
CMtnr's Drnuitr. 

' HRISTMAS is sup
posed to be an 

altruistic festival. 
Then, if ever, we allow 

ourselves to jro oat to oth
ers ill synipatiiy expressed 

l)y gifts and good wishes. Tlien self-forget-
fulness in tlie iiappiness fif others becomes 
a temporary fashion. And we tind—do we 
not?—the indulgence of tlie feeling so remu
nerative that we wish there were other days 
set apart to it. We can even understand 
those [Kiople who get a ])rivate satisfaction iii 
being good on other days besides Sunday. 
Tliere is a common notiini that this Christmas 
altruistic sentiment is particularly shown tow
ard tlie unfmtunate and the dependent by 
those more prosperous, and in what is called 
a lietter social position. We are exhorted on 
this day to remember the poor. We need to 
lie reminded ratlier to remember the rich, the 
lonely, not-easy-to-be-satisfied rich, whom we 
do not always liavc with us. The Drawer 

, never sees a very rich person tliat it does not 
long to give him sonietlung, some token, the 
value of which is not estimated by its cost, 
that .should Ije a consoling evidence to him 
that he has not lost sympathetic touch with 
ordinary humanity. There is a great deal of 
sympathy afloat in the world, but it is espe
cially shown downward in the social scab;. 
We treat our servants —supposing that we are 
society—better than we treat each other. If 
we did m)t, they would leave us. Wc are kind
er to the unfortunate or the dependent than to 
each other, and we have more charity for them. 

The Drawer is not indulging in any indis
criminate railing at society. There is society 
and society. There is that undefined some
thing, more like a machine than an aggregate 
of human sensibilities, whioli is set going in 
a " se.ison," or at a watering-place, or perma
nently selects itself for certain social manifes
tations. It is this that needs a missionary to 
infuse into it sympathy and charity. If it 
were indeed a inaeiiine and not made up of 
sensitive personalities, it would not be to its 
members so selfish and cruel. It would be 
loss an ambitions scramble for place and fa
vor, less remorseless toward the unsuccessful, 
not so harsh and hard and supercilious. In 

short, it would be much more agreeable if it 
extended to its own members something of 
the consideration and sympathy that it gives 
to those it regards as its inferiors. It seems 
to think that good-breeding and good form 
are separable from kindliness and sympathyr 
and helpfnlness. Tender-hearted and char
itable enough all the individuals of this " so 
ciety" are to persons below them in fortune 
or position, let us allow, but how are they to 
each other? Nothing can be ruder or less con
siderate of the feelings of ('thers than much of 
that which is called good society, and this is 
why the Drawer desires to turn the altruistic 
sentiment of the world upon it in this season, 
set apart by common consent for usefulness. 
Unfortunate are tlie fortunate if they are lift
ed into a s])here which is sapless of delicacy 
of feeling for its own. Is this an intangible 
matter? Take hospitality, for instance. Does 
it consist in astonishing the invited, in over
whelming him with a sense of youi- own wealth, 
or felicity, or family, or cleverness even, in 
trying to absorb him in your concerns, your 
successes, your ])ossessions, in simply what in
terests you? However delightful all these 
may be, it is an otf'ence to his individuality to 
insist that he shall admire at tlie point of the 
social bayonet. How do you treat the stran
ger? Do you adapt yourself and your sur
roundings to him. or insist that he shall adapt 
himself to you ? How often does the stranger, 
the guest, sit in heljiless agony in your circle 
(all of whom know- each other) at table or in 
the drawing-rocun, isolated and separate, be
cause all the talk, is local find personal, about 
your little world, and the attiiirs of your 
clique, and your ])etty interests, in which he 
or she cannot possibly join ? Ah 1 the Sioux 
Indian would not be so cruel as that to a 
gnest. There is no more refined torture to a 
sensitive person than that. Is it only thought
lessness ? It is more than that. It is a want 
of sympathy of the heart, or it is a lack of in
telligence and bi'oad-minded interest in alfairs 
of the world and in other people. I t is this 
trait—absorption in self—]iervading society 
more or less, that makes it so unsatisfactory to 
most peo]ile in it. .Inst a want of linman in
terest; people do not come in contact. 

Avid ]>ursuit of wealth, or what is called 
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pleasure, perliaps makes people hard to each 
otlier, and infuses into tlie liigher social life, 
which sliould be the most unseltish and enjoy
able life, a certain vulgarity, similar to tliat 
noticed in well-bred tourists scrambling for 
the seats on top of a mountain coach. A per
son of refinement and sensiljility and intelli
gence, east into the company of the select, the 
country-house, the radiant, twelve-button so
ciety, has been struck with infinite pity for it, 
and asks the Drawer to do something about 
it. The Drawer cannot do anything about it. 
It can only ask the prayers of all good people 
on Christmas Dav for the rich. As we said, 

we do not have them with us always—they 
are here to-day, they are gone to Canada to
morrow. But this is, of course, current face-
tiousness. The rich are as good as anybody 
else, according to their lights, and if what is 
called society were as good auil as kind to 
itself as it is to the poor, it would be alto-
getjier enviable. We are not of those who 
s;iy that in this case charitj ' would cover a 
multitude of sins, but a diiiusion in society of 
the Christmas sentiment of good-will and 
kindliness to itself would tend to make uni
versal the joy on tlic return of this season. 

CJI.VULES DUDLEY WAKNER. 

A PICTITION TO THE 
IlAiiTFOiiD, Km. C, 188". 

MADAM: YOU will-remendier that last May 
Mr. Edward Bright, the elerk of the Inland 
IJcvenue Office, wrote nie about a tax which 
lie said was duo from me to the Governuienfc 
(Ui books of mine jinblislied in Loudon—that 
is to say, an income tax on the royalties. I do 
not know Mr. Bright, and it is cniharrassiug to 
me to correspond with strangers; for I was 
raised in tlic couidry ami have always lived 
there, the early part in Marion county Mis
souri before the war, and this part in Hartford 
county Oouneeticnt, near I5U)onitield and about 
8 nules this side of Farmiugton, though some 
call it 9, wddch it is impossible to be, for I have 
walked it many and many a time in consider
ably under three hours, and General llawley 
says he Inis done it in two and a quarter, which 
is not liki^ly ; so it has seemed best that I write 
your JIaJesty. I t is true that I do not know 
your Majesty persouallj-, but I have met the 
L<n-d JIayor, and if the rest of the family are 
liUe him, it is but just tha t it should be named 
royal; and likewise plain that in a family mat
ter like tin's, I cannot better forward my case 
than to frankly carry it to the head of the 
family itself. I have also met the Prince of 
^Vah^s once ill the fall of \HT.], hut it was not 
in any familiar way, but in a quite informal 
way, being casual, and was of course a surprise 
to us both. It was in Oxford street, just wlierc 
j'ou come out of Oxford into Regent Circu.s, 
and just !is he turned up one side of the circle 
at the head of a procession, I went down the 
other side on the top of an omnibus. He will 
remember me on account of a gray coat with 
llap pockets that I wore, as I was tlie only per
son on the onmibus that )iad on that kind of a 
coat ; I remember him of course as easy as I 
would a comet. He looked quite proud and 
satisfied, but that is not to be womhu'ed at, he 
lias a good situation. And once I called on 
your Majesty, but you were out. 

But tliat is no matter, it haiipens with ev
erybody. However, I have wandered a little, 
away from what 1 started about. I t was this 
way. Young Bright wrote my Loudon pub
lishers Cliatto and Windiis—their place is the 
one on the left as you come down Piccadilly, 

QUEEN OF ENGLAND, 
about a block and a half above Avhere the min
strel show is—ho wrote them that he wanted 
thcin to pay income tax on the royalties of 
some foreign autliiu's, namely, "Miss De La 
liamc (Onida), Dr. Oliver Wendell Holmes, Mr. 
Francis Bret Harte, and Mr. Mark Twain." 
Well, Mr. Cliatto diverted him from the oth
ers, and tried to divert him from ine, but in 
this case he failed. So then, young Bright 
Avrote me. And not only that , hut he sent 
me a printed document the size of ,a news 
paper, for me to sign, all over in dift'erent 
]ilaces. Well, it was that kind of a docu
ment that the more you study it the more it 
iiudermines you and makes everything seem 
uncertain to you; and so, while in that con
dition, and really not resiionsible for my acts,I 
wrote Mr. Cliatto to pay the tax and charge to 
me. Of course my idea was, that it was for 
only one year, and that the tax would be only 
about one ])er cent or along there somewhere, 
but last night I met Professor Sloaiie of Prince
ton—you may not know him, but you have 
probably seen him every now and then, for he 
goes to England a good deal, a large man and 
very handsome and alisorbcd in thought, and 
if yon have noticed sncli a man on jdatfornis 
after the train is gone, that is the one, ho gen-
ei'ally gets left, like all those specialists and 
other scholars who know everything but how 
to apply it—and he said it was a back tax for 
tliree years, and no one per cent, but two and a 
half!' 

That gave what had seemed a little matter, 
a new aspect. I then began to study the 
]ninted docnnient again, to see if I could find 
anything in it tha t might modify my case, 
and I had what seems to be a quite promising 
success. For instance, it opens thus—polite 
and courteous, the way those English govern
ment documents always are—I do not say that 
to hear myself talk, it is just the fact, and it is 
a credit: 

" T o Mu. MARIC T W A I N : IN P I T R S U A N C E 
of the Acts of Parliament for granting to Her 
Majesty Duties and Profits," etc. 

I had not noticed that liefVn-e. My idea 
had been that it w.as for the Govcrnmout, and 
so I wrote io the Government; hut now I saw 
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tliat it was a private matter, a family matter, 
and tliafc tlie procewls Avciit to yourself, not 
the Government. I wonld always rather treat 
witli principals, and I am glad I noticed that 
clause. With a principal, one can always get 
at a fair and right nnderstanding, whether it 
is about potatoes, or continents, or any of 
those things, or something entirely different; 
for the size or nature of the thing does not 
affect the fact; whereas, as a rule, a subordi
nate is more or less troublesome to satisfy. 
And yet this is not against thcui, but the oth
er way. Tliej' have their duties to do, and 
irnist be liarucsse<l to rales, and not allowed 
any discretion. Why if your Majesty sliould 
equip young Bright with discretion—I mean 
his own discretion—it is an even gness that 
lie would discretion j'ou out of house and 
home in 2 or 3 years. He would not mean to 
get the family into straits, but that would be 
the upshot, jus t the same. Now then, with 
Bright out of the way, this is not going to be 
any Irish question; it is going to be settled 
lilcasantly and satisfactorily for all of us, and 
when it is tinished your Miijesly is going to 
stand with the American people just as you 
have stood for lifty years, and surely no mon
arch can require better tlian that of an alien 
nation. They do not all pay a British income 
tax, but the most of them will in time, for v.e 
have shoals of new authors coming along ev
ery year ; and of the population of your Cana
da, upwards of four-hl'ths are wealthy Ameri
cans, and more going there all the time. 

Well, another thing which I noticed in the 
Document, was an item about " Deductions." 
I will come to that presently, your Majesty. 
And another thing was th is : that Authors arc 
not mentioned iu the Document at all. No, 
we have "Quarries, Mines, Iron Works, Salt 
Springs, Alum Mines, Water W'orks, Canals, 
Docks, Drains, Levels, Fishings, Fairs, Tolls, 
Bridges, Ferries," and so-forth and so-forth 
and so-ou—well, as much as a yard or a yard 
and a half of them, I should think—anyway a 
very large quantity or number. I read almig 
—down, and down, and down the list, further, 
and further, and further, and as I approached 
the bottom my hopes began to rise higher and 
higher, because I saw that everything iu Kng-
land, tfiat far, was taxed by name ami iu de
tail, except perhaps the family, and maybe 
Parliament, and yet still no mention of Au
thors. Apparently' they wei-e going to be 
overlooked. And sure enough, they were! 
My heart gave a great bound. But I was too 
soon. There was a foot note, iu Mr. Bright's 
hand, which said: "You are taxed under 
Schedule D, section 14." I turned to that 
])laco, and found these three things : "Trades, 
Offices, Gas Works." 

Of course, after a moment's reflection, hope 
came up again, and then certainty : Mr. Bright 
was in error, and clear off the t rack; for Au
thorship is not a Trade, it is au inspiration ; 
Authorship does not keep an OlHcc, its habita

tion is all out under the sky, and everywhere 
where the winds are blowing and tlie sun is 
shining and the creatures of God are free. 
Now then, since I ha^e no Trade and keep no 
Ofiiee, I am not taxable under Schedule D, 
section 14. Your Majesty sees t h a t ; so I will 
go on to that other thing that I spoke of, the 
"deductions"—deductions from my tax which 
I may get allowed, under conditions. Mr. 
Bright says all deductions to be claimed by 
trie must be restricted to the provisions made 
in Paragraph No. 8, entitled "Wear and Tear 
of Machinery, or Plant." This is curious, and 
shows how far he has gotten away on his wrong 
course after once he has got started wrong: 
for Offices and Trades do not Iiave Plant, they 
do not have Machinery, such a thing was never 
lieard of; and moreover they do not wear and 
tear. Ycui see that , your Majesty, and that i t 
is true. Here is the Paragraph No. 8 : 

i\raoiuit claimed as a deduction for diminished 
vidno by reason of Wear and Tear, where the Ma
chinery or riant belongs to the Person or Compa
ny carrying on the Concern, or Is let to such Per
son or CoTnpany so that the Lessee is bound to 
maintain and deliver over the same iu good con
dition :— 

Aiifonnt £ 

There it is—the very words. 
I could answer Mr. Bright thus : 
It is my pride to say that my Brain is my 

P lan t ; and I do not claim any deduction for 
diminished value by reason of W'ear and Tear, 
for the reason that it does not wear and tear, 
but stays sound and whole all the time. Yes, 
I could say to Inm, my Brain is my Plant, my 
Skull is my "Workshop, my Hand is my Machin
ery, and I am the Person carrying on the Con
cern ; it is not leased to .anybody, and so there 
is no Lessee bound to maintain and deliver 
over the same in good condition. There. I 
do not wish to any way overrate this argument 
and answer, dashed off'just so, and not a word 
of it altered from the way I iirst wrote it, your 
Majesty, but indeed it does seem to intlverize 
that young fellow, you can see that yourself. 
But that is all I say; I stop there ; I never pur
sue a person after I have got him down. 

Having thus shown your Majesty that I am 
not taxable, but am the victim of the error of 
a clerk who nnstakes the nature of my com
merce, it only remains for me to beg tha t you 
will of your justice annitl my letter that I 
spoke of, so that my publisher can keep back 
tha t tax-money which, iu the confusion and 
aberration caused by the Document, I ordered 
him to pay. You will not ndss the sum, but 
this is a hard year for authors; and as for lec
tures, I do ]U)t suppose your Majesty ever saw 
such a dull season. 

With always gi'cat, and ever increasing re
spect, I beg to sign myself your Majesty's ser
vant to connnand, MARK TW'AIX, 

Hen MAJESTY TUE QUEEN, LOSDOX. 
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SHOT TllEOrGII THE HEAD. 
A MUSICAL DRAMA OF 1864, AFTER THE FASHIO.V OF A FRE\CH VAUDEVILLE. 

[ W E L L yoIISUED OS FACT.S.] 

BY E D W A K D E V E R E T T H A L E . 
All riohts reserved. 

ACT L 

SCENE L — M E S S R S . PEPPER AND MUSTAP.D'S store. 
[Scene set for a couiitr}j store.) YoL"N(r PEPPER, 
solas, behind the counter. To him enters L. II. L. 
E., as from the street, with hat and eaiie, Mr. FOR
TUNE. 

Afr. Forii-Ute. Good-morniiif^, Il.ii'i'y. 
Yonrnj Pepper. (Jood-iiioi'iiiiig, Mr. FoiLtmc. 
ilr. For. A i;ood day at last—a good day. I 

tliink our friends Sickle and Longswatb liavo rain 
enough this time. All, yes! I lold tliem the rain 
would atop when the moon came into the third 
quarter. I told Sickle he would get in his oats all 
right. I know something of the weather, if I do 
not take the Co^mtri/ Gentleman or the Bnekei/e 
Farmer. ^V'ell, Ilarr}', I am thinlving of our friends 
at the front. W e must not forget the Bovs in 
Blue. 

Y. P. (much embarrassed). Oh no, sir! I never 
forget them. 

Mr. Phr. No, my boy, yon do not, I i^now. I 
wish nobody did. That cursed copperhead liurdick, 
I mot liini last night as he came up from the creek. 
He said to me, "Good-night." And I said to him, 
" A good-night to all who are not traitors." I want
ed none of his impudence. 

II S ] v A C 5 ^ . 

y. p. {still embarrassed). Did you— Have you— 
Will you— Shall I put up anything for you ? 

J / r . Por. Why, my boy, you did not think I meant 
you, did you? Why, my po<ir Harry, I know you 
would have gone out with Frank, init the surgeon 
would not pass you. Never you fear, Harry. Peg 

away on my friend Pepper 's hog and hominy. Yes, 
Harry, make your mother give you her best cream 
on your oatmeal. We'll fatten you up. We'll put 
on an extra inch, and when i ' rank conies up in the 
spring to recruit the rogiiiicnt, I'll squeeze you in 
somehow. Jove I you shall go, if it is only to pick 
up the old socks in the camp for the sewing circle 
to foot them. By Jove, you shall go, Harrv ! 

Y. P. [more embarrassed). I hope so. What did 
you say you wanted? 

Mr. p'or. Wanted ? I did not siiy I wanted any
thing. AH the same, I did want some things. 
Where's my list? My sisicrs made a list from 
Frank 's last letter. P u t I liiive— AVhere is i t ? 
[Unbuttons '̂f.̂ •̂ .] Well, well, well, I shall remember 
most of the things. Where is that list? 1 have 
left it—yes, I left it on the corn box in the barn, 
when J im brought out Griff, and I mounted. Well, 
no matter for the list. You see we ^vant to send 
the Captain another box. We must not let the 
fine fellows go hungry. 

Y. P. [distressed). No, s ir ; no, indeed. 
Mr. P'or. And I tell you, Han v, hardtack and salt 

junk is poor picking three times a day. Well, take 
3-our own book, and I will tell you. There was 
cheese, I know. He likes your Dutch cheese better 
than he does Pamela's home-brew. Jove I so do I, 
if only I dared tell her so. But Frank does tell her, 
and she will let F'rank do anything. Begin with 
cheese. 

Y. P. [hesitating). Yes, sir, cheese. 
Mr. For. But you do not write. Well, perhaps 

your head is better than mine. Now I like a list. 
Well, after cheese, say olives. No, not olives. 1*116 
olive jars broke the last time, and made a mess of 
his night-gowns. AVhat I was to say was " n o ol
ives." But you keep Bagley's Mayflower, do you 
not? That will hurt nobody. And what are these 
cigars? \_Examii:irig.'\ And I say, Harry, are 
there any of those Bordeaux prunes we had last 
week at the house? 

Y. P. [very nervous). Oh yes, plenty, sir. But 
please sit down, sir. [ Comes from l>ehind the counter 
and places a ehair.'\ Please wait a moment, s i r ; I 
think my father will like to fill your oriler. He un
derstands about the prunes better tluin I—or perhaps 
Mr. Mustard. Excuse nie. Let me fetch my pencil 
myself, and I can take your order. AVon't you take 
a chair ? Here's the paper—no, I forgot; my father 
wants the paper. Here's the Bible—no; you won't 
care for the Bible. Perhaps you would like the Di
rectory? Excuse me. My father will be here in a 
moment. [Exit. 

Mr. P'or. [laughing, steps to the front and addresses 
audience). I came for cheese, and he offers me the 
Bible; I asked for prunes, and he gives me the 
Director\ [Sings. 

I offered the best that I had, 
But see what a slip 
'Twixt the <!up and the lip! 

For this verj' critical lad 
M'ill not look at my irreenhacks or scrip; 
He despises my {greenbacks and scrip. 
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