, tIen sprang up to get
ne a seat, whicli I accepted stolidly enongli.

"And wliat are you daing 1 I inquired.
"Doiug 1hle ecbaed, looking in bis easy, careless atti-

tude tbe impersonation of graceful idleness. I"Oh, you
mean for a living î Wby, 1 ar nent able ta work. My
wife bas a little incarne, and we are living on that for the
preseut."

Mrs. Wintlirop evidently objected to this piece of can-
dour, for the corrugation ou ber brows did not disappear
until ber busband liad leaned forward and looked teasingly
and quizzically at her. Then le resumed : I"A man wbo
las a long life before lin may try ta achieve fame and
fortune-for me, 1 an satisfled ta attain faine alone. l'in
on tIc straight bigli road to that, and-by Java!1" lie
exclaimed, suddenly springing ta lis feet, and running bis
baud tbraugl bis bair until bis thin, eager face beneath it
looked like an enlargred exclamation point, I b ave it--
the very thing! Wbat a piece uf luck 1 "

IlDou't excite yourself sa mucb, Percy," said Mrs.
Wiutlrop, witbout a shade of curicsity in face or voice.

IlDan't you see," be cried, "lDonald is the very fellow
we waut? Hfe wouhdn't deviate from the strict trutb flot
ta sava lis everlasting-wby, Donald," be broke off,
turuing ta me, Ill'Il neyer leara ta caîl yau Dr. Magruder
in the world-bavcn't 1 told you? VIm a poet."

"lOh, you're a poet 1" 1 said, with a laugh, trying ta
enter juta what I supposed was a mocking mood ; but in
the next moment 1 perccived my mistake. This young
fellow wlio toak life as a joke was takiug himself scriously.

IlIt was a revelation ta me at irst," lie said simpiy
and carnestly. Il\Vitbout egotism I1 may say that 1
always kuew thare was something in me, sornething differ-
eut fron camman, but I neyer knew wbat it was tilI the
littie dhld of a neiglibour of ours died, and tIc day after
the funeral I saw its miother sitting on the back door-step,
in thc unconsciaus attitude of leart-broken grief. Lax
limbe, you kuow, listless arme clasped about thein, bowed
eboulders, drooping liead, neglccted bair and dresa, eyes
hlf bliud witb tears. 1 thougbt first, What a study for a
painter ! Then I thauglit, Wbat a study for a poat! Tlie
bare notion set my beau-t ta beating, and a voice witbin
seemed ta urge mne ta give that puor woman's grief fori
and body. I seized. my peu as thougl inspired-I arn
sure I was inspired-and wrote hlf a dozan verses in per-
lape thc saine number of minutes. Then 1 took tIen
aver and read tbern ta the poor creature. Under tIc
emotian roused by those lines eue swayed and slrank like
a eau baat in a starm. Talk of the tîrill that a great
actor or pianiet faeel in the thundering applause of a
raptured and worsliipping multitude! I tell you, Magruder,
it je notbing, lees tlan notbing, coinpared ta the wave of
feeling tliat nearly tbrew me off my feet at this over-
pawering and incontestable proof of my awu litherto
undiscovered geuius. The poat who builds upon primitive
luman emotiaus canat escape irmaortality."

I lietened ta tliis, and a great deal more of the saine
sort, in mingled stupefaction and amaze. 1 bad always
given the boy credit for common perception. Surely lie
muet know that, ta a motler receutly bereaved, the ligît.
est or most proaie refercuce ta the cause of lier suffering
is sufficicut ta rouse ber ta a passion of anguiel. The
proof tbat le wae a leaven-desceuded poet amaunted ta
imply uotling. It was in my mind ta tell in sa, but 1

was restraiued by a peculiar look in tbe deep gray cyes of
the woman wlo sat opposite me.

Percy brougît ne saveral copies of verses cut fran the
corners of newspapers, and sigued by lis initiaIs. Tbey
exbibited variaus cammendable sentiments, arranged for
thc maet part in picturesque attitudes, but tley lad a fatal
defcct. Intended for effect, they were not effectuai. There
was no life, vitality, deptb, soul, inspiration in thein.
Tliey lackcd the Divine essence that etire blood and brain,
and swells out the breaet and wings of imagination. They
were as cleap and pratty as glass beads.

1,Wly I an 50 particularly glad ta sec you, Donald,"
Baid the yauug paet, wbo bad hie back turned ta me, as ha
was lookiug for nanuscript, "lis because 1 know yoîu to ha
as honeet as a windaw-pane. My poanus bave beau, well-
darned witl faint praise about long enougli. Wbat 1 want
now is a straug, sincere verdict."

What le meaut by a trong, sincara verdict was but
toc, evidently praisa that was nat faint.

Again 1 opened my lips, and again tlcy were held by
thc magnetic gray eyes sternly lient upon thein. Yeu
shahl not spcak," tley said, in language as a bhow. "Yau
81all not !1"

1 fit curioushy shaken and canf usad. I b ave ua time
ta do justice ta your work to-day, Percy," I said, rieing ta
take my departure. IlAnother time I will look at it
again."

Hie lookad disappointed ,grie '_I and wandering, like a
child wliose pleasura is deferred. Hie aId effrontery seemed
ta have- disappeared with the waua of hie plysical powere,
and thc diecovery of bis gif t.

But it returued again as I was taking leave of lin ou
the porch. IlWlat do you think of my wife 1" ha asked,
at the ast moment.

I have no doulit she is a charning waman," I
rcspouded.

IlI wouldn't try ta lie conventianal, if I were yau,
Magruder," said the young man, kicking lis lippered tocs
against thec railing. IlYou'll nat succced. Sbe's marc
charming tlan you arc. I marr4ed lier because sle'e ika

you-tbe saine rigidly, frigidly honest sort of a person, you
know. But inside she has a lieart of gold."

I reflected, as I went away, that it would be lucky for
my young man if bis wife had had a purse of gold to match
ber lieart. She eked out lier scanty incarne, Sa I after-
wards discovered, by selling fancy work. The next time 1
called lie returned as eagerly as before to the subject of bis
poetry.

II know yau will tell me the truth," he said, Iland I
don't want yau to fear that tbe truth will unduly puif me
up. A poet sbould bc able ta look as tranquilly into the
face of bis own genius as an cagle may look at the sun."

IlTell me firtit," 1 said, Il wbat others say about your
work."

"lOh, of course the majority are as obliviaus to it as a
lierd of cattle grazing in a nieadow are to tbe wealtb of
music poured froin tbe trees. Editors invariably speak
kindly of it, but 1 dan't want kindness. Wbat 1 want is
recognition. It's pure, impenetrable dulness on the part
of thie public. Why, even chiîdren recognize tbe subtie
quality of my best wark. Tbere was littie Arthiur Rodney,
wbo was bere the other day. 1 read hima my long pacin,
called ' The Spirit of tbe Waads.' LIalf-way tlirougb lhe
leaued against my chiair, and said: 1'1 like tbat piece.'
,Do you, dear V1 returned. 1 Yes,' lie responded; lit
makes me feel sa nice and sleepy.' For a moment I
tbodght tbe chld was saucy, and 1 wanted ta wbip hum.
Then I thouglt: Seech'ere! Wait a minute. Is nlot the
cbief effect of a vast assemblage of trees lulling, deliciaus,
sootbing, tending ta induce drowsiness I That was the
spirit of tbe waods, sure enaugb, and the boy had the gif t
of perception."

Sa far in bis career the yauing paet liad encountered
but one adverse opinion, conveyed in sn anonymous note.
The bare recollection of this insuit worked him up intoaa
rage, for lie was as sensitive as a butterfly. Hie paced tbe
room, heaping bot words together until bis frail strengtb
gave out. One of bis violent coughing fits came on, and
the blood gusbed from bis lips. I cauglit bim in my arms,
for lie was as liglit as a cbild, and carried him upstairs.
For the few moments wbile lie lay against my breast 1
tbougbt of how tenderly I laved tbe boy. Hie put bis face
ta my neck, and whispered, IlWbat daes it matter, Donald,
what anyone says against me, so long as 1 know tbat you
believe in my genius. You recagnize xny power; you are
assured of my immortality ? I

Now, 1l neitber believed, nor recognized, nor was assured
of any of these tbese tbings. I laid lim on tbe bed, and
1 could ndot look hiai in the face. 1 felt like a dastard.

A few weeks later I was astounded by tbis annaunce-
ment iniaur local pape -:

"'The many f riends of aur gif tcd young tawnsman, Mr.
Percy Winthrop, will bc gratified, but not surprised, ta
learn, tliat lie bas recently received the distinction of liaving
two poems accepted by magazines as well known as Z'he
Century and Jlarper's. We are proud ta say that thie first
brilliant products of bis muse were given ta the world
tbrougb the colurnus of this paper."

The Winthraps received my congratulations witb entire
self-possession. [t was evidently no more than they had
expected. Percy himself tossed into my bands the two
letters from tlie editors of tbe respective magazines. Tliey
were written on a type-writer, and oozed out flattery at
every syllable.

"lTwenty-flve dollars in each," said Percy. Il Fifty
dollars at a lick-no, two licks. 1 scrawled them botli ail
before breakfast anc morning. Wbo says that 1 can't help
ta support tbis family 1" 1e caught bis wife'sbaud as sbe
was passing lin, and leaned bis flusbed, transparent cbeek
against lier shoulder for a moment. It struck rue that she
looked rather liaggard and worn by cantrast, but lier eyes
beamod radiantly inta bis.

IlOh, Mr. Wintbrop,." exclaimed one af tbe tbree young
ladies, wbo, like myseîf, bad called in ta, cangratulate biru,
"ta think of a real , genuine, great paet in this little, huma-

drum town 1ILt doesn't seem possible." This was followed
by a chorus af adulation from tbe other twa. Tliey sur-
rounded bis chair, and arranged bis pillows witli caressing
touches, and petted bim witb their eyes. I felt sick and
disgusted. I gat up ta go.

IlGoing, Donald ? I inquired the poet. I meant ta
sbow you tbe rustic seat tbat I've just finislied hammering
together under thie cliestnut tree."

leI will show Dr. Magruder the rustic seat," said Mrs.
Winthrop, bastily. 1 knew she was glad ta get me away
f rom lier busband. 1 knew she was glad ta leave hiru sur-
rounded by those foolisb, flattering, fawning giils.

It was a warm summer night, moonlit. 1 said nothing
ta my coanpanian as we strolled toward the chestnut tree.
1 was very much displeased witli ber, and I bad a mind ta
show lier my displeasure. At my invitation she sat.down
very reluctantly on the benchli er liusband had made. I
taok lier hand, and put my finger on lier pulse. IlWell,
yaung lady," I enquired, pretty grimly, Iliaow long dIo yau
intend ta keep this farce up ? "

IlWliat do you mean 1" Ilie demanded.
'ifYau know perfectly well wbat 1 mean. Yau forged

thase letters from the magazines. Yau worked wliile tliat
silly boy slept ta earn the money ta, pay lim for the emptiet
twaddle that ever was put inta print"

"How dare you say sucli a tliing 1
"Simply because it's the trutli."

"ngMy husband lias not lang ta live," said the lady, try-
igta control herself. IlAlong with bis exalted belief in

himsecf, he lias the keenest capacity for suffering. ilitherto
1 have nat allowed you ta offer lin the sliglitest unkind-
ness, and I will net permit it in the future."

IlAnd 1 am determined nat ta keep up thie fantastic
foolery any langer," 1 retorted angrily: "You*will nat
permit me ta speak my mind i Pray, bow will you pre-
vent it ?

"By forbidding you ta enter my bouse."
"Very well, madam," 1 replied, rising at once ta leave

lier. IlThe next turne 1 do sa it will be at your very
urgent invitation."

Tbis invitation came a few montlis later. Tbe boy was
maurning and longing for me. She feared lie was in a
dying condition. Would I came at oncei I did sa.

Sbe met me in the sinaîl parlour-a strange-looking
little persan, witli close, shut lips, faded complexion, and
eyes that had in thein the strength and spirit of a span of
wild liorses. "lCan I trust yau f were lier first words.

1 experienced a momentary masculine feeling of revoît
against being thus openly manipulated. IlYou may trust
my integrity, madam," 1 replied, with a sliglit sinile.

She uttered a low exclamation, and, mucli as she hated
me, she came close ta me, clutcliing thie front of my coat
in ber bands and looking me earnestly in thc face. 1
steadied myself witb tbe thouglit tbiat sbe was playing bier
trump card. But witb the curions power she bad shc
paured lier beart into lier face, and 1 saw, as in a clear
glass, the record af lier unfaltering loyalty, bier struggles
and privations, lier arts and defences, ber overmastering
love for the weak combinatian of e gotism and fantasy that
ruled bier life. She guarded hirn as if lie were a watcb of
exceedingly fine workmaushîp, set with countless geins of
fabulous value-something ta be carried close ta ane's
pilla w by nigt ; and one's beart by day. And naw,
tbraugli this piece of delicate and priceless meclianisin, I
was proposing ta drive the huge rusty nail of an old and
terrible truth. I liad told bier she could trust my integrity.

"lOh," slie gasped, unconsciously beating my breast
with ber bauds, I tbauglit "-lier liglit frarne was con-
vulsed with sob-" I1 thought 1 could trust your love for
hini."

IAnd sa you may," I responded earnestly, and at once
she led me ta lin. fHe had wasted away ta gbostly
proportions. I saw tbat bie had not mauy mare miuutes
ta, live. He spent no turne in reproaching me for my long
absence. Hie was toa full of bis just published volume of
poems, the first copy of whicb bad reached him by that
marning'e mail, ta talk of any lesser topic. It seeme tbat
the publisber had written hini letters of profuse thanke
and praise, markiug out for special coinmendation, etrange
ta eay, tbe very poeîns in it that were bis awn favourites.
It was a prettily bound volume, and mnust have comt Mrs.
Wintbrop a gaod deal of close iguring ta bring out.

IlI can die content," lie said ta lus wife, Ilnow that I
know 1 arn not leaving you unprovided for. The sale of
these poems "-lie indicated tho beloved book tigbtly
clasped in bis band-"l will make you a ridli waman." He
smiled as thougli bestowiug a kingdom upon bier. She
leaned over and kissed the pretty little volume, and then
she kissedhlim. Suddenly bis eye cauglit mine. "Donald,"
lie cried, Il do you know you bave neyer yet told nie wliat
you thouglit of my paetry ? Tbere it is-ali the wealth of
my nature cornpressed between those criinsan covers. And
now for your opinion 1 "

I could put him off no longer. My turne bad came,
and 1 cauld feel the cold perspiration forming an my brow.
Hie leaned farward, witl hie old eager impetuosity. Hie
wife lield bier breatb. I turned the pages of those rapid
rbymes, lunting desperately for the poetry. Lu my heart
1 was praying, IlOh Lord, lielp me ta flnd a hune, a phrase,
a single glean of truc paetry, that 1 can lionestly praise."
Suddenly bis frail grasp au my wrist relaxed; bis head felI
backward. It waià beyaud the power of any worde of
mine ta lielp or hurt lin.

That was saine years ago. 1 have neyer regretted
practisiug bypocrîsy in moderation for the sake of my
friend. And yat, when 1 an sitting over my pipe in the
evening, realizing that the boy bas prabably learned since
lie left this world ail about rny lumbering attempts ta
doceiva lin, and that lie is doubtiess inmensely arnused
by the way 1 bungled at the business, 1 seern ta hear a
mocking voice exlaim. I"Oh, Donald, Donald, wbeu you
try ta act in auy way different from the simple, lianeet
etraightforward fellow 1 know you ta le, you are sure ta
make fifteen different kmnds of a dankey of yourself."

PARISIAN LITERARY NOTES.

REMARQUES SUR L'ExPOSITION DU CENTENAIRE, By
Vicomte de Vagué. (Plan.) Of the making of many
books about the late Exhibition, there is no end.
Yet no single volume of an ail round character lias yet
appeared capable of meeting ail requiremients. This is due
ta the fact that thie public view the late Exhibition fromn
different stand-pointe. As a general remark, the great
attraction of the show, in the eyes of fareigners, was the
Eiffel Tower. The fact that no single volume could deal
witb ail the elements of the big fair je evidencod by the
Exhibition Cammissioners dedicating 150 volumes ta the
encyclopoedic task-a litcrary uadertaking next ta Chinese
in ite vastues.

In the long ru, perbaps, tbe Eiffel Tower is aIl that
will remain of the 1889 fairy spectacle. It will serve as a
cross, or grave-stone, ta mark the site of a great tamb.
Parisians will conserve tbe souvenir of agreeable bours
passed at the Champ de Mare and its annexes, wliere work
and pleasure were aike feted. For provinciale wbo
wituessed the slow, and saw Paris for the firet time, tlicy
will retain the memory of a grand and confused daze of


