THE $30, 000 BEQUEST

CHAPTER |

Lakesi de was a pleasant little town of five or six thousand inhabitants,
and a rather pretty one, too, as towns go in the Far Wst.

It had church accommodations for thirty-five thousand, which is

the way of the Far West and the South, where everybody is religious,

and where each of the Protestant sects is represented and has a plant

of its owm. Rank was unknown in Lakesi de--unconfessed, anyway;
everybody knew everybody and his dog, and a sociable friendliness

was the prevailing atnosphere.

Sal adi n Foster was book-keeper in the principal store, and the only

hi gh-sal ari ed man of his profession in Lakeside. He was thirty-five
years old, now, he had served that store for fourteen years;

he had begun in his narriage-week at four hundred dollars a year

and had clinbed steadily up, a hundred dollars a year, for four years;
fromthat time forth his wage had renai ned ei ght hundred--a handsone

figure indeed, and everybody conceded that he was worth it.

Hs wife, Electra, was a capabl e hel pneet, although--1ike hinself--

a dreaner of dreams and a private dabbler in romance. The first thing
she did, after her marriage--child as she was, aged only nineteen--
was to buy an acre of ground on the edge of the town, and pay

down the cash for it--twenty-five dollars, all her fortune.

Sal adin had less, by fifteen. She instituted a vegetabl e garden there,
got it farmed on shares by the nearest neighbor, and nade it pay

her a hundred per cent. a year. Qut of Saladin's first year's wage

she put thirty dollars in the savings-bank, sixty out of his second,



a hundred out of his third, a hundred and fifty out of his fourth.

H s wage went to eight hundred a year, then, and neantine two children
had arrived and i ncreased the expenses, but she banked two hundred

a year fromthe salary, nevertheless, thenceforth. Wen she had been
marri ed seven years she built and furnished a pretty and confortable

t wo-t housand-dol | ar house in the nmidst of her garden-acre, paid

hal f of the noney down and noved her fanmily in. Seven years |ater

she was out of debt and had several hundred dollars out earning

its living.

Earning it by the rise in | anded estate; for she had | ong ago bought
anot her acre or two and sold the nost of it at a profit to pleasant
peopl e who were willing to build, and woul d be good nei ghbors and
furnish a general conradeship for herself and her growing famly

She had an independent incone fromsafe investnments of about a hundred
dollars a year; her children were growing in years and grace

and she was a pl eased and happy worman. Happy in her husband, happy in
her children, and the husband and the children were happy in her

It is at this point that this history begins.

The youngest girl, Clytemmestra--called Cytie for short--

was el even; her sister, Gaendolen--called Gaen for short--

was thirteen; nice girls, and conely. The nanes betray the |atent
romance-tinge in the parental blood, the parents' names indicate
that the tinge was an inheritance. It was an affectionate fanily,
hence all four of its menbers had pet nanes, Saladin's was a curious
and unsexing one--Sally; and so was El ectra's--Al eck. Al day

long Sally was a good and diligent book-keeper and sal esman;

all day long Al eck was a good and faithful nother and housewi fe,

and t houghtful and cal cul ati ng busi ness worman; but in the cozy
living-roomat night they put the plodding world away, and lived in
another and a fairer, reading romances to each other, dream ng dreans,

conrading with kings and princes and stately lords and ladies in the



flash and stir and spl endor of noble palaces and gri mand ancient castl es.

CHAPTER |

Now came great news! Stunning news--joyous news, in fact.

It cane froma neighboring state, where the famly's only surviving
relative lived. It was Sally's relative--a sort of vague and indefinite
uncl e or second or third cousin by the nane of Tilbury Foster
seventy and a bachel or, reputed well off and correspondi ng sour

and crusty. Sally had tried to nake up to himonce, by letter,

in a bygone time, and had not made that nistake again. Tilbury now
wote to Sally, saying he should shortly die, and should | eave him
thirty thousand dollars, cash; not for |ove, but because noney

had gi ven himnmost of his troubles and exasperations, and he w shed
to place it where there was good hope that it would continue its
mal i gnant work. The bequest would be found in his will, and would
be paid over. PROVIDED, that Sally should be able to prove to the
executors that he had TAKEN NO NOTI CE OF THE G FT BY SPCKEN WORD OR
BY LETTER, HAD MADE NO | NQUI RI ES CONCERNI NG THE MORI BUND S PROGRESS

TOMARD THE EVERLASTI NG TROPI CS, AND HAD NOT ATTENDED THE FUNERAL.

As soon as Al eck had partially recovered fromthe trenendous
enotions created by the letter, she sent to the relative's habitat

and subscribed for the | ocal paper.

Man and wife entered into a solemm conpact, now, to never nention
the great news to any one while the relative lived, |est sone

i gnorant person carry the fact to the death-bed and distort it
and nake it appear that they were disobediently thankful for

the bequest, and just the sanme as confessing it and publishing it,



right in the face of the prohibition

For the rest of the day Sally nade havoc and confusion with his books,
and Al eck could not keep her mind on her affairs, not even take up
a flower-pot or book or a stick of wood without forgetting what she

had intended to do with it. For both were dreaning.

"Thir-ty thousand dollars!"

Al'l day long the nmusic of those inspiring words sang through

t hose peopl e's heads.

From his marriage-day forth, Aleck's grip had been upon the purse,
and Sally had sel dom known what it was to be privileged to squander

a di ne on non-necessities.

"Thir-ty thousand dollars!" the song went on and on. A vast sum

an unt hi nkabl e sum

Al'l day long Al eck was absorbed in planning how to invest it,

Sally in planning how to spend it.

There was no romance-readi ng that night. The children took

t hensel ves away early, for their parents were silent, distraught,
and strangely unentertaining. The good-night kisses mght as well
have been inpressed upon vacancy, for all the response they got;
the parents were not aware of the kisses, and the children had
been gone an hour before their absence was noticed. Two pencils
had been busy during that hour--note-making; in the way of plans.

It was Sally who broke the stillness at last. He said, with exultation

"Ah, it'll be grand, Aleck! CQut of the first thousand we'll have
a horse and a buggy for sumer, and a cutter and a skin | ap-robe

for winter."



Al eck responded with decision and conposure--

"Qut of the CAPITAL? Nothing of the kind. Not if it was a mllion!"

Sally was deeply disappointed; the glow went out of his face.

"Ch, Aleck!" he said, reproachfully. "W've always worked so hard

and been so scrinped: and nowthat we are rich, it does seem-"

He did not finish, for he saw her eye soften; his supplication

had touched her. She said, with gentle persuasiveness:

"We nust not spend the capital, dear, it would not be w se.

Qut of the incone fromit--"

"That will answer, that will answer, Al eck! How dear and good you are!

There will be a noble income and if we can spend that--"

"Not ALL of it, dear, not all of it, but you can spend a part of it.
That is, a reasonable part. But the whole of the capital--
every penny of it--nust be put right to work, and kept at it.

You see the reasonabl eness of that, don't you?"

"Why, ye-s. Yes, of course. But we'll have to wait so | ong.

Six nonths before the first interest falls due.”

"Yes--mybe | onger."

"Longer, Aleck? Wy? Don't they pay hal f-yearly?”

"THAT kind of an investment--yes; but | sha'n't invest in that way."

"VWhat way, then?”



"For big returns."

"Big. That's good. Go on, Aleck. Wat is it?"

"Coal. The new mines. Cannel. | nean to put in ten thousand.

Gound floor. When we organize, we'll get three shares for one."

"By George, but it sounds good, Al eck! Then the shares will be worth--

how much? And when?"

"About a year. They'll pay ten per cent. half yearly, and be
worth thirty thousand. | know all about it; the advertisenent

is in the G ncinnati paper here."

"Land, thirty thousand for ten--in a year! Let's jamin the whole
capital and pull out ninety! I'll wite and subscribe right now -

tonorrow it maybe too late."

He was flying to the witing-desk, but Al eck stopped himand put

himback in his chair. She said:

"Don't | ose your head so. WE nustn't subscribe till we've got

the money; don't you know that ?"

Sally's excitenment went down a degree or two, but he was not

whol | y appeased.

"Way, Aleck, we'll HAVE it, you know -and so soon, too. He's probably
out of his troubles before this; it's a hundred to nothing he's

sel ecting his brinstone-shovel this very mnute. Now, | think--"

Al eck shuddered, and sai d:



"How CAN you, Sally! Don't talk in that way, it is perfectly scandal ous

"Ch, well, make it a halo, if you like, _I_don't care for his outfit,

I was only just talking. Can't you |let a person tal k?"

"But why should you WANT to talk in that dreadful way? How would

you like to have people talk so about YOU, and you not cold yet?"

"Not likely to be, for ONE while, | reckon, if ny last act was

gi ving away noney for the sake of doing sonebody a harmwth it.

But never mnd about Tilbury, A eck, let's talk about somnething worldly.
It does seemto ne that that nine is the place for the whole thirty.

What's the objection?”

"Al'l the eggs in one basket--that's the objection.”

"Al'l right, if you say so. Wat about the other twenty?

What do you mean to do with that?"

"There is no hurry; | amgoing to | ook around before | do anything

withit."

"Al'l right, if your mnd s nade up," signed Sally. He was deep

in thought awhile, then he said:

"There'll be twenty thousand profit conming fromthe ten a year

fromnow. W can spend that, can we, Al eck?"

Al eck shook her head.

"No, dear," she said, "it won't sell high till we've had the first

sem -annual dividend. You can spend part of that."

"Shucks, only THAT--and a whole year to wait! Confound it, [|--"



"Ch, do be patient! It might even be declared in three nonths--

it's quite within the possibilities."

"Ch, jolly! oh, thanks!" and Sally junped up and kissed his wfe
in gratitude. "It'll be three thousand--three whole thousand
how nuch of it can we spend, Al eck? Make it liberal!--do, dear

that's a good fellow "

Al eck was pl eased; so pleased that she yielded to the pressure and
conceded a sum which her judgnment told her was a foolish extravagance--
a thousand dollars. Sally kissed her half a dozen tines and even

in that way could not express all his joy and thankful ness.

This new access of gratitude and affection carried Al eck quite

beyond the bounds of prudence, and before she could restrain

hersel f she had made her darling another grant--a couple

of thousand out of the fifty or sixty which she neant to clear

within a year of the twenty which still renained of the bequest.

The happy tears sprang to Sally's eyes, and he said:

"Ch, | want to hug you!" And he did it. Then he got his

notes and sat down and began to check off, for first purchase,
the luxuries which he should earliest wish to secure.

"Hor se- - buggy--cutter--1ap-robe--patent-|eathers--dog--plug-hat - -

chur ch- pew - st em wi nder - - new t eet h- - SAY, Al eck!"

"Wl | 27"

"G phering away, aren't you? That's right. Have you got the twenty

t housand i nvested yet ?"

"No, there's no hurry about that; | mnust |ook around first,

and think."



"But you are ciphering; what's it about?"

"Why, | have to find work for the thirty thousand that comes out

of the coal, haven't [|?"

"Scott, what a head! | never thought of that. How are you

getting along? Were have you arrived?"

"Not very far--two years or three. |1've turned it over tw ce

once in oil and once in wheat."

"Why, Aleck, it's splendid! How does it aggregate?"

"I think--well, to be on the safe side, about a hundred and eighty

thousand clear, though it will probably be nore."

"My! isn't it wonderful? By gracious! luck has cone our way at |ast,

after all the hard sledding, A eck!"

"Vel | 2"

"I'mgoing to cash in a whole three hundred on the nissionaries--

what real right have we care for expenses!"”

"You couldn't do a nobler thing, dear; and it's just |ike your

generous nature, you unselfish boy."

The praise nade Sally poignantly happy, but he was fair and just
enough to say it was rightfully due to Al eck rather than to hinself,

since but for her he should never have had the noney.

Then they went up to bed, and in their deliriumof bliss they forgot

and left the candle burning in the parlor. They did not renenber



until they were undressed; then Sally was for letting it burn
he said they could afford it, if it was a thousand. But Al eck went

down and put it out.

A good job, too; for on her way back she hit on a scheme that woul d
turn the hundred and eighty thousand into half a nmillion before it

had had tinme to get cold.

CHAPTER 11|

The little newspaper which Al eck had subscribed for was a Thursday sheet;
it would make the trip of five hundred mles fromTilbury's village

and arrive on Saturday. Tilbury's letter had started on Friday,

nmore than a day too late for the benefactor to die and get into

that week's issue, but in plenty of time to make connection for the

next output. Thus the Fosters had to wait al nost a conplete week to
find out whether anything of a satisfactory nature had happened to him
or not. It was a long, |long week, and the strain was a heavy one.

The pair could hardly have borne it if their nminds had not had the

relief of whol esone diversion. W have seen that they had that.

The woman was piling up fortunes right along, the nman was spending them -

spending all his wife would give hima chance at, at any rate.

At |ast the Saturday cane, and the WEEKLY SAGAMORE arrived.

Ms. Eversly Bennett was present. She was the Presbyterian
parson's wife, and was working the Fosters for a charity.

Tal k now di ed a sudden death--on the Foster side. Ms. Bennett
presently di scovered that her hosts were not hearing a word she
was sayi ng; so she got up, wondering and indignant, and went away.
The nmonent she was out of the house, Al eck eagerly tore the w apper

fromthe paper, and her eyes and Sally's swept the colums for the



deat h-notices. Di sappointnent! Tilbury was not anywhere nentioned.
Al eck was a Christian fromthe cradle, and duty and the force of
habit required her to go through the notions. She pulled herself

together and said, with a pious two-per-cent. trade joyousness:

"Let us be hunbly thankful that he has been spared; and--"

"Damn his treacherous hide, | w sh--"

"Sally! For shane!"

"I don't care!" retorted the angry man. "It's the way YQU feel

and if you weren't so imorally pious you'd be honest and say so."

Al eck said, with wounded dignity:

"I do not see how you can say such unkind and unjust things.

There is no such thing as inmmoral piety."

Sally felt a pang, but tried to conceal it under a shuffling attenpt
to save his case by changing the formof it--as if changing the form
while retaining the juice could deceive the expert he was trying

to placate. He said

"I didn't nmean so bad as that, Aleck; | didn't really nean
imoral piety, | only nmeant--neant--well, conventional piety,
you know, er--shop piety; the--the--why, YQU know what | nean.
Al eck--the--well, where you put up that plated article and pl ay
it for solid, you know, w thout intending anything inproper

but just out of trade habit, ancient policy, petrified custom
|l oyalty to--to--hang it, | can't find the right words, but YQU
know what | mean, Aleck, and that there isn't any harmin it.

I"lIl try again. You see, it's this way. If a person--"



"You have said quite enough," said Al eck, coldly; "let the subject

be dropped.”

"I"Mwilling," fervently responded Sally, wi ping the sweat from

his forehead and | ooki ng the thankful ness he had no words for

Then, nusingly, he apologized to hinself. "I certainly held threes--
| KNOWit--but | drew and didn't fill. That's where |'mso often
weak in the game. |If | had stood pat--but | didn't. | never do.

I don't know enough.”

Conf essedl y defeated, he was properly tame now and subdued.

Al eck forgave himwith her eyes.

The grand interest, the suprene interest, cane instantly to the
front again; nothing could keep it in the background nany m nutes
on a stretch. The couple took up the puzzle of the absence

of Tilbury's death-notice. They discussed it every which way,

more or | ess hopefully, but they had to finish where they began
and concede that the only really sane expl anation of the absence
of the notice nust be--and wi thout doubt was--that Tilbury was

not dead. There was sonething sad about it, sonething even a
little unfair, maybe, but there it was, and had to be put up wth.
They were agreed as to that. To Sally it seened a strangely

i nscrut abl e di spensation; nore inscrutable than usual, he thought;
one of the nobst unnecessary inscrutable he could call to mnd,

in fact--and said so, with sone feeling; but if he was hoping

to draw Al eck he failed; she reserved her opinion, if she had one
she had not the habit of taking injudicious risks in any market,

worl dly or other.

The pair nmust wait for next week's paper--Tilbury had
evidently postponed. That was their thought and their decision

So they put the subject away and went about their affairs



again with as good heart as they coul d.

Now, if they had but known it, they had been wonging Tilbury

all the time. Tilbury had kept faith, kept it to the letter

he was dead, he had died to schedule. He was dead nore than four
days now and used to it; entirely dead, perfectly dead, as dead

as any other new person in the cenetery; dead in abundant time to get
into that week's SAGAMORE, too, and only shut out by an accident;

an acci dent which could not happen to a netropolitan journal

but whi ch happens easily to a poor little village rag |ike the SAGAMORE.
On this occasion, just as the editorial page was being | ocked up

a gratis quart of strawberry ice-water arrived from Hostetter's
Ladi es and CGents Ice-Cream Parlors, and the stickful of rather

chilly regret over Tilbury's translation got crowded out to make

roomfor the editor's frantic gratitude.

On its way to the standing-galley Tilbury's notice got pied.

O herwi se it would have gone into sonme future edition, for WEEKLY
SAGAMORES do not waste "live" matter, and in their galleys "live"

matter is imortal, unless a pi accident intervenes. But a thing

that gets pied is dead, and for such there is no resurrection

its chance of seeing print is gone, forever and ever. And so,

let Tilbury like it or not, let himrave in his grave to his fill,
no matter--no mention of his death would ever see the light in the

VEEKLY SAGAMORE.

CHAPTER 1V

Five weeks drifted tediously along. The SAGAMCORE arrived regularly on



t he Saturdays, but never once contained a nention of Tilbury Foster

Sally's patience broke down at this point, and he said, resentfully:

"Damm his livers, he's imortal!"

Al eck give hima very severe rebuke, and added with icy solemity:

"How woul d you feel if you were suddenly cut out just after such

an awful remark had escaped out of you?"

Wthout sufficient reflection Sally responded:

"I'd feel I was lucky I hadn't got caught with it IN ne."

Pride had forced himto say sonething, and as he could not think
of any rational thing to say he flung that out. Then he stole a base--
as he called it--that is, slipped fromthe presence, to keep from

being brayed in his wife's discussion-nortar.

Si x nonths came and went. The SAGAMORE was still silent about Til bury.
Meantime, Sally had several tines thrown out a feeler--that is,

a hint that he would like to know. Al eck had ignored the hints.

Sally now resolved to brace up and risk a frontal attack

So he squarely proposed to disguise hinself and go to Tilbury's
village and surreptitiously find out as to the prospects.

Al eck put her foot on the dangerous project with energy and deci sion.

She sai d:

"What can you be thinking of? You do keep ny hands full!
You have to be watched all the time, like a little child, to keep

you fromwal king into the fire. You'll stay right where you are!”

"Why, Aleck, | could do it and not be found out--1'"mcertain of it."



"Sally Foster, don't you know you woul d have to inquire around?"

"Of course, but what of it? Nobody would suspect who | was."

"Ch, listen to the man! Sone day you've got to prove to the

executors that you never inquired. What then?"

He had forgotten that detail. He didn't reply; there wasn't

anything to say. Al eck added:

"Now t hen, drop that notion out of your mnd, and don't ever neddle
with it again. Tilbury set that trap for you. Don't you knowit's
atrap? He is on the watch, and fully expecting you to bl under
intoit. WelIl, heis going to be disappointed--at |east while

am on deck. Sally!"

"Wl | 2"

"As long as you live, if it's a hundred years, don't you ever nake

an inquiry. Pronise!"

"Al right," with a sigh and reluctantly.

Then Al eck softened and sai d:

"Don't be inpatient. W are prospering; we can wait; there is

no hurry. Qur small dead-certain incone increases all the tineg;
and as to futures, | have not nade a mistake yet--they are piling
up by the thousands and tens of thousands. There is not another
famly in the state with such prospects as ours. Already we are

beginning to roll in eventual wealth. You know that, don't you?"

"Yes, Aleck, it's certainly so."



"Then be grateful for what God is doing for us and stop worrying.
You do not believe we could have achi eved these prodigious results

wi t hout Hi s special help and gui dance, do you?"

Hesitatingly, "N-no, | suppose not." Then, with feeling
and admiration, "And yet, when it conmes to judiciousness
in watering a stock or putting up a hand to skin Wall Street

I don't give in that YOU need any outside amateur help, if I do wish I--"

"Ch, DO shut up! | know you do not mean any harmor any irreverence,
poor boy, but you can't seemto open your nouth without |etting out
things to make a person shudder. You keep nme in constant dread.

For you and for all of us. Once | had no fear of the thunder

but now when | hear it [--"

Her voi ce broke, and she began to cry, and could not finish

The sight of this snote Sally to the heart and he took her in his

arnms and petted her and conforted her and prom sed better conduct,

and upbrai ded hinmself and renorsefully pleaded for forgiveness.

And he was in earnest, and sorry for what he had done and ready for any

sacrifice that could rmake up for it.

And so, in privacy, he thought |ong and deeply over the matter
resolving to do what should seembest. |t was easy to PROM SE reform
i ndeed he had already promised it. But would that do any real good,
any permanent good? No, it would be but tenporary--he knew

hi s weakness, and confessed it to hinself with sorrow -he could

not keep the promise. Sonething surer and better nust be devised;

and he devised it. At cost of precious noney which he had | ong

been saving up, shilling by shilling, he put a Iightning-rod on

t he house.

At a subsequent time he rel apsed.



What miracles habit can do! and how qui ckly and how easily habits

are acquired--both trifling habits and habits which profoundly change us.
If by accident we wake at two in the norning a couple of nights

i n succession, we have need to be uneasy, for another repetition can
turn the accident into a habit; and a nonth's dallying with whiskey--

but we all know these commonpl ace facts.

The castl e-building habit, the day-dream ng habit--how it grows!
what a luxury it becones; how we fly to its enchantnments at every
idle monent, how we revel in them steep our souls in them

i ntoxicate ourselves with their beguiling fantasi es--oh yes,

and how soon and how easily our dramlife and our material life
becone so interm ngled and so fused together that we can't quite

tell which is which, any nore.

By and by Al eck subscribed to a Chicago daily and for the WALL

STREET PO NTER. Wth an eye single to finance she studied these

as diligently all the week as she studied her Bible Sundays.

Sally was lost in admration, to note with what swift and sure strides
her genius and judgnent devel oped and expanded in the forecasting and
handl i ng of the securities of both the material and spiritual narkets.
He was proud of her nerve and daring in exploiting worldly stocks,

and just as proud of her conservative caution in working her

spiritual deals. He noted that she never |ost her head in either case;
that with a splendid courage she often went short on worldly futures,
but heedfully drew the line there--she was always |ong on the others.
Her policy was quite sane and sinple, as she explained it to him

what she put into earthly futures was for specul ati on, what she put
into spiritual futures was for investnment; she was willing to go into
the one on a margin, and take chances, but in the case of the other
"margin her no margins"--she wanted to cash in a hundred cents per

dollar's worth, and have the stock transferred on the books.



It took but a very few nonths to educate Al eck's inmagination

and Sally's. Each day's training added something to the spread

and effectiveness of the two nmachines. As a consequence, Al eck nade

i magi nary nmoney nuch faster than at first she had dreamed of meking it,
and Sally's conpetency in spending the overflow of it kept pace with
the strain put upon it, right along. |In the beginning, A eck had
given the coal speculation a twelvenmonth in which to naterialize,

and had been loath to grant that this term m ght possibly be shortened
by nine nonths. But that was the feeble work, the nursery work,

of a financial fancy that had had no teaching, no experience,

no practice. These aids soon cane, then that nine nonths vani shed,
and the inaginary ten-thousand-dollar investnent cane marching

home with three hundred per cent. profit on its back

It was a great day for the pair of Fosters. They were speechl ess
for joy. Al so speechless for another reason: after nuch watching
of the market, Aleck had lately, with fear and trenbling, nmade her
first flyer on a "margin," using the remaining twenty thousand of
the bequest in this risk. 1In her mnd s eye she had seen it clinb,
poi nt by point--always with a chance that the nmarket woul d break--
until at last her anxieties were too great for further endurance--
she being new to the margin business and unhardened, as yet--and she
gave her imaginary broker an inaginary order by inmaginary tel egraph
to sell. She said forty thousand dollars' profit was enough

The sale was made on the very day that the coal venture had returned
with its rich freight. As | have said, the couple were speechl ess.
they sat dazed and blissful that night, trying to realize that they were
actually worth a hundred thousand dollars in clean, inaginary cash.

Yet so it was.

It was the last tine that ever Al eck was afraid of a margin;
at least afraid enough to let it break her sleep and pal e her cheek

to the extent that this first experience in that |ine had done.



Indeed it was a nenorable night. Gadually the realization that they
were rich sank securely home into the souls of the pair, then they
began to place the noney. |If we could have | ooked out through

the eyes of these dreanmers, we should have seen their tidy little
wooden house di sappear, and two-story brick with a cast-iron fence

in front of it take its place; we should have seen a three-gl obed
gas-chandel i er grow down fromthe parlor ceiling; we should have seen
the honely rag carpet turn to noble Brussels, a dollar and a hal f

a yard; we should have seen the plebeian fireplace vanish away and

a recherch'e, big base-burner with isinglass w ndows take position
and spread awe around. And we shoul d have seen ot her things,

too; anong them the buggy, the | ap-robe, the stove-pipe hat, and so on

Fromthat time forth, although the daughters and the nei ghbors
saw only the same ol d wooden house there, it was a two-story
brick to Aleck and Sally and not a night went by that Al eck did
not worry about the imaginary gas-bills, and get for all confort

Sally's reckless retort: "Wiat of it? W can afford it."

Before the couple went to bed, that first night that they were rich
they had decided that they nust celebrate. They nust give a party--
that was the idea. But howto explain it--to the daughters and

t he nei ghbors? They could not expose the fact that they were rich
Sally was willing, even anxious, to do it; but Al eck kept her head
and would not allowit. She said that although the noney was as
good as in, it would be as well to wait until it was actually in.

On that policy she took her stand, and woul d not budge.

The great secret must be kept, she said--kept fromthe daughters and

everybody el se.

The pair were puzzled. They nust celebrate, they were determ ned

to celebrate, but since the secret nust be kept, what could



they celebrate? No birthdays were due for three nonths.

Tilbury wasn't available, evidently he was going to live forever

what the nation COULD they cel ebrate? That was Sally's way

of putting it; and he was getting inpatient, too, and harassed.

But at last he hit it--just by sheer inspiration, as it seermed to him-
and all their troubles were gone in a nonent; they would cel ebrate

the Discovery of Anerica. A splendid ideal

Al eck was al nost too proud of Sally for words--she said SHE never woul d
have thought of it. But Sally, although he was bursting with delight
in the conplinment and with wonder at hinself, tried not to let on

and said it wasn't really anything, anybody could have done it.

Whereat Aleck, with a prideful toss of her happy head, said:

"Ch, certainly! Anybody coul d--oh, anybody! Hosannah Dil ki ns,

for instance! O maybe Adel bert Peanut--oh, DEAR--yes! Well, 1'd like
to see themtry it, that's all. Dear-nme-suz, if they could think
of the discovery of a forty-acre island it's nore than _|I_ believe

they could; and as for the whole continent, why, Sally Foster
you know perfectly well it would strain the livers and |ights

out of them and THEN they couldn't!"

The dear wonman, she knew he had talent; and if affection nade
her over-estimate the size of it a little, surely it was a sweet

and gentle crine, and forgivable for its source's sake.

CHAPTER V

The cel ebration went off well. The friends were all present,
both the young and the old. Anong the young were Fl ossie and

G aci e Peanut and their brother Adel bert, who was a rising young



journeyman tinner, also Hosannah Dilkins, Jr., journeyman plasterer

just out of his apprenticeship. For many nonths Adel bert and Hosannah
had been showi ng interest in Gaendol en and O ytemestra Foster

and the parents of the girls had noticed this with private satisfaction.
But they suddenly realized now that that feeling had passed.

They recogni zed that the changed financial conditions had raised

up a social bar between their daughters and the young mechani cs.

The daughters coul d now | ook hi gher--and nust. Yes, nust. They need
marry nothing bel ow the grade of |awer or nerchant; poppa and nonma

woul d take care of this; there nust be no mesalliances.

However, these thinkings and projects of their were private,

and did not show on the surface, and therefore threw no shadow

upon the celebration. Wat showed upon the surface was a serene
and lofty contentrment and a dignity of carriage and gravity of
deportnent which conpelled the admration and |ikew se the wonder

of the conpany. All noticed it and all comented upon it, but none
was able to divine the secret of it. It was a nmarvel and a nystery.
Three several persons remarked, w thout suspecting what clever

shots they were making:

"It's as if they'd cone into property."

That was just it, indeed.

Most not hers woul d have taken hold of the matrinonial matter in the
ol d regul ation way; they would have given the girls a talking to,

of a solem sort and untactful--a |ecture calculated to defeat its
own purpose, by producing tears and secret rebellion; and the said
not hers woul d have further danmaged the business by requesting

the young nmechanics to discontinue their attentions. But this

nmot her was different. She was practical. She said nothing to any

of the young peopl e concerned, nor to any one el se except Sally.



He listened to her and understood; understood and adnired.

He sai d:

"I get the idea. Instead of finding fault with the sanples on view,
thus hurting feelings and obstructing trade w thout occasion

you nerely offer a higher class of goods for the noney, and | eave
nature to take her course. It's wisdom Al eck, solid w sdom

and sound as a nut. Wo's your fish? Have you nom nated himyet?"

No, she hadn't. They nust | ook the market over--which they did.

To start with, they considered and di scussed Brandi sh, rising young
| awyer, and Fulton, rising young dentist. Sally nust invite them
to dinner. But not right away; there was no hurry, Al eck said.
Keep an eye on the pair, and wait; nothing would be | ost by going

slowy in so inportant a matter.

It turned out that this was wi sdom too; for inside of three

weeks Al eck made a wonderful strike which swelled her inaginary
hundred thousand to four hundred thousand of the sane quality.

She and Sally were in the clouds that evening. For the first

time they introduced chanpagne at dinner. Not real chanpagne,

but plenty real enough for the anount of inmgination expended on it.
It was Sally that did it, and Al eck weakly subnitted. At bottom both
were troubl ed and ashanmed, for he was a high-up Son of Tenperance,
and at funerals wore an apron which no dog could | ook upon and retain
his reason and his opinion; and she was a W C. T. U, with all that
that inplies of boiler-iron virtue and unendurabl e holiness. But there
is was; the pride of riches was beginning its disintegrating work.
They had lived to prove, once nore, a sad truth which had been proven
many tines before in the world: that whereas principle is a great
and nobl e protection agai nst show and degradi ng vanities and vices,
poverty is worth six of it. Mre than four hundred thousand

dollars to the good. They took up the matrinonial matter again.



Neit her the dentist nor the | awer was nentioned; there was no occasion
they were out of the running. Disqualified. They discussed the son

of the pork-packer and the son of the village banker. But finally,

as in the previous case, they concluded to wait and think, and go

cautiously and sure.

Luck came their way again. Aleck, ever watchful saw a great

and risky chance, and took a daring flyer. A tine of trenbling,

of doubt, of awful uneasiness followed, for non-success nmeant absolute
ruin and nothing short of it. Then came the result, and Al eck

faint with joy, could hardly control her voice when she said:

"The suspense is over, Sally--and we are worth a cold mllion!"

Sally wept for gratitude, and said:

"Ch, Electra, jewel of wonen, darling of my heart, we are free

at last, we roll in wealth, we need never scrinp again. it's a
case for Veuve Ciquot!" and he got out a pint of spruce-beer

and nade sacrifice, he saying "Damm the expense,” and she rebuking

himgently with reproachful but hum d and happy eyes.

They shel ved the pork-packer's son and the banker's son, and sat

down to consider the CGovernor's son and the son of the Congressman.

CHAPTER VI

It were a weariness to followin detail the | eaps and bounds the Foster
fictitious finances took fromthis tine forth. It was narvel ous,
it was dizzying, it was dazzling. Everything Al eck touched turned

to fairy gold, and heaped itself glittering toward the firnanent.



MI1llions upon nmillions poured in, and still the mighty streamfl owed
thundering along, still its vast volune increased. Five nillions--

ten mllions--twenty--thirty--was there never to be an end?

Two years swept by in a splendid delirium the intoxicated Fosters
scarcely noticing the flight of tinme. They were now worth three hundred
mllion dollars; they were in every board of directors of every
prodi gi ous conmbine in the country; and still as tinme drifted al ong,

the mllions went on piling up, five at atine, ten at a tineg,

as fast as they could tally themoff, alnost. The three hundred

doubl e itsel f--then doubl ed agai n--and yet agai n--and yet once nore.

Twenty-four hundred mllions!

The business was getting a little confused. It was necessary

to take an account of stock, and straighten it out. The Fosters
knew it, they felt it, they realized that it was inperative;

but they also knew that to do it properly and perfectly the task
must be carried to a finish without a break when once it was begun
A ten-hours' job; and where could THEY find ten |eisure hours

in a bunch? Sally was selling pins and sugar and calico all day
and every day; Al eck was cooking and washi ng di shes and sweepi ng
and nmaki ng beds all day and every day, with none to help,

for the daughters were being saved up for high society. The Fosters
knew there was one way to get the ten hours, and only one.

Both were ashanmed to nanme it; each waited for the other to do it.

Finally Sally said:

"Sonmebody's got to give in. It's up to ne. Consider that |'ve

naned it--never mnd pronouncing it out aloud.”

Al eck colored, but was grateful. Wthout further remark, they fell
Fel I, and--broke the Sabbath. For that was their only free

ten-hour stretch. It was but another step in the downward path.



O hers would follow Vast wealth has tenptations which fatally
and surely undermne the noral structure of persons not habituated

to its possession.

They pull ed down the shades and broke the Sabbath. Wth hard
and patient |abor they overhaul ed their holdings and listed them
And a | ong-drawn procession of form dable nanes it was!

Starting with the Railway Systens, Steaner Lines, Standard G,
Ccean Cables, Diluted Tel egraph, and all the rest, and wi nding
up with Klondi ke, De Beers, Tammany G aft, and Shady Privil eges

in the Post-office Departnent.

Twenty-four hundred nmillions, and all safely planted in Good Things,
gilt-edged and interest-bearing. |Incone, $120,000,000 a year

Al eck fetched a long purr of soft delight, and said:

"I's it enough?”

"It is, Aleck."

"What shall we do?"

"Stand pat.”

"Retire from busi ness?"

"That's it."

"I am agreed. The good work is finished; we will take a | ong rest

and enjoy the noney."

"Good! Al eck!"

"Yes, dear?"



"How nmuch of the incone can we spend?”

"The whole of it."

It seened to her husband that a ton of chains fell fromhis |inbs.

He did not say a word; he was happy beyond the power of speech

After that, they broke the Sabbaths right along as fast as they
turned up. It is the first wong step that counts. Every Sunday
they put in the whole day, after norning service, on inventions--

i nventions of ways to spend the noney. They got to continuing this
delicious dissipation until past mdnight; and at every s'eance Al eck
| avi shed millions upon great charities and religious enterprises,

and Sally lavished |like sunms upon matters to which (at first)

he gave definite nanmes. Only at first. Later the names gradually

| ost sharpness of outline, and eventually faded into "sundries,"

thus beconing entirely--but safely--undescriptive. For Sally

was crunbling. The placing of these mllions added seriously

and nost unconfortably to the famly expenses--in tallow candl es.

For a while Aleck was worried. Then, after a little, she ceased

to worry, for the occasion of it was gone. She was pained,

she was grieved, she was ashaned; but she said nothing, and so becane
an accessory. Sally was taking candles; he was robbing the store.

It is ever thus. Vast wealth, to the person unaccustoned to it,

is a bane; it eats into the flesh and bone of his norals.

When the Fosters were poor, they could have been trusted with

untol d candles. But now they--but let us not dwell upon it.

From candles to apples is but a step: Sally got to taking apples;
then soap; then naple-sugar; then canned goods; then crockery.

How easy it is to go frombad to worse, when once we have started upon a

downwar d course



Meantime, other effects had been milestoning the course of the Fosters
splendid financial march. The fictitious brick dwelling had

given place to an imginary granite one with a checker-board

mansard roof; in tinme this one di sappeared and gave place to a

still grander honme--and so on and so on. Mansion after mansion

made of air, rose, higher, broader, finer, and each in its turn

vani shed away; until now in these |latter great days, our dreaners
were in fancy housed, in a distant region, in a sunptuous vast

pal ace which | ooked out froma |leafy sumrit upon a nobl e prospect

of vale and river and receding hills steeped in tinted msts--

and all private, all the property of the dreaners; a pal ace swarning
with liveried servants, and popul ous with guests of fame and power,

hailing fromall the world's capitals, foreign and donestic.

This palace was far, far away toward the rising sun, imeasurably renote,
astrononically renpote, in Newport, Rhode Island, Holy Land

of High Society, ineffable Domain of the American Aristocracy.

As a rule they spent a part of every Sabbath--after norning service--

in this sunptuous hone, the rest of it they spent in Europe,

or in dawdling around in their private yacht. Six days of sordid

and plodding fact life at home on the ragged edge of Lakeside

and straitened nmeans, the seventh in Fairlyand--such had been

their programand their habit.

In their sternly restricted fact life they remained as of old--

pl oddi ng, diligent, careful, practical, econonical. They stuck
loyally to the little Presbyterian Church, and | abored faithfully
inits interests and stood by its high and tough doctrines with al
their nental and spiritual energies. But in their dreamlife they
obeyed the invitations of their fancies, whatever they might be,

and howsoever the fancies mght change. Aleck's fancies were not
very capricious, and not frequent, but Sally's scattered a good deal

Al eck, in her dreamlife, went over to the Episcopal canp, on account



of its large official titles; next she becane Hi gh-church on account
of the candl es and shows; and next she naturally changed to Rone,
where there were cardinals and nore candles. But these excursions
were a nothing to Sally's. His dreamlife was a gl owi ng and conti nuous
and persistent excitement, and he kept every part of it fresh and
sparkling by frequent changes, the religious part along with the rest.

He worked his religions hard, and changed themwi th his shirt.

The |iberal spendings of the Fosters upon their fancies began

early in their prosperities, and grewin prodigality step by step

with their advancing fortunes. In tine they becane truly enornous.

Al eck built a university or two per Sunday; also a hospital or two;

al so a Rowton hotel or so; also a batch of churches; now and then

a cathedral; and once, with untinely and ill-chosen pl ayful ness,

Sally said, "It was a cold day when she didn't ship a cargo of

m ssionaries to persuade unreflecting Chinanmen to trade off twenty-four

carat Confucianismfor counterfeit Christianity."

This rude and unfeeling | anguage hurt Al eck to the heart, and she

went fromthe presence crying. That spectacle went to his own heart,
and in his pain and shame he woul d have given worlds to have

t hose unki nd words back. She had uttered no syllable of reproach--
and that cut him Not one suggestion that he | ook at his own record--
and she coul d have made, oh, so many, and such blistering ones!

Her generous silence brought a swift revenge, for it turned his

t houghts upon hinself, it summoned before hima spectral procession

a moving vision of his life as he had been leading it these past

few years of limtless prosperity, and as he sat there review ng

it his cheeks burned and his soul was steeped in humliation

Look at her life--how fair it was, and tending ever upward; and | ook
at his own--how frivol ous, how charged with mean vanities, how selfish,
how enpty, how ignoble! And its trend--never upward, but downward

ever downward



He instituted conpari sons between her record and his own. He had found
fault with her--so he nused--HE! And what could he say for hinself?
When she built her first church what was he doing? Gathering other
blas'e nultimllionaires into a Poker Cub; defiling his own pal ace
with it; losing hundreds of thousands to it at every sitting,

and sillily vain of the admiring notoriety it nade for him

When she was building her first university, what was he doi ng?
Polluting hinmself with a gay and dissipated secret life in the
conpany of other fast bloods, nultinmllionaires in nmoney and paupers
in character. Wen she was building her first foundling asyl um

what was he doing? Alas! Wen she was projecting her noble Society
for the Purifying of the Sex, what was he doing? Ah, what, indeed!
Wien she and the W C. T. U and the Wnan with the Hatchet,

moving with resistless narch, were sweeping the fatal bottle from
the I and, what was he doing? Getting drunk three tines a day.

When she, builder of a hundred cathedrals, was being gratefully

wel comed and bl est in papal Rome and decorated with the Gol den Rose
whi ch she had so honorably earned, what was he doing? Breaking the

bank at Monte Carl o.

He stopped. He could go no farther; he could not bear the rest.
He rose up, with a great resolution upon his lips: this secret
life should be revealing, and confessed; no | onger would he live

it clandestinely, he would go and tell her All.

And that is what he did. He told her Al; and wept upon

her bosom wept, and noaned, and begged for her forgiveness.

It was a profound shock, and she staggered under the blow, but he
was her own, the core of her heart, the bl essing of her eyes,

her all in all, she could deny himnothing, and she forgave him
She felt that he could never again be quite to her what he had

been before; she knew that he could only repent, and not reform



yet all norally defaced and decayed as he was, was he not her own,
her very own, the idol of her deathless worship? She said she
was his serf, his slave, and she opened her yearning heart and took

himin.

CHAPTER VI |

One Sunday afternoon sone tinme after this they were sailing the
sunmer seas in their dreamyacht, and reclining in lazy |uxury under
the awning of the after-deck. There was silence, for each was busy
with his own thoughts. These seasons of silence had insensibly
been growi ng nore and nore frequent of late; the ol d nearness and
cordiality were waning. Sally's terrible revelation had done its work
Al eck had tried hard to drive the nenory of it out of her nind,

but it would not go, and the shanme and bitterness of it were

poi soni ng her gracious dreamlife. She could see now (on Sundays)
that her husband was becomi ng a bl oated and repul sive Thing.

She could not close her eyes to this, and in these days she

no | onger |ooked at him Sundays, when she could help it.

But she--was she herself without blem sh? Al as, she knew she was not.
She was keeping a secret fromhim she was acting di shonorably

toward him and nany a pang it was costing her. SHE WAS BREAKI NG

THE COVPACT, AND CONCEALING IT FROM H M Under strong tenptation

she had gone into business again; she had risked their whole

fortune in a purchase of all the railway systens and coal and stee
companies in the country on a margin, and she was now trenbling,

every Sabbath hour, |est through sone chance word of hers he find

it out. In her nmisery and renorse for this treachery she could

not keep her heart fromgoing out to himin pity; she was filled

with conpunctions to see himlying there, drunk and contented,



and ever suspecting. Never suspecting--trusting her with a perfect
and pathetic trust, and she hol ding over himby a thread a possible

calanity of so devastating a--

" SAY- - Al eck?"

The interrupting words brought her suddenly to herself. She was
grateful to have that persecuting subject fromher thoughts,

and she answered, with much of the old-tinme tenderness in her tone:

"Yes, dear."

"Do you know, Aleck, | think we are making a m stake--that is

you are. | nean about the narriage business." He sat up, fat and
froggy and benevolent, |ike a bronze Buddha, and grew earnest.

"Consider--it's nore than five years. You' ve continued the same
policy fromthe start: wth every rise, always holding on for five

poi nts higher. Always when | think we are going to have sone weddi ngs,
you see a bigger thing ahead, and | undergo anot her di sappoi ntnent.

| _think you are too hard to please. Sone day we'll get left.

First, we turned down the dentist and the |awer. That was all right--
it was sound. Next, we turned down the banker's son and the

por k- butcher's heir--right again, and sound. Next, we turned

down the Congressman's son and the Governor's--right as a trivet,

I confess it. Next the Senator's son and the son of the Vice-President
of the United States--perfectly right, there's no permanency about
those little distinctions. Then you went for the aristocracy;

and | thought we had struck oil at |last--yes. W would nake

a plunge at the Four Hundred, and pull in sone ancient |ineage,
venerable, holy, ineffable, nmellow with the antiquity of a hundred

and fifty years, disinfected of the ancestral odors of salt-cod

and pelts all of a century ago, and unsnirched by a day's work since,

and then! why, then the marriages, of course. But no, along cones



a pair areal aristocrats from Europe, and strai ghtway you throw over
the half-breeds. It was awfully di scouraging, Al eck! Since then
what a procession! You turned down the baronets for a pair

of barons; you turned down the barons for a pair of viscounts;

the viscounts for a pair of earls; the earls for a pair of marquises
the marqui ses for a brace of dukes. NOW Al eck, cash in!--

you've played the linmt. You' ve got a job Iot of four dukes

under the hammer; of four nationalities; all sound in the w nd

and |inb and pedigree, all bankrupt and in debt up to the ears.

They cone high, but we can afford it. Cone, Aleck, don't delay

any longer, don't keep up the suspense: take the whole |ay-out,

and | eave the girls to choose!"

Al eck had been smiling blandly and contentedly all through this
arrai gnment of her marriage policy, a pleasant light, as of triunph
with perhaps a nice surprise peeping out through it, rose in her eyes,

and she said, as calmy as she coul d:

"Sally, what would you say to--ROYALTY?"

Prodi gi ous! Poor man, it knocked himsilly, and he fell over the
gar board- strake and barked his shin on the cat-heads. He was dizzy
for a nonent, then he gathered hinself up and |inped over and sat
down by his wife and beaned his old-tine admration and affection

upon her in floods, out of his bleary eyes.

"By George!" he said, fervently, "A eck, you ARE great--the greatest
worman in the whole earth! | can't ever learn the whole size of you

I can't ever learn the i measurable deeps of you. Here |'ve been

considering nyself qualified to criticize your game. _|!_ Wy,
if I had stopped to think, I'd have known you had a | one hand up
your sleeve. Now, dear heart, I'mall red-hot inpatience--tell me

about it!"



The flattered and happy woman put her lips to his ear and whi spered
a princely nanme. It made himcatch his breath, it lit his face

with exultation.

"Land!" he said, "it's a stunning catch! He's got a ganbling-hall,
and a graveyard, and a bishop, and a cathedral--all his very own.
And all gilt-edged five-hundred-per-cent. stock, every detail of it;
the tidiest little property in Europe. and that graveyard--

it's the selectest in the world: none but suicides adnitted;

YES, sir, and the free-list suspended, too, ALL the tine.

There isn't nmuch land in the principality, but there's enough

ei ght hundred acres in the graveyard and forty-two outside.

It's a SOVEREI GNTY--that's the main thing; LAND S nothing

There's plenty land, Sahara's drugged with it."

Al eck gl owed; she was profoundly happy. She said:

"Think of it, Sally--it is a famly that has never narried outside
the Royal and Inperial Houses of Europe: our grandchildren will

sit upon thrones!"

"True as you live, Aleck--and bear scepters, too; and handl e
themas naturally and nonchantly as | handl e a yardstick
it's a grand catch, Aleck. He's corralled, is he? Can't get away?

You didn't take himon a margin?"

"No. Trust nme for that. He's not a liability, he's an asset.

So is the other one."

"Who is it, Al eck?

"H s Royal Highness

Si gi smund- Si egf ri end- Lauenf el d- Di nkel spi el - Schwar t zenber g



Bl utwurst, Hereditary Grant Duke of Katzenyamrer."

"No! You can't nean it!"

"It's as true as I"'msitting here, | give you ny word," she answered.
Hs cup was full, and he hugged her to his heart with rapture, saying:
"How wonderful it all seems, and how beautiful! [It's one of the

ol dest and nobl est of the three hundred and sixty-four ancient
German principalities, and one of the few that was allowed to
retain its royal estate when Bismarck got done trinmm ng them

I know that farm |'ve been there. |It's got a rope-walk and a
candl e-factory and an arny. Standing arny. Infantry and cavalry.
Three soldier and a horse. Aleck, it's been a long wait, and ful
of heartbreak and hope deferred, but God knows | am happy now.
Happy, and grateful to you, ny own, who have done it all

When is it to be?"

"Next Sunday."

"Good. And we'll want to do these weddings up in the very regal est
style that's going. |It's properly due to the royal quality of the
parties of the first part. Now as | understand it, there is only one
kind of marriage that is sacred to royalty, exclusive to royalty:

it's the norganatic."

"What do they call it that for, Sally?"

"I don't know, but anyway it's royal, and royal only."

"Then we will insist upon it. Mre--1 will conpel it.

It is nmorganatic marriage or none."



"That settles it!" said Sally, rubbing his hands with delight.
"And it will be the very first in Arerica. Aeck, it will make

Newport sick."

Then they fell silent, and drifted away upon their dream w ngs
to the far regions of the earth to invite all the crowned heads

and their fanilies and provide gratis transportation to them

CHAPTER VI |

During three days the couple wal ked upon air, with their heads in

the clouds. They were but vaguely conscious of their surroundi ngs;
they saw all things dimy, as through a veil; they were steeped

in dreans, often they did not hear when they were spoken to;

they often did not understand when they heard; they answered confusedly
or at random Sally sold nol asses by weight, sugar by the yard,

and furni shed soap when asked for candles, and Al eck put the cat

in the wash and fed mlk to the soiled Iinen. Everybody was stunned
and anmazed, and went about nuttering, "Wat CAN be the matter

with the Fosters?"

Three days. Then canme events! Things had taken a happy turn

and for forty-eight hours Al eck's inmaginary corner had been boom ng.
Up--up--still up! Cost point was passed. Still up--and up--

and up! Cost point was passed. STill up--and up--and up

Fi ve points above cost--then ten--fifteen--twenty! Twenty points
cold profit on the vast venture, now, and Al eck's inaginary brokers
were shouting frantically by imagi nary |ong-distance, "Sell! sell

for Heaven's sake SELL!"

She broke the splendid news to Sally, and he, too, said,



"Sell! sell--oh, don't make a bl under, now, you own the earth!--
sell, sell!" But she set her iron will and |l ashed it am dshi ps,

and said she would hold on for five points nore if she died for it.

It was a fatal resolve. The very next day came the historic crash
the record crash, the devastating crash, when the bottomfell out
of Wall Street, and the whol e body of gilt-edged stocks dropped
ninety-five points in five hours, and the nmultimllionaire was seen
begging his bread in the Bowery. Al eck sternly held her grip

and "put up" ass long as she could, but at |ast there cane a cal

whi ch she was powerless to neet, and her inmaginary brokers sold

her out. Then, and not till then, the man in her was vani shed,

and the woman in her resuned sway. She put her arns about her

husband' s neck and wept, sayi ng:

"I amto blanme, do not forgive ne, | cannot bear it. W are paupers!
Paupers, and | amso niserable. The weddings will never cone off;

all that is past; we could not even buy the dentist, now.

A bitter reproach was on Sally's tongue: "I BEGGED you to sell
but you--" He did not say it; he had not the heart to add a hurt
to that broken and repentant spirit. A nobler thought came to him

and he sai d:

"Bear up, my Aleck, all is not lost! You really never invested

a penny of ny uncle's bequest, but only its unnaterialized future;
what we have lost was only the increnmented harvest fromthat future
by your inconparable financial judgment and sagacity. Cheer up
bani sh these griefs; we still have the thirty thousand untouched;
and wi th the experience which you have acquired, think what you w |l
be able to do with it in a couple years! The narriages are not off,

they are only postponed."



These are bl essed words. Al eck saw how true they were, and their
i nfluence was electric; her tears ceased to flow, and her great spirit
rose to its full stature again. Wth flashing eye and grateful heart,

and with hand uplifted in pledge and prophecy, she said:

"Now and here | proclaim-"

But she was interrupted by a visitor. It was the editor and proprietor
of the SAGAMORE. He had happened into Lakeside to pay a duty-call upon
an obscure grandnother of his who was nearing the end of her pilgrimge,
and with the idea of conbining business with grief he had | ooked up

the Fosters, who had been so absorbed in other things for the past

four years that they neglected to pay up their subscription

Six dollars due. No visitor could have been nore wel cone. He would
know al | about Uncle Tilbury and what his chances might be getting

to be, cemeterywards. They could, of course, ask no questions,

for that woul d squel ch the bequest, but they could nibble around on

the edge of the subject and hope for results. The schene did not work.
The obtuse editor did not know he was being nibbled at; but at |ast,
chance acconplished what art had failed in. In illustration of sonething

under di scussion which required the hel p of netaphor, the editor said:

"Land, it's a tough as Tilbury Foster!--as WE say."

It was sudden, and it nmade the Fosters junp. The editor noticed,

and said, apol ogetically:

"No harmintended, | assure you. |It's just a saying; just a joke,

you know-nothing of it. Relation of yours?"

Sal ly crowded his burning eagerness down, and answered with al

the indifference he could assune:

"I--well, not that | know of, but we've heard of him" The editor



was thankful, and resumed his conposure. Sally added: "Is he--

is he--wel | ?"

"I's he VELL? Wy, bless you he's in Sheol these five years!”

The Fosters were trenbling with grief, though it felt l|ike joy.

Sally said, non-committally--and tentatively:

"Ah, well, such is |life, and none can escape--not even the rich

are spared.”

The editor | aughed.

"I'f you are including Tilbury," said he, "it don't apply.

HE hadn't a cent; the town had to bury him"

The Fosters sat petrified for two mnutes; petrified and col d.

Then, white-faced and weak-voiced, Sally asked:

"I's it true? Do you KNOWit to be true?"

"Well, | should say! | was one of the executors. He hadn't
anything to | eave but a wheel barrow, and he left that to ne.
It hadn't any wheel, and wasn't any good. Still, it was sonething,
and so, to square up, | scribbled off a sort of alittle obituaria

send-of f for him but it got crowded out."

The Fosters were not listening--their cup was full, it could
contain no nore. They sat with bowed heads, dead to all things

but the ache at their hearts.

An hour later. Still they sat there, bowed, notionless, silent,

the visitor | ong ago gone, they unaware.



Then they stirred, and lifted their heads wearily, and gazed at each
other wistfully, dream |y, dazed; then presently began to twaddle

to each other in a wandering and childish way. At intervals they

| apsed into silences, |leaving a sentence unfinished, seeningly either
unaware of it or losing their way. Sonetinmes, when they woke

out of these silences they had a dimand transient consci ousness
that sonet hing had happened to their mnds; then with a dunb

and yearning solicitude they would softly caress each other's

hands in nutual conpassion and support, as if they would say:

"I amnear you, | will not forsake you, we will bear it together
somewhere there is rel ease and forgetful ness, sonewhere there

is a grave and peace; be patient, it will not be long."

They lived yet two years, in nental night, always brooding,
steeped in vague regrets and nel ancholy dreamnms, never speaki ng;

then rel ease cane to both on the same day.

Toward the end the darkness lifted from Sally's ruined m nd

for a nonent, and he said:

"Vast wealth, acquired by sudden and unwhol esone neans, is a snare.
It did us no good, transient were its feverish pleasures;
yet for its sake we threw away our sweet and sinple and happy life--

| et others take warning by us."

He lay silent awhile, with closed eyes; then as the chill of death
crept upward toward his heart, and consciousness was fading from

his brain, he nuttered:

"Money had brought himm sery, and he took his revenge upon us,
who had done himno harm He had his desire: wth base and cunning
calculation he left us but thirty thousand, knowing we would try

to increase it, and ruin our life and break our hearts. Wthout added



expense he could have | eft us far above desire of increase, far above
the tenptation to specul ate, and a ki nder soul would have done it;

but in himwas no generous spirit, no pity, no--"

A DOG S TALE

CHAPTER |

My father was a St. Bernard, ny nother was a collie, but I am

a Presbyterian. This is what ny nother told me, | do not know
these nice distinctions nyself. To nme they are only fine |arge
words neaning nothing. M nother had a fondness for such

she liked to say them and see other dogs | ook surprised and envious,
as wondering how she got so much education. But, indeed, it was not
real education; it was only show. she got the words by listening

i n the dining-roomand draw ng-room when there was conpany,

and by going with the children to Sunday-school and listening there;
and whenever she heard a large word she said it over to herself

many tines, and so was able to keep it until there was a dogmatic
gathering in the nei ghborhood, then she would get it off,

and surprise and distress themall, from pocket-pup to mastiff,

whi ch rewarded her for all her trouble. |If there was a stranger

he was nearly sure to be suspicious, and when he got his breath
again he would ask her what it neant. And she always told him

He was never expecting this but thought he would catch her

so when she told him he was the one that |ooked ashaned,

whereas he had thought it was going to be she. The others were

al ways waiting for this, and glad of it and proud of her, for they

knew what was goi ng to happen, because they had had experience.



When she told the meaning of a big word they were all so taken up
with admiration that it never occurred to any dog to doubt if it

was the right one; and that was natural, because, for one thing,

she answered up so pronptly that it seenmed |ike a dictionary speaking,
and for another thing, where could they find out whether it was right
or not? for she was the only cultivated dog there was. By and by,
when | was ol der, she brought hone the word Unintellectual, one tine,
and worked it pretty hard all the week at different gatherings,
maki ng much unhappi ness and despondency; and it was at this tine
that | noticed that during that week she was asked for the neaning

at eight different assenbl ages, and flashed out a fresh definition
every tinme, which showed ne that she had nore presence of m nd

than culture, though |I said nothing, of course. She had one word

whi ch she al ways kept on hand, and ready, like a life-preserver

a kind of energency word to strap on when she was likely to get
washed overboard in a sudden way--that was the word Synonynous.

When she happened to fetch out a |l ong word which had had its day
weeks before and its prepared neani ngs gone to her dunp-pile,

if there was a stranger there of course it knocked hi m groggy for

a couple of mnutes, then he would cone to, and by that tine she
woul d be away down wi nd on anot her tack, and not expecting anything;
so when he'd hail and ask her to cash in, | (the only dog on

the inside of her gane) could see her canvas flicker a nonent--

but only just a nonent--then it would belly out taut and full

and she would say, as calmas a sumer's day, "lIt's synonynous

wi th supererogation,” or sone godless long reptile of a word

like that, and go placidly about and ski maway on the next tack
perfectly confortable, you know, and |eave that stranger | ooking

prof ane and enbarrassed, and the initiated slatting the floor

with their tails in unison and their faces transfigured with a

holy j oy.

And it was the same with phrases. She would drag hone a whol e phrase,



if it had a grand sound, and play it six nights and two mati nees,
and explain it a new way every tinme--which she had to, for all she
cared for was the phrase; she wasn't interested in what it neant,
and knew those dogs hadn't wit enough to catch her, anyway.

Yes, she was a daisy! She got so she wasn't afraid of anything,
she had such confidence in the ignorance of those creatures

She even brought anecdotes that she had heard the famly and the
di nner -guests | augh and shout over; and as a rule she got the nub
of one chestnut hitched onto another chestnut, where, of course,

it didn't fit and hadn't any point; and when she delivered the nub
she fell over and rolled on the floor and | aughed and barked

in the nost insane way, while | could see that she was wondering
to herself why it didn't seemas funny as it did when she first
heard it. But no harm was done; the others rolled and barked too,
privately ashanmed of thenselves for not seeing the point, and never
suspecting that the fault was not with them and there wasn't any

to see.

You can see by these things that she was of a rather vain and
frivolous character; still, she had virtues, and enough to make up,

I think. She had a kind heart and gentle ways, and never harbored
resentnments for injuries done her, but put themeasily out of her

m nd and forgot them and she taught her children her kindly way,

and fromher we |learned also to be brave and pronpt in time of danger,
and not to run away, but face the peril that threatened friend

or stranger, and help himthe best we could w thout stopping to think
what the cost might be to us. And she taught us not by words only,
but by exanple, and that is the best way and the surest and the

nmost lasting. Wy, the brave things she did, the splendid things! she
was just a soldier; and so nodest about it--well, you couldn't help
admring her, and you couldn't help imtating her; not even a King
Charl es spaniel could renmain entirely despicable in her society.

So, as you see, there was nore to her than her education



CHAPTER 1 |

When | was well grown, at last, | was sold and taken away,

and | never saw her again. She was broken-hearted, and so was I,

and we cried; but she conforted nme as well as she could, and said

we were sent into this world for a wise and good purpose, and nust

do our duties without repining, take our life as we might find it,
live it for the best good of others, and never m nd about the results;
they were not our affair. She said nen who did like this would have
a nobl e and beautiful reward by and by in another world, and although
we ani mals would not go there, to do well and right w thout reward
woul d give to our brief lives a worthiness and dignity which in
itself would be a reward. She had gathered these things fromtine

to time when she had gone to the Sunday-school with the children

and had laid themup in her menory nore carefully than she had done
with those other words and phrases; and she had studi ed them deeply,
for her good and ours. One may see by this that she had a w se

and t houghtful head, for all there was so nuch |ightness and vanity

init.

So we said our farewells, and | ooked our |ast upon each other through
our tears; and the last thing she said--keeping it for the |ast

to nake ne renenber it the better, | think--was, "In nenory of ne,
when there is a time of danger to another do not think of yourself,

thi nk of your nother, and do as she would do."

Do you think I could forget that? No.



CHAPTER 11 |

It was such a charm ng hone!--ny new one; a fine great house,

with pictures, and delicate decorations, and rich furniture,

and no gl oom anywhere, but all the wilderness of dainty colors lit up
with floodi ng sunshine; and the spaci ous grounds around it, and the
great garden--oh, greensward, and noble trees, and flowers, no end!
And | was the sane as a nenber of the famly; and they |oved ne,

and petted ne, and did not give ne a new nane, but called nme by ny
old one that was dear to ne because nmy nother had given it ne--
Ai l een Mavoureen. She got it out of a song; and the G ays knew

that song, and said it was a beautiful nane.

Ms. Gay was thirty, and so sweet and so |ovely, you cannot

imagine it; and Sadie was ten, and just like her nother, just a
darling slender little copy of her, with auburn tails down her back
and short frocks; and the baby was a year old, and plunp and di npl ed,
and fond of nme, and never could get enough of hauling on ny tail,

and huggi ng nme, and | aughing out its innocent happiness; and M. G ay
was thirty-eight, and tall and sl ender and handsone, a little bald
in front, alert, quick in his novenents, business-like, pronpt,

deci ded, unsentinental, and with that kind of trimchiseled face
that just seens to glint and sparkle with frosty intellectuality!

He was a renowned scientist. | do not know what the word mneans,

but ny nother would know how to use it and get effects. She would
know how to depress a rat-terrier with it and nake a | ap-dog

| ook sorry he came. But that is not the best one; the best one

was Laboratory. My nother could organize a Trust on that one that
woul d skin the tax-collars off the whole herd. The |aboratory

was not a book, or a picture, or a place to wash your hands in,

as the college president's dog said--no, that is the |avatory;

the | aboratory is quite different, and is filled with jars,



and bottles, and electrics, and wires, and strange machi nes;

and every week other scientists canme there and sat in the place,

and used the nmachi nes, and di scussed, and made what they called
experinments and di scoveries; and often | canme, too, and stood

around and listened, and tried to learn, for the sake of my nother

and in loving nenory of her, although it was a pain to ne, as realizing

what she was |l osing out of her life and | gaining nothing at all

for try as | mght, I was never able to make anything out of it
at all.
OQher times | lay on the floor in the nistress's work-room and sl ept,

she gently using me for a foot-stool, knowing it pleased ne,

for it was a caress; other tines | spent an hour in the nursery,
and got well tousled and nade happy; other tines | watched by the
crib there, when the baby was asleep and the nurse out for a few
m nutes on the baby's affairs; other times | ronped and raced
through the grounds and the garden with Sadie till we were tired out,
then slunbered on the grass in the shade of a tree while she read
her book; other times | went visiting anong the nei ghbor dogs--
for there were sonme nost pl easant ones not far away, and one very
handsome and courteous and graceful one, a curly-haired Irish
setter by the name of Robin Adair, who was a Presbyterian |ike ne,

and bel onged to the Scotch mnister.

The servants in our house were all kind to ne and were fond of nme,
and so, as you see, nmine was a pleasant life. There could not be
a happier dog that | was, nor a gratefuler one. | will say this
for nmyself, for it is only the truth: | tried in all ways to do
well and right, and honor ny nother's menory and her teachings,

and earn the happiness that had cone to ne, as best | could.

By and by canme ny little puppy, and then ny cup was full, my happiness

was perfect. It was the dearest little waddling thing, and so snooth



and soft and velvety, and had such cunning little awkward paws,

and such affectionate eyes, and such a sweet and innocent face;

and it nmade nme so proud to see how the children and their nother
adored it, and fondled it, and exclaimed over every little wonderful

thing it did. It did seemto nme that |life was just too lovely to--

Then canme the winter. One day | was standing a watch in the nursery.
That is to say, | was asleep on the bed. The baby was asleep in

the crib, which was al ongsi de the bed, on the side next the fireplace.
It was the kind of crib that has a lofty tent over it made of gauzy
stuff that you can see through. The nurse was out, and we two

sl eepers were alone. A spark fromthe wood-fire was shot out, and it
lit on the slope of the tent. | suppose a quiet interval followed,
then a scream fromthe baby awoke ne, and there was that tent

flaming up toward the ceiling! Before | could think, | sprang

to the floor in ny fright, and in a second was half-way to the door
but in the next half-second ny nother's farewell was soundi ng

in my ears, and | was back on the bed again., | reached ny head
through the flames and dragged the baby out by the wai st-band,

and tugged it along, and we fell to the floor together in a cloud

of snoke; | snatched a new hold, and dragged the screanming little
creature along and out at the door and around the bend of the hall,
and was still tugging away, all excited and happy and proud,

when the nmaster's voi ce shout ed:

"Begone you cursed beast!" and | junped to save nyself; but he

was furiously quick, and chased ne up, striking furiously at ne

with his cane, | dodging this way and that, in terror, and at last a
strong blow fell upon ny left foreleg, which made me shriek and fall,
for the nonment, hel pless; the cane went up for another bl ow,

but never descended, for the nurse's voice rang wildly out,

"The nursery's on firel" and the master rushed away in that direction

and ny ot her bones were saved.



The pain was cruel, but, no matter, | nust not |ose any tine;

he mi ght conme back at any nonent; so | linped on three legs to the
other end of the hall, where there was a dark little stairway | eading
up into a garret where old boxes and such things were kept, as | had
heard say, and where people seldomwent. | managed to clinb up there
then | searched ny way through the dark anong the piles of things,
and hid in the secretest place | could find. It was foolish to be
afraid there, yet still | was; so afraid that | held in and hardly
even whi npered, though it would have been such a confort to whinper,
because that eases the pain, you know But | could lick ny |eg,

and that did some good

For half an hour there was a conmotion downstairs, and shouti ngs,
and rushing footsteps, and then there was quiet again. Quiet for
some minutes, and that was grateful to ny spirit, for then ny fears
began to go down; and fears are worse than pai ns--oh, nuch worse
Then canme a sound that froze ne. They were calling nme--calling me

by name--hunting for ne!

It was muffled by distance, but that could not take the terror out of it,
and it was the nost dreadful sound to ne that | had ever heard.

It went all about, everywhere, down there: along the halls, through al
the roons, in both stories, and in the basenent and the cellar;

then outside, and farther and farther away--then back, and all

about the house again, and |I thought it would never, never stop.

But at last it did, hours and hours after the vague twilight of

the garret had |l ong ago been blotted out by black darkness.

Then in that blessed stillness ny terrors fell little by little away,
and | was at peace and slept. It was a good rest | had, but I woke
before the twilight had come again. | was feeling fairly confortable,

and | could think out a plan now. | made a very good one;



whi ch was, to creep down, all the way down the back stairs,

and hi de behind the cellar door, and slip out and escape when the

i ceman cane at dawn, while he was inside filling the refrigerator
then | would hide all day, and start on ny journey when ni ght caneg;
ny journey to--well, anywhere where they woul d not know me and betray
me to the master. | was feeling al nost cheerful now, then suddenly

| thought: Wy, what would life be without ny puppy!

That was despair. There was no plan for ne; | saw that;

I nust say where | was; stay, and wait, and take what m ght cone--
it was not ny affair; that was what life is--ny nother had said it.
Then--well, then the calling began again! Al ny sorrows canme back.
| said to nyself, the master will never forgive. | did not know
what | had done to nmake himso bitter and so unforgiving, yet I
judged it was sonething a dog could not understand, but which was

clear to a man and dreadf ul

They call ed and cal |l ed--days and nights, it seened to ne.

So long that the hunger and thirst near drove ne nad, and

recogni zed that | was getting very weak. Wen you are this way you
sleep a great deal, and | did. Once |l woke in an awful fright--

it seemed to me that the calling was right there in the garret!

And so it was: it was Sadie's voice, and she was crying; ny nane
was falling fromher lips all broken, poor thing, and | could not

believe my ears for the joy of it when | heard her say:

"Conme back to us--oh, cone back to us, and forgive--it is all so sad

w t hout our--"

| broke in with SUCH a grateful little yelp, and the next nonent
Sadi e was plungi ng and stunbling through the darkness and the | unber

and shouting for the famly to hear, "She's found, she's found!"



The days that foll owed--well, they were wonderful. The nother

and Sadi e and the servants--why, they just seened to worship ne.
They couldn't seemto nmake nme a bed that was fine enough

and as for food, they couldn't be satisfied with anything but gane
and delicacies that were out of season; and every day the friends
and nei ghbors fl ocked in to hear about ny heroism-that was the
nane they called it by, and it neans agriculture. | remenber ny
mot her pulling it on a kennel once, and explaining it in that way,
but didn't say what agriculture was, except that it was synonynous
with intramural incandescence; and a dozen tines a day Ms. Gay
and Sadie would tell the tale to newconers, and say | risked nmy life
to say the baby's, and both of us had burns to prove it, and then

t he conpany woul d pass nme around and pet ne and excl ai m about ne,
and you could see the pride in the eyes of Sadie and her nother;
and when the people wanted to know what nade ne |inp, they |ooked
ashaned and changed t he subject, and sonetines when peopl e hunted
themthis way and that way with questions about it, it |ooked to ne

as if they were going to cry.

And this was not all the glory; no, the master's friends cane,

a whole twenty of the nost distinguished people, and had nme in

the | aboratory, and discussed me as if | was a kind of discovery;
and sone of themsaid it was wonderful in a dunb beast, the finest
exhibition of instinct they could call to mind; but the naster said,
with vehenmence, "It's far above instinct; it's REASON, and nmany a man,
privileged to be saved and go with you and ne to a better world

by right of its possession, has less of it that this poor silly
quadruped that's foreordained to perish”; and then he | aughed,

and said: "Wy, look at ne--1'ma sarcasm bless you, with al

nmy grand intelligence, the only think I inferred was that the dog
had gone mad and was destroying the child, whereas but for the
beast's intelligence--it's REASON, | tell you!--the child would

have perished!"



They disputed and disputed, and | _was the very center of subject
of it all, and | wi shed ny nother could know that this grand honor

had cone to ne; it would have nade her proud.

Then they discussed optics, as they called it, and whether a certain
injury to the brain would produce blindness or not, but they could

not agree about it, and said they nmust test it by experinment by and by;
and next they discussed plants, and that interested me, because in

the sunmer Sadie and | had planted seeds--1 hel ped her dig the holes,
you know -and after days and days a little shrub or a flower cane

up there, and it was a wonder how that could happen; but it did,

and | wished | could talk--1 would have told those people about it

and shown then how nuch | knew, and been all alive with the subject;
but | didn't care for the optics; it was dull, and when the cane back

toit again it bored ne, and | went to sleep

Pretty soon it was spring, and sunny and pleasant and |ovely,
and the sweet nother and the children patted ne and the puppy
good- by, and went away on a journey and a visit to their kin,
and the master wasn't any conpany for us, but we played together
and had good tinmes, and the servants were kind and friendly,

so we got along quite happily and counted the days and waited

for the famly.

And one day those nmen cane again, and said, now for the test,

and they took the puppy to the laboratory, and | 1inped
three-1eggedly along, too, feeling proud, for any attention shown
to the puppy was a pleasure to ne, of course. They discussed

and experinmented, and then suddenly the puppy shrieked,

and they set himon the floor, and he went staggering around,

with his head all bloody, and the naster clapped his hands and shout ed:



"There, |'ve won--confess it! He's a blind as a bat!"

And they all said:

"I't's so--you' ve proved your theory, and suffering humanity owes
you a great debt from henceforth,” and they crowded around him

and wrung his hand cordially and thankfully, and praised him

But | hardly saw or heard these things, for I ran at once to ny
little darling, and snuggled close to it where it lay, and |icked
the blood, and it put its head agai nst nine, whinpering softly,
and | knew in ny heart it was a confort to it in its pain and
trouble to feel its nother's touch, though it could not see ne.
Then it dropped down, presently, and its little velvet nose rested

upon the floor, and it was still, and did not nove any nore.

Soon the master stopped discussing a nonent, and rang in the footman,
and said, "Bury it in the far corner of the garden," and then went

on with the discussion, and | trotted after the footman, very happy
and grateful, for | knew the puppy was out of its pain now, because it
was asleep. W went far down the garden to the farthest end,

where the children and the nurse and the puppy and | used to play

in the sumer in the shade of a great elm and there the footman dug
a hole, and | saw he was going to plant the puppy, and | was gl ad,
because it would grow and cone up a fine handsonme dog, |ike Robin Adair,
and be a beautiful surprise for the fam |y when they cane hone;

so | tried to help himdig, but ny |lane | eg was no good, being stiff,
you know, and you have to have two, or it is no use. Wen the
footman had finished and covered little Robin up, he patted ny head,
and there were tears in his eyes, and he said: "Poor little doggie,

you saved HI' S child!'"

| have watched two whol e weeks, and he doesn't cone up! This |ast week

a fright has been stealing upon ne. | think there is sonething terrible



about this. | do not know what it is, but the fear makes ne sick,
and | cannot eat, though the servants bring me the best of food;

and they pet ne so, and even cone in the night, and cry, and say,
"Poor doggie--do give it up and conme honme; DON't break our hearts!”
and all this terrifies me the nore, and nakes nme sure sonething

has happened. And | am so weak; since yesterday | cannot stand on ny
feet anynore. And within this hour the servants, |ooking toward the
sun where it was sinking out of sight and the night chill coming on
said things | could not understand, but they carried sonething cold

to ny heart.

"Those poor creatures! They do not suspect. They will conme hone
in the norning, and eagerly ask for the little doggie that did
the brave deed, and who of us will be strong enough to say the truth

to them 'The hunmble little friend is gone where go the beasts

that perish.

WAS | T HEAVEN? OR HELL?

CHAPTER |

"You told a LIE?"

"You confess it--you actually confess it--you told a lie!"

CHAPTER 1 |



The fanily consisted of four persons: Margaret Lester, w dow,
aged thirty six; Helen Lester, her daughter, aged sixteen

Ms. Lester's mmiden aunts, Hannah and Hester Gray, tw ns, aged

si xty-seven. Waking and sl eeping, the three wonen spent their days
and night in adoring the young girl; in watching the novenents

of her sweet spirit in the mrror of her face; in refreshing their
souls with the vision of her bloomand beauty; in listening to the
nmusi ¢ of her voice; in gratefully recognizing howrich and fair
for themwas the world with this presence in it; in shuddering

to think how desolate it would be with this |light gone out of it.

By nature--and inside--the aged aunts were utterly dear and | ovabl e
and good, but in the matter of morals and conduct their training

had been so unconmprom singly strict that it had nmade them
exteriorly austere, not to say stern. Their influence was effective
in the house; so effective that the nother and the daughter
confornmed to its noral and religious requirenments cheerfully,
contentedly, happily, unquestionably. To do this was becone

second nature to them And so in this peaceful heaven there

were no clashings, no irritations, no fault-finding, no heart-burnings.

Init alie had no place. In it a lie was unthinkable.

In it speech was restricted to absolute truth, iron-bound truth,

i mpl acabl e and unconpronising truth, let the resulting consequences

be what they mght. At |last, one day, under stress of circunstances,
the darling of the house sullied her lips with a lie--and confessed it,
with tears and sel f-upbraidings. There are not any words that can paint
the consternation of the aunts. It was as if the sky had crunpl ed

up and col |l apsed and the earth had tunbled to ruin with a crash

They sat side by side, white and stern, gazing speechl ess upon

the culprit, who was on her knees before themw th her face

buried first in one lap and then the other, npaning and sobbi ng,



and appeal ing for synpathy and forgi veness and getting no response,
hunbl y ki ssing the hand of the one, then of the other, only to see

it withdrawn as suffering defilenent by those soiled |ips.

Twi ce, at intervals, Aunt Hester said, in frozen amazenent:

"You told a LIE?"

Twi ce, at intervals, Aunt Hannah followed with the nuttered

and anmazed ejacul ation:

"You confess it--you actually confess it--you told a lie!"

It was all they could say. The situation was new, unheard of,
i ncredible; they could not understand it, they did not know

how to take hold of it, it approximately paral yzed speech

At length it was decided that the erring child nmust be taken to

her nother, who was ill, and who ought to know what had happened.

Hel en begged, besought, inplored that she m ght be spared this
further disgrace, and that her nother night be spared the grief

and pain of it; but this could not be: duty required this sacrifice,
duty takes precedence of all things, nothing can absol ve one from

a duty, with a duty no conpromi se is possible.

Hel en still begged, and said the sin was her own, her nother had

had no hand in it--why nust she be made to suffer for it?

But the aunts were obdurate in their righteousness, and said the
law that visited the sins of the parent upon the child was by al
right and reason reversible; and therefore it was but just that the
i nnocent nother of a sinning child should suffer her rightful share

of the grief and pain and shanme which were the allotted wages of the sin.



The three noved toward the sick-room

At this time the doctor was approaching the house. He was stil

a good di stance away, however. He was a good doctor and a good nman,
and he had a good heart, but one had to know hima year to get

over hating him two years to learn to endure him three to learn

to like him and four and five to learn to live him It was a slow
and trying education, but it paid. He was of great stature; he had

a | eonine head, a leonine face, a rough voice, and an eye which was
sometines a pirate's and sonetinmes a wonman's, according to the nood.
He knew not hi ng about etiquette, and cared nothing about it; in speech,
manner, carriage, and conduct he was the reverse of conventional

He was frank, to the limt; he had opinions on all subjects; they were
al ways on tap and ready for delivery, and he cared not a farthing
whet her his listener liked themor didn't. Whom he | oved he | oved,
and manifested it; whomhe didn't |live he hated, and published

it fromthe housetops. |In his young days he had been a sailor

and the salt-airs of all the seas blew fromhimyet. He was a sturdy
and loyal Christian, and believed he was the best one in the |and,
and the only one whose Christianity was perfectly sound, healthy,
full-charged with common sense, and had no decayed places in it.
Peopl e who had an ax to grind, or people who for any reason wanted
wanted to get on the soft side of him called him The Christian--

a phrase whose delicate flattery was nmusic to his ears, and whose
capital T was such an enchanting and vivid object to himthat he
could SEE it when it fell out of a person's nouth even in the dark
Many who were fond of himstood on their consciences with both feet
and brazenly called himby that large title habitually, because it
was a pleasure to themto do anything that woul d please him

and wi th eager and cordial malice his extensive and diligently

cultivated crop of enemes gilded it, beflowered it, expanded it



to "The ONLY Christian." O these two titles, the latter had

the wi der currency; the eneny, being greatly in the majority,

attended to that. Whatever the doctor believed, he believed with

all his heart, and would fight for it whenever he got the chance;

and if the intervals between chances grew to be irksonely w de

he woul d i nvent ways of shortening themhinself. He was

severely conscientious, according to his rather independent |ights,

and what ever he took to be a duty he perforned, no nmatter whether

the judgnent of the professional noralists agreed with his own

or not. At sea, in his young days, he had used profanity freely,

but as soon as he was converted he nade a rule, which he rigidly stuck
to ever afterward, never to use it except on the rarest occasions,

and then only when duty commanded. He had been a hard drinker at sea,
but after his conversion he became a firm and out spoken teetotal er

in order to be an exanple to the young, and fromthat tine forth he

sel dom drank; never, indeed, except when it seened to himto be a duty--
a condition which sonetinmes occurred a couple of tines a year, but never

as many as five tines.

Necessarily, such a man is inpressionable, inpulsive, enotional

This one was, and had no gift at hiding his feelings; or if he

had it he took no trouble to exercise it. He carried his soul's
prevailing weather in his face, and when he entered a room

the parasols or the unbrellas went up--figuratively speaking--
according to the indications. Wen the soft light was in his eye

it meant approval, and delivered a benediction; when he cane with a
frown he Iowered the tenperature ten degrees. He was a well -bel oved

man in the house of his friends, but sonetines a dreaded one.

He had a deep affection for the Lester household and its severa
menbers returned this feeling with interest. They nourned over
his kind of Christianity, and he frankly scoffed at theirs;

but both parties went on |oving each other just the sane.



He was approachi ng the house--out of the distance; the aunts

and the culprit were noving toward the sick-chanber.

CHAPTER 11 |

The three | ast named stood by the bed; the aunts austere,

the transgressor softly sobbing. The nother turned her head

on the pillow, her tired eyes flamed up instantly with synpathy
and passi onate not her-love when they fell upon her child,

and she opened the refuge and shelter of her arns.

"Wait!" said Aunt Hannah, and put out her hand and stayed the girl

fromleaping into them

"Hel en," said the other aunt, inpressively, "tell your nother all

Purge your soul; |eave nothing unconfessed."

St andi ng stricken and forlorn before her judges, the young girl
nmour ned her sorrowful tale through the end, then in a passion

of appeal cried out:

"Ch, nother, can't you forgive nme? won't you forgive ne?--1 am

so desol ate!"

"Forgive you, ny darling? ©Ch, conme to ny arns!--there, lay your head

upon ny breast, and be at peace. |If you had told a thousand lies--"

There was a sound--a warning--the clearing of a throat. The aunts
gl anced up, and withered in their clothes--there stood the doctor

his face a thunder-cloud. Mther and child knew nothi ng of



his presence; they lay |ocked together, heart to heart, steeped in
i mreasurabl e content, dead to all things else. The physician
stood many nmonents gl aring and gl oom ng upon the scene before him
studying it, analyzing it, searching out its genesis; then he put
up his hand and beckoned to the aunts. They came trenbling to him

and stood hunbly before himand waited. He bent down and whi spered:

"Didn'"t | tell you this patient nust be protected fromall excitenent?

What the hell have you been doing? dear out of the place?"

They obeyed. Half an hour |ater he appeared in the parlor
serene, cheery, clothed in sunshine, conducting Helen, with his
arm about her waist, petting her, and saying gentle and playfu

things to her; and she also was her sunny and happy self again.

"Now, then;" he said, "good-by, dear. Go to your room and keep
away from your nother, and behave yourself. But wait--put out
your tongue. There, that will do--you're as sound as a nut!"”
He patted her cheek and added, "Run along now, | want to talk

to these aunts."

She went fromthe presence. H's face clouded over again at once;

and as he sat down he sai d:

"You too have been doing a | ot of damage--and maybe some good.

Sone good, yes--such as it is. That wonan's di sease is typhoid!

You' ve brought it to a showup, | think, with your insanities,

and that's a service--such as it is. | hadn't been able to determ ne

what it was before."

Wth one inpulse the old |ladies sprang to their feet, quaking with terror

"Sit down! What are you proposing to do?"



"Do? W nust fly to her. We--"

"You'll do nothing of the kind; you've done enough harm for one day.
Do you want to squander all your capital of crines and follies on a
single deal? Sit down, | tell you. | have arranged for her to sleep
she needs it; if you disturb her without my orders, |I'Il brain you--

if you ve got the materials for it

They sat down, distressed and indignant, but obedi ent, under conpul sion

He proceeded:

"Now, then, | want this case explained. THEY wanted to explain it
to me--as if there hadn't been enotion or excitenent enough already.
You knew ny orders; how did you dare to go in there and get up

that riot?"

Hest er | ooked appeal i ng at Hannah; Hannah returned a beseechi ng | ook
at Hester--neither wanted to dance to this unsynpathetic orchestra.

The doctor cane to their help. He said:

"Begin, Hester."

Fingering at the fringes of her shaw, and with | owered eyes,

Hester said, timdly:

"W shoul d not have di sobeyed for any ordinary cause, but this
was vital. This was a duty. Wth a duty one has no choi ce;
one nust put all lighter considerations aside and performit.
We were obliged to arraign her before her nother. She had told

alie.”

The doctor gl owered upon the worman a nonent, and seened

to be trying to work up in his mnd an understand of a wholly



i nconpr ehensi bl e proposition; then he stormed out:

"She told a lie! DID she? God bless ny soul! | tell a mllion a day!
And so does every doctor. And so does everybody--including you--

for that matter. And THAT was the inportant thing that authorized

you to venture to disobey ny orders and inperil that woman's |ife!

Look here, Hester Gay, this is pure lunacy; that girl COULDN T tel
alie that was intended to injure a person. The thing is inpossible--
absol utely inpossible. You know it yourselves--both of you

you know it perfectly well."

Hannah cane to her sister's rescue:

"Hester didn't nean that it was that kind of alie, and it wasn't.

But it was a lie."

"Wl l, upon ny word, | never heard such nonsense! Haven't you
got sense enough to discrinminate between lies! Don't you know

the difference between a lie that helps and a lie that hurts?"

"ALL lies are sinful," said Hannah, setting her |ips together

like a vise; "all |lies are forbidden."

The Only Christian fidgeted inpatiently in his chair. He went to attack
this proposition, but he did not quite know how or where to begin.

Finally he made a venture:

"Hester, wouldn't you tell alie to shield a person from an undeserved

injury or shame?"

"Not even a friend?"



"Not even your dearest friend?"

"No. | would not."

The doctor struggled in silence anwhile with this situation;

t hen he asked:

"Not even to save himfrombitter pain and nisery and grief?"

"No. Not even to save his |life."

Anot her pause. Then

"Nor his soul ?"

There was a hush--a sil ence which endured a neasurable interval --

then Hester answered, in a | ow voice, but with decision

"Nor his soul ?"

No one spoke for a while; then the doctor said:

"Is it with you the sane, Hannah?"

"Yes," she answer ed.

"l ask you bot h--why?"

"Because to tell such alie, or any lie, is a sin, and could cost
us the loss of our own soul s--WOULD, indeed, if we died wthout

time to repent.”

"Strange . . . strange . . . it is past belief." Then he



asked, roughly: "lIs such a soul as that WORTH savi ng?"

He rose up, munbling and grunbling, and started for the door,
stunpi ng vigorously along. At the threshold he turned and rasped

out an adnonition: "Reform Drop this nean and sordid and selfish
devotion to the saving of your shabby little souls, and hunt up
something to do that's got sonme dignity to it! RISK your souls! risk

themin good causes; then if you |l ose them why should you care? Reform"

The good ol d gentl ewonen sat paral yzed, pul verized, outraged, insulted,
and brooded in bitterness and indignation over these bl aspheni es.
They were hurt to the heart, poor old |ladies, and said they could

never forgive these injuries.

"Reform"
They kept repeating that word resentfully. "Reform-and |earn
to tell lies!”

Time slipped along, and in due course a change cane over their spirits.
They had conpl eted the human being's first duty--which is to think
about hinmself until he has exhausted the subject, then he is in a
condition to take up minor interests and think of other people.

This changes the conpl exion of his spirits--generally whol esonely.
The minds of the two old |adies reverted to their beloved niece

and the fearful disease which had snmtten her; instantly they forgot
the hurts their self-love had received, and a passionate desire

rose in their hearts to go to the help of the sufferer and confort
her with their love, and nminister to her, and | abor for her the best
they could with their weak hands, and joyfully and affectionately
wear out their poor old bodies in her dear service if only they night

have the privilege.

"And we shall have it!" said Hester, with the tears running



down her face. "There are no nurses conparable to us, for there
are no others that will stand their watch by that bed till they

drop and die, and God knows we would do that."

"Amen," said Hannah, smling approval and endorsement through the
m st of npisture that blurred her glasses. "The doctor knows us,
and knows we will not disobey again; and he will call no others.

He will not dare!"

"Dare?" said Hester, with tenper, and dashing the water from her eyes;
"he will dare anything--that Christian devil! But it will do no

good for himto try it this tine--but, laws! Hannah! after all's
said and done, he is gifted and wi se and good, and he woul d not

think of such a thing. . . . It is surely tine for one of us to go

to that room \What is keeping hin? Wy doesn't he come and say so?"

They caught the sound of his approaching step. He entered, sat down,

and began to talk.

"Margaret is a sick woman," he said. "She is still sleeping,
but she will wake presently; then one of you nust go to her
She will be worse before she is better. Pretty soon a night-and-day

wat ch nust be set. How nuch of it can you two undertake?”

"Al of it!" burst fromboth | adi es at once.

The doctor's eyes flashed, and he said, with energy:

"You DO ring true, you brave old relics! And you SHALL do all of
the nursing you can, for there's none to match you in that divine
office in this town; but you can't do all of it, and it would

be a crime to let you." It was grand praise, golden praise,

com ng fromsuch a source, and it took nearly all the resentnent

out of the aged twin's hearts. "Your Tilly and ny old Nancy shal



do the rest--good nurses both, white souls wth black skins,
wat chful , loving, tender--just perfect nurses!--and conpetent liars
fromthe cradle. . . . Look you! keep a little watch on Hel en

she is sick, and is going to be sicker."

The | adies |ooked a little surprised, and not credul ous; and Hester said:

"How is that? It isn't an hour since you said she was as sound

as a nut."

The doctor answered, tranquilly:

"I't was a lie."

The | adi es turned upon himindignantly, and Hannah sai d:

"How can you nmake an odi ous confession like that, in so indifferent

a tone, when you know how we feel about all forns of--"

"Hush! You are as ignorant as cats, both of you, and you don't know
what you are talking about. You are like all the rest of the noral noles;
you lie fromnorning till night, but because you don't do it wth
your mouths, but only with your |ying eyes, your lying inflections,
your deceptively msplaced enphasis, and your mi sl eading gestures,
you turn up your conplacent noses and parade before God and

the world as saintly and unsnirched Trut h- Speakers, in whose

col d-storage souls a lie would freeze to death if it got there

Way wi Il you hunbug yourselves with that foolish notion that no
lieis alie except a spoken one? Wiat is the difference between
lying with your eyes and lying with your nmouth? There is none;

and if you would reflect a noment you would see that it is so.

There isn't a hunman being that doesn't tell a gross of |ies every day

of his life; and you--why, between you, you tell thirty thousand;



yet you flare up here in a lurid hypocritical horror because

tell that child a benevolent and sinless lie to protect her from
her imagi nation, which would get to work and warm up her blood to a
fever in an hour, if |I were disloyal enough to ny duty to let it.
Which | should probably do if | were interested in saving ny sou

by such di sreputabl e nmeans.

"Cone, let us reason together. Let us examine details. Wen you
two were in the sick-roomraising that riot, what would you have

done if you had known | was coni ng?"

"Vell, what?"

"You woul d have slipped out and carried Helen with you--wouldn't you?"

The | adies were silent.

"What woul d be your object and intention?"

"Vell, what?"

"To keep me fromfinding out your guilt; to beguile nme to infer that
Margaret's excitenment proceeded from sone cause not known to you.
In awrd, totell me alie--a silent lie. Mreover, a possibly

harnful one."

The twins colored, but did not speak

"You not only tell nyriads of silent lies, but you tell lies

wi th your nouths--you two."

"THAT is not so!"

"It is so. But only harml ess ones. You never dream of uttering



a harnful one. Do you know that that is a concession--and a confession?"

"How do you nean?"

"I't is an unconscious concession that harmess lies are not crininal
it is a confession that you constantly MAKE that discrimnation

For instance, you declined old Ms. Foster's invitation |ast week

to neet those odious Higbies at supper--in a polite note in which you
expressed regret and said you were very sorry you could not go.

It was a lie. It was as unmitigated a |lie as was ever uttered

Deny it, Hester--with another lie.

Hester replied with a toss of her head.

"That will not do. Answer. Was it alie, or wasn't it?"

The color stole into the cheeks of both wonen, and with a struggle

and an effort they got out their confession

"I't was a lie."

"Good--the reformis beginning; there is hope for you yet;
you will not tell a lie to save your dearest friend s soul, but you
will spew out one without a scruple to save yourself the disconfort

of telling an unpleasant truth."

He rose. Hester, speaking for both, said; coldly:

"W have lied; we perceive it; it will occur no nore. To lieis
a sin. W shall never tell another one of any kind what soever
even lies of courtesy or benevol ence, to save any one a pang

or a sorrow decreed for himby God."

"Ah, how soon you will falll In fact, you have fallen already;



for what you have just uttered is a lie. Good-by. Reform

One of you go to the sick-roomnow. "

CHAPTER |V

Twel ve days | ater

Mot her and child were lingering in the grip of the hideous disease.

O hope for either there was little. The aged sisters |ooked white
and worn, but they would not give up their posts. Their hearts

wer e breaking, poor old things, but their grit was steadfast

and indestructible. Al the twelve days the nother had pined for

the child, and the child for the nother, but both knew that the prayer
of these longings could not be granted. When the nother was told--
on the first day--that her disease was typhoid, she was frightened,
and asked if there was danger that Helen could have contracted it the
day before, when she was in the sick-chanber on that confession visit.
Hester told her the doctor had poo-pooed the idea. It troubled
Hester to say it, although it was true, for she had not believed

the doctor; but when she saw the nother's joy in the news, the pain
in her conscience |ost sonething of its force--a result which nade
her ashanmed of the constructive deception which she had practiced,

t hough not ashaned enough to nake her distinctly and definitely

wi sh she had refrained fromit. Fromthat nonent the sick wonan
under stood that her daughter nust renain away, and she said she woul d
reconcil e herself to the separation the best she could, for she

woul d rather suffer death than have her child' s health inperiled

That afternoon Hel en had to take to her bed, ill. She grew worse

during the night. In the norning her nother asked after her:

"I's she wel | ?"



Hester turned cold; she opened her lips, but the words refused to cone.
The mot her lay languidly | ooking, musing, waiting; suddenly she

turned white and gasped out:

"Ch, ny God! what is it? is she sick?"

Then the poor aunt's tortured heart rose in rebellion, and words cane:

"No--be conforted; she is well."

The sick woman put all her happy heart in her gratitude:

"Thank God for those dear words! Kiss nme. How | worship you

for saying them"

Hester told this incident to Hannah, who received it with

a rebuking | ook, and said, coldly:

"Sister, it was alie."

Hester's lips trenbl ed piteously; she choked down a sob, and said:

"Ch, Hannah, it was a sin, but | could not help it. | could not

endure the fright and the msery that were in her face.”

"No matter. It was alie. God will hold you to account for it."
"Ch, | knowit, I knowit," cried Hester, winging her hands,

"but even if it were now, | could not help it. | know | should do
it again."

"Then take ny place with Helen in the norning. | wll rmake

the report nyself.”



Hester clung to her sister, begging and inpl oring.

"Don't, Hannah, oh, don't--you will kill her."

"I will at least speak the truth."

In the nmorning she had a cruel report to bear to the nother,
and she braced herself for the trial. Wen she returned from
her m ssion, Hester was waiting, pale and trenbling, in the hall

She whi sper ed:

"Ch, how did she take it--that poor, desol ate nother?"

Hannah's eyes were swinmmng in tears. She said:

"God forgive ne, | told her the child was well!"

Hester gathered her to her heart, with a grateful "God bl ess you, Hannah!"

and poured out her thankfulness in an inundation of worshiping praises.

After that, the two knew the limt of their strength, and accepted
their fate. They surrendered hunbly, and abandoned thenselves to the
hard requirenents of the situation. Daily they told the norning lie,
and confessed their sin in prayer; not asking forgiveness, as not
being worthy of it, but only wishing to make record that they

realized their w ckedness and were not desiring to hide it or excuse it.

Daily, as the fair young idol of the house sank |ower and | ower,
the sorrowful old aunts painted her gl ow ng bl oomand her fresh young
beauty to the wan nother, and wi nced under the stabs her ecstasies

of joy and gratitude gave them

In the first days, while the child had strength to hold a pencil



she wwote fond little | ove-notes to her nother, in which she conceal ed
her illness; and these the nother read and reread through happy
eyes wet with thankful tears, and ki ssed them over and over again,

and treasured them as precious things under her pillow

Then canme a day when the strength was gone fromthe hand, and the

m nd wandered, and the tongue babbl ed pathetic incoherences.

this was a sore dilemua for the poor aunts. There were no | ove-notes
for the nmother. They did not know what to do. Hester began a
carefully studi ed and pl ausi bl e expl anation, but |ost the track of it
and grew confused; suspicion began to show in the nother's face,

then alarm Hester saw it, recognized the i minence of the danger
and descended to the energency, pulling herself resolutely together
and plucking victor fromthe open jaws of defeat. 1In a placid

and convi nci ng voi ce she said:

"I thought it mght distress you to know it, but Helen spent the night
at the Sloanes'. There was a little party there, and, although she
did not want to go, and you so sick, we persuaded her, she being
young and needi ng the innocent pastinmes of youth, and we believing

you woul d approve. Be sure she will wite the nonment she cones."”

"How good you are, and how dear and thoughtful for us both!

Approve? Wiy, | thank you with all nmy heart. M poor little exile!

Tell her | want her to have every pleasure she can--1 would not rob
her of one. Only let her keep her health, that is all | ask
Don't let that suffer; | could not bear it. How thankful | amthat she

escaped this infection--and what a narrow ri sk she ran, Aunt Hester
Think of that lovely face all dulled and burned with fever

I can't bear the thought of it. Keep her health. Keep her bl oom

I can see her now, the dainty creature--with the big, blue, earnest eyes;
and sweet, oh, so sweet and gentle and winning! |s she as beautiful

as ever, dear Aunt Hester?"



"Ch, nore beautiful and bright and charning than ever she was before,
if such a thing can be"--and Hester turned away and funbled with

the medici ne-bottles, to hide her shane and grief.

CHAPTER V

After alittle, both aunts were | aboring upon a difficult and baffling
work in Helen's chanber. Patiently and earnestly, with their stiff
old fingers, they were trying to forge the required note. They nade
failure after failure, but they inproved little by little all the tine.
The pity of it all, the pathetic hunor of it, there was none to see;
they thensel ves were unconscious of it. Oten their tears fel

upon the notes and spoiled them sonetimes a single m sfornmed word
made a note risky which could have been ventured but for that;

but at | ast Hannah produced one whose script was a good enough
imtation of Helen's to pass any but a suspicious eye, and bountifully
enriched it with the petting phrases and | ovi ng ni cknanmes t hat

had been fanmiliar on the child' s lips fromher nursery days.

She carried it to the nmother, who took it with avidity, and kissed it,
and fondled it, reading its precious words over and over again,

and dwelling with deep contentnent upon its closing paragraph

"Mousie darling, if | could only see you, and ki ss your eyes,
and feel your arnms about nel | amso glad ny practicing does not
di sturb you. Get well soon. Everybody is good to ne, but | am

so | onesone wi thout you, dear nmamma."

"The poor child, | know just how she feels. She cannot be quite

happy without me; and I--oh, | live in the light of her eyes!



Tell her she nust practice all she pleases; and, Aunt Hannah--
tell her |I can't hear the piano this far, nor hear dear voice
when she sings: God knows | wish I could. No one knows how sweet
that voice is to nme; and to think--sone day it will be silent!

What are you crying for?

"Only because--because--it was just a nenory. Wen | cane away she
was singing, 'Loch Lonond.' The pathos of it! It always noves

me so when she sings that."

"And ne, too. How heartbreakingly beautiful it is when sone yout hful
sorrow i s brooding in her breast and she sings it for the nystic

healing it brings. . . . Aunt Hannah?"

"Dear Margaret?"

"I amvery ill. Sonetimes it cones over nme that | shall never hear

that dear voice again."

"Ch, don't--don't, Margaret! | can't bear it!"

Mar garet was noved and distressed, and said, gently:

"There--there--let ne put ny arns around you.
Don't cry. There--put your cheek to nmine. Be conforted.

I wish to live. I will liveif | can. Ah, what could she

do without ne! . . . Does she often speak of ne?--but | know she does."

"Ch, all the tine--all the tine!"

"My sweet child! She wwote the note the nonent she canme home?"

"Yes--the first nmonent. She would not wait to take off her things."



"I knewit. It is her dear, inpulsive, affectionate way. | knewit
wi t hout asking, but | wanted to hear you say it. The petted wife
knows she is | oved, but she nakes her husband tell her so every day,
just for the joy of hearing it. . . . She used the pen this tine.
That is better; the pencil-marks could rub out, and | should grieve

for that. D d you suggest that she use the pen?"

"Y--no--she--it was her own idea

The not her | ooked her pleasure, and said:

"I was hoping you would say that. There was never such a dear

and t houghtful child! . . . Aunt Hannah?"

"Dear Margaret?"

"Go and tell her | think of her all the tinme, and worship her
Why--you are crying again. Don't be so worried about me, dear

I think there is nothing to fear, yet."

The grieving nessenger carried her message, and piously delivered
it to unheeding ears. The girl babbled on unaware; | ooking up
at her with wondering and startled eyes flanming with fever,

eyes in which was no light of recognition

"Are you--no, you are not ny nother. | want her--oh, | want her

She was here a minute ago--1 did not see her go. WII she cone? wll

she cone quickly? will she come now? . . . There are so many houses
and they oppress ne so . . . and everything whirls and turns

and whirls . . . oh, ny head, ny head!"--and so she wandered on

and on, in her pain, flitting fromone torturing fancy to anot her

and tossing her arnms about in a weary and ceasel ess persecution

of unrest.



Poor ol d Hannah wetted the parched lips and softly stroked the
hot brow, nmurmuring endearing and pitying words, and thanking

the Father of all that the nother was happy and did not know.

CHAPTER VI

Daily the child sank | ower and steadily | ower towards the grave,

and daily the sorrowing old watchers carried gilded tidings of her

radi ant health and | oveliness to the happy nother, whose pilgrinmage
was al so now nearing its end. And daily they forged | oving and cheery
notes in the child s hand, and stood by with renorseful consciences
and bl eeding hearts, and wept to see the grateful nother devour

them and adore them and treasure them away as things beyond price,
because of their sweet source, and sacred because her child' s hand

had touched t hem

At | ast canme that kindly friend who brings healing and peace to all
The lights were burning low. In the solem hush which precedes the
dawn vague figures flitted soundl ess along the dimhall and gathered
silent and awed in Helen's chanber, and grouped thensel ves about

her bed, for a warning had gone forth, and they knew. The dying
girl lay with closed lids, and unconscious, the drapery upon her
breast faintly rising and falling as her wasting |life ebbed away.

At intervals a sigh or a nuffled sob broke upon the still ness.

The same haunting thought was in all nminds there: the pity of

this death, the going out into the great darkness, and the nother

not here to help and hearten and bl ess.

Hel en stirred; her hands began to grope wistfully about as if they

sought sonet hi ng--she had been blind some hours. The end was cong;



all knewit. Wth a great sob Hester gathered her to her breast,
crying, "Ch, ny child, nmy darling!"™ A rapturous |ight broke in the
dying girl's face, for it was nercifully vouchsafed her to nistake
those sheltering arns for another's; and she went to her rest nurnuring,

"Ch, manmma, | am so happy--1 longed for you--now | can die."

Two hours later Hester nmade her report. The nother asked:

"Howis it with the child?"

"She is well."

CHAPTER VI |

A sheaf of white crape and bl ack was hung upon the door of the house,
and there it swayed and rustled in the wind and whi spered its tidings.
At noon the preparation of the dead was finished, and in the

coffin lay the fair young form beautiful, and in the sweet face

a great peace. Two nourners sat by it, grieving and worshippi ng--
Hannah and the black woman Tilly. Hester cane, and she was trenbling,

for a great trouble was upon her spirit. She said

"She asks for a note."

Hannah's face bl anched. She had not thought of this; it had seened
that that pathetic service was ended. But she realized now t hat
that could not be. For alittle while the two wonen stood | ooki ng

into each other's face, with vacant eyes; then Hannah sai d:

"There is no way out of it--she nust have it; she will suspect, else."



"And she would find out."

"Yes. It would break her heart." She |ooked at the dead face,

and her eyes filled. "I will wite it," she said.

Hester carried it. The closing |Iine said:

"Darling Musie, dear sweet nother, we shall soon be together again.

Is not that good news? And it is true; they all say it is true."

The not her nourned, saying:

"Poor child, how wll she bear it when she knows? | shall never see
her again in life. It is hard, so hard. She does not suspect?

You guard her fromthat?"

"She thinks you will soon be well."

"How good you are, and careful, dear Aunt Hester! None goes near

herr who could carry the infection?"

"It would be a crine."

"But you SEE her?"

"Wth a distance between--yes."

"That is so good. Ohers one could not trust; but you two guardian
angel s--steel is not so true as you. Qhers would be unfaithful

and nany woul d deceive, and lie."

Hester's eyes fell, and her poor old Iips trenbled.



"Let nme kiss you for her, Aunt Hester; and when | am gone,
and the danger is past, place the kiss upon her dear |ips some day,
and say her nother sent it, and all her nother's broken heart is

init."

Wthin the hour, Hester, raining tears upon the dead face,

performed her pathetic m ssion.

CHAPTER VI |

Anot her day dawned, and grew, and spread its sunshine in the earth.
Aunt Hannah brought conforting news to the failing nother, and a
happy note, which said again, "W have but a little tine to wait,

darling nother, then se shall be together."

The deep note of a bell came noani ng down the wi nd.

"Aunt Hannah, it is tolling. Sone poor soul is at rest.

As | shall be soon. You will not |let her forget nme?"

"Ch, God knows she never will!"

"Do not you hear strange noi ses, Aunt Hannah? It sounds |ike

the shuffling of many feet."

"W hoped you would not hear it, dear. It is alittle conpany
gathering, for--for Helen's sake, poor little prisoner. There wll

be nusic--and she loves it so. W thought you would not nmind."

"M nd? Oh no, no--oh, give her everything her dear heart can desire.

How good you two are to her, and how good to ne! God bless you



bot h al ways!"

After a |istening pause:

"How |l ovely! It is her organ. |Is she playing it herself, do you think?"

Faint and rich and inspiring the chords floating to her ears on
the still air. "Yes, it is her touch, dear heart, | recognize it.
They are singing. Wy--it is a hycmm! and the sacredest of all

the nmost touching, the nost consoling. . . . It seens to open

the gates of paradise tome. . . . If | could die now

Faint and far the words rose out of the stillness:

Nearer, ny God, to Thee,

Nearer to Thee,

E' en though it be a cross

That rai seth ne.

Wth the closing of the hytm anot her soul passed to its rest,

and they that had been one in life were not sundered in death.

The sisters, nourning and rejoicing, said:

"How bl essed it was that she never knew"

CHAPTER 1 X

At m dnight they sat together, grieving, and the angel of the Lord



appeared in the mdst transfigured with a radi ance not of earth;

and speaki ng, said:

"For liars a place is appointed. There they burn in the fires

of hell fromeverlasting unto everlasting. Repent!"

The bereaved fell upon their knees before himand cl asped their
hands and bowed their gray heads, adoring. But their tongues

clove to the roof of their nouths, and they were dunb.

"Speak! that | may bear the message to the chancery of heaven

and bring again the decree fromwhich there is no appeal ."

Then they bowed their heads yet |ower, and one said:

"Qur sin is great, and we suffer shane; but only perfect and fina

repent ance can nake us whol e; and we are poor creatures who have | earned
our human weakness, and we know that if we were in those hard straits
again our hearts would fail again, and we should sin as before.

The strong could prevail, and so be saved, but we are lost."

They lifted their heads in supplication. The angel was gone.
Wil e they marvel ed and wept he cane agai n; and bendi ng | ow,

he whi spered t he decree.

A CURE FOR THE BLUES

By courtesy of M. Cable | cane into possession of a singular book
eight or ten years ago. It is likely that nine is now the only copy

in existence. |Its title-page, unabbreviated, reads as foll ows:



"The Eneny Conquered; or, Love Triunphant. By G Ragsdale Md i ntock
[1] author of 'An Address,' etc., delivered at Sunflower Hill
South Carolina, and menber of the Yale Law School. New Haven

published by T. H Pease, 83 Chapel Street, 1845."

No one can take up this book and lay it down again unread.

Whoever reads one line of it is caught, is chained; he has becone
the contented slave of its fascinations; and he will read and read,
devour and devour, and will not let it go out of his hand till it

is finished to the last line, though the house be on fire over

his head. And after a first reading he will not throw it aside,

but will keep it by him with his Shakespeare and his Honer,

and will take it up many and many a tine, when the world is dark
and his spirits are low, and be strai ghtway cheered and refreshed.
Yet this work has been allowed to lie wholly negl ected, unnentioned,

and apparently unregretted, for nearly half a century.

The reader nust not imagine that he is to find in it w sdom

brilliancy, fertility of invention, ingenuity of construction
excellence of form purity of style, perfection of inmagery,

truth to nature, clearness of statement, humanly possible situations,
humanl y possi bl e people, fluent narrative, connected sequence of events--
or philosophy, or logic, or sense. No; the rich, deep, beguiling charm
of the book lies in the total and mracul ous ABSENCE fromit of all
these qualities--a charmwhich is conpleted and perfected by the
evident fact that the author, whose naive innocence easily and surely

wi ns our regard, and al nost our worship, does not know that they

are absent, does not even suspect that they are absent. Wen read

by the light of these helps to an understanding of the situation

the book is delicious--profoundly and satisfyingly delicious.

| call it a book because the author calls it a book, | call it a work

because he calls it a work; but, in truth, it is nmerely a duodeci no



panphl et of thirty-one pages. It was witten for fane and noney,

as the author very frankly--yes, and very hopefully, too, poor fellow-
says in his preface. The noney never cane--no penny of it ever cane;
and how | ong, how pathetically Iong, the fame has been deferred--
forty-seven years! He was young then, it would have been so nuch to

himthen; but will he care for it now?

As time is neasured in Anerica, Mcdintock's epoch is antiquity.

In his | ong-vani shed day the Southern author had a passion for

"el oquence”; it was his pet, his darling. He would be el oquent,

or perish. And he recogni zed only one kind of el oquence--the lurid,

t he tenpestuous, the volcanic. He |iked words--big words,

fine words, grand words, runbling, thundering, reverberating words;
with sense attaching if it could be got in without marring the sound,
but not otherwise. He loved to stand up before a dazed worl d,

and pour forth flame and snoke and | ava and punice-stone into

the skies, and work his subterranean thunders, and shake hinself

with earthquakes, and stench hinmself with sul phur fumes. |If he
consurmed his own fields and vineyards, that was a pity, yes; but he
woul d have his eruption at any cost. M. Mdintock's el oquence--
and he is always eloquent, his crater is always spouting--is of the
pattern common to his day, but he departs fromthe customof the tine
in one respect: his brethren allowed sense to intrude when it did
not mar the sound, but he does not allow it to intrude at all

For exanple, consider this figure, which he used in the village
"Address" referred to with such candid conplacency in the title-page
above quoted--"like the topnost topaz of an ancient tower."

Pl ease read it again; contenplate it; nmeasure it; walk around it;
climb up it; try to get at an approximate realization of the size of it.
Is the fellowto that to be found in literature, ancient or nodern,
foreign or donestic, living or dead, drunk or sober? One notices
how fine and grand it sounds. W knowthat if it was loftily uttered,

it got a noble burst of applause fromthe villagers; yet there isn't



a ray of sense init, or meaning to it.

Mcd intock finished his education at Yale in 1843, and cane to
Hartford on a visit that same year. | have talked with nmen who at
that time talked with him and felt of him and knew he was real
One needs to remenber that fact and to keep fast hold of it;

it is the only way to keep Mcd intock's book from underm ning one's

faith in Mdintock's actuality.

As to the book. The first four pages are devoted to an inflamed eul ogy
of Worman--sinply wonman in general, or perhaps as an institution--
wherei n, anong other conplinments to her details, he pays a uni que

one to her voice. He says it "fills the breast with fond al arns,
echoed by every rill." It sounds well enough, but it is not true

After the eul ogy he takes up his real work and the novel begins.

It begins in the woods, near the village of Sunflower Hill.

Bri ghtening clouds seened to rise fromthe m st of the fair Chattahoochee,
to spread their beauty over the thick forest, to guide the hero whose
bosom beats with aspirations to conquer the enemy that would tarnish

his nanme, and to win back the admiration of his long-tried friend.

It seems a general remark, but it is not general; the hero nmentioned
is the to-be hero of the book; and in this abrupt fashion

and wi thout nane or description, he is shoveled into the tale.

"Wth aspirations to conquer the enemy that would tarnish his nane"
is merely a phrase flung in for the sake of the sound--let it

not mslead the reader. No one is trying to tarnish this person

no one has thought of it. The rest of the sentence is also nerely

a phrase; the man has no friend as yet, and of course has had no

chance to try him or win back his admration, or disturb himin any



ot her way.

The hero clinbs up over "Sawney's Muntain," and down the other side,
maki ng for an old Indian "castle"--which beconmes "the red man's hut"
in the next sentence; and when he gets there at |ast, he "surveys

wi th wonder and astoni shnent" the invisible structure, "which tinme
has buried in the dust, and thought to hinself his happi ness was

not yet conplete.” One doesn't know why it wasn't, nor how near it
came to being conplete, nor what was still wanting to round it up
and nake it so. Maybe it was the Indian; but the book does not say.

At this point we have an episode:

Besi de the shore of the brook sat a young nman, about eighteen or twenty,
who seened to be reading sonme favorite book, and who had a remarkably
nobl e count enance--eyes which betrayed nore than a comon nind.

This of course nmade the youth a wel cone guest, and gained him

friends in whatever condition of his |life he m ght be pl aced.

The travel er observed that he was a well-built figure which showed
strength and grace in every nmovenent. He accordingly addressed
himin quite a gentlemanly manner, and inquired of himthe way

to the village. After he had received the desired i nformation,

and was about taking his |eave, the youth said, "Are you not

Maj or El fonzo, the great nusician [2]--the chanpi on of a nobl e cause--
the nodern Achilles, who gained so nany victories in the Florida War?"
"I bear that name," said the Major, "and those titles,

trusting at the sanme tinme that the mnisters of grace will carry

me triunphantly through all ny | audabl e undertakings, and if,"

continued the Major, "you, sir, are the patronizer of noble deeds,
I should like to make you ny confidant and |earn your address.”
The youth | ooked sonewhat anmazed, bowed | ow, nused for a nmonent,
and began: "My nane is Roswell. | have been recently adnitted

to the bar, and can only give a faint outline of ny future success



in that honorable profession; but | trust, sir, like the Eagle, | shal
| ook down fromthe |lofty rocks upon the dwellings of man, and shal
ever be ready to give you any assistance in my official capacity,

and whatever this nuscular armof nine can do, whenever it shall be
called fromits buried GREATNESS." The Mjor grasped himby the hand,
and exclaimed: "O thou exalted spirit of inspiration--thou flane

of burning prosperity, may the Heaven-directed bl aze be the glare

of thy soul, and battle down every ranpart that seens to inpede

your progress!"”

There is a strange sort of originality about Mdintock

he imtates other people' s styles, but nobody can imtate his,

not even an idiot. Oher people can be wi ndy, but Mdintock bl ows

a gal e; other people can bl ubber sentinent, but MO intock spews it;
ot her peopl e can mi shandl e netaphors, but only MCintock knows

how to nake a business of it. Mdintock is always MO intock,

he is always consistent, his style is always his own style. He does
not make the m stake of being rel evant on one page and irrel evant

on another; he is irrelevant on all of them He does not mnake

the m stake of being lucid in one place and obscure in another

he is obscure all the time. He does not nake the m stake of slipping
in a nane here and there that is out of character with his work;

he al ways uses nanes that exactly and fantastically fit his lunatics.
In the matter of undeviating consistency he stands al one in authorship.
It is this that nakes his style unique, and entitles it to a nane

of its owm--Mdintockian. It is this that protects it from being

m st aken for anybody else's. Uncredited quotations fromother witers
often | eave a reader in doubt as to their authorship, but Mdintock
is safe fromthat accident; an uncredited quotation from hi mwould

al ways be recogni zable. Wen a boy ni neteen years old, who had

just been admitted to the bar, says, "I trust, sir, |like the Eagle,

I shall ook down fromlofty rocks upon the dwellings of man,"



we know who i s speaking through that boy; we should recognize

that note anywhere. There be nyriads of instruments in this

world' s literary orchestra, and a nultitudi nous confusion of sounds
that they nmake, wherein fiddles are drowned, and guitars snothered,
and one sort of drum mi staken for another sort; but whensoever the
brazen note of the M intockian tronbone breaks through that fog

of music, that note is recogni zable, and about it there can be no bl ur

of doubt.

The novel now arrives at the point where the Mijor goes hone to see
his father. Wen Mcdintock wote this interview he probably

believed it was pathetic.

The road which led to the town presented nmany attractions Elfonzo
had bid farewell to the youth of deep feeling, and was now wendi ng
his way to the dream ng spot of his fondness. The south w nds

whi stl ed through the woods, as the waters dashed agai nst the banks,
as rapid fire in the pent furnace roars. This brought himto
renmenber while alone, that he quietly left behind the hospitality

of a father's house, and gladly entered the world, with higher hopes
than are often realized. But as he journeyed onward, he was nindfu
of the advice of his father, who had often | ooked sadly on the ground,
when tears of cruelly deceived hope noistened his eyes. El fonzo had
been sonewhat a dutiful son; yet fond of the anusenents of life--
had been in distant |ands--had enjoyed the pleasure of the world,
and had frequently returned to the scenes of his boyhood,

al nrost destitute of many of the conforts of life. 1In this condition
he would frequently say to his father, "Have | offended you

that you | ook upon ne as a stranger, and frown upon nme with

stinging | ooks? WII you not favor me with the sound of your voice?
If | have tranpl ed upon your veneration, or have spread a hum d vei

of darkness around your expectations, send ne back into the world,



where no heart beats for nme--where the foot of nman had never yet trod;
but give nme at |east one kind word--allow me to come into the presence
sometines of thy winter-worn locks.” "Forbid it, Heaven, that I
shoul d be angry with thee," answered the father, "ny son, and yet

I send thee back to the children of the world--to the cold charity

of the conbat, and to a land of victory. | read another destiny
in thy countenance--1 learn thy inclinations fromthe flane that has
already kindled in ny soul a strange sensation. It wll seek thee,

my dear ELFONZO, it will find thee--thou canst not escape that

lighted torch, which shall blot out fromthe remenbrance of nen

a long train of prophecies which they have foretol d agai nst thee.

I once thought not so. Once, | was blind; but now the path of life

is plain before ne, and ny sight is clear; yet, Elfonzo, return to thy
worl dly occupation--take again in thy hand that chord of sweet sounds--
struggle with the civilized world and with your own heart;

fly swiftly to the enchanted ground--let the night-OA send forth

its screanms fromthe stubborn oak--let the sea sport upon the beach
and the stars sing together; but |earn of these, Elfonzo, thy doom
and t hy hiding-place. Qur nost innocent as well as our nost |awf ul

DESI RES nust often be denied us, that we may learn to sacrifice them

to a Higher will."

Renmenbering such adnmonitions with gratitude, Elfonzo was i mediately

urged by the recollection of his father's fanily to keep novi ng.

McCintock has a fine gift in the matter of surprises; but as a

rule they are not pleasant ones, they jar upon the feelings.

Hi s closing sentence in the last quotation is of that sort.

It brings one down out of the tinted clouds in too sudden and col | apsed
a fashion. It incenses one against the author for a nonent.

It makes the reader want to take himby this w nter-worn | ocks,

and tranmple on his veneration, and deliver himover to the cold



charity of conbat, and blot himout with his own lighted torch
But the feeling does not last. The naster takes again in his hand that

concord of sweet sounds of his, and one is reconciled, pacified.

H s steps became qui cker and qui cker--he hastened t hrough the PINY woods,
dark as the forest was, and with joy he very soon reached the little

vill age of repose, in whose bosomrested the bol dest chivalry.

H s close attention to every inportant object--his nodest questions

about whatever was newto him-his reverence for wise old age

and his ardent desire to learn many of the fine arts, soon brought

himinto respectable notice.

One nmild winter day, as he wal ked along the streets toward the Acadeny,
whi ch stood upon a snall em nence, surrounded by native grow h--

sonme venerable in its appearance, others young and prosperous--

all seemed inviting, and seenmed to be the very place for |learning as
well as for genius to spend its research beneath its spreadi ng shades

He entered its classic walls in the usual npde of southern manners.

The artful ness of this man! None knows so well as he how to pique
the curiosity of the reader--and how to disappoint it. He raises
the hope, here, that he is going to tell all about how one enters
a classic wall in the usual node of Southern manners; but does he?

No; he smiles in his sleeve, and turns aside to other matters.

The principal of the Institution begged himto be seated and |isten
to the recitations that were going on. He accordingly obeyed

the request, and seened to be much pleased. After the schoo

was di sm ssed, and the young hearts regained their freedom

with the songs of the evening, laughing at the anticipated pl easures

of a happy home, while others tittered at the actions of the past day,



he addressed the teacher in a tone that indicated a resolution--

wi th an undaunted m nd. He said he had determ ned to becone

a student, if he could nmeet with his approbation. "Sir," said he,
"I have spent nuch tinme in the world. | have travel ed anong
the uncivilized inhabitants of Anerica. | have nmet with friends,

and conbated with foes; but none of these gratify ny anbition,

or decide what is to be ny destiny. | see the |learned world

have an influence with the voice of the people thensel ves.

The despoilers of the renotest kingdons of the earth refer their
differences to this class of persons. This the illiterate and

i nexperienced little dreamof; and nowif you will receive ne as I am
with these deficiencies--with all ny m sguided opinions, | will give
you my honor, sir, that | will never disgrace the Institution

or those who have placed you in this honorable station.”

The instructor, who had net with many di sappoi ntnments, knew how to
feel for a stranger who had been thus turned upon the charities

of an unfeeling community. He |ooked at him earnestly, and said:

"Be of good cheer--look forward, sir, to the high destination you

may attain. Renenber, the nore elevated the mark at which you aim
the nmore sure, the nore glorious, the nore magnificent the prize."
From wonder to wonder, his encouragenent |ed the inpatient |istener

A strange nature bl ooned before him-giant streans proni sed

hi m success--gardens of hidden treasures opened to his view.

Al'l this, so vividly described, seenmed to gain a new witchery fromhis

gl owi ng fancy.

It seems to me that this situation is newin romance. | fee

sure it has not been attenpted before. Mlitary celebrities have
been di sqguised and set at lowly occupations for dramatic effect,

but | think McCintock is the first to send one of themto school
Thus, in this book, you pass fromwonder to wonder, through gardens

of hidden treasure, where giant streans bl oom before you



and behi nd you, and all around, and you feel as happy, and groggy,
and satisfied with your quart of m xed metaphor aboard as you woul d

if it had been nmixed in a sanple-room and delivered froma jug

Now we cone upon sonme nore McCintockian surprise--a sweetheart
who is sprung upon us wthout any preparation, along with a name

for her which is even a little nore of a surprise than she herself is.

In 1842 he entered the class, and nade rapid progress in the English
and Latin departnments. Indeed, he continued advancing with such
rapidity that he was like to becone the first in his class,

and nade such unexpected progress, and was so studious, that he had
al rost forgotten the pictured saint of his affections. The fresh
wreaths of the pine and cypress had waited anxiously to drop once
nmore the dews of Heaven upon the heads of those who had so often
poured forth the tender enotions of their souls under its boughs.

He was aware of the pleasure that he had seen there. So one evening ,as
he was returning fromhis reading, he concluded he would pay a visit
to this enchanting spot. Little did he think of w tnessing a shadow
of his former happi ness, though no doubt he wi shed it night be so.

He continued sauntering by the roadside, neditating on the past.

The nearer he approached the spot, the nore anxi ous he becane.

At that nonment a tall fenale figure flitted across his path, with a
bunch of roses in her hand; her countenance showed uncomon vivacity,
with a resolute spirit; her ivory teeth already appeared as she
smled beautifully, pronenading--while her ringlets of hair dangled
unconsci ously around her snowy neck. Nothing was wanting to conplete
her beauty. The tinge of the rose was in full bloom upon her cheek
the charns of sensibility and tenderness were al ways her associ ates.
In Anbulinia' s bosomdwelt a noble soul--one that never faded--

one that never was conquered.



Anbulinia! It can hardly be matched in fiction. The full nane
is Anbulinia Valeer. Marriage will presently round it out and
perfect it. Then it will be Ms. Ambulinia Valeer Elfonzo

It takes the chrono.

Her heart yielded to no feeling but the | ove of Elfonzo, on whom
she gazed with intense delight, and to whom she felt herself

nore cl osely bound, because he sought the hand of no other

El fonzo was roused from his apparent reverie. H s books no | onger
were his inseparable conpanions--his thoughts arrayed thensel ves
to encourage himto the field of victory. He endeavored to speak
to his supposed Anmbulinia, but his speech appeared not in words.
No, his effort was a streamof fire, that kindled his soul into

a flame of adnmiration, and carried his senses away captive.
Anbul i ni a had di sappeared, to make himnore mindful of his duty.
As she wal ked speedily away through the piny wiods, she calmy echoed:
"O Elfonzo, thou wilt now | ook fromthy sunbeans. Thou shalt
now wal k in a new path--perhaps thy way | eads through darkness;

but fear not, the stars foretell happiness.”

To Mcdintock that jingling junble of fine words nmeant somet hing,

no doubt, or seemed to nean sonething; but it is useless for us to try
to divine what it was. Anbulinia conmes--we don't know whence nor why;
she nysteriously intimtes--we don't know what; and then she goes
echoi ng away--we don't know whither; and down cones the curtain.

McCdintock's art is subtle; McOintock's art is deep.

Not many days afterward, as surrounded by fragrant flowers she sat
one evening at twilight, to enjoy the cool breeze that whispered

notes of nelody along the distant groves, the little birds perched



on every side, as if to watch the novenents of their new visitor

The bells were tolling, when Elfonzo silently stole along by the wild
wood flowers, holding in his hand his favorite instrunent of nusic--
his eye continually searching for Anbulinia, who hardly seened

to perceive him as she played carelessly with the songsters

that hopped from branch to branch. Nothing could be nore striking
than the difference between the two. Nature seened to have given

the nore tender soul to Elfonzo, and the stronger and nore courageous
to Anbulinia. A deep feeling spoke fromthe eyes of Elfonzo--

such a feeling as can only be expressed by those who are bl essed

as admirers, and by those who are able to return the same with
sincerity of heart. He was a few years ol der than Anbulinia:

she had turned a little into her seventeenth. He had al nost grown

up in the Cherokee country, with the sanme equal proportions as one

of the natives. But little intinmacy had existed between them unti
the year forty-one--because the youth felt that the character of such
a lovely girl was too exalted to inspire any other feeling than

that of quiet reverence. But as lovers will not always be insulted,
at all tines and under all circunstances, by the frowns and cold

| ooks of crabbed old age, which should continually reflect dignity
upon those around, and treat the unfortunate as well as the fortunate
with a graceful men, he continued to use diligence and perseverance.
Al'l this lighted a spark in his heart that changed his whol e character
and |ike the unyielding Deity that follows the stormto check its
rage in the forest, he resolves for the first tinme to shake off

hi s enbarrassment and return where he had before only worshi ped.

At | ast we begin to get the Major's neasure. We are able to put
this and that casual fact together, and build the man up before
our eyes, and look at him And after we have got himbuilt, we find
himworth the trouble. By the above conpari son between his age

and Anmbulinia's, we guess the war-worn veteran to be twenty-two;



and the other facts stand thus: he had grown up in the Cherokee
country with the sane equal proportions as one of the natives--

how fl owi ng and graceful the |anguage, and yet how tantali zing

as to neaning!--he had been turned adrift by his father, to whom he
had been "somewhat of a dutiful son"; he wandered in distant |ands;
came back frequently "to the scenes of his boyhood, al nbst destitute
of many of the conforts of life," in order to get into the presence
of his father's winter-worn | ocks, and spread a hum d veil of

dar kness around his expectations; but he was always pronptly sent
back to the cold charity of the conbat again; he learned to play

the fiddle, and made a nane for hinself in that |line; he had dwelt
anong the wild tribes; he had phil osophi zed about the despoilers

of the kingdonms of the earth, and found out--the cunning creature--
that they refer their differences to the learned for settlenent;

he had achieved a vast fane as a mlitary chieftain, the Achilles

of the Florida canpai gns, and then had got hima spelling-book

and started to school; he had fallen in love with Anbulinia Val eer
whil e she was teething, but had kept it to hinself awhile, out of

the reverential awe which he felt for the child; but now at |ast,
like the unyielding Deity who follows the stormto check its rage in
the forest, he resolves to shake off his enbarrassnent, and to return
where before he had only worshi ped. The Major, indeed, has made up
his mnd to rise up and shake his faculties together, and to see

if HE can't do that thing hinself. This is not clear. But no nmatter
about that: there stands the hero, conpact and visible; and he is
no mean structure, considering that his creator had never structure,
considering that his creator had never created anything before,

and hadn't anything but rags and wind to build with this tine.

It seems to nme that no one can contenplate this odd creature, this quaint
and curious blatherskite, without admring Mcdintock, or, at any rate,
loving himand feeling grateful to him for Mdintock made him

he gave himto us; w thout McCintock we could not have had him

and woul d now be poor.



But we nmust cone to the feast again. Here is a courtship scene, down
there in the romantic gl ades anong the raccoons, alligators, and things,
that has merit, peculiar literary nerit. See how Achilles woos.

Dnel | upon the second sentence (particularly the close of it) and the
beginning of the third. Never nmind the new personage, Leos, who is

i ntruded upon us unheral ded and unexpl ai ned. That is Mdintock's way;
it is his habit; it is a part of his genius; he cannot help it;

he never interrupts the rush of his narrative to make introductions.

It could not escape Anbulinia' s penetrating eye that he sought

an interview with her, which she as anxiously avoi ded, and assuned
a nmore di stant cal mess than before, seemngly to destroy all hope.
After many efforts and struggles with his own person, with timd

steps the Major approached the dansel, with the same caution

as he would have done in a field of battle. "Lady Anbulinia,"”
said he, trenbling, "I have long desired a nonent |ike this.
| dare not let it escape. | fear the consequences; yet | hope

your indulgence will at |east hear ny petition. Can you not
anticipate what | would say, and what | am about to express?
W1l not you, like Mnerva, who sprung fromthe brain of Jupiter

rel ease me fromthy w nding chains or cure nme--" "Say no nore,

El fonzo," answered Ambulinia, with a serious | ook, raising her hand
as if she intended to swear eternal hatred agai nst the whole world;
"anot her lady in ny place woul d have perhaps answered your question
in bitter coldness. | know not the little arts of ny sex.

| care but little for the vanity of those who would chide ne,

and amunwilling as well as ashamed to be guilty of anything

that would | ead you to think "all is not gold that glitters'
so be no rash in your resolution. It is better to repent now,
than to do it in a nore solem hour. Yes, | know what you woul d say.

I know you have a costly gift for ne--the nobl est that nan can nake--



YOUR HEART! You should not offer it to one so unworthy.

Heaven, you know, has allowed ny father's house to be made a house

of solitude, a hone of silent obedi ence, which ny parents say

is nore to be adnmired than bi g names and hi gh-sounding titles.
Notwi t hstanding all this, let nme speak the enotions of an honest heart--
allowne to say in the fullness of ny hopes that | anticipate

better days. The bird may stretch its wings toward the sun

which it can never reach; and flowers of the field appear to

ascend in the sanme direction, because they cannot do otherwi se;

but man confides his conplaints to the saints in whom he believes;

for in their abodes of light they know no nore sorrow. From your
confession and indicative |ooks, | nust be that person; if so deceive

not yourself."

El fonzo replied, "Pardon nme, ny dear madam for my frankness.

I have |l oved you fromny earliest days--everything grand and beauti ful
hat h borne the image of Anbulinia; while precipices on every hand
surrounded me, your GUARDI AN ANGEL stood and beckoned ne away from
the deep abyss. In every trial, in every msfortune, | have net

wi th your hel pi ng hand; yet | never dreamed or dared to cherish

thy love, till a voice inpaired with age encouraged the cause

and decl ared they who acquired thy favor should win a victory.

| saw how Leos worshiped thee. | felt ny own unworthi ness.

| began to KNOW JEALQUSLY, a strong guest--indeed, in ny bosom--

yet | could see if | gained your admration Leos was to be ny rival

I was aware that he had the influence of your parents, and the wealth
of a deceased relative, which is too often mistaken for permanent

and regular tranquillity; yet |I have determi ned by your permi ssion

to beg an interest in your prayers--to ask you to ani mate ny drooping
spirits by your smiles and your wi nning |ooks; for if you but speak

I shall be conqueror, ny enemes shall stagger |ike O ynpus shakes.
And though earth and sea may trenble, and the charioteer of the sun

may forget his dashing steed, yet | amassured that it is only



to armnme with divine weapons which will enable nme to conplete ny

long-tried intention."

"Return to yourself, Elfonzo," said Anbulinia, pleasantly: "a dream
of vision has disturbed your intellect; you are above the atnosphere,
dwelling in the celestial regions; nothing is there that urges

or hinders, nothing that brings discord into our present litigation

| entreat you to condescend a little, and be a nan, and forget it all
When Honer describes the battle of the gods and noble men fighting
with giants and dragons, they represent under this image our struggles
with the del usions of our passions. You have exalted ne, an unhappy girl,
to the skies; you have called nme a saint, and portrayed in your

i magi nati on an angel in human form Let her remain such to you

| et her continue to be as you have supposed, and be assured that she
wi Il consider a share in your esteem as her highest treasure.

Think not that | would allure you fromthe path in which your

consci ence | eads you; for you know | respect the conscience of others,
as | would die for my owmn. Elfonzo, if | amworthy of thy I|ove,

| et such conversation never again pass between us. Go, seek a nobler
thene! we will seek it in the streamof time, as the sun set in

the Tigris." As she spake these words she grasped the hand of Elfonzo,
saying at the same tinme--"Peace and prosperity attend you, ny hero;

be up and doing!" dosing her remarks with this expression

she wal ked slowy away, |eaving Elfonzo astoni shed and amazed.

He ventured not to follow or detain her. Here he stood al one,

gazing at the stars; confounded as he was, here he stood.

Yes; there he stood. There seens to be no doubt about that.
Nearly half of this delirious story has now been delivered to the reader.
It seenms a pity to reduce the other half to a cold synopsis.
Pity! it is nore than a pity, it is a crinme; for to synopsize Mdintock

is to reduce a sky-flushing conflagration to dull enbers, it is to



reduce barbaric splendor to ragged poverty. Mdintock never wote

a line that was not precious; he never wote one that could be spared;
he never franed one fromwhich a word could be renpved w t hout danage.
Every sentence that this master has produced may be likened to a
perfect set of teeth, white, uniform beautiful. |If you pull one,

the charmis gone.

Still, it is now necessary to begin to pull, and to keep it up

for lack of space requires us to synopsize.

W left Elfonzo standing there amazed. At what, we do not know.
Not at the girl's speech. No; we ourselves should have been
amazed at it, of course, for none of us has ever heard anything
resenbling it; but Elfonzo was used to speeches made up of noise
and vacancy, and could listen to themw th undaunted mnd |ike

the "topnost topaz of an ancient tower"; he was used to naking
them hinsel f; he--but let it go, it cannot be guessed out; we shal
never know what it was that astonished him He stood there awhile;
then he said, "Alas! am| now Gief's disappointed son at |ast?"
He did not stop to examine his mind, and to try to find out what

he probably neant by that, because, for one reason, "a mxture

of anbition and greatness of soul noved upon his young heart,"

and started himfor the village. He resuned his bench in school
"and reasonably progressed in his education.” H s heart was heavy,
but he went into society, and sought surcease of sorrowinits
light distractions. He made hinself popular with his violin,
"whi ch seemed to have a thousand chords--nore synphoni ous than the
Muses of Apollo, and nore enchanting than the ghost of the Hills."

This is obscure, but let it go.

During this interval Leos did sonme unencouraged courting, but at |ast,

"choked by his undertaking,"” he desisted.



Presently "El fonzo again wends his way to the stately walls and

newbuilt village." He goes to the house of his bel oved; she opens

the door herself. To ny surprise--for Anbulinia s heart had stil

seenmed free at the tine of their last interview-|ove beaned fromthe
girl's eyes. One sees that Elfonzo was surprised, too; for when he caught
that light, "a halloo of snothered shouts ran through every vein."

A neat figure--a very neat figure, indeed! Then he kissed her

"The scene was overwhelning." They went into the parlor. The girl

said it was safe, for her parents were abed, and woul d never know.

Then we have this fine picture--flung upon the canvas with hardly

an effort, as you will notice.

Advanci ng toward him she gave a bright display of her rosy neck
and from her head the ambrosial |ocks breathed divine fragrance;
her robe hung waving to his view, while she stood |ike a goddess

confessed before him

There is nothing of interest in the couple's interview Now at this
point the girl invites Elfonzo to a village show, where jealousy is
the notive of the play, for she wants to teach hima whol esone | esson
if he is a jealous person. But this is a sham and pretty shall ow
McCintock merely wants a pretext to drag in a plagiarismof his upon

a scene or two in "Qhello."

The | overs went to the play. El fonzo was one of the fiddlers.

He and Anbulinia nust not been seen together, lest trouble follow wth
the girl's nmalignant father; we are nade to understand that clearly.

So the two sit together in the orchestra, in the nidst of the nusicians.
This does not seemto be good art. |In the first place, the girl would
be in the way, for orchestras are al ways packed cl osely together

and there is no roomto spare for people's girls; in the next place,

one cannot conceal a girl in an orchestra w thout everybody taking



notice of it. There can be no doubt, it seens to ne, that this is

bad art.

Leos is present. O course, one of the first things that catches
his eye is the naddeni ng spectacle of Anbulinia "leaning upon

El fonzo's chair." This poor girl does not seemto understand even
the rudi nents of concealnent. But she is "in her seventeenth,"”

as the author phrases it, and that is her justification.

Leos neditates, constructs a plan--with personal violence as a basis,
of course. It was their way down there. It is a good plain plan,

wi thout any imagination in it. He will go out and stand at the

front door, and when these two cone out he will "arrest Anbulinia
fromthe hands of the insolent Elfonzo," and thus nake for hinself

a "nmore prosperous field of imortality than ever was decreed

by Omi potence, or ever pencil drew or artist inmagined." But, dear ne,
while he is waiting there the couple clinmb out at the back w ndow

and scurry honme! This is romantic enough, but there is a | ack

of dignity in the situation

At this point Mdintock puts in the whole of his curious play--

whi ch we skip.

Sone correspondence follows now The bitter father and the
distressed lovers wite the letters. Elopenents are attenpted.

They are idiotically planned, and they fail. Then we have severa
pages of romantic powwow and confusion dignifying nothing.

Anot her el openent is planned; it is to take place on Sunday,

when everybody is at church. But the "hero" cannot keep the secret;
he tells everybody. Another author would have found anot her

i nstrunment when he decided to defeat this el openment; but that is

not Mcdintock's way. He uses the person that is nearest at hand.



The evasion failed, of course. Anbulinia, in her flight,
takes refuge in a neighbor's house. Her father drags her hone.

The villagers gather, attracted by the racket.

El fonzo was noved at this sight. The people followed on to see

what was going to beconme of Anbulinia, while he, with downcast | ooks,
kept at a distance, until he saw them enter the abode of the father
thrusting her, that was the sigh of his soul, out of his presence
into a solitary apartment, when she exclaimed, "Elfonzo! El fonzo! oh
El fonzo! where art thou, with all thy heroes? haste, oh! haste,

cone thou to ny relief. R de on the wings of the wind! Turn thy
force loose like a tenpest, and roll on thy army like a whirlw nd,
over this nmountain of trouble and confusion. Ch friends! if any
pity me, let your last efforts throng upon the green hills,

and cone to the relief of Anbulinia, who is guilty of nothing

but innocent love." Elfonzo called out with a | oud voice, "My God,
can | stand this! arouse up, | beseech you, and put an end to

this tyranny. Come, ny brave boys," said he, "are you ready to go
forth to your duty?" They stood around him "Who," said he,

"will call us to arns? Where are ny thunderbolts of war? Speak ye,
the first who will neet the foe!l W will go forward with me

in this ocean of grievous tenptation? |If there is one who desires
to go, let himcome and shake hands upon the altar of devotion

and swear that he will be a hero; yes, a Hector in a cause like this,
which calls aloud for a speedy renedy.”" "Mne be the deed,"”

said a young |l awer, "and mine al one; Venus al one shall quit her
station before | will forsake one jot or tittle of nmy promse to you
what is death to me? what is all this warlike arny, if it is not
towin avictory? | love the sleep of the I over and the m ghty;

nor would I give it over till the blood of ny enenies should weak
with that of ny owmn. But God forbid that our fanme should soar

on the blood of the slunberer.” M. Valeer stands at his door



with the frowm of a denon upon his brow, with his dangerous weapon

[3] ready to strike the first man who shoul d enter his door

"Who will arise and go forward through bl ood and carnage to the rescue
of nmy Anmbulinia?" said Elfonzo. "Al," exclained the nultitude;

and onward they went, with their inplenents of battle. Ghers, of a
more timd nature, stood anong the distant hills to see the result of

t he contest.

It will hardly be believed that after all this thunder and |ightning
not a drop of rain fell; but such is the fact. El fonzo and his
gang stood up and bl ack-guarded M. Valeer with vigor all night,
getting their outlay back with interest; then in the early

nmorning the arnmy and its general retired fromthe field,

| eaving the victory with their solitary adversary and his crowbar
This is the first time this has happened in romantic literature.

The invention is original. Everything in this book is original
there is nothing hackneyed about it anywhere. Always, in other
romances, when you find the author |eading up to a climax,

you know what is going to happen. But in this book it is different;
the thing which seens inevitabl e and unavoi dabl e never happens;

it is circunvented by the art of the author every tine.

Anot her el openent was attenpted. It failed.

We have now arrived at the end. But it is not exciting.

McCintock thinks it is; but it isn't. One day Elfonzo sent Anbulinia
anot her note--a note proposing el opement No. 16. This tinme the plan
is admrable; admrabl e, sagacious, ingenious, inmaginative, deep--

oh, everything, and perfectly easy. One wonders why it was never

t hought of before. This is the schene. Anbuliniais to |eave the
breakfast-table, ostensibly to "attend to the placing of those flowers,
whi ch shoul d have been done a week ago"--artificial ones, of course;

the others wouldn't keep so long--and then, instead of fixing



the flowers, she is to walk out to the grove, and go off with El fonzo.
The invention of this plan overstrained the author that is plain,
for he straightway shows failing powers. The details of the plan
are not many or el aborate. The author shall state them hinself--

this good soul, whose intentions are always better than his English

"You wal k carel essly toward the acadeny grove, where you will find
me with a lightning steed, elegantly equipped to bear you off

where we shall be joined in wedl ock with the first connubial rights.”

Last scene of all, which the author, now nuch enfeebl ed,

tries to smarten up and nake acceptable to his spectacul ar heart
by introduci ng sone new properties--silver bow, golden harp
olive branch--things that can all come good in an el openent,

no doubt, yet are not to be conpared to an unbrella for rea

handi ness and reliability in an excursion of that kind.

And away she ran to the sacred grove, surrounded with glittering pearls,
that indicated her coming. Elfonzo hails her with his silver bow

and his golden harp. The neet--Anbulinia' s countenance brightens--

El fonzo | eads up the winged steed. "Mount," said he, "ye true-hearted,
ye fearless soul--the day is ours." She sprang upon the back
of the young thunderbolt, a brilliant star sparkles upon her head,

with one hand she grasps the reins, and with the other she holds

an olive branch. "Lend thy aid, ye strong wi nds," they excl ai ned,
"ye noon, ye sun, and all ye fair host of heaven, w tness the
eneny conquered.” "Hold," said Elfonzo, "thy dashing steed.”
"Ride on," said Anmbulinia, "the voice of thunder is behind us."

And onward they went, with such rapidity that they very soon arrived

at Rural Retreat, where they dismunted, and were united with al



the solemities that usually attended such divine operations.

There is but one Honer, there is but one Shakespeare, there is but
one Mcdintock--and his inmortal book is before you. Honer could
not have witten this book, Shakespeare could not have witten it,
I could not have done it nyself. There is nothing just like it
inthe literature of any country or of any epoch. It stands al one;
it is nonunental. It adds G Ragsdale McCintock's to the sum of

the republic's inperishable nanes.

1. The nane here given is a substitute for the one actually

attached to t he panphlet.

2. Further on it will be seen that he is a country expert

on the fiddle, and has a three-township fane.

3. It is a crowbar

THE ENEMY CONQUERED, OR, LOVE TRI UMPHANT

Sweet girl, thy smles are full of charns,

Thy voice is sweeter still,

It fills the breast with fond al ar ns,

Echoed by every rill.



| begin this little work with an eul ogy upon wonan, who has ever

been di stingui shed for her perseverance, her constancy, and her
devoted attention to those upon whom she has been pleased to pl ace
her AFFECTIONS. Many have been the thenes upon which witers and
public speakers have dwelt with intense and increasing interest.
Anong t hese delightful themes stands that of woman, the balm

to all our sighs and di sappoi ntnments, and the nost pre-en nent

of all other topics. Here the poet and orator have stood and gazed
with wonder and with admiration; they have dwelt upon her innocence,
the ornanent of all her virtues. First view ng her external charns,
such as set forth in her form and benevol ent countenance, and then passing
to the deep hidden springs of |oveliness and disinterested devotion
In every clinme, and in every age, she has been the pride of her NATION
Her wat chful ness is untiring; she who guarded the sepul cher was

the first to approach it, and the last to depart fromits aw ul

yet sublime scene. Even here, in this highly favored |and,

we | ook to her for the security of our institutions, and for our
future greatness as a nation. But, strange as it nay appear

worman' s charnms and virtues are but slightly appreciated by thousands.
Those who shoul d raise the standard of fenal e worth, and paint her
value with her virtues, in living colors, upon the banners that are
fanned by the zephyrs of heaven, and hand them down to posterity

as enbl ematical of a rich inheritance, do not properly estinmate them

Man is not sensible, at all times, of the nature and the enotions

whi ch bear that name; he does not understand, he will not conprehend;
his intelligence has not expanded to that degree of glory which
drinks in the vast revolution of hunmanity, its end, its nighty
destination, and the causes which operated, and are still operating,
to produce a nore elevated station, and the objects which energize
and enliven its consumtmmation. This he is a stranger to;

he is not aware that wonan is the recipient of celestial I|ove,



and that nan is dependent upon her to perfect his character;

that without her, philosophically and truly speaking, the brightest
of his intelligence is but the col dness of a wi nter noon,

whose beans can produce no fruit, whose solar light is not its own,
but borrowed fromthe great dispenser of efful gent beauty.

We have no disposition in the world to flatter the fair sex,

we woul d raise them above those dastardly principles which only
exist inlittle souls, contracted hearts, and a distracted brain.
Oten does she unfold herself in all her fascinating |oveliness,
presenting the nost captivating charns; yet we find man frequently
treats such purity of purpose with indifference. Wy does he do it?
Why does he baffle that which is inevitably the source of his

better days? |s he so nuch of a stranger to those excellent qualities
as not to appreciate woman, as not to have respect to her dignity?
Since her art and beauty first captivated man, she has been his
delight and his confort; she has shared alike in his msfortunes

and in his prosperity.

Whenever the billows of adversity and the tumul tuous waves of trouble
beat high, her smiles subdue their fury. Should the tear of sorrow
and the nmournful sigh of grief interrupt the peace of his mnd,

her voice renoves themall, and she bends fromher circle to encourage
hi m onward. Wen darkness woul d obscure his nmind, and a thick cloud
of gloomwould bewilder its operations, her intelligent eye darts

a ray of streaming light into his heart. Mghty and charnming is that
di sinterested devoti on which she is ever ready to exercise toward man,
not waiting till the last nonent of his danger, but seeks to relieve
himin his early afflictions. It gushes forth fromthe expansive

full ness of a tender and devoted heart, where the noblest, the purest,
and the nost elevated and refined feelings are matured and devel oped

in those may kind of fices which invariably nake her character

In the roomof sorrow and sickness, this unequal ed characteristic



may al ways been seen, in the performance of the nost charitable acts;
not hi ng that she can do to pronote the happi ness of hi mwho she
clains to be her protector will be omtted; all is invigorated by
the ani mati ng sunbeans whi ch awaken the heart to songs of gaiety.
Leaving this point, to notice another promni nent consideration

which is generally one of great nonent and of vital inportance.
Invariably she is firmand steady in all her pursuits and ains.

There is required a conbination of forces and extreme opposition to
drive her fromher position; she takes her stand, not to be noved by

the sound of Apollo's Iyre or the curved bow of pleasure.

Firmand true to what she undertakes, and that which she requires
by her own aggrandi zement, and regards as being within the strict rules
of propriety, she will remain stable and unflinching to the |ast.

A nore genuine principle is not to be found in the nost deternined,
resolute heart of man. For this she deserves to be held in the

hi ghest commendati on, for this she deserves the purest of all

other bl essings, and for this she deserves the nost |audable reward
of all others. It is a noble characteristic and is worthy of imitation
of any age. And when we look at it in one particul ar aspect,

it is still magnified, and grows brighter and brighter the nore we
reflect upon its eternal duration. What will she not do, when her
word as well as her affections and LOVE are pledged to her |over?
Everything that is dear to her on earth, all the hospitalities

of kind and loving parents, all the sincerity and | oveliness

of sisters, and the benevol ent devotion of brothers, who have
surrounded her with every confort; she will forsake them all

quit the harnony and sweet sound of the lute and the harp

and throw herself upon the affections of sone devoted adnmirer,

in whom she fondly hopes to find nore than she has | eft behind,
which is not often realized by many. Truth and virtue all conbi ned!
How deserving our admiration and |ove! Ah cruel would it be in man,

after she has thus mani fested such an unshaken confidence in him



and said by her determnation to abandon all the endearnents and
bl andi shments of hone, to act a villainous part, and prove a traitor
in the revolution of his mssion, and then turn Hector over the
i nnocent victimwhomhe swore to protect, in the presence of Heaven

recorded by the pen of an angel

Striking as this train may unfold itself in her character

and as pre-enminent as it may stand anong the fair display of her

other qualities, yet there is another, which struggles into existence,
and adds an additional luster to what she al ready possesses.

I nmean that disposition in woman which enables her, in sorrow,
ingrief, and in distress, to bear all with enduring patience.

Thi s she has done, and can and will do, amid the din of war and

clash of arms. Scenes and occurrences which, to every appearance,

are calculated to rend the heart with the profoundest enotions of trouble,
do not fetter that exalted principle inbued in her very nature.

It is true, her tender and feeling heart may often be noved (as she
is thus constituted), but she is not conquered, she has not given up
to the harlequin of disappointments, her energies have not becone
clouded in the | ast novenent of msfortune, but she is continually

i nvigorated by the archetype of her affections. She may bury her face
in her hands, and let the tear of anguish roll, she may pronenade

the delightful wal ks of sone garden, decorated with all the flowers

of nature, or she nmay steal out along sone gently rippling stream

and there, as the silver waters uninterruptedly nove forward,

shed her silent tears; they mngle with the waves, and take a | ast
farewell of their agitated hone, to seek a peaceful dwelling anong
the rolling floods; yet there is a voice rushing from her breast,

that proclainms VICTORY al ong the whole line and battl ement of

her affections. That voice is the voice of patience and resignation
that voice is one that bears everything calmy and di spassionately,
am d the nost distressing scenes; when the fates are arrayed agai nst

her peace, and apparently plotting for her destruction, still she



i s resigned.

Wran's affections are deep, consequently her troubles nmay be nade
to sink deep. Although you may not be able to mark the traces of her
grief and the furrow ngs of her angui sh upon her w nning countenance,
yet be assured they are neverthel ess preying upon her inward person
sappi ng the very foundation of that heart which al one was nade

for the weal and not the woe of man. The deep recesses of the sou
are fields for their operation. But they are not destined sinply

to take the regions of the heart for their donminion, they are not
satisfied merely with interrupting her better feelings; but after

a while you may see the bl oom ng cheek begi nning to droop and fade,
her intelligent eye no |onger sparkles with the starry |ight of heaven
her vibrating pulse | ong since changed its regular notion, and her
pal pitati ng bosom beats once nore for the midday of her glory.

Anxi ety and care ultimately throw her into the arns of the haggard
and grimnonster death. But, oh, how patient, under every

pining influence! Let us viewthe matter in bol der colors;

see her when the dearest object of her affections reckl essly seeks
every bacchanal i an pl easure, contents hinself with the |ast rubbish
of creation. Wth what solicitude she awaits his return! Sleep fails
to performits office--she weeps while the nocturnal shades of the
night triunph in the stillness. Bending over sone favorite book
whi | st the author throws before her nmind the nost beautiful inagery,
she startles at every sound. The midnight silence is broken

by the sol etm announcenent of the return of another norning.

He is still absent; she listens for that voice which has so often
been greeted by the nel odies of her own; but, alas! stern silence

is all that she receives for her vigilance.

Mar k her unweari ed wat chful ness, as the night passes away.
At last, brutalized by the accursed thing, he staggers al ong

with rage, and, shivering with cold, he makes his appearance.



Not a murnur is heard fromher lips. On the contrary, she neets him
with a smle--she caresses himwith tender arns, with all the gentl eness
and softness of her sex. Here, then, is seen her disposition
beautifully arrayed. Wnan, thou art nore to be admired than the spicy
gal es of Arabia, and nore sought for than the gold of Gol conda.

We believe that Wrman shoul d associate freely with man, and we believe
that it is for the preservation of her rights. She should becone

acquai nted with the netaphysical designs of those who condescended

to sing the siren song of flattery. This, we think, should be
according to the unwitten | aw of decorum which is stanped upon

every innocent heart. The precepts of prudery are often steeped

in the guilt of contam nation, which blasts the expectations of

better nonents. Truth, and beautiful dreans--1|oveliness, and delicacy
of character, with cherished affections of the ideal woman--

gentl e hopes and aspirations, are enough to uphold her in the storns

of darkness, without the transferred colorings of a stained sufferer
How often have we seen it in our public prints, that wonan occupies

a false station in the world! and some have gone so far as to say it

was an unnatural one. So |long has she been regarded a weak creature,

by the rabble and illiterate--they have | ooked upon her as an
insufficient actress on the great stage of human life--a nere puppet,

to fill up the drama of human existence--a thoughtl ess, inactive being--
that she has too often cone to the sane concl usion herself, and has
sometines forgotten her high destination, in the nmeridian of her glory.
We have but little synpathy or patience for those who treat her as

a mere Rosy Melindi--who are always fishing for pretty conpl enents--
who are satisfied by the gossamer of Romance, and who can be

allured by the verbosity of high-flown words, rich in | anguage,

but poor and barren in sentinment. Beset, as she has been, by the
intellectual vulgar, the selfish, the designing, the cunning, the hidden
and the artful --no wonder she has sonetines folded her wings in despair,
and forgotten her HEAVENLY mission in the delirium of inmagination;

no wonder she searches out some wild desert, to find a peaceful hone.



But this cannot always continue. A new era is noving gently onward,
old things are rapidly passing away; old superstitions, old prejudices,
and old notions are now bidding farewell to their old associates

and conpani ons, and giving way to one whose w ngs are pluned

with the Iight of heaven and tinged by the dews of the norning.

There is a remant of blessedness that clings to her in spite of al

evil influence, there is enough of the Divine Master left to acconplish
t he nobl est work ever achi eved under the canopy of the vaulted skies;
and that tinme is fast approaching, when the picture of the true

worman will shine fromits frane of glory, to captivate, to w n back,

to restore, and to call into being once nore, THE OBJECT OF HER M SSI ON

Star of the brave! thy glory shed,

Oer all the earth, thy arny |ed--

Bold neteor of inmmortal birth!

Why cone from Heaven to dwell on Earth?

M ghty and gl orious are the days of youth; happy the nonents

of the LOVER, mingled with snmles and tears of his devoted,

and long to be renmenbered are the achi evenents which he gains with a
pal pitating heart and a trenbling hand. A bright and | ovely dawn,
the harbinger of a fair and prosperous day, had arisen over the
beautiful little village of Cumm ng, which is surrounded by the

nmost romantic scenery in the Cherokee country. Brightening clouds
seenmed to rise fromthe mist of the fair Chattahoochee, to spread
their beauty over the the thick forest, to guide the hero whose
bosom beats with aspirations to conquer the enemy that would tarnish
his nanme, and to win back the admiration of his long-tried friend.

He endeavored to make his way through Sawney's Muntai n, where many neet



to catch the gales that are continually blowi ng for the refreshnent
of the stranger and the traveler. Surrounded as he was by hills

on every side, naked rocks dared the efforts of his energies.

Soon the sky becane overcast, the sun buried itself in the clouds,
and the fair day gave place to gloony twlight, which [ay heavily

on the Indian Plains. He renmenbered an old Indian Castle,

that once stood at the foot of the nmountain. He thought if he could
make his way to this, he would rest contented for a short tine.

The nmountain air breathed fragrance--a rosy tinge rested on the gl assy
waters that nmurnured at its base. His resolution soon brought him
to the remains of the red man's hut: he surveyed wi th wonder and

ast oni shnent the decayed buil ding, which tine had buried in the dust,
and thought to hinself, his happi ness was not yet conpl ete.

Besi de the shore of the brook sat a young man, about eighteen or twenty,
who seened to be reading sone favorite book, and who had a remarkably
nobl e count enance--eyes whi ch betrayed nore than a comon i nd.

This of course nmade the youth a wel cone guest, and gained him
friends in whatever condition of life he might be placed.

The travel er observed that he was a well-built figure, which showed
strength and grace in every nmovenent. He accordingly addressed
himin quite a gentlemanly manner, and inquired of himthe way

to the village. After he had received the desired information,

and was about taking his |eave, the youth said, "Are you not

Maj or El fonzo, the great nusician--the chanpion of a noble cause--
the nmodern Achilles, who gained so many victories in the Florida War?"
"I bear that name,"” said the Major, "and those titles

trusting at the sane tinme that the mnisters of grace will carry

me triunphantly through all ny | audabl e undertakings, and if,"
continued the Major, "you, sir, are the patronizer of noble deeds

| should like to nmake you ny confidant and | earn your address."”

The youth | ooked sonewhat anmazed, bowed | ow, nused for a nonent,

and began: "My nanme is Roswell. | have been recently admtted

to the bar, and can only give a faint outline of ny future success



in that honorable profession; but | trust, sir, like the Eagle,

I shall ook down fromlofty rocks upon the dwellings of nman, and shal
ever be ready to give you any assistance in my official capacity,

and what ever this nuscular armof mne can do, whenever it shall be
called fromits buried GREATNESS." The Mjor grasped himby the hand
and exclainmed: "O thou exalted spirit of inspiration--thou flane

of burning prosperity, may the Heaven-directed bl aze be the glare

of thy soul, and battle down every ranpart that seens to inpede

your progress!”

The road which led to the town presented nmany attractions.

El fonzo had bid farewell to the youth of deep feeling, and was

not wending his way to the dreanm ng spot of his fondness.

The south wi nds whistled through the woods, as the waters dashed
agai nst the banks, as rapid fire in the pent furnace roars.

This brought himto remenber while alone, that he quietly left behind
the hospitality of a father's house, and gladly entered the world,
wi t h hi gher hopes than are often realized. But as he journeyed onward,
he was m ndful of the advice of his father, who had often | ooked
sadly on the ground when tears of cruelly deceived hope noi stened
his eye. Elfonzo had been somewhat of a dutiful son; yet fond

of the anusenents of |ife--had been in distant |ands--had enjoyed
the pleasure of the world and had frequently returned to the scenes
of his boyhood, al nost destitute of many of the conforts of life.

In this condition, he would frequently say to his father, "Have

of fended you, that you | ook upon ne as a stranger, and frown upon

me with stinging | ooks? WII you not favor me with the sound of
your voice? |If | have tranpled upon your veneration, or have spread
a hunmid veil of darkness around your expectations, send ne back into
the world where no heart beats for nme--where the foot of man has
never yet trod; but give ne at |east one kind word--allow nme to cone
into the presence sonetines of thy winter-worn |l ocks." "Forbid it,

Heaven, that | should be angry with thee," answered the father



"nmy son, and yet | send thee back to the children of the world--

to the cold charity of the conbat, and to a land of victory. | read
anot her destiny in thy countenance--1 learn thy inclinations from
the flame that has already kindled in my soul a stranger sensation
It will seek thee, my dear ELFONZO, it will find thee--thou canst
not escape that lighted torch, which shall blot out fromthe
remenbrance of nen a long train of prophecies which they have
foretold against thee. | once thought not so. Once, | was blind;
but now the path of life is plain before ne, and ny sight is clear
yet Elfonzo, return to thy worldly occupation--take again in thy
hand that chord of sweet sounds--struggle with the civilized world,
and with your own heart; fly swiftly to the enchanted ground--

let the night-OAL send forth its screans fromthe stubborn oak--

| et the sea sport upon the beach, and the stars sing together

but learn of these, Elfonzo, thy doom and thy hiding-place. Qur nost
i nnocent as well as our nost |awful DESIRES nust often be denied us,

that we may learn to sacrifice themto a Higher will."

Renenbering such adnmonitions with gratitude, El fonzo was imedi ately
urged by the recollection of his father's fanily to keep novi ng.

H s steps became qui cker and qui cker--he hastened t hrough the PINY woods,
dark as the forest was, and with joy he very soon reached the little

vill age or repose, in whose bosomrested the bol dest chivalry.

H s close attention to every inportant object--his nodest questions

about whatever was newto him-his reverence for wise old age

and his ardent desire to learn many of the fine arts, soon brought him

into respectable notice.

One nild winter day as he wal ked along the streets toward the Acadeny,
whi ch stood upon a snmall em nence, surrounded by native grow h--

some venerable in its appearance, others young and prosperous--

all seemed inviting, and seenmed to be the very place for |learning as

well as for genius to spend its research beneath its spreadi ng shades



He entered its classic walls in the usual node of southern nanners.
The principal of the Institution begged himto be seated and listen
to the recitations that were going on. He accordingly obeyed

the request, and seened to be much pleased. After the schoo

was di sm ssed, and the young hearts regained their freedom

with the songs of the evening, laughing at the anticipated pl easures
of a happy home, while others tittered at the actions of the past day,
he addressed the teacher in a tone that indicated a resolution--

with an undaunted nmind. He said he had deternm ned to becone

a student, if he could nmeet with his approbation. "Sir," said he,
"l have spent nuch tinme in the world. | have travel ed anong
the uncivilized inhabitants of Amrerica. | have nmet with friends,

and conbated with foes; but none of these gratify ny anbition

or decide what is to be ny destiny. | see the |earned would

have an influence with the voice of the people thensel ves.

The despoilers of the renotest kingdons of the earth refer their
differences to this class of persons. This the illiterate and

i nexperienced little dreamof; and nowif you will receive ne as | am
with these deficiencies--with all ny misguided opinions, | wll give
you my honor, sir, that I will never disgrace the Institution

or those who have placed you in this honorable station.”

The instructor, who had net with many di sappoi ntnments, knew how to
feel for a stranger who had been thus turned upon the charities

of an unfeeling community. He |ooked at him earnestly, and said:

"Be of good cheer--1ook forward, sir, to the high destination you

may attain. Renenber, the nore elevated the mark at which you aim
the nore sure, the nore glorious, the nore magnificent the prize."
From wonder to wonder, his encouragenent |ed the inpatient |istener

A stranger nature bl oonmed before him-giant streans prom sed

hi m success--gardens of hidden treasures opened to his view

Al'l this, so vividly described, seenmed to gain a new witchery fromhis

gl owi ng fancy.



In 1842 he entered the class, and nade rapid progress in the English
and Latin departnents. Indeed, he continued advancing with such
rapidity that he was like to becone the first in his class,

and nade such unexpected progress, and was so studious, that he had
al rost forgotten the pictured saint of his affections. The fresh
wreaths of the pine and cypress had waited anxiously to drop once
nmore the dews of Heavens upon the heads of those who had so often
poured forth the tender enotions of their souls under its boughs.

He was aware of the pleasure that he had seen there. So one evening,
as he was returning fromhis reading, he concluded he would pay a visit
to this enchanting spot. Little did he think of w tnessing a shadow
of his former happi ness, though no doubt he wi shed it night be so.

He continued sauntering by the roadside, neditating on the past.

The nearer he approached the spot, the nore anxi ous he becane.

At the nonment a tall fermale figure flitted across his path, with a
bunch of roses in her hand; her countenance showed uncomon vivacity,
with a resolute spirit; her ivory teeth already appeared as she
smled beautifully, pronenading--while her ringlets of hair dangled
unconsci ously around her snowy neck. Nothing was wanting to conplete
her beauty. The tinge of the rose was in full bloom upon her cheek
the charns of sensibility and tenderness were al ways her associ ates.
In Anbulinia' s bosomdwelt a noble soul--one that never faded--

one that never was conquered. Her heart yielded to no feeling

but the | ove of Elfonzo, on whom she gazed with intense delight,

and to whom she felt herself nore closely bound , because he sought
the hand of no other. El fonzo was roused from his apparent reverie.
Hi s books no | onger were his inseparable conpanions--his thoughts
arrayed thensel ves to encourage himin the field of victory.

He endeavored to speak to his supposed Anmbulinia, but his speech
appeared not in words. No, his effort was a streamof fire,

that kindled his soul into a flame of admiration, and carried

his senses away captive. Anbulinia had di sappeared, to make him

more mndful of his duty. As she wal ked speedily away through



the piny woods she calmy echoed: "O Elfonzo, thou wilt
now | ook fromthy sunbeans. Thou shalt now wal k in a new path--
perhaps thy way | eads through darkness; but fear not, the stars

foretell happiness."”

Not many days afterward, as surrounded by fragrant flowers she sat
one evening at twilight, to enjoy the cool breeze that whispered
notes of nelody along the distant groves, the little birds perched

on every side, as if to watch the novenents of their new visitor

The bells were tolling when Elfonzo silently stole along by the wild
wood flowers, holding in his hand his favorite instrunent of nusic--
his eye continually searching for Anbulinia, who hardly seened

to perceive him as she played carelessly with the songsters

that hopped from branch to branch. Nothing could be nore striking
than the difference between the two. Nature seened to have given

the nore tender soul to Elfonzo, and the stronger and nore courageous
to Anbulinia. A deep feeling spoke fromthe eyes of Elfonzo--

such a feeling as can only be expressed by those who are bl essed

as admirers, and by those who are able to return the same with
sincerity of heart. He was a few years ol der than Anbuli nia:

she had turned a little into her seventeenth. He had al nost grown

up in the Cherokee country, with the sanme equal proportions as one

of the natives. But little intinmacy had existed between them unti
the year forty-one--because the youth felt that the character of such
a lovely girl was too exalted to inspire any other feeling than

that of quiet reverence. But as lovers will not always be insulted,
at all tines and under all circunstances, by the frowns and cold

| ooks of crabbed old age, which should continually reflect dignity
upon those around, and treat unfortunate as well as the fortunate
with a graceful men, he continued to use diligence and perseverance.
Al'l this lighted a spark in his heart that changed his whol e character
and |ike the unyielding Deity that follows the stormto check its

rage in the forest, he resolves for the first time to shake off



hi s enbarrassnment and return where he had before only worshi ped.

It could not escape Anbulinia's penetrating eye that he sought

an interview with her, which she as anxiously avoi ded, and assuned
a nore distant cal mess than before, seemngly to destroy all hope.
After many efforts and struggles with his own person, with tinmd

steps the Major approached the dansel, with the sanme caution

as he would have done in a field of battle. "Lady Anbulinia,"”
said he, trenbling, "I have long desired a nmonent |ike this.
| dare not let it escape. | fear the consequences; yet | hope

your indulgence will at |east hear ny petition. Can you not
anticipate what | would say, and what | am about to express?
WIl not you, like Mnerva, who sprung fromthe brain of Jupiter

rel ease me fromthy wi nding chains or cure ne--" "Say no nore,

El fonzo," answered Ambulinia, with a serious |ook, raising her hand
as if she intended to swear eternal hatred agai nst the whole world;
"anot her lady in ny place woul d have perhaps answered your question
in bitter coldness. | know not the little arts of ny sex.

| care but little for the vanity of those who woul d chide ne,

and amunwilling as well as shanmed to be guilty of anything

that would lead you to think "all is not gold that glitters’
so be not rash in your resolution. It is better to repent now than
to do it in a nore solem hour. Yes, | know what you would say.

I know you have a costly gift for ne--the noblest that nan can nake--
YOUR HEART! you should not offer it to one so unwort hy.

Heaven, you know, has allowed ny father's house to be nade a house

of solitude, a hone of silent obedi ence, which ny parents say

is nore to be admired than big nanes and hi gh-sounding titles.

Notwi thstanding all this, |et nme speak the enpbtions of an honest heart;
allowne to say in the fullness of ny hopes that | anticipate

better days. The bird may stretch its wings toward the sun

which it can never reach; and flowers of the field appear to

ascend in the same direction, because they cannot do otherwi se;



but man confides his conplaints to the saints in whom he believes;
for in their abodes of light they know no nore sorrow. From your
confession and indicative |ooks, | nust be that person; if so,

deceive not yourself."

El fonzo replied, "Pardon nme, ny dear madam for my frankness.

I have |l oved you fromny earliest days; everything grand and beauti ful
hat h borne the image of Anbulinia; while precipices on every hand
surrounded me, your GUARDI AN ANGEL stood and beckoned ne away from
the deep abyss. 1In every trial, in every msfortune, | have net

wi th your hel pi ng hand; yet | never dreamed or dared to cherish

thy love till a voice inpaired with age encouraged the cause,

and decl ared they who acquired thy favor should win a victory.

| saw how Leos worshipped thee. | felt nmy own unworthiness.

| began to KNOW JEALQUSY--a strong guest, indeed, in my bosom -

yet | could see if | gained your admration Leos was to be ny rival

I was aware that he had the influence of your parents, and the wealth
of a deceased relative, which is too often mistaken for permanent

and regular tranquillity; yet |I have determi ned by your permi ssion

to beg an interest in your prayers--to ask you to animate ny dropping
spirits by your smiles and your w nning |ooks; for if you but speak

I shall be conqueror, ny enem es shall stagger |ike O ynpus shakes.
And though earth and sea may trenble, and the charioteer of the sun
may forget his dashing steed, yet | amassured that it is only

to armnme with divine weapons which will enable me to conplete ny

long-tried intention."

"Return to your self, Elfonzo," said Anbulinia, pleasantly; "a dream
of vision has disturbed your intellect; you are above the atnosphere,
dwelling in the celestial regions; nothing is there that urges

or hinders, nothing that brings discord into our present litigation

| entreat you to condescend a little, and be a man, and forget it all

When Honer describes the battle of the gods and noble nmen fighting



with giants and dragons, they represent under this image our struggles
with the del usions of our passions. You have exalted me, an unhappy girl,
to the skies; you have called nme a saint, and portrayed in your

i magi nati on an angel in human form Let her remain such to you

| et her continue to be as you have supposed, and be assured that she
will consider a share in your esteem as her highest treasure.

Think not that | would allure you fromthe path in which your

consci ence | eads you; for you know I respect the conscience of others,
as | would die for ny omm. Elfonzo, if | amworthy of thy I|ove,

| et such conversation never again pass between us. Go, seek a nobler
theme! we will seek it in the streamof time as the sun set in

the Tigris." As she spake these words she grasped the hand of Elfonzo,
saying at the same tinme, "Peace and prosperity attend you, my hero:

be up and doing!" dosing her remarks with this expression

she wal ked sl owly away, |eaving Elfonzo astoni shed and anazed.

He ventured not to follow or detain her. Here he stood al one,

gazing at the stars; confounded as he was, here he stood. The rippling
streamrolled on at his feet. Twilight had already begun to draw

her sable mantl e over the earth, and now and then the fiery snoke

woul d ascend fromthe little town which lay spread out before him

The citizens seened to be full of |ife and good-hunor; but poor Elfonzo
saw not a brilliant scene. No; his future Iife stood before him
stripped of the hopes that once adorned all his sanguine desires.

"Alas!" said he, "am| now Gief's disappointed son at last."
Anbulinia's inmage rose before his fancy. A mixture of anbition
and greatness of soul noved upon his young heart, and encouraged
himto bear all his crosses with the patience of a Job

not wi t hst andi ng he had to encounter with so many obstacl es.

He still endeavored to prosecute his studies, and reasonabl e
progressed in his education. Still, he was not content; there was
somet hing yet to be done before his happi ness was conpl et e.

He woul d visit his friends and acquai ntances. They would invite him

to social parties, insisting that he should partake of the anusenents



that were going on. This he enjoyed tolerably well. The | adies

and gentlemen were generally well pleased with the Major; as he
delighted all with his violin, which seened to have a thousand chords--
nmor e synphoni ous than the Muses of Apollo and nore enchanting

than the ghost of the Hills. He passed sone days in the country.
During that tinme Leos had nade nmany calls upon Anbulinia, who was
generally received with a great deal of courtesy by the famly.

They thought himto be a young man worthy of attention, though he

had but little in his soul to attract the attention or even wn

the affections of her whose graceful nanners had al nost nmade

hima slave to every bewitching look that fell from her eyes

Leos nade several attenpts to tell her of his fair prospects--

how nmuch he Il oved her, and how nuch it would add to his bliss if he
could but think she would be willing to share these bl essings

with him but, choked by his undertaking, he nade hinself nore |ike an

i nactive drone than he did |like one who bowed at beauty's shrine.

El fonzo again wends his way to the stately walls and newbuilt village.
He now determnes to see the end of the prophesy which had been
foretold to him The clouds burst fromhis sight; he believes

if he can but see his Anbulinia, he can open to her view the bl oody
altars that have been misrepresented to stignmatize his nane.

He knows that her breast is transfixed with the sword of reason

and ready at all times to detect the hidden villainy of her enenies.

He resolves to see her in her own hone, with the consoling thene:

"1 can but perish if | go. Let the consequences be what they nmay,"
said he, "if |I die, it shall be contending and struggling for ny

own rights.”

Ni ght had al nost overtaken hi mwhen he arrived in town. Colonel El der
a nobl e-hearted, high-m nded, and independent nman, net him at
his door as usual, and seized himby the hand. "Well, Elfonzo,"

said the Col onel, "how does the world use you in your efforts?”



"I have no objection to the world," said El fonzo, "but the people

are rather singular in sone of their opinions.” "Aye, well, k"

said the Col onel, "you nmust renenber that creation is nade up of

many nysteries; just take things by the right handle; be always sure

you know which is the snooth side before you attenpt your polish

be reconciled to your fate, be it what it may; and never find fault

with your condition, unless your conplaining will benefit it.
Perseverance is a principle that should be commendabl e in those who have
judgnent to govern it. | should never had been so successful in ny
hunting excursions had | waited till the deer, by sone magi c dream

had been drawn to the nmuzzle of the gun before | nade an attenpt to fire
at the gane that dared nmy boldness in the wild forest. The great
mystery in hunting seems to be--a good marksnan, a resolute nind,

a fixed determination, and ny world for it, you will never return

hone wi t hout soundi ng your horn with the breath of a new victory.

And so with every other undertaking. Be confident that your amunition
is of the right kind--always pull your trigger with a steady hand,

and so soon as you perceive a calm touch her off, and the spoils

are yours."

This filled himw th redoubl ed vigor, and he set out with a stronger
anxi ety than ever to the hone of Ambulinia. A few short steps soon
brought himto the door, half out of breath. He rapped gently.
Anbul i nia, who sat in the parlor alone, suspecting El fonzo was near
ventured to the door, opened it, and beheld the hero, who stood

in an hunble attitude, bowed gracefully, and as they caught each
other's |l ooks the light of peace beanmed fromthe eyes of Anbulinia.
El f onzo caught the expression; a halloo of snothered shouts ran

t hrough every vein, and for the first tinme he dared to inpress a kiss
upon her cheek. The scene was overwhel ning; had the tenptation
been | ess ani mating, he would not have ventured to have acted

so contrary to the desired wi sh of his Anbulinia; but who could

have withstood the irrestistable tenptation! Wat society condems



the practice but a cold, heartless, uncivilized people that know
not hi ng of the warm attachments of refined society? Here the dead
was raised to his long-cherished hopes, and the | ost was found.

Here all doubt and danger were buried in the vortex of oblivion
sectional differences no longer disunited their opinions; like the freed
bird fromthe cage, sportive claps its rustling w ngs, wheels about
to heaven in a joyful strain, and raises its notes to the upper sky.
Anmbul i nia insisted upon Elfonzo to be seated, and give her a history
of his unnecessary absence; assuring himthe fanmly had retired,
consequently they would ever remain ignorant of his visit.

Advanci ng toward him she gave a bright display of her rosy neck

and from her head the anbrosial |ocks breathed divine fragrance;

her robe hung waving to his view, while she stood |ike a goddess

conf essed before him

"It does seemto ne, ny dear sir," said Arbulinia, "that you have
been gone an age. Oh, the restless hours | have spent since | |ast
saw you, in yon beautiful grove. There is where | trifled with your
feelings for the express purpose of trying your attachment for ne.

I now find you are devoted; but ah! | trust you live not unguarded
by the powers of Heaven. Though oft did | refuse to join my hand
with thine, and as oft did | cruelly nock thy entreaties with
borrowed shapes: yes, | feared to answer thee by terms, in words
sincere and undi ssenbled. O could | pursue, and you have |eisure
to hear the annals of my woes, the evening star would shut Heaven's
gates upon the inpending day before ny tale would be finished,

and this night would find ne soliciting your forgiveness."

"Disnmiss thy fears and thy doubts,"” replied Elfonzo.

"Look, O 1look: that angelic |ook of thine--bathe not thy visage
in tears; banish those floods that are gathering; |let ny confession

and ny presence being thee sone relief." "Then, indeed, | wll



be cheerful ," said Anrbulinia, "and |I think if we will go to the
exhibition this evening, we certainly will see something worthy
of our attention. One of the npbst tragical scenes is to be acted

that has ever been witnessed, and one that every jeal ous-hearted person

should learn a I esson from It cannot fail to have a good effect,

as it will be performed by those who are young and vi gorous,

and | earned as well as enticing. You are aware, Major Elfonzo, who are
to appear on the stage, and what the characters are to represent.”

"I am acquainted with the circunstances,"” replied El fonzo, "and as
amto be one of the nusicians upon that interesting occasion
| should be rmuch gratified if you would favor me with your conpany

during the hours of the exercises.

"What strange notions are in your mnd?" inquired Anbulinia.

"Now | know you have something in view, and | desire you to tel

me why it is that you are so anxious that | should continue

with you while the exercises are going on; though if you think I

can add to your happi ness and predilections, | have no particul ar
obj ection to acquiesce in your request. OCh, | think |I foresee,

now, what you anticipate.”" "And will you have the goodness to tel
me what you think it will be?" inquired Elfonzo. "By all neans,”
answered Anbulinia; "a rival, sir, you would fancy in your own m nd;
but let me say for you, fear not! fear not! | wll be one of the

| ast persons to disgrace ny sex by thus encouragi ng every one who
may feel disposed to visit me, who may honor nme with their gracefu
bows and their choicest complinents. It is true that young nmen too
often m stake civil politeness for the finer enotions of the heart,
which is tantanount to courtship; but, ah! how often are they deceived,
when they conme to test the weight of sunbeans with those on whose

strength hangs the future happiness of an untried life."

The peopl e were now rushing to the Acadeny with inpatient anxiety;



the band of nusic was closely followed by the students; then the parents
and guardi ans; nothing interrupted the glow of spirits which ran

t hrough every bosom tinged with the songs of a Virgil and the tide
of a Homer. Elfonzo and Anbulinia soon repaired to the scene,

and fortunately for themboth the house was so crowded that they took
their seats together in the nusic departnment, which was not in view
of the auditory. This fortuitous circunstances added nore the bliss
of the Mjor than a thousand such exhibitions would have done.

He forgot that he was man; mnusic had lost its charns for him

whenever he attenpted to carry his part, the string of the instrunent
woul d break, the bow became stubborn, and refused to obey the |oud
calls of the audience. Here, he said, was the paradise of his hone,
the | ong-sought-for opportunity; he felt as though he could

send a nmillion supplications to the throne of Heaven for such

an exalted privilege. Poor Leos, who was somewhere in the crowd,

| ooking as attentively as if he was searching for a needle in a haystack
here is stood, wondering to hinmself why Anbulinia was not there.
"VWhere can she be? Oh! if she was only here, how !l could relish

the scene! Elfonzo is certainly not in town; but what if he is?

I have got the wealth, if |I have not the dignity, and | am sure that
the squire and his | ady have al ways been particular friends of mne,
and | think with this assurance | shall be able to get upon the blind
side of the rest of the fanmily and nake the heaven-born Anbulinia

the mstress of all | possess.” Then, again, he would drop his head,
as if attenpting to solve the nost difficult problemin Euclid.

Whil e he was thus conjecturing in his own nmnd, a very interesting
part of the exhibition was going on, which called the attention

of all present. The curtains of the stage waved continually

by the repelled forces that were given to them which caused

Leos to behold Anmbulinia | eaning upon the chair of Elfonzo.

Her | ofty beauty, seen by the glimering of the chandelier

filled his heart with rapture, he knew not how to contain hinself;

to go where they were woul d expose himto ridicule; to continue



where he was, with such an object before him w thout being allowed
an explanation in that trying hour, would be to the great injury

of his mental as well as of his physical powers; and, in the nane

of high heaven, what nust he do? Finally, he resolved to contain
hinself as well as he conveniently could, until the scene was over
and then he would plant hinself at the door, to arrest Anbulinia from
the hands of the insolent Elfonzo, and thus nake for hinself a nore
prosperous field of immortality than ever was decreed by Omi potence,
or ever pencil drew or artist imagined. Accordingly he nade

hinself sentinel, immediately after the perfornmance of the evening--
retained his position apparently in defiance of all the world; he waited,
he gazed at every lady, his whole frame trenbl ed; here he stood,

until everything like human shape had di sappeared fromthe institution
and he had done nothing; he had failed to acconplish that which he

so eagerly sought for. Poor, unfortunate creature! he had not

the eyes of an Argus, or he nmight have seen his Juno and El fonzo,
assisted by his friend Sigma, nake their escape fromthe w ndow,

and, with the rapidity of a race-horse, hurry through the blast of
the stormto the residence of her father, wi thout being recognized.

He did not tarry long, but assured Anbulinia the endl ess chain

of their existence was nore cl osely connected than ever, since he

had seen the virtuous, innocent, inploring, and the constant

Anelia nurdered by the jeal ous-hearted Farcillo, the accursed of

t he | and.

The following is the tragical scene, which is only introduced
to show the subject-matter that enabled Elfonzo to cone to such
a deterninate resolution that nothing of the kind should ever
di spossess himof his true character, should he be so fortunate

as to succeed in his present undertaking.

Amrelia was the wife of Farcillo, and a virtuous wonman; G aci a,

a young |l ady, was her particular friend and confidant. Farcillo grew



jeal ous of Anelia, nurders her, finds out that he was deceived,

AND STABS HI MSELF. Anelia appears alone, talking to herself.

A. Hail, ye solitary ruins of antiquity, ye sacred tonbs and
silent walks! it is your aid |l invoke; it is to you, ny soul

wrapt in deep nediating, pours forth its prayer. Here | wander upon
the stage of nortality, since the world hath turned agai nst ne.
Those whom | believed to be ny friends, alas! are now ny enem es,
planting thorns in all ny paths, poisoning all mny pleasures,

and turning the past to pain. Wat a lingering catal ogue of sighs
and tears lies just before ne, crowding ny aching bosomwth

the fleeting dream of hunanity, which nust shortly terninate

And to what purpose will all this bustle of life, these agitations
and enotions of the heart have conduced, if it |eave behind it

not hing of utility, if it |eave no traces of inprovement? Can it
be that | am deceived in ny conclusions? No, | see that | have
not hing to hope for, but everything for fear, which tends to drive

me fromthe wal ks of tine.

Oh! in this dead night, if |loud winds arise,

To | ash the surge and bluster in the skies,

May the west its furious rage display,

Toss me with stornms in the watery way.

(Enter Gacia.)

G Oh, Anelia, is it you, the object of grief, the daughter of opul ence,

of wi sdom and phil osophy, that thus conplaineth? |t cannot be you



are the child of nisfortune, speaking of the nonunments of forner ages,
which were allotted not for the reflection of the distressed,

but for the fearless and bol d.

A. Not the child of poverty, Gacia, or the heir of glory and peace

but of fate. Renenber, | have wealth nore than wit can nunber; | have
had power nore than kings could entonpass; yet the world seens a desert;
all nature appears an afflictive spectacle of warring passions.

This blind fatality, that capriciously sports with the rules

and lives of nortals, tells nme that the nountains will never again

send forth the water of their springs to nmy thirst. ©Ch, that |

m ght be freed and set at liberty fromwetchedness! But | fear

| fear this will never be.

G Wiy, Anelia, this untinely grief? Wat has caused the sorrows
that bespeak better and happi er days, to those |avish out such
heaps of misery? You are aware that your instructive | essons
enmbel lish the mind with holy truths, by wedding its attention

to none but great and nobl e affections.

A. This, of course, is some consolation. | will ever |love my own
species with feelings of a fond recollection, and while I am
studyi ng to advance the universal philanthropy, and the spotless
nane of my own sex, | will try to build nmy own upon the pleasing
belief that | have accel erated the advancenent of one who whi spers

of departed confidence.

And |, like sonme poor peasant fated to reside

Remote fromfriends, in a forest w de

Oh, see what woman's woes and human wants require,



Since that great day hath spread the seed of sinful fire.

G Look up, thou poor disconsol ate; you speak of quitting
earthly enjoyments. Unfold thy bosomto a friend, who would be
willing to sacrifice every enjoynent for the restoration of the
dignity and gentl eness of mind which used to grace your wal ks,
and which is so natural to yourself; not only that, but your

paths were strewed with flowers of every hue and of every order

Wth verdant green the nountains gl ow,

For thee, for thee, the lilies grow,

Far stretched beneath the tented hills,

A fairer flower the valley fills.

A. Ch, would to Heaven | could give you a short narrative of ny
former prospects for happi ness, since you have acknow edged to be

an unchangeabl e confidant--the richest of all other bl essings.

Oh, ye nanes forever glorious, ye cel ebrated scenes, ye renowned
spot of mnmy hynmeneal nonents; how replete is your chart with

sublime reflections! How many profound vows, decorated with

i macul ate deeds, are witten upon the surface of that precious

spot of earth where | yielded up ny life of celibacy, bade youth
with all its beauties a final adieu, took a |last farewell of the

| aurel s that had acconpanied nme up the hill of my juvenile career

It was then | began to descend toward the valley of disappointnent
and sorrow;, it was then | cast nmy little bark upon a nysterious ocean
of wedl ock, with himwho then snmiled and caressed ne, but, alas! now

frowns with bitterness, and has grown jeal ous and cold toward e,



because the ring he gave ne is nisplaced or lost. ©Ch, bear ne,

ye flowers of nenory, softly through the eventful history of

past tines; and ye places that have w tnessed the progression of man

in the circle of so nmany societies, and, of, aid ny recollection

while | endeavor to trace the vicissitudes of a |life devoted

in endeavoring to confort himthat | claimas the object of ny w shes.

Ah! ye nysterious nmen, of all the world, how few

Act just to Heaven and to your prom se true!

But He who guides the stars with a watchful eye,

The deeds of nen | ay open without disguise;

Ch, this alone will avenge the wrongs | bear

For all the oppressed are His peculiar care.

(F. makes a slight noise.)

A. Wo is there--Farcill o?

G Then | nust gone. Heaven protect you. Ch, Anelia, farewell,

be of good cheer.

May you stand |like O ynmpus' towers,

Agai nst earth and all jeal ous powers!



May you, with | oud shouts ascend on high

Swift as an eagle in the upper sky.

A. Wiy so cold and distant tonight, Farcillo? Cone, let us each

other greet, and forget all the past, and give security for the future.

F. Security! talk to ne about giving security for the future--
what an insulting requisition! Have you said your prayers tonight,

Madam Anel i a?

A. Farcillo, we sonetinmes forget our duty, particularly when we

expect to be caressed by others.

F. If you bethink yourself of any crime, or of any fault, that is
yet conceal ed fromthe courts of Heaven and the thrones of grace,

I bid you ask and solicit forgiveness for it now

A. Ch, be kind, Farcillo, don't treat me so. What do you nean

by all this?

F. Be kind, you say; you, nadam have forgot that ki ndness you owe

to ne, and bestowed it upon another; you shall suffer for your

conduct when you nake your peace with your God. | would not slay thy
unprotected spirit. | call to Heaven to be nmy guard and nmy watch--
I would not kill thy soul, in which all once seemed just, right,

and perfect; but | nust be brief, woman.

A. VWhat, talk you of killing? ©Ch, Farcillo, Farcillo, what is

the matter?

F. Aye, | do, w thout doubt; mark what | say, Anelia.



A. Then, O God, O Heaven, and Angels, be propitious, and have nercy

upon me.

F. Anen to that, madam with all ny heart, and with all ny soul

A. Farcillo, listen to me one nonent; | hope you will not kill ne.

F. Kill you, aye, that | will; attest it, ye fair host of Iight,

record it, ye dark inps of hell

A. Ch, | fear you--you are fatal when darkness covers your brow,
yet | know not why | should fear, since | never wonged you in al

my life. | stand, sir, guiltless before you

F. You pretend to say you are guiltless! Think of thy sins,

Anelia; think, oh, think, hidden woman.

A. VWerein have | not been true to you? That death is unkind,

cruel, and unnatural, that kills for living.

F. Peace, and be still while | unfold to thee.

A | will, Farcillo, and while | amthus silent, tell ne the cause

of such cruel coldness in an hour like this.

F. That RING oh, that ring | so loved, and gave thee as the ring
of nmy heart; the allegiance you took to be faithful, when it

was presented; the kisses and smiles with which you honored it.

You becane tired of the donor, despised it as a plague, and finally

gave it to Malos, the hidden, the vile traitor

A. No, upon nmy word and honor, | never did; | appeal to the Mbst

Hi gh to bear ne out in this matter. Send for Ml os, and ask him



F. Send for Mal os, aye! Malos you wish to see; | thought so.
I knew you could not keep his nane concealed. Anelia, sweet Anelia,
take heed, take heed of perjury; you are on the stage of death,

to suffer for YOUR SINS

A. What, not to die | hope, ny Farcillo, nmy ever bel oved.

F. Yes, nadam to die a traitor's death. Shortly your spirit shal
take its exit; therefore confess freely thy sins, for to deny tends
only to make nme groan under the bitter cup thou hast made for ne.

Thou art to die with the nanme of traitor on thy brow

A. Then, O Lord, have nercy upon ne; give ne courage, give ne grace

and fortitude to stand this hour of trial.

F. Aren, | say, with all ny heart.

A. And, oh, Farcillo, will you have nmercy, too? | never
intentionally offended you in all my life, never LOVED Mal os
never gave himcause to think so, as the high court of Justice

will acquit me before its tribunal

F. Ch, false, perjured woman, thou didst chill ny blood, and makest

me a denon like thyself. | saw the ring.

A. He found it, then, or got it clandestinely; send for him

and |l et himconfess the truth; et his confession be sifted.

F. And you still with to see him | tell you, nadam he hath

al ready confessed, and thou knowest the darkness of thy heart.

A. What, ny deceived Farcillo, that | gave himthe ring, in which

all ny affections were concentrated? GCh, surely not.



F. Aye, he did. Ask thy conscience, and it will speak with a voice

of thunder to thy soul

A. He will not say so, he dare not, he cannot.

F. No, he will not say so now, because his nmouth, | trust, is hushed
in death, and his body stretched to the four w nds of heaven

to be torn to pieces by carnivorous birds.

A. What, he is dead, and gone to the world of spirits with that

declaration in his mouth? ©h, unhappy man! Ch, insupportable hour

F. Yes, and had all his sighs and | ooks and tears been lives, ny great

revenge could have slain themall, wthout the | east condemati on

A. Alas! he is ushered into eternity without testing the matter

for which | am abused and sentenced and condemmed to die.

F. Cursed, infernal woman! Wepest thou for himto ny face? He that
hat h robbed ne of ny peace, ny energy, the whole love of ny life?
Could | call the fabled Hydra, | would have himlive and perish
survive and die, until the sun itself would grow dimw th age.

I woul d nmake himhave the thirst of a Tantalus, and roll the

wheel of an Ixion, until the stars of heaven should quit their

brilliant stations.

A. Ch, invincible God, save ne! Oh, unsupportable nonent! Ch, heavy
hour! Banish nme,, Farcillo--send nme where no eye can ever see me, where
no sound shall ever great mnmy ear; but, oh, slay me not, Farcillo; vent thy

rage and thy spite upon this enaciated frane of mine, only spare ny life.

F. Your petitions avail nothing, cruel Anelia.

A. Ch, Farcillo, perpetrate the dark deed tonorrow, let ne |live



till then, for ny past kindness to you, and it rmay be sone kind
angel will show to you that I amnot only the object of innocence,

but one who never |oved another but your noble self.

F. Anelia, the decree has gone forth, it is to be done, and that quickly;

thou art to die, nmadam

A. But half an hour allow ne, to see ny father and my only child,

to tell her the treachery and vanity of this world.

F. There is no alternative, there is no pause: ny daughter shal
not see its deceptive nother die; your father shall not know that his

daughter fell disgraced, despised by all but her enchanting Ml os.

A. Ch, Farcillo, put up thy threatening dagger into its scabbard,
let it rest and be still, just while | say one prayer for thee and

for my child.

F. It is too late, thy doomis fixed, thou hast not confessed
to Heaven or to ne, ny child' s protector--thou art to die.
Ye powers of earth and heaven, protect and defend ne in this al one.

(STABS HER WHI LE | MPLORI NG FOR MERCY. )

A. Ch, Farcillo, Farcillo, a guiltless death | die.

F. Die! die! diel

(Gracia enters running, falls on her knees weepi ng, and kisses Anelia.)

G Onh, Farcillo, Farcillo! oh, Farcillo!

F. | am here, the genius of the age, and the avenger of nmy wongs.



G Onh, lady, speak once nore; sweet Anelia, on, speak again
Gone, gone--yes, forever gone! Farcillo, oh, cold-hearted Farcillo,

some evil fiend hath urged you to do this, Farcillo.

F. Say not so again, or you shall receive the same fate. 1 did

the gl orious deed, nadam -beware, then, how you talk.

G | fear not your inplenents of war; | will let you know you have

not the power to do ne harm |If you have a heart of triple brass,

it shall be reached and nelted, and thy blood shall chill thy veins
and grow stiff in thy arteries. Here is the ring of the virtuous

and i nnocent nurdered Anelia; | obtained it from Mal os, who yet |ives,
in hopes that he will survive the wound given him and says he got

it clandestinely--declares Anelia to be the princess of truth and virtue,
i nvul nerable to anything like forgetting her first devotion to thee.
The world has heard of your conduct and your jeal ousy, and with

one universal voice declares her to be the best of all in piety;

that she is the star of this great universe, and a nore virtuous
worman never lived since the wheels of tinme began. ©Oh, had you waited
till tonmorrow, or until | had returned, sone kind wi ndow woul d have
been opened to her relief. But, alas! she is gone--yes, forever gone,

to try the realities of an unknown worl d!

(Farcillo |l eaning over the body of Anelia.)

F. Mal os not dead, and here is ny ring! Oh, Anelia! falsely nurdered!
Oh, bl oody deed! ©Oh, wetch that | aml Oh, angels forgive me! Oh, CGod,
wi t hhol d thy vengeance! Oh, Anelia! if Heaven would nake a thousand
worlds like this, set with dianonds, and all of one perfect chrysolite,

I would not have done this for themall, | would not have frowned



and cursed as | did. Ch, she was heavenly true, nursed in the very
lap of bright angels! Cursed slave that | aml Jeal ousy, oh! thou
i nfernal denon! Lost, lost to every sense of honor! GCh! Anelia--
heaven-born Amelia--dead, dead! ©Ch! oh! oh!--then let ne die with

thee. Farewell! farewell! ye world that deceived me! (STABS H MSELF.)

Soon after the excitenment of this tragical scene was over
and the enlisted feeling for Anelia had grown nore buoyant with
El fonzo and Anmbulinia, he determined to visit his retired hone,
and nake the necessary inprovenents to enjoy a better day;

consequently he conveyed the following lines to Anbulinia:

Go tell the world that hope is gl ow ng,

Go bid the rocks their silence break

Go tell the stars that love is gl ow ng,

Then bid the hero his |over take.

In the region where scarcely the foot of man hath ever trod,

where t he woodnman hath not found his way, lies a blooning grove,
seen only by the sun when he nmounts his lofty throne, visited only
by the light of the stars, to whom are entrusted the guardi anship

of earth, before the sun sinks to rest in his rosy bed. Hgh cliffs
of rocks surround the romantic place, and in the small cavity of

the rocky wall grows the daffodil clear and pure; and as the w nd

bl ows al ong the enchanting little nmountain which surrounds the

I onely spot, it nourishes the flowers with the dew drops of heaven
Here is the seat of Elfonzo; darkness clains but little victory over

this dominion, and in vain does she spread out her gloony w ngs.



Here the waters flow perpetually, and the trees lash their tops
together to bid the wel come visitor a happy nuse. Elfonzo, during his
short stay in the country, had fully persuaded hinself that it was
his duty to bring this solermm matter to an issue. A duty that he

i ndividually owed, as a gentleman, to the parents of Anbulinia,

a duty in itself involving not only his own happi ness and his own
standing in society, but one that called aloud the act of the parties
to nmake it perfect and conplete. How he should conmunicate his
intentions to get a favorable reply, he was at a loss to know,

he knew not whether to address Esg. Valeer in prose or in poetry,

in a jocular or an argunentative manner, or whether he should use
nmoral suasion, legal injunction, or seizure and take by reprisal

if it was to do the latter, he would have no difficulty in deciding
in his owm mind, but his gentlemanly honor was at stake; so he
concluded to address the following letter to the father and nother

of Anbulinia, as his address in person he knew woul d only aggravate

the ol d gentl eman, and perhaps his | ady.

Cunmi ng, Ga., January 22, 1844

M. and Ms. Val eer--

Again | resume the pleasing task of addressing you, and once nore beg

an inmedi ate answer to nmy nmany sal utations. Fromevery circunstance
that has taken place, | feel in duty bound to conply with ny obligations;
to forfeit ny word would be nore than | dare do; to break ny pledge

and ny vows that have been witnessed, sealed, and delivered in the
presence of an unseen Deity, would be disgraceful on ny part, as well

as ruinous to Anbulinia. | wish no |onger to be kept in suspense

about this matter. | wish to act gentlemanly in every particular.



It is true, the prom ses | have nmade are unknown to any but Anbulinia,
and | think it unnecessary to here enunerate them as they who

prom se the nost generally performthe least. Can you for a nonent
doubt ny sincerity or ny character? M only wishis, sir, that you
may calmy and di spassionately | ook at the situation of the case,
and if your better judgment should dictate otherw se, mnmy obligations
may induce ne to pluck the flower that you so dianetrically opposed.
We have sword by the saints--by the gods of battle, and by that
faith whereby just nen are made perfect--to be united. | hope,

my dear sir, you will find it convenient as well as agreeable

to give ne a favorable answer, with the signature of Ms. Valeer

as well as yourself.

Wth very great esteem

your hunbl e servant,

J. |. Elfonzo.

The moon and stars had grown pal e when Anbulinia had retired
torest. A crowd of unpleasant thoughts passed through her bosom
Solitude dwelt in her chanber--no sound fromthe nei ghboring

worl d penetrated its stillness; it appeared a tenple of silence,

of repose, and of nystery. At that nonent she heard a still voice
calling her father. |In an instant, like the flash of Iightning,

a thought ran through her mnd that it nust be the bearer

of Elfonzo's communication. "It is not a dream " she said,

"no, | cannot read dreams. OCh! | would to Heaven | was near
that gl owi ng el oquence--that poetical |anguage--it charns the

m nd in an inexpressible nmanner, and warnms the col dest heart."

Wil e consoling herself with this strain, her father rushed into



her room al nost frantic with rage, exclaimng: "Oh, Anrbulinial

Anbul inia!! undutiful, ungrateful daughter! What does this nean?

Why does this letter bear such heart-rending intelligence?

WIl you quit a father's house with this debased wetch, w thout a
place to lay his distracted head; going up and down the country,

with every novel object that nmany chance to wander through this region.
He is a pretty man to make | ove known to his superiors, and you
Anmbul i ni a, have done but little credit to yourself by honoring

his visits. Onh, wetchedness! can it be that ny hopes of happiness
are forever blasted! WII you not listen to a father's entreaties,

and pay some regard to a nother's tears. | know, and | do pray that God
will give ne fortitude to bear with this sea of troubles, and rescue
my daughter, my Anbulinia, as a brand fromthe eternal burning."
"Forgive ne, father, oh! forgive thy child,"” replied Anbulinia.

"My heart is ready to break, when | see you in this grieved state

of agitation. On! think not so neanly of me, as that | nourn

for my own danger. Father, | amonly woman. NMdther, | amonly

the tenpl ement of thy youthful years, but will suffer courageously

what ever puni shrent you think proper to inflict upon nme, if you wll
but allow ne to conmply with ny nost sacred prom ses--if you will but

give nme ny personal right and ny personal liberty. Onh, father! if

your generosity will but give me these, | ask nothing nore.
When Elfonzo offered ne his heart, | gave himmy hand, never to
forsake him and now may the m ghty God bani sh ne before | |eave him

in adversity. What a heart nust | have to rejoice in prosperity

wi th himwhose offers | have accepted, and then, when poverty cones,
haggard as it may be, for me to trifle with the oracles of Heaven

and change with every fluctuation that may interrupt our happiness--
like the politician who runs the political gantlet for office one day,
and t he next day, because the horizon is darkened a little, he is

seen running for his life, for fear he might perish in its ruins.

Where is the phil osophy, where is the consistency, where is the charity,

in conduct like this? Be happy then, ny beloved father, and forget ne;



l et the sorrow of parting break down the wall of separation and nake
us equal in our feeling; let me now say how ardently | |ove you;

I et ne kiss that age-worn cheek, and should ny tears bedew thy face,

I will wipe themaway. O©h, | never can forget you; no, never, never!"
"Weep not," said the father, "Anbulinia. | will forbid El fonzo
my house, and desire that you may keep retired a few days. | wll

I et himknow that nmy friendship for ny fanmily is not |inked together
by cankered chains; and if he ever enters upon ny prenises again,

I will send himto his long hone.” "Oh, father! let me entreat you
to be cal mupon this occasion, and though El fonzo nay be the sport
of the clouds and wi nds, yet | feel assured that no fate will send
himto the silent tonb until the God of the Universe calls him

hence with a triunphant voice."

Here the father turned away, exclainming: "I will answer his letter
in a very few words, and you, madam w Il have the goodness to stay
at home with your nother; and renmenber, | amdetermined to protect

you fromthe consuming fire that | ooks so fair to your view"

Cummi ng, January 22, 1844,

Sir--In regard to your request, | amas | ever have been, utterly opposed
to your marrying into ny fanmly; and if you have any regard for yourself,
or any gentlemanly feeling, | hope you will mention it to ne no nore;

but seek sone other one who is not so far superior to you in standing.

W W Val eer.



When El fonzo read the above letter, he becanme so nmuch depressed

in spirits that many of his friends thought it advisable to use
other neans to bring about the happy union. "Strange," said he,
"that the contents of this dimnutive letter should cause nme to have
such depressed feelings; but there is a nobler theme than this. | know
not why my MLITARY TITLE is not as great as that of SQU RE VALEER
For ny life | cannot see that ny ancestors are inferior to those

who are so bitterly opposed to ny marriage with Anmbulinia. | know

I have seen huge nountains before ne, yet, when | think that | know
gentlenen will insult ne upon this delicate matter, should | becone
angry at fools and babblers, who pride thenselves in their inmpudence
and ignorance? No. My equals! | know not where to find them

My inferiors! | think it beneath ne; and nmy superiors! | think

it presunption; therefore, if this youthful heart is protected

by any of the divine rights, | never will betray ny trust."”

He was aware that Anmbulinia had a confidence that was, indeed,

as firmand as resolute as she was beautiful and interesting.

He hastened to the cottage of Louisa, who received himin her usua
nmode of pl easantness, and informed himthat Anbulinia had just that
monent left. "Is it possible?" said Elfonzo. "Ch, nurdered hours!
Why did she not remain and be the guardian of ny secrets?

But hasten and tell nme how she has stood this trying scene,

and what are her future determinations.” "You know " said Louisa,
"Maj or Elfonzo, that you have Anbulinia' s first |love, which is

of no small consequence. She cane here about tw light, and shed
many precious tears in consequence of her own fate with yours.

We wal ked silently in yon little valley you see, where we spent

a monentary repose. She seenmed to be quite as determ ned as ever
and before we |left that beautiful spot she offered up a prayer

to Heaven for thee." "I will see her then," replied El fonzo

"though | egi ons of enem es may oppose. She is mine by foreordination--



she is mine by prophesy--she is nmne by her own free will, and
will rescue her fromthe hands of her oppressors. WIIl you not,

M ss Louisa, assist nme in ny capture?"

"I will certainly, by the aid of Divine Providence," answered Loui sa,
"endeavor to break those slavish chains that bind the richest of prizes;
though allow ne, Major, to entreat you to use no harsh neans on this

i mportant occasion; take a decided stand, and wite freely to Anbulinia
upon this subject, and | will see that no intervening cause hinders

its passage to her. God alone will save a nmourning people. Nowis

the day and now is the hour to obey a conmand of such val uable worth."
The Major felt himself grow stronger after this short interview

with Louisa. He felt as if he could whip his weight in wldcats--

he knew he was naster of his own feelings, and could now wite

a letter that would bring this litigation to AN | SSUE

Cunmi ng, January 24, 1844.

Dear Anbulini a--

We have now reached the nost trying nonment of our lives; we are

pl edged not to forsake our trust; we have waited for a favorable hour
to cone, thinking your friends would settle the matter agreeably
anong thenselves, and finally be reconciled to our marri age;

but as | have waited in vain, and | ooked in vain, | have deternined
inmy ow nind to nake a proposition to you, though you may think

it not in accord with your station, or conpatible with your rank

yet, "sub loc signo vinces." You know | cannot resume ny visits,

in consequence of the utter hostility that your father has to ne;

therefore the consunmation of our union will have to be sought



for in a nore subline sphere, at the residence of a respectable
friend of this village. You cannot have an scruples upon this

nmode of proceeding, if you will but renenber it enmanates from one
who | oves you better than his own life--who is nore than anxi ous

to bid you wel cone to a new and happy hone. Your warnest associ ates
say cone; the talented, the | earned, the wise, and the experienced
say cone;--all these with their friends say, cone. View ng these
with many ot her inducenments, | flatter nyself that you will cone

to the enbraces of your Elfonzo; for nowis the tine of your
acceptance of the day of your liberation. You cannot be ignorant,
Anbul inia, that thou art the desire of ny heart; its thoughts

are too noble, and too pure, to conceal thenselves from you.

| shall wait for your answer to this inpatiently, expecting that you
will set the time to nake your departure, and to be in readi ness

at a nonment's warning to share the joys of a nore preferable life.
This will be handed to you by Louisa, who will take a pleasure in
communi cating anything to you that nmay relieve your dejected spirits,
and will assure you that | now stand ready, willing, and waiting

to nmake good ny vows.

| am dear Anbulinia, your

truly, and forever,

J. |. Elfonzo

Loui sa made it convenient to visit M. Valeer's, though they

did not suspect her in the |east the bearer of |ove epistles;
consequently, she was invited in the roomto console Anbulinia,

where they were left alone. Anbulinia was seated by a small table--
her head resting on her hand--her brilliant eyes were bathed in tears.

Loui sa handed her the letter of Elfonzo, when another spirit aninated



her features--the spirit of renewed confidence that never fails

to strengthen the femal e character in an hour of grief and sorrow
like this, and as she pronounced the |last accent of his nang,

she excl ai med, "And does he love nme yet! | never will forget

your generosity, Louisa. ©Ch, unhappy and yet bl essed Louisal may you
never feel what | have felt--may you never know the pangs of |ove

Had | never loved, | never woul d have been unhappy; but | turn to H m
who can save, and if H s wi sdom does not will ny expected union

I know He will give nme strength to bear nmy lot. Anuse yourself

with this little book, and take it as an apol ogy for ny silence,"”
said Anbulinia, "while | attenpt to answer this volunme of consolation.”
"Thank you," said Louisa, "you are excusable upon this occasion

but | pray you, Anbulinia, to be expert upon this nonmentous subject,
that there may be nothing mstrustful upon ny part.™ "I wll,k "

said Anbulinia, and i mediately resunmed her seat and addressed the

followi ng to Elfonzo:

Cunmi ng, Ga., January 28, 1844.

Devot ed El fonzo- -

| hail your letter as a wel come nessenger of faith, and can now

say truly and firmy that ny feelings correspond with yours.

Not hi ng shall be wanting on ny part to nake ny obedi ence your fidelity.
Cour age and perseverance will acconplish success. Receive this

as ny oath, that while | grasp your hand in my own inagi nation

we stand united before a higher tribunal than any on earth.

Al the powers of nmy life, soul, and body, | devote to thee.

What ever dangers may threaten me, | fear not to encounter them

Per haps | have determ ned upon ny own destruction, by |eaving



the house of the best of parents; be it so; | flee to you; | share
your destiny, faithful to the end. The day that | have concl uded
upon for this task is SABBATH next, when the famly with the citizens
are generally at church. For Heaven's sake | et not that day

pass uninproved: trust not till tonmorrow, it is the cheat of life--
the future that never cones--the grave of many noble births--

the cavern of ruined enterprise: which like the lightning's

flash is born, and dies, and perishes, ere the voice of him

who sees can cry, BEHOLD! BEHOLD!'! You may trust to what | say,

no power shall tenpt nme to betray confidence. Suffer ne to add one

word nore.

I will soothe thee, in all thy grief,

Besi de the gl oony river

And though thy love nmay yet be brief;

Mne is fixed forever

Recei ve the deepest enotions of nmy heart for thy constant |ove,

and nay the power of inspiration by thy guide, thy portion, and thy all.

In great haste,

Yours faithfully,

Ambul i ni a.

"I now take ny | eave of you, sweet girl," said Louisa, "sincerely

wi shing you success on Sabbath next." Wien Anbulinia's letter was



handed to El fonzo, he perused it wi thout doubting its contents.

Loui sa charged himto nmake but few confidants; but |ike nost young
men who happened to win the heart of a beautiful girl, he was so
elated with the idea that he felt as a commandi ng general on parade,
who had confidence in all, consequently gave orders to all

The appoi nted Sabbath, with a delicious breeze and cl oudl ess sky,
made its appearance. The people gathered in crowds to the church--
the streets were filled with neighboring citizens, all marching

to the house of worship. It is entirely useless for ne to attenpt
to describe the feelings of Elfonzo and Anbulinia, who were silently
wat chi ng the novenments of the multitude, apparently counting them as then
entered the house of God, |ooking for the |last one to darken the door
The inpatience and anxiety with which they waited, and the bliss
they anticipated on the eventful day, is altogether indescribable.
Those that have been so fortunate as to enbark in such a noble
enterprise know all its realities; and those who have not had this
inestimable privilege will have to taste its sweets before they can
tell to others its joys, its conforts, and its Heaven-born worth.

I medi ately after Anbulinia had assisted the fanily off to church
she took advantage of that opportunity to rmake good her pronises.
She left a home of enjoynent to be wedded to one whose | ove had

been justifiable. A few short steps brought her to the presence

of Louisa, who urged her to make good use of her tine, and not

to delay a nonent, but to go with her to her brother's house,

where El fonzo woul d forever nake her happy. Wth lively speed,

and yet a graceful air, she entered the door and found herself
protected by the chanpion of her confidence. The necessary
arrangenents were fast making to have the two | overs united--
everything was in readi ness except the parson; and as they are
general ly very sanctinoni ous on such occasi ons, the news got

to the parents of Anbulinia before the everlasting knot was tied,
and they both came running, with uplifted hands and injured feelings,

to arrest their daughter from an unguarded and hasty resol ution



El fonzo desired to maintain his ground, but Anbulinia thought

it best for himto leave, to prepare for a greater contest.

He accordingly obeyed, as it would have been a vain endeavor for him
to have battl ed against a man who was arned with deadly weapons;

and besides, he could not resist the request of such a pure heart.
Anmbul i ni a conceal ed herself in the upper story of the house, fearing
the rebuke of her father; the door was |ocked, and no chasti senent
was now expected. Esquire Val eer, whose pride was al ready touched,
resolved to preserve the dignity of his famly. He entered the house
al nrost exhausted, looking wildly for Anbulinia. "Anmazed and astoni shed
indeed | am" said he, "at a people who call thenselves civilized,

to all ow such behavior as this. Anbulinia, Anbulinial"™ he cried,
"come to the calls of your first, your best, and your only friend.

| appeal to you, sir," turning to the gentlenman of the house,

"to know where Anbulinia has gone, or where is she?" "Do you nean
toinsult nme, sir, in nmy own house?" inquired the gentl enan.

"I will burst,"” said M. V., "asunder every door in your dwelling,

in search of ny daughter, if you do not speak quickly, and tell ne
where she is. | care nothing about that outcast rubbish of creation,
that nean, lowlived Elfonzo, if | can but obtain Amrbulinia.

Are you not going to open this door?" said he. "By the Eterna

that made Heaven and earth! | will go about the work instantly,

if this is not done!"™ The confused citizens gathered from al

parts of the village, to know the cause of this comotion

Sone rushed into the house; the door that was | ocked fl ew open

and there stood Anbulinia, weeping. "Father, be still," said she,

"and I will follow thee hone.” But the agitated man sei zed her

and bore her off through the gazing nmultitude. "Father!" she excl ai ned,
"I hunmbly beg your pardon--1 will be dutiful--1 will obey thy comrands.
Let the sixteen years | have lived in obedience to thee by ny

future security.” "I don't like to be always giving credit,

when the old score is not paid up, madam" said the father. The nother

followed alnbst in a state of derangenent, crying and inploring



her to think beforehand, and ask advice from experi enced persons,
and they would tell her it was a rash undertaking. "Oh!" said she,
"Anmbul i nia, ny daughter, did you know what | have suffered--

did you know how nany ni ghts | have whiled away in agony,

in pain, and in fear, you would pity the sorrows of a heartbroken

not her. "

"Well, nmother,” replied Anbulinia, "I know | have been disobedient;
| am aware that what | have done mi ght have been done nuch better
but oh! what shall | do with nmy honor? it is so dear to ne;

I am pl edged to Elfonzo. His high noral worth is certainly worth
some attention; noreover, ny vows, | have no doubt, are recorded

in the book of life, and nust | give these all up? nust ny fair
hopes be forever blasted? Forbid it, father; oh! forbid it, nother
forbid it, Heaven." "I have seen so nany beautiful skies overclouded,"”
replied the nother, "so many bl ossons ni pped by the frost,

that | amafraid to trust you to the care of those fair days

whi ch nay be interrupted by thundering and tenpestuous nights.

You no doubt think as |I did--life's devious ways were strewn with
sweet -scented fl owers, but ah! how |l ong they have lingered around ne
and took their flight in the vivid hope that |aughs at the drooping
victims it has nmurdered." Elfonzo was noved at this sight.

The people followed on to see what was going to becone of Anmbulinia,
whil e he, with downcast |ooks, kept at a distance, until he saw
them enter the abode of the father, thrusting her, that was the

sigh of his soul, out of his presence into a solitary apartnent,
when she excl aimed, "Elfonzo! Elfonzo! oh, Elfonzo! where art thou
with all thy heroes? haste, oh! haste, cone thou to ny relief.

Ride on the wings of the wind! Turn thy force |oose |ike a tenpest,
and roll on thy arny like a whirlwind, over this nountain of trouble
and confusion. Onh, friends! if any pity me, let your |ast efforts
throng upon the green hills, and conme to the relief of Anmbulinia,

who is guilty of nothing but innocent love." Elfonzo called out with



a loud voice, "My God, can | stand this! arise up, | beseech you

and put an end to this tyranny. Cone, ny brave boys," said he,

"are you ready to go forth to your duty?" They stood around him
"Who," said he, "will call us to arns? Were are ny thunderbolts of war?
Speak ye, the first who will nmeet the foe!l Wwo will go forward with e
in this ocean of grievous tenptation? |If there is one who desires

to go, let himconme and shake hands upon the altar of devotion

and swear that he will be a hero; yes, a Hector in a cause like this,
which calls aloud for a speedy renedy.” "M ne be the deed,”

said a young |l awer, "and mine alone; Venus alone shall quit her
station before | will forsake one jot or tittle of nmy promise to you
what is death to me? what is all this warlike arny, if it is not
towin avictory? | love the sleep of the |Iover and the m ghty;

nor would | give it over till the blood of ny enenmies should w eak
with that of my owmn. But God forbid that our fame should soar

on the blood of the slunberer.” M. Valeer stands at his door

with the frown of a demon upon his brow, with his dangerous

weapon ready to strike the first man who should enter his door

"Who will arise and go forward through bl ood and carnage to the rescue
of nmy Anmbulinia?" said Elfonzo. "All," exclained the nultitude;

and onward they went, with their inplenents of battle. GQhers, of a
nmore timd nature, stood anong the distant hills to see the result of

t he contest.

El fonzo took the lead of his band. N ght arose in clouds;

dar kness conceal ed the heavens; but the bl azing hopes that stinmnulated
them gl eanmed in every bosom Al approached the anxi ous spot;

they rushed to the front of the house and, with one excl amati on,

demanded Anbulinia. "Away, begone, and disturb ny peace no nore,"”

said M. Valeer. "You are a set of base, insolent, and infernal rascals.
Go, the northern star points your path through the dimtwilight of

the night; go, and vent your spite upon the lonely hills; pour forth

your |ove, you poor, weak-m nded wetch, upon your idleness and upon



your guitar, and your fiddle; they are fit subjects for your admration
for let me assure you, though this sword and iron | ever are cankered,
yet they frown in sleep, and |l et one of you dare to enter ny

house this night and you shall have the contents and the wei ght

of these instruments.” "Never yet did base dishonor blur ny name,"
said Elfonzo; "mne is a cause of renown; here are ny warriors;

fear and trenble, for this night, though hell itself should oppose,

I will endeavor to avenge her whom t hou hast banished in solitude.
The voice of Anbulinia shall be heard fromthat dark dungeon.™

At that nonment Anbulinia appeared at the w ndow above, and with a
tremul ous voice said, "Live, Elfonzo! oh! live to raise ny stone

of nmoss! why shoul d such | anguage enter your heart? why should thy
voice rend the air with such agitation? | bid thee live, once nore
renenbering these tears of mine are shed alone for thee, in this dark
and gl oony vault, and should | perish under this |oad of trouble,
join the song of thrilling accents with the raven above ny grave,

and lay this tattered frame beside the banks of the Chattahoochee

or the stream of Sawney's brook; sweet will be the song of death to
your Anbulinia. M ghost shall visit you in the sniles of Paradise,
and tell your high fame to the nminds of that region, which is far nore
preferable than this lonely cell. M heart shall speak for thee til
the latest hour; | know faint and broken are the sounds of sorrow,

yet our souls, Elfonzo, shall hear the peaceful songs together

One bright name shall be ours on high, if we are not permtted to be
united here; bear in mnd that | still cherish ny old sentinents,

and the poet will mingle the nanmes of Elfonzo and Anbulinia

in the tide of other days." "Fly, Elfonzo, said the voices

of his united band, "to the wounded heart of your bel oved.

Al'l enenies shall fall beneath thy sword. Fly through the clefts,
and the dimspark shall sleep in death.” El fonzo rushes forward
and strikes his shield against the door, which was barri caded,

to prevent any intercourse. His brave sons throng around him

The peopl e pour along the streets, both male and female, to prevent or



wi tness the nel ancholy scene.

"To arns, to arns!" cried Elfonzo; "here is a victory to be won,
a prize to be gained that is nore to nme that the whole world beside."

"I't cannot be done tonight,” said M. Valeer. "I bear the clang

of death; ny strength and arnor shall prevail. M Anbulinia shal
rest in this hall until the break of another day, and if we fall

we fall together. If we die, we die clinging to our tattered rights,
and our blood alone shall tell the nmournful tale of a nurdered
daughter and a ruined father." Sure enough, he kept watch all night,
and was successful in defending his house and famly. The bright
nmor ni ng gl eaned upon the hills, night vanished away, the Major

and his associates felt somewhat ashaned that they had not been as
fortunate as they expected to have been; however, they still |eaned
upon their arnms in dispersed groups; sone were wal king the streets,
others were talking in the Major's behalf. Many of the citizen
suspended busi ness, as the town presented nothing but consternation
A novelty that might end in the destruction of sone worthy

and respectable citizens. M. Valeer ventured in the streets,

t hough not wi thout being well arned. Sone of his friends congratul ated
himon the decided stand he had taken, and hoped he woul d settle

the matter amicably with El fonzo, w thout any serious injury.

"Me," he replied, "what, nme, condescend to fellowship with a coward,
and a lowlived, lazy, underm ning villain? no, gentlenmen, this cannot be;
I had rather be borne off, like the bubble upon the dark bl ue ocean
with Anbulinia by ny side, than to have himin the ascendi ng

or descending line of relationship. Gentlenen," continued he,

"if Elfonzo is so nmuch of a distinguished character, and is so
learned in the fine arts, why do you not patronize such nmen? why

not introduce himinto your famlies, as a gentlenan of taste

and of unequal ed nagnani mity? why are you so very anxious that he
shoul d becone a relative of mne? OCh, gentlenen, | fear you yet

are tainted with the curiosity of our first parents, who were



begui |l ed by the poisonous kiss of an old ugly serpent, and who,

for one APPLE, DAMNED all mankind. | wi sh to divest nyself, as far

as possible, of that untutored custom | have |long since |earned

that the perfection of wisdom and the end of true phil osophy,

is to proportion our wants to our possessions, our anbition to

our capacities; we will then be a happy and a virtuous people.”
Anbul i nia was sent off to prepare for a long and tedi ous journey.

Her new acquai ntances had been instructed by her father how to treat her
and in what manner, and to keep the anticipated visit entirely secret.
El fonzo was wat ching the novenents of everybody; sone friends

had told himof the plot that was laid to carry off Anmbulinia.

At night, he rallied some two or three of his forces, and went
silently along to the stately nansion; a faint and glimering |ight
showed t hrough the wi ndows; lightly he steps to the door; there were
many voices rallying fresh in fancy's eye; he tapped the shutter

it was opened instantly, and he beheld once nore, seated beside
several |adies, the hope of all his toils; he rushed toward her

she rose from her seat, rejoicing; he nade one m ghty grasp

when Anbul i ni a exclained, "Huzza for Major Elfonzo! | will defend
mysel f and you, too, with this conquering instrument | hold in my hand;
huzza, | say, | now invoke time's broad wing to shed around us some

dewdrops of verdant spring."

But the hour had not cone for this joyous reunion; her friends
struggled with Elfonzo for sone tine, and finally succeeded

in arresting her fromhis hands. He dared not injure them

because they were natrons whose courage needed no spur

she was snatched fromthe arns of Elfonzo, with so nuch eagerness
and yet with such expressive signification, that he calmy wthdrew
fromthis lovely enterprise, with an ardent hope that he should be
lulled to repose by the zephyrs whi ch whi spered peace to his soul
Several |ong days and night passed unnol ested, all seened to have

grounded their arns of rebellion, and no callidity appeared to be



going on with any of the parties. Qher arrangenents were nade

by Anmbulinia; she feigned herself to be entirely the votary of a
nmot her's care, and she, by her graceful sniles, that manhood m ght
claimhis stern donminion in sone other region, where such boi sterous
| ove was not so prevalent. This gave the parents a confidence
that yielded some hours of sober joy; they believed that Anbulinia
woul d now cease to |ove Elfonzo, and that her stolen affections
woul d now expire with her misguided opinions. They therefore
declined the idea of sending her to a distant land. But oh! they
dreaned not of the rapture that dazzled the fancy of Anbulinia,
who woul d say, when al one, youth should not fly away on his rosy

pi nions, and | eave her to grapple in the conflict with unknown admrers.

No frowning age shall contro

The constant current of ny soul

Nor a tear frompity's eye

Shal I check ny synpat hetic sigh.

Wth this resolution fixed in her mnd, one dark and dreary night,

when the wi nds whistled and the tenpest roared, she received intelligence
that Elfonzo was then waiting, and every preparation was then ready,

at the residence of Dr. Tully, and for her to nake a quick escape

while the family was reposing. Accordingly she gathered her books,

went the wardrobe supplied with a variety of ornanmental dressing,

and ventured alone in the streets to make her way to El fonzo,

who was near at hand, inpatiently |ooking and watching her arrival

"VWhat forns," said she, "are those rising before me? Wat is
that dark spot on the clouds? | do wonder what frightful ghost

that is, gleaming on the red tenpest? Oh, be merciful and tell ne



what region you are from Oh, tell me, ye strong spirits, or ye
dark and fleeting clouds, that | yet have a friend." "A friend,"
said a | ow, whispering voice. "I amthy unchanging, thy aged,

and thy di sappointed nother. Wy brandish in that hand of thine

a javelin of pointed steel? Wy suffer that lip | have kissed

a thousand tines to equivocate? M daughter, let these tears sink
deep into thy soul, and no |onger persist in that which nay be your
destruction and ruin. Cone, ny dear child, retract your steps,

and bear ne conpany to your welcone hone." Wthout one retorting word,
or frown fromher brow, she yielded to the entreaties of her nother,
and with all the nmildness of her former character she went al ong
with the silver |anp of age, to the home of candor and benevol ence.
Her father received her cold and formal politeness--"Were has
Anmbul i ni a been, this blustering evening, Ms. Valeer?" inquired he.

"Ch, she and | have been taking a solitary walk," said the nother;

"all things, | presune, are now working for the best."

El fonzo heard this news shortly after it happened. "Wat," said he,
"has heaven and earth turned against nme? | have been di sappointed
times without nunber. Shall | despair?--nust | give it over?
Heaven's decrees will not fade; | will wite again--1 will try again;
and if it traverses a gory field, | pray forgiveness at the altar

of justice."

Desolate Hill, Cumming, Geo., 1844.

Unconquered and Bel oved Anbul i ni a- -

I have only time to say to you, not to despair; thy fanme shal
not perish; ny visions are brightening before ne. The whirlwind s

rage is past, and we now shall subdue our enenies w thout doubt.



On Monday norning, when your friends are at breakfast, they wll

not suspect your departure, or even nistrust nme being in town,

as it has been reported advantageously that | have left for the west.
You wal k carelessly toward the academnmy grove, where you will find

me with a lightning steed, elegantly equipped to bear you off where

we shall be joined in wedlock with the first connubial rights.

Fail not to do this--think not of the tedious relations of our wongs--
be invincible. You alone occupy all ny anbition, and | alone wll

make you ny happy spouse, with the sanme uni npeached veracity.

| remain, forever, your devoted friend and admrer, J. L. Elfonzo.

The appoi nted day ushered in undi sturbed by any clouds; nothing disturbed
Anbulinia' s soft beauty. Wth serenity and | oveliness she obeys

the request of Elfonzo. The nonment the fam |y seated thensel ves

at the table--"Excuse ny absence for a short tinme," said she,

"while | attend to the placing of those flowers, which should have
been done a week ago." And away she ran to the sacred grove,
surrounded with glittering pearls, that indicated her coning.

El fonzo hails her with his silver bow and his gol den harp. They neet--
Anbul i ni @' s countenance brightens--Elfonzo | eads up his w nged steed.
“"Muunt," said he, "ye true-hearted, ye fearless soul--the day

is ours.” She sprang upon the back of the young thunder bolt,

a brilliant star sparkles upon her head, with one hand she

grasps the reins, and with the other she holds an olive branch.

"Lend thy aid, ye strong winds,"” they exclainmed, "ye nobon, ye sun

and all ye fair host of heaven, witness the eneny conquered."”

"Hold," said Elfonzo, "thy dashing steed." "Ride on," said Anbulinia
"the voice of thunder is behind us.” And onward they went,

with such rapidity that they very soon arrived at Rural Retreat,

where they di smounted, and were united with all the solemities

that usually attend such divine operations. They passed the day



i n thanksgiving and great rejoicing, and on that evening they

visited their uncle, where nmany of their friends and acquai ntances

had gathered to congratulate themin the field of untainted bliss.

The kind old gentlenan nmet themin the yard: "Wll," said he, "I w sh
I may die, Elfonzo, if you and Anbulinia haven't tied a knot with your
tongue that you can't untie with your teeth. But conme in, cone in,
never mnd, all is right--the world still noves on, and no one has

fallen in this great battle.”

Happy now is there lot! Unnoved by m sfortune, they live anong the
fair beauties of the South. Heaven spreads their peace and fanme upon
the arch of the rainbow, and smles propitiously at their triunph,

THROUGH THE TEARS OF THE STORM

THE CALI FORNI AN' S TALE

Thirty-five years ago | was out prospecting on the Stani sl aus,
tranping all day long with pick and pan and horn, and washing a hatfu
of dirt here and there, always expecting to make a rich strike,

and never doing it. It was a |ovely reason, woodsy, balny, delicious,
and had once been popul ous, | ong years before, but now the

peopl e had vani shed and the charmi ng paradi se was a solitude.

They went away when the surface diggings gave out. In one place,
where a busy little city with banks and newspapers and fire conpanies
and a mayor and al derrmen had been, was nothing but a w de expanse

of enerald turf, with not even the faintest sign that human life

had ever been present there. This was down toward Tuttl et own.

In the country nei ghborhood thereabouts, along the dusty roads,

one found at intervals the prettiest little cottage hones, snug and cozy,



and so cobwebbed with vines snowed thick with roses that the doors

and wi ndows were whol ly hidden from sight--sign that these were
deserted hones, forsaken years ago by defeated and di sappoi nted
fanmlies who could neither sell them nor give themaway. Now and then
hal f an hour apart, one came across solitary |og cabins of the earliest
m ni ng days, built by the first gol d-miners, the predecessors of the
cottage-builders. In some few cases these cabins were still occupied;
and when this was so, you could depend upon it that the occupant

was the very pioneer who had built the cabin; and you could depend

on another thing, too--that he was there because he had once had

his opportunity to go hone to the States rich, and had not done it;
had rather lost his wealth, and had then in his huniliation resolved
to sever all conmunication with his home relatives and friends,

and be to themthenceforth as one dead. Round about California

in that day were scattered a host of these |iving dead nen--
pride-snmitten poor fellows, grizzled and old at forty, whose secret

t houghts were made all of regrets and |ongings--regrets for their

wasted lives, and longings to be out of the struggle and done with it all

It was a lonesone |and! Not a sound in all those peaceful expanses
of grass and woods but the drowsy hum of insects; no glinpse

of man or beast; nothing to keep up your spirits and make you gl ad
to be alive. And so, at last, in the early part of the afternoon
when | caught sight of a human creature, | felt a nost grateful uplift.
This person was a man about forty-five years old, and he was
standing at the gate of one of those cozy little rose-clad cottages
of the sort already referred to. However, this one hadn't

a deserted look; it had the | ook of being lived in and petted

and cared for and | ooked after; and so had its front yard,

whi ch was a garden of flowers, abundant, gay, and fl ouri shing.

I was invited in, of course, and required to make nysel f at hone--

it was the customof the country.



It was delightful to be in such a place, after |ong weeks of daily

and nightly famliarity with mners' cabins--with all which this
inmplies of dirt floor, never-nade beds, tin plates and cups,

bacon and beans and bl ack coffee, and nothing of ornament but war
pictures fromthe Eastern illustrated papers tacked to the |log walls.
That was all hard, cheerless, materialistic desolation, but here was a
nest which had aspects to rest the tired eye and refresh that somnething
in one's nature which, after long fasting, recognizes, when confronted
by the bel ongi ngs of art, howsoever cheap and nodest they may be,

that it has unconsciously been fam shing and now has found nouri shnent.
I could not have believed that a rag carpet could feast me so,

and so content me; or that there could be such solace to the sou

in wall-paper and framed |ithographs, and bright-colored tidies

and | anp-mats, and Wndsor chairs, and varni shed what-nots, wth
sea-shel | s and books and china vases on them and the score of little
uncl assifiable tricks and touches that a wonan's hand distributes

about a home, which one sees without knowi ng he sees them yet would
mss in a nonent if they were taken away. The delight that was

in my heart showed in ny face, and the man saw it and was pl eased,;

saw it so plainly that he answered it as if it had been spoken

"Al'l her work," he said, caressingly; "she did it all herself--

every bit," and he took the roomin with a glance which was ful

of affectionate worship. One of those soft Japanese fabrics

wi th which wonen drape with careful negligence the upper part of a
picture-frame was out of adjustnment. He noticed it, and rearranged
it with cautious pains, stepping back several tinmes to gauge

the effect before he got it to suit him Then he gave it a |ight
finishing pat or two with his hand, and said: "She always does that.
You can't tell just what it lacks, but it does |ack sonething

until you've done that--you can see it yourself after it's done,

but that is all you know, you can't find out the law of it.

It's like the finishing pats a nother gives the child' s hair



after she's got it conbed and brushed, | reckon. |'ve seen her
fix all these things so nuch that | can do themall just her way,
though | don't know the | aw of any of them But she knows the | aw.
She knows the why and the how both; but | don't know the why;

I only know the how "

He took ne into a bedroomso that I mght wash ny hands; such a bedroom
as | had not seen for years: white counterpane, white pillows,

carpeted fl oor, papered walls, pictures, dressing-table, with nirror

and pin-cushion and dainty toilet things; and in the corner a wash-stand,
with real china-ware bow and pitcher, and with soap in a china dish,

and on a rack nore than a dozen towels--towels too clean and white

for one out of practice to use without sonme vague sense of profanation

So ny face spoke again, and he answered with gratified words:

"Al'l her work; she did it all herself--every bit. Nothing here
that hasn't felt the touch of her hand. Now you woul d think--

But | nmustn't talk so much."

By this tine | was w ping ny hands and gl ancing fromdetail to detai
of the room s bel ongings, as one is apt to do when he is in a new pl ace,
where everything he sees is a confort to his eye and his spirit;

and | became conscious, in one of those unaccountabl e ways,

you know, that there was sonething there sonmewhere that the nman
wanted me to discover for nyself. | knewit perfectly, and | knew
he was trying to help me by furtive indications with his eye, so
tried hard to get on the right track, being eager to gratify him

| failed several times, as | could see out of the corner of ny eye

wi t hout being told; but at last |I knew I nust be | ooking straight

at the thing--knew it fromthe pleasure issuing in invisible waves
fromhim He broke into a happy |augh, and rubbed his hands together

and cried out:



"That's it! You've found it. | knew you would. |It's her picture."

I went to the little black-wal nut bracket on the farther wall,

and did find there what | had not yet noticed--a daguerreotype-case.

It contained the sweetest girlish face, and the nost beautiful

as it seened to me, that | had ever seen. The man drank the admiration

fromny face, and was fully satisfied

"N neteen her |ast birthday," he said, as he put the picture back
"and that was the day we were nmarried. When you see her--ah, just wait

till you see her!"

"Where is she? Wien will she be in?"

"Ch, she's away now. She's gone to see her people. They live

forty or fifty miles fromhere. She's been gone two weeks today.

"When do you expect her back?"

"This is Wednesday. She'll be back Saturday, in the evening--

about nine o'clock, likely."

I felt a sharp sense of di sappointnent.

"I"'msorry, because I'll be gone then," | said, regretfully.

"Gone? No--why should you go? Don't go. She'll be disappointed.”

She woul d be di sappoi nted--that beautiful creature! |f she had said
the words herself they could hardly have bl essed ne nore. | was
feeling a deep, strong longing to see her--a longing so supplicating,
so insistent, that it nade ne afraid. | said to nyself: "I wll

go straight away fromthis place, for ny peace of mnd s sake."



"You see, she likes to have people cone and stop with us--

peopl e who know t hi ngs, and can tal k--people like you. She delights
init; for she knows--oh, she knows nearly everything herself,

and can talk, oh, like a bird--and the books she reads, why, you would
be astonished. Don't go; it's only alittle while, you know,

and she'll be so disappointed.™

| heard the words, but hardly noticed them | was so deep in ny
thi nki ngs and strugglings. He left nme, but | didn't know
Presently he was back, with the picture case in his hand, and he

held it open before ne and said:

"There, now, tell her to her face you could have stayed to see her

and you wouldn't."

That second glinpse broke down ny good resolution. | would stay
and take the risk. That night we snoked the tranquil pipe,

and talked till late about various things, but mainly about her;
and certainly | had had no such pleasant and restful tinme for nmany
a day. The Thursday foll owed and slipped confortably away.

Toward twilight a big mner fromthree mles away cane--one of

the grizzled, stranded pioneers--and gave us warm sal utation

clothed in grave and sober speech. Then he said:

"I only just dropped over to ask about the little nadam and when

is she comi ng home. Any news from her?"

"Ch, yes, a letter. Wuld you like to hear it, TonP"

"Well, | should think I would, if you don't mind, Henry!"

Henry got the letter out of his wallet, and said he would skip
some of the private phrases, if we were willing; then he went

on and read the bulk of it--a loving, sedate, and altogether



charning and graci ous pi ece of handiwork, with a postscript ful
of affectionate regards and nessages to Tom and Joe, and Charl ey,

and other close friends and nei ghbors.

As the reader finished, he glanced at Tom and cried out:

"Cho, you're at it again! Take your hands away, and |et ne see
your eyes. You always do that when | read a letter from her

I will wite and tell her."

"Ch no, you nustn't, Henry. |'magetting old, you know, and any
little di sappoi ntnent makes ne want to cry. | thought she'd

be here herself, and now you've got only a letter.”

"Well, now, what put that in your head? | thought everybody knew

she wasn't coming till Saturday."”

"Saturday! Why, cone to think, I did knowit. | wonder
what's the natter with nme lately? Certainly | knewit.
Ain't we all getting ready for her? Well, | nust be going now

But I'Il be on hand when she cones, old nman!"

Late Friday afternoon another gray veteran tranped over fromhis
cabin a mle or so away, and said the boys wanted to have a little
gaiety and a good tinme Saturday night, if Henry thought she woul dn't

be too tired after her journey to be kept up

"Tired? She tired! Oh, hear the man! Joe, YQU know she'd sit up

si x weeks to pl ease any one of you!"

When Joe heard that there was a letter, he asked to have it read,
and the loving nmessages in it for himbroke the old fellow all up;

but he said he was such an old weck that THAT woul d happen to him



if she only just nentioned his nane. "Lord, we niss her so!"

he sai d.

Saturday afternoon | found | was taking out my watch pretty often

Henry noticed it, and said, with a startled | ook

"You don't think she ought to be here soon, do you?"

| felt caught, and a little enbarrassed; but | |aughed, and said

it was a habit of mne when | was in a state of expenctancy.

But he didn't seemquite satisfied; and fromthat tine on he began
to show uneasi ness. Four tinmes he wal ked ne up the road to a point
whence we could see a | ong distance; and there he woul d stand,

shading his eyes with his hand, and | ooking. Several tinmes he said:

"I'"'mgetting worried, |I'mgetting right down worried. | know
she's not due till about nine o'clock, and yet something seens
to be trying to warn ne that sonething' s happened. You don't

t hi nk anyt hi ng has happened, do you?"

| began to get pretty thoroughly ashamed of himfor his childishness;

and at last, when he repeated that inploring question still another tine,
I lost ny patience for the nonent, and spoke pretty brutally to him

It seemed to shrivel himup and cow him and he | ooked so wounded

and so hunble after that, that | detested nyself for having done

the cruel and unnecessary thing. And so | was glad when Charl ey,

anot her veteran, arrived toward the edge of the evening, and nestled

up to Henry to hear the letter read, and tal ked over the preparations
for the welcone. Charley fetched out one hearty speech after another

and did his best to drive away his friend' s bodi ngs and apprehensi ons.

"Anyt hing HAPPENED to her? Henry, that's pure nonsense. There isn't
anything going to happen to her; just make your mnd easy as to that.

What did the letter say? Said she was well, didn't it? And said



she'd be here by nine o' clock, didn't it? Did you ever know her
to fail of her word? Wy, you know you never did. Well, then
don't you fret; she'll BE here, and that's absolutely certain,

and as sure as you are born. Conme, now, let's get to decorating--

not nmuch tinme left."

Pretty soon Tom and Joe arrived, and then all hands set about adoring
the house with flowers. Toward nine the three mners said that

as they had brought their instruments they m ght as well tune up,

for the boys and girls would soon be arriving now, and hungry for

a good, ol d-fashioned break-down. A fiddle, a banjo, and a clarinet--
these were the instrunents. The trio took their places side by side,
and began to play sonme rattling dance-nusic, and beat tine with

their big boots.

It was getting very close to nine. Henry was standing in the door
with his eyes directed up the road, his body swaying to the torture
of his mental distress. He had been made to drink his wife's

health and safety several tines, and now Tom shout ed:

"Al'l hands stand by! One nore drink, and she's here!"

Joe brought the glasses on a waiter, and served the party.
| reached for one of the two renmaining gl asses, but Joe grow ed

under his breath:

"Drop that! Take the other."

VWhich | did. Henry was served last. He had hardly swall owed his
drink when the clock began to strike. He listened till it finished,

his face growing pale and pal er; then he said:

"Boys, |I'msick with fear. Help me--1 want to lie down!"



They helped himto the sofa. He began to nestle and drowse,
but presently spoke like one talking in his sleep, and said:

"Did | hear horses' feet? Have they cone?"

One of the veterans answered, close to his ear: "It was Jinmmy
Pari sh come to say the party got delayed, but they're right up
the road a piece, and comng along. Her horse is |anme, but she'l

be here in half an hour."

"Ch, |I'm SO thankful nothing has happened!"

He was asl eep al nost before the words were out of his nouth.

In a noment those handy nmen had his clothes off, and had tucked

himinto his bed in the chanber where | had washed ny hands.

They cl osed the door and cane back. Then they seened preparing to |eave;
but I said: "Please don't go, gentlemen. She won't know me; | am

a stranger."

They gl anced at each other. Then Joe said:

"She? Poor thing, she's been dead ni neteen years!"”

" Dead?"

"That or worse. She went to see her folks half a year after she
was married, and on her way back, on a Saturday evening, the Indians
captured her within five nmiles of this place, and she's never been

heard of since."

"And he lost his nind in consequence?"

"Never has been sane an hour since. But he only gets bad when

that time of year comes round. Then we begin to drop in here,



three days before she's due, to encourage himup, and ask if he's heard
fromher, and Saturday we all cone and fix up the house with flowers,
and get everything ready for a dance. W' ve done it every year

for nineteen years. The first Saturday there was twenty-seven

of us, without counting the girls; there's only three of us now,

and the girls are gone. W drug himto sleep, or he would go wld;
then he's all right for another year--thinks she's with himtill the

| ast three or four days come round; then he begins to | ook for her

and gets out his poor old letter, and we cone and ask himto read it

to us. Lord, she was a darling!"

A HELPLESS SI TUATI ON

Once or twice a year | get a letter of a certain pattern

a pattern that never materially changes, in formand substance,

yet | cannot get used to that letter--it always astonishes ne.

It affects me as the | oconotive always affects ne: | saw to nyself,

"I have seen you a thousand tines, you always | ook the same way,

yet you are always a wonder, and you are always inpossible; to contrive
you is clearly beyond hunan geni us--you can't exist, you don't exist,

yet here you are!"

| have a letter of that kind by me, a very old one. | yearn to print it,
and where is the harn? The witer of it is dead years ago, no doubt,

and if | conceal her name and address--her this-world address--

I am sure her shade will not mind. And with it |I wish to print

the answer which | wote at the tine but probably did not send.

If it went--which is not likely--it went in the formof a copy,

for I find the original still here, pigeonholed with the said letter

To that kind of letters we all wite answers which we do not send,

fearing to hurt where we have no desire to hurt; | have done it nany



atinme, and this is doubtless a case of the sort.

THE LETTER

X------ , California, JUNE 3, 1879.

M. S L. denmens, HARTFORD, CONN.:

Dear Sir,--You will doubtless be surprised to know who has presuned
to wite and ask a favor of you. |et your menory go back to your days
in the Hunbol dt nmines--'62-'63. You will renenber, you and C agett
and AQiver and the old blacksmith Tillou lived in a | ean-to which was
hal f-way up the gulch, and there were six |l og cabins in the canp--
strung pretty well separated up the gulch fromits nouth at the
desert to where the last claimwas, at the divide. The lean-to

you lived in was the one with a canvas roof that the cow fell down

t hrough one night, as told about by you in ROUGHI NG | T--my uncle

Si mons renmenbers it very well. He lived in the principal cabin,
hal f-way up the divide, along with Di xon and Parker and Snith.

It had two roons, one for kitchen and the other for bunks,

and was the only one that had. You and your party were there on
the great night, the tinme they had dried-appl e-pie, Uncle Simons
often speaks of it. It seens curious that dried-apple-pie should
have seemed such a great thing, but it was, and it shows how far
Hunbol dt was out of the world and difficult to get to, and how slim
the regular bill of fare was. Sixteen years ago--it is a long tine.
| was a little girl then, only fourteen. | never saw you, | lived
in Washoe. But Uncle Simons ran across you every now and then

all during those weeks that you and party were there working

your claimwhich was |ike the rest. The canp played out |ong



and | ong ago, there wasn't silver enough in it to make a button

You never saw ny husband, but he was there after you left, AND LIVED
I N THAT VERY LEAN-TO, a bachelor then but nmarried to me now.

He often w shes there had been a photographer there in those days,

he woul d have taken the lean-to. He got hurt in the old Hal C ayton
claimthat was abandoned |ike the others, putting in a bl ast

and not clinbing out quick enough, though he scranbl ed the best

he could. It landed himclear down on the train and hit a Piute.

For weeks they thought he would not get over it but he did,

and is all right, now. Has been ever since. This is a |long
introduction but it is the only way | can make mysel f known.

The favor | ask | feel assured your generous heart wll grant:

G ve nme some advice about a book | have witten. | do not claim
anything for it only it is mostly true and as interesting as nost

of the books of the tines. | amunknown in the literary world

and you know what that neans unl ess one has sone one of influence

(l'i ke yourself) to help you by speaking a good word for you

I would Iike to place the book on royalty basis plan with any one you

woul d suggest.

This is a secret fromny husband and family. | intend

it as a surprise in case | get it published.

Feeling you will take an interest in this and if possible wite
me a letter to sone publisher, or, better still, if you could see

themfor ne and then | et ne hear.

| appeal to you to grant ne this favor. Wth deepest gratitude

think you for your attention

One knows, without inquiring, that the twin of that enbarrassing
letter is forever and ever flying in this and that and the other

direction across the continent in the mails, daily, nightly, hourly,



unceasingly, unrestingly. |t goes to every well-known nerchant,

and railway official, and manufacturer, and capitalist, and Mayor
and Congressnan, and CGovernor, and editor, and publisher, and author,
and broker, and banker--in a word, to every person who is supposed
to have "influence."” It always follows the one pattern: "You do

not know ne, BUT YOU ONCE KNEW A RELATIVE OF M NE," etc., etc.

We should all like to help the applicants, we should all be glad
to do it, we should all like to return the sort of answer that
is desired, but--Wll, there is not a thing we can do that would

be a help, for not in any instance does that latter ever conme from
anyone who CAN be hel ped. The struggler whom you COULD hel p does
his own helping; it would not occur to himto apply to you, stranger
He has talent and knows it, and he goes into his fight eagerly and
with energy and determ nation--all alone, preferring to be al one.
That pathetic letter which cones to you fromthe incapable,

t he unhel pabl e--how do you who are famliar with it answer it?

What do you find to say? You do not want to inflict a wound

you hunt ways to avoid that. Wat do you find? How do you get out
of your hard place with a contend conscience? Do you try to explain?
The old reply of mne to such a letter shows that | tried that once.
Was | satisfied with the result? Possibly; and possibly not;
probably not; alnobst certainly not. | have long ago forgotten al

about it. But, anyway, | append ny effort:

THE REPLY

I know M. H, and | will go to him dear nadam if upon reflection
you find you still desire it. There will be a conversation

| know the formit will take. It will be like this:



MR.  H How do her books strike you?

MR. CLEMENS. | amnot acquainted with them

H. Who has been her publisher?

C. | don't know.

H. She HAS one, | suppose?

C. I--1 think not.

H Ah. You think this is her first book?

C. Yes--1 suppose so. | think so.

H What is it about? Wat is the character of it?

C. | believe | do not know.

H. Have you seen it?

C. Wll--no, | haven't.

H. Ah-h. How | ong have you known her?

C. | don't know her

H. Don't know her?

H. Ah-h. How did you cone to be interested in her book, then?

C. Wll, she--she wote and asked nme to find a publisher for her



and menti oned you.

H. Why should she apply to you instead of ne?

C. She wished nme to use ny influence.

H Dear nme, what has | NFLUENCE to do with such a matter?

C. well, | think she thought you woul d be nore likely to exam ne

her book if you were influenced.

H Wy, what we are here FOR is to exam ne books--anybody's book
that cones along. It's our BUSINESS. Wy should we turn away

a book unexani ned because it's a stranger's? It would be foolish

No publisher does it. On what ground did she request your influence,
since you do not know her? She nust have thought you knew her

literature and could speak for it. Is that it?

C. No; she knew | didn't.

H Well, what then? She had a reason of SOMVE sort for believing you
competent to reconmend her literature, and al so under obligations

to do it?

C. Yes, |--1 knew her uncle.

H. Knew her UNCLE?

C. Yes.

H. Upon ny word! So, you knew her uncle; her uncle knows her literature;

he endorses it to you; the chain is conplete, nothing further needed,

you are satisfied, and therefore--



C NO that isn't all, there are other ties. | know the cabin
her uncle lived in, in the mnes; | knew his partners, too; also
came near know ng her husband before she married him and | DI D
know t he abandoned shaft where a premature blast went off and he
went flying through the air and clear down to the trail and hit

an Indian in the back with al nost fatal consequences.

H To HM or to the Indian?

C. She didn't say which it was.

H (WTH A SIGH). It certainly beats the band! You don't know HER
you don't know her literature, you don't know who got hurt when
the blast went off, you don't know a single thing for us to build

an estimate of her book upon, so far as I|--

C. | knew her uncle. You are forgetting her uncle.

H Oh, what use is HE? Did you know himlong? How long was it?

C. well, I don't knowthat | really knew him but | mnust have
met him anyway. | think it was that way; you can't tell about

these things, you know, except when they are recent.

H Recent? Wen was all this?

C. Sixteen years ago.

H What a basis to judge a book upon! As first you said you knew him

and not you don't know whether you did or not.

C. Oh yes, | know him anyway, | think I thought |I did; I'mperfectly

certain of it.



H. What nakes you think you thought you knew hi n?

C. Wiy, she says | did, herself.

H SHE says so

C. Yes, she does, and | DID know him too, though |I don't renenber

it now

H. Cone--how can you know it when you don't renemnber it.

C _I_don't know. That is, |I don't know the process, but |I DO know
lots of things that | don't renenber, and renmenber |ots of things

that | don't know It's so with every educated person

H. (AFTER A PAUSE). Is your tinme val uable?

C. No--well, not very.

H Mne is.

So | cane away then, because he was | ooking tired. Overwork, | reckon
I never do that; | have seen the evil effects of it. M nother

was always afraid | work overwork nyself, but | never did.

Dear nmadam you see how it would happen if | went there. He would
ask ne those questions, and | would try to answer themto suit him
and he would hunt nme here and there and yonder and get nme enbarrassed
nore and nore all the tine, and at |ast he would | ook tired on
account of overwork, and there it would end and not hi ng done.

I wish I could be useful to you, but, you see, they do not

care for uncles or any of those things; it doesn't nobve them

it doesn't have the least effect, they don't care for anything

but the literature itself, and they as good as despise influence.



But they do care for books, and are eager to get them and exam ne them
no matter whence they come, nor fromwhose pen. |If you will send
yours to a publisher--any publisher--he will certainly examne it,

I can assure you of that.

A TELEPHONI C CONVERSATI ON

Consi der that a conversation by tel ephone--when you are sinply siting
by and not taking any part in that conversation--is one of the sol emmest
curiosities of nodern life. Yesterday | was witing a deep article

on a subline philosophical subject while such a conversation was

going on in the room | notice that one can always wite best when
sonmebody is tal king through a tel ephone close by. WIlI, the thing
began in this way. A nmenber of our household cane in and asked ne

to have our house put into conmmunication with M. Bagley's downtown.

| have observed, in many cities, that the sex always shrink from
calling up the central office thenselves. | don't know why,

but they do. So I touched the bell, and this talk ensued:

CENTRAL OFFI CE. (CRUFFY.) Hell o!

I. Is it the Central Ofice?

C O O course it is. Wat do you want?

I. WIl you switch me on to the Bagl eys, please?

C O Al right. Just keep your ear to the tel ephone.



Then | heard K-LOCK, K-LOCK, K' LOCK--KLOOK- KLOOK- KLOOK- LOOK- LOOK! t hen
a horrible "gritting" of teeth, and finally a piping femal e voice:

Y-e-s? (RISING I NFLECTION.) Did you wish to speak to ne?

W thout answering, | handed the tel ephone to the applicant, and sat down.
Then followed that queerest of all the queer things in this world--

a conversation with only one end of it. You hear questions asked;

you don't hear the answer. You hear invitations given; you hear

no thanks in return. You have |istening pauses of dead sil ence,

foll owed by apparently irrel evant and unjustifiable exclamations

of glad surprise or sorrow or dismay. You can't make head or tai

of the talk, because you never hear anything that the person at the
other end of the wire says. Well, | heard the follow ng remarkabl e
series of observations, all fromthe one tongue, and all shouted--

for you can't ever persuade the sex to speak gently into a tel ephone:

Yes? Wiy, how did THAT happen?

Pause.

What did you say?

Pause.

Ch no, | don't think it was.

Pause.

NO Ch no, | didn't nean THAT. | neant, put it in while it

is still boiling--or just before it COVES to a boil

Pause.

WHAT?



Pause.

I turned it over with a backstitch on the sel vage edge.

Pause.

Yes, | like that way, too; but | think it's better to baste it
on with Val enci ennes or bonbazi ne, or sonething of that sort.

It gives it such an air--and attracts so nuch noi se

Pause.

It's forty-ninth Deuteronony, sixty-forth to ninety-seventh inclusive.

I think we ought all to read it often

Pause.

Perhaps so; | generally use a hair pin.

Pause.

What did you say? (ASIDE.) Children, do be quiet!

Pause

OCH B FLAT! Dear ne, | thought you said it was the cat!

Pause.

Si nce VWHEN?

Pause.

Way, _|I_ never heard of it.



Pause.

You astound ne! It seens utterly inpossible!

Pause.

WHO di d?

Pause.

Good- ness graci ous!

Pause.

Well, what ISthis world coning to? Was it right in CHURCH?

Pause.

And was her MOTHER t here?

Pause.

Why, Ms. Bagley, | should have died of hunmliation! What did

t hey DO?

Long pause.

I can't be perfectly sure, because | haven't the notes by ne;
but I think it goes sonething like this: te-rolly-loll-loll, Iol
lolly-loll-loll, Otolly-loll-loll-LEE-LY-LI-I-do! And then REPEAT,

you know.

Pause.



Yes, | think it IS very sweet--and very sol emm and i npressive,

if you get the andantino and the pianissino right.

Pause.

Ch, gumdrops, gumdrops! But | never allow themto eat striped candy.

And of course they CAN' T, till they get their teeth, anyway.

Pause.

WHAT?

Pause.

Ch, not in the least--go right on. He's here witing--it doesn't

bot her H'M

Pause.

Very well, I'lIl come if |I can. (ASIDE.) Dear me, how it does tire
a person's armto hold this thing up so long! | w sh she'd--
Pause.

Oh no, not at all; | LIKEto talk--but I'mafraid |'m keepi ng you

fromyour affairs.

Pause.

Visitors?

Pause.

No, we never use butter on them



Pause.

Yes, that is a very good way; but all the cook-books say they
are very unheal thy when they are out of season. And HE doesn't

i ke them anyway--especially canned.

Pause.

Oh, | think that is too high for them we have never paid over fifty

cents a bunch.

Pause.

MUST you go? Weéll, GOOD- by.

Pause.

Yes, | think so. GOOD by.

Pause.

Four o'clock, then--1"Il be ready. GOOD by.

Pause.

Thank you ever so nmuch. GOOD- by.

Pause.

Ch, not at all!l--just as fresh--WHICH? Ch, I'mglad to hear you

say that. GOOD hy.

(Hangs up the tel ephone and says, "Ch, it DOES tire a person's



armso!")

A man delivers a single brutal "Good-by," and that is the end of it.
Not so with the gentle sex--1 say it in their praise; they cannot

abi de abrupt ness.

EDWARD M LLS AND GEORGE BENTON: A TALE

These two were distantly related to each other--seventh cousins,

or sonething of that sort. Wile still babies they becane orphans,
and were adopted by the Brants, a childless couple, who quickly

grew very fond of them The Brants were always saying: "Be pure,
honest, sober, industrious, and considerate of others, and success
inlife is assured.” The children heard this repeated sone thousands
of tinmes before they understood it; they could repeat it thensel ves

| ong before they could say the Lord's Prayer; it was painted over

the nursery door, and was about the first thing they | earned to read.
It was destined to be the unswerving rule of Edward MIIs's life
Sonetimes the Brants changed the wording a little, and said:

"Be pure, honest, sober, industrious, considerate, and you will never

lack friends."

Baby MIIs was a confort to everybody about him Wen he wanted
candy and could not have it, he listened to reason, and contented
hinmself without it. Wen Baby Benton wanted candy, he cried for it
until he got it. Baby MIIs took care of his toys; Baby Benton

al ways destroyed his in a very brief tinme, and then made hinsel f

to insistently disagreeable that, in order to have peace in the house,

little Edward was persuaded to yield up his play-things to him



When the children were a little ol der, Ceorgie becanme a heavy expense
in one respect: he took no care of his clothes; consequently, he
shone frequently in new ones, with was not the case with Eddie.

The boys grew apace. Eddie was an increasing confort, Georgie an
increasing solicitude. It was always sufficient to say, in answer
to Eddie's petitions, "I would rather you would not do it"--
meani ng swi nm ng, skating, picnicking, berrying, circusing,

and all sorts of things which boys delight in. But NO answer

was sufficient for Georgie; he had to be hunored in his desires,

or he would carry themwith a high hand. Naturally, no boy got
nmore swi mm ng skating, berrying, and so forth than he; no body

ever had a better time. The good Brants did not allow the boys

to play out after nine in sumer evenings; they were sent to bed

at that hour; Eddie honorably renmai ned, but Georgie usually slipped
out of the wi ndow toward ten, and enjoyed hinmself until m dnight.

It seemed inpossible to break Georgie of this bad habit, but the
Brants managed it at last by hiring him with apples and narbl es,
to stay in. The good Brants gave all their time and attention

to vain endeavors to regulate Georgie; they said, with gratefu
tears in their eyes, that Eddi e needed no efforts of theirs,

he was so good, so considerate, and in all ways so perfect.

By and by the boys were big enough to work, so they were apprenticed
to a trade: Edward went voluntarily; George was coaxed and bri bed
Edward worked hard and faithfully, and ceased to be an expense to the
good Brants; they praised him so did his master; but George ran away,
and it cost M. Brant both noney and trouble to hunt himup and get

hi m back. By and by he ran away agai n--nore noney and nore trouble.
He ran away a third tinme--and stole a fewthings to carry with him
Troubl e and expense for M. Brant once nore; and, besides, it was with
the greatest difficulty that he succeeded in persuadi ng the naster

to let the youth go unprosecuted for the theft.



Edward worked steadily along, and in tine becanme a full partner

in his naster's business. Ceorge did not inprove; he kept the |oving
hearts of his aged benefactors full of trouble, and their hands ful

of inventive activities to protect himfromruin. Edward, as a boy,
had interested hinself in Sunday-schools, debating societies,

penny m ssionary affairs, anti-tobacco organi zations, anti-profanity
associations, and all such things; as a man, he was a quiet but

steady and reliable helper in the church, the tenperance societies,
and in all novenments |ooking to the aiding and uplifting of men. This

excited no remark, attracted no attention--for it was his "natural bent."

Finally, the old people died. The will testified their |oving
pride in Edward, and left their little property to Ceorge--

because he "needed it"; whereas, "owing to a bountiful Providence,"”
such was not the case with Edward. The property was left to

George conditionally: he nust buy out Edward's partner with it;
else it nmust go to a benevol ent organi zation called the Prisoner's
Friend Society. The old people left a letter, in which they begged
their dear son Edward to take their place and watch over Ceorge,

and hel p and shield himas they had done.

Edward dutifully acqui esced, and CGeorge becane his partner in

the business. He was not a valuable partner: he had been neddling
with drink before; he soon developed into a constant tippler now,
and his flesh and eyes showed the fact unpleasantly. Edward had
been courting a sweet and kindly spirited girl for sone tine.

They | oved each other dearly, and--But about this period George began
to haunt her tearfully and inploringly, and at |ast she went crying
to Edward, and said her high and holy duty was plain before her--
she nmust not let her own selfish desires interfere with it:

she nust marry "poor Ceorge"” and "reformhim” It would break

her heart, she knew it would, and so on; but duty was duty.

So she narried George, and Edward's heart came very near breaking,



as well as her own. However, Edward recovered, and nmarried another girl--

a very excellent one she was, too.

Children came to both fanmilies. Mary did her honest best to reform
her husband, but the contract was too |arge. George went on drinking,
and by and by he fell to nmisusing her and the little ones sadly.

A great many good people strove with George--they were always at it,
in fact--but he calmy took such efforts as his due and their duty,
and did not nend his ways. He added a vice, presently--that of

secret ganbling. He got deeply in debt; he borrowed noney on the
firms credit, as quietly as he could, and carried this systemso far
and so successfully that one norning the sheriff took possession of

the establishnent, and the two cousins found thensel ves pennil ess.

Ti mes were hard, now, and they grew worse. Edward noved his famly
into a garret, and wal ked the streets day and ni ght, seeking work.
He begged for it, but in was really not to be had. He was astonished
to see how soon his face becane unwel come; he was astoni shed

and hurt to see how quickly the ancient interest which people had
had in himfaded out and di sappeared. Still, he MJUST get work;

so he swall owed his chagrin, and toiled on in search of it.

At | ast he got a job of carrying bricks up a | adder in a hod,

and was a grateful man in consequence; but after that NOBODY knew
himor cared anything about him He was not able to keep up

his dues in the various noral organizations to which he bel onged,
and had to endure the sharp pain of seeing hinself brought under

t he di sgrace of suspension

But the faster Edward died out of public know edge and interest,
the faster George rose in them He was found |ying, ragged and drunk
in the gutter one norning. A nenber of the Ladies' Tenperance Refuge
fished himout, took himin hand, got up a subscription for him

kept hi m sober a whol e week, then got a situation for him



An account of it was published.

General attention was thus drawn to the poor fellow, and a great

many people came forward and hel ped himtoward reformw th their
count enance and encouragenent. He did not drink a drop for two nonths,
and neantinme was the pet of the good. Then he fell--in the gutter
and there was general sorrow and | anentation. But the noble

si sterhood rescued himagain. They cleaned himup, they fed him
they listened to the nournful mnusic of his repentances, they got
himhis situation again. An account of this, also, was published,
and the town was drowned in happy tears over the re-restoration

of the poor beast and struggling victimof the fatal bow .

A grand tenperance revival was got up, and after some rousing
speeches had been nmade the chairman said, inpressively: "W are

not about to call for signers; and | think there is a spectacle

in store for you which not many in this house will be able to view
with dry eyes." There was an el oquent pause, and then George Benton,
escorted by a red-sashed detachnent of the Ladies of the Refuge,
stepped forward upon the platformand signed the pledge. The air

was rent with appl ause, and everybody cried for joy. Everybody w ung
the hand of the new convert when the neeting was over; his salary

was enl arged next day; he was the talk of the town, and its hero.

An account of it was published.

George Benton fell, regularly, every three nonths, but was faithfully
rescued and wought with, every tinme, and good situations were

found for him Finally, he was taken around the country | ecturing,
as a reformed drunkard, and he had great houses and did an i mense

anount of good.

He was so popul ar at hone, and so trusted--during his sober intervals--
that he was enabled to use the name of a principal citizen, and get

a |l arge sum of noney at the bank. A mighty pressure was brought



to bear to save himfromthe consequences of his forgery, and it

was partially successful--he was "sent up" for only two years.

When, at the end of a year, the tireless efforts of the benevol ent

were crowned with success, and he energed fromthe penitentiary

with a pardon in his pocket, the Prisoner's Friend Society met him

at the door with a situation and a confortable salary, and all

t he ot her benevol ent people cane forward and gave hi m advi ce,

encour agenment and help. Edward MIIs had once applied to the Prisoner's
Friend Society for a situation, when in dire need, but the question

"Have you been a prisoner?" made brief work of his case.

Wiile all these things were going on, Edward MIIs had been

qui etly maki ng head agai nst adversity. He was still poor, but was
in receipt of a steady and sufficient salary, as the respected

and trusted cashier of a bank. George Benton never cane near him
and was never heard to inquire about him George got to indulging
in long absences fromthe town; there were ill reports about him

but nothing definite.

One winter's night sone masked burglars forced their way into the bank
and found Edward MI1ls there alone. They commanded himto revea

the "conbination,” so that they could get into the safe. He refused.
They threatened his life. He said his enployers trusted him

and he could not be traitor to that trust. He could die, if he nust,
but while he Iived he would be faithful; he would not yield up

the "conbination." The burglars killed him

The detectives hunted down the crimnals; the chief one proved

to be George Benton. A wide synpathy was felt for the w dow and
orphans of the dead man, and all the newspapers in the |and begged
that all the banks in the land would testify their appreciation

of the fidelity and heroismof the nurdered cashier by coming

forward with a generous contribution of noney in aid of his famly,



now bereft of support. The result was a nass of solid cash anmounting
to upward of five hundred dollars--an average of nearly three-eights
of a cent for each bank in the Union. The cashier's own bank
testified its gratitude by endeavoring to show (but hunmiliatingly
failed init) that the peerless servant's accounts were not square,
and that he hinself had knocked his brains out with a bl udgeon

to escape detection and puni shnent.

George Benton was arraigned for trial. Then everybody seened to
forget the wi dow and orphans in their solicitude for poor George.
Everythi ng that nmoney and influence could do was done to save him
but it all failed; he was sentenced to death. Straightway the
Governor was besieged with petitions for commutation or pardon
they were brought by tearful young girls; by sorrowful old maids;
by deputations of pathetic wi dows; by shoals of inpressive orphans.

But no, the Governor--for once--would not yield.

Now Ceorge Benton experienced religion. The glad news flew all around.
Fromthat tinme forth his cell was always full of girls and wonmen and
fresh flowers; all the day long there was prayer, and hymn-si ngi ng,

and t hanksgi ving, and homilies, and tears, with never an interruption

except an occasional five-mnute internmission for refreshments.

This sort of thing continued up to the very gallows, and George

Bent on went proudly hone, in the black cap, before a wailing

audi ence of the sweetest and best that the region could produce.

H s grave had fresh flowers on it every day, for a while,

and t he head-stone bore these words, under a hand pointing al oft:

"He has fought the good fight."

The brave cashier's head-stone has this inscription: "Be pure,

honest, sober, industrious, considerate, and you will never--"

Nobody knows who gave the order to leave it that way, but it was



so given.

The cashier's family are in stringent circunstances, now, it is said;
but no matter; a lot of appreciative people, who were not willing
that an act so brave and true as his should go unrewarded,

have coll ected forty-two thousand dollars--and built a Menori al

Church with it.

THE FI VE BOONS OF LI FE

Chapter |

In the norning of life cane a good fairy with her basket, and said:

"Here are gifts. Take one, |eave the others. And be wary,

chose wi sely; oh, choose wisely! for only one of themis valuable."

The gifts were five: Fame, Love, Riches, Pleasure, Death.

The youth said, eagerly:

"There is no need to consider"”; and he chose Pl easure.

He went out into the world and sought out the pleasures that youth
delights in. But each in its turn was short-lived and di sappoi nti ng,
vain and enpty; and each, departing, nocked him In the end he said:
"These years | have wasted. |If | could but choose again, | would

choose wi sely.



Chapter 11

The fairy appeared, and said:

"Four of the gifts remain. Choose once nore; and oh, renenber--

time is flying, and only one of themis precious."”

The man considered | ong, then chose Love; and did not mark the tears

that rose in the fairy's eyes

After nmany, nmany years the nan sat by a coffin, in an enpty hone.
And he communed with hinmsel f, saying: "One by one they have gone
away and |left ne; and now she |lies here, the dearest and the |ast.
Desol ation after desol ati on has swept over ne; for each hour

of happi ness the treacherous trader, Love, as sold ne | have paid

a thousand hours of grief. Qut of ny heart of hearts | curse him"

Chapter 111

"Choose again.” It was the fairy speaking.

"The years have taught you wi sdom-surely it nust be so.
Three gifts remain. Only one of themhas any worth--renenber it,

and choose warily."

The man reflected | ong, then chose Fane; and the fairy, sighing,

went her way.

Years went by and she cane again, and stood behind the man where he



sat solitary in the fading day, thinking. And she knew his thought:

"My nane filled the world, and its praises were on every tongue,

and it seened well with nme for a little while. How little a while
it was! Then came envy; then detraction; then calumy; then hate;
then persecution. Then derision, which is the beginning of the end.
And | ast of all came pity, which is the funeral of fane. OCh,

the bitterness and nmisery of renown! target for nmud in its prine,

for contenpt and conpassion in its decay."

Chapter 1V

"Chose yet again." It was the fairy's voice.

"Two gifts remain. And do not despair. |In the beginning there
was but one that was precious, and it is still here."

"Weal th--which is power! How blind | was!" said the nman.

"Now, at last, life will be worth the living. | wll spend,

squander, dazzle. These nockers and despisers will craw in the

dirt before me, and | will feed ny hungry heart with their envy.

I will have all luxuries, all joys, all enchantnents of the spirit,
all contentnents of the body that man holds dear. | will buy,

buy, buy! deference, respect, esteem worship--every pinchbeck

grace of life the market of a trivial world can furnish forth.

I have lost nmuch time, and chosen badly heretofore, but |et that pass;

I was ignorant then, and could but take for best what seened so."

Three short years went by, and a day came when the man sat shivering
in a nmean garret; and he was gaunt and wan and hol | ow eyed,

and clothed in rags; and he was gnawing a dry crust and nunbling:



"Curse all the world's gifts, for nockeries and gilded |ies!

And miscalled, every one. They are not gifts, but merely | endings.
Pl easure, Love, Fane, Riches: they are but tenporary disguises for
|lasting realities--Pain, Gief, Shame, Poverty. The fairy said true;
in all her store there was but one gift which was precious,

only one that was not val uel ess. How poor and cheap and mnean |

know t hose others now to be, conpared with that inestinable one,

that dear and sweet and kindly one, that steeps in drean ess and
enduring sleep the pains that persecute the body, and the shanes

and griefs that eat the mind and heart. Bring it! | amweary,

| would rest."

Chapter V

The fairy came, bringing again four of the gifts, but Death was wanting.

She sai d:

"I gave it to a nother's pet, a little child. It was ignorant,
but trusted ne, asking ne to choose for it. You did not ask ne

to choose."

"Ch, mserable ne! Wat is left for me?"

"What not even you have deserved: the wanton insult of A d Age."

THE FI RST VRI TI NG MACHI NES



From My Unpubl i shed Aut obi ography

Sone days ago a correspondent sent in an old typewitten sheet,
faded by age, containing the following letter over the signature

of Mark Twai n:

"Hartford, March 10, 1875.

"Pl ease do not use ny nanme in any way. Please do not even divul ge
that fact that | own a machine. | have entirely stopped using

the typewiter, for the reason that | never could wite a letter
with it to anybody without receiving a request by return nmail that |
woul d not only describe the nmachine, but state what progress | had
made in the use of it, etc., etc. | don't like to wite letters,
and so | don't want people to know | own this curiosity-breeding

little joker."

A note was sent to M. Cenens asking himif the letter was genuine
and whether he really had a typewiter as long ago as that.
M. Cenens replied that his best answer is the follow ng chapter

from his unpublished autobi ography:

1904. VI LLA QUARTO, FLORENCE, JANUARY.

Di ctating autobi ography to a typewiter is a new experience for ne,

but it goes very well, and is going to save tine and "l anguage"- -



the kind of |anguage that soothes vexation

I have dictated to a typewiter before--but not autobiography.

Bet ween t hat experience and the present one there lies a mghty gap--
nmore than thirty years! It is sort of lifetinme. |In that wide interva
much has happened--to the type-nmachine as well as to the rest of us.

At the beginning of that interval a type-nmachine was a curiosity.

The person who owned one was a curiosity, too. But nowit is the
other way about: the person who DOESN' T own one is a curiosity.

| saw a type-nmachine for the first time in--what year? | suppose it
was 1873--because Nasby was with ne at the tine, and it was in Boston
We nust have been lecturing, or we could not have been in Boston

I take it. | quitted the platformthat season

But never mnd about that, it is no matter. Nasby and | saw

the machine through a window, and went in to look at it.

The sal esman explained it to us, showed us sanples of its work,

and said it could do fifty-seven words a m nute--a statenent

which we frankly confessed that we did not believe. So he put

his type-girl to work, and we tinmed her by the watch. She actually
did the fifty-seven in sixty seconds. W were partly convinced,

but said it probably couldn't happen again. But it did.

We timed the girl over and over again--with the sane result always:
she won out. She did her work on narrow slips of paper, and we
pocketed them as fast as she turned themout, to show as curiosities.
The price of the nachine was one hundred and twenty-five dollars.

| bought one, and we went away very nmuch excited.

At the hotel we got out our slips and were a little disappointed

to find that they contained the sane words. The girl had econom zed
time and | abor by using a fornula which she knew by heart.

However, we argued--safely enough--that the FIRST type-girl nust

naturally take rank with the first billiard-player: neither of them



coul d be expected to get out of the gane any nore than a third or a
hal f of what was init. |If the machine survived--I1F it survived--
experts would conme to the front, by and by, who would double the girl's
out put without a doubt. They would do one hundred words a minute--

my tal king speed on the platform That score has | ong ago been beaten

At home | played with the toy, repeated and repeating and repeated "The
Boy stood on the Burning Deck," until | could turn that boy's adventure
out at the rate of twelve words a minute; then | resuned the pen

for business, and only worked the machine to astonish inquiring visitors.

They carried off many reans of the boy and his burning deck

By and by |I hired a young womman, and did nmy first dictating (letters,
nmerely), and ny last until now. The nmachine did not do both capitals
and | ower case (as now), but only capitals. Gothic capitals they were,
and sufficiently ugly. | remenber the first letter | dictated.

it was to Edward Bok, who was a boy then. | was not acquainted

with himat that tine. H's present enterprising spirit is not new -
he had it in that early day. He was accunul ati ng aut ographs, and was
not content with nmere signatures, he wanted a whol e autograph LETTER
I furnished it--in type-witten capitals, SIGNATURE AND ALL.

It was long; it was a sernon; it contained advice; al so reproaches.

| said witing was ny TRADE, ny bread-and-butter; | said it was

not fair to ask a man to give away sanples of his trade; would he

ask the blacksmth for a horseshoe? would he ask the doctor for

a corpse?

Now | cone to an inportant matter--as | regard it. In the year

"74 the young woman copied a consi derable part of a book of mne
ON THE MACHINE. I n a previous chapter of this Autobiography I

have claimed that | was the first person in the world that ever had
a tel ephone in the house for practical purposes; | will now claim-

until dispossess--that | was the first person in the world to APPLY



THE TYPE- MACHI NE TO LI TERATURE. That book nust have been THE
ADVENTURES OF TOM SAWER. | wote the first half of it in '72
the rest of it in'74. M nachinist type-copied a book for ne

in'74, so | concluded it was that one.

That early nmachine was full of caprices, full of defects--devilish ones.
It had as many imoralities as the machine of today has virtues.

After a year or two | found that it was degradi ng ny character

so | thought | would give it to Howells. He was reluctant, for he

was suspicious of novelties and unfriendly toward them and he remains
so to this day. But | persuaded him He had great confidence in ne,
and | got himto believe things about the nachine that | did not

believe nmyself. He took it honme to Boston, and ny noral s began

to improve, but his have never recovered.

He kept it six nonths, and then returned it to ne. | gave it away
twice after that, but it wouldn't stay; it cane back. Then I

gave it to our coachman, Patrick MAl eer, who was very grateful
because he did not know the animal, and thought | was trying to
make hi mwi ser and better. As soon as he got wi ser and better he
traded it to a heretic for a side-saddl e which he could not use,

and there ny know edge of its history ends.

| TALI AN W THOUT A MASTER

It is alnpbst a fortnight nowthat | amdomiciled in a nedi eva
villa in the country, a mle or two fromFlorence. | cannot speak
the |l anguage; | amtoo old not to | earn how, also too busy when

am busy, and too indolent when | amnot; wherefore sone wll



i magine that | amhaving a dull tinme of it. But it is not so

The "hel p" are all natives; they talk Italian to nme, | answer

in English; I do not understand them they do not understand ne,
consequently no harmis done, and everybody is satisfied. 1n order

to be just and fair, |I throwin an Italian word when | have one,

and this has a good influence. | get the word out of the norning paper.
| have to use it while it is fresh, for I find that Italian words

do not keep in this climate. They fade toward night, and next

morning they are gone. But it is no matter; | get a new one out
of the paper before breakfast, and thrill the donestics with it
while it lasts. | have no dictionary, and I do not want one;

I can select words by the sound, or by orthographic aspect.

Many of them have French or German or English | ook, and these are
the ones | enslave for the day's service. That is, as a rule.

Not always. |If | find a |earnable phrase that has an inposing | ook
and warbles nusically along | do not care to know the nmeaning of it;
| pay it out to the first applicant, knowing that if | pronounce it

carefully HE will understand it, and that's enough

Yesterday's word was AVANTI. It sounds Shakespearian, and probably
means Avaunt and quit ny sight. Today | have a whol e phrase:

SONO DI SPI ACENTI SSIMO. | do not know what it nmeans, but it seens

to fit in everywhere and give satisfaction. Although as a rule

my words and phrases are good for one day and train only, | have
several that stay by nme all the time, for some unknown reason

and these cone very handy when | get into a | ong conversation and need
things to fire up with in nonotonous stretches. One of the best ones
is DOV "EIL GATTO. It nearly always produces a pleasant surprise,
therefore | save it up for places where | want to express appl ause

or admiration. The fourth word has a French sound, and | think

the phrase neans "that takes the cake."

During nmy first week in the deep and dreany stillness of this woodsy



and flowery place | was without news of the outside world, and was
well content without it. It has been four weeks since | had seen

a newspaper, and this |ack seened to give life a new charm and grace
and to saturate it with a feeling verging upon actual delight.

Then canme a change that was to be expected: the appetite for news
began to rise again, after this invigorating rest. | had to feed it,
but I was not willing to let it nmake ne its hel pl ess slave again;

| determined to put it on a diet, and a strict and linited one.

So | examined an Italian paper, with the idea of feeding it on that,
and on that exclusively. On that exclusively, and wi thout help of

a dictionary. 1In this way | should surely be well protected against

over |l oadi ng and i ndi gesti on.

A gl ance at the tel egraphic page filled me with encouragenent.

There were no scare-heads. That was good--suprenely good. But there
wer e headi ngs--one-liners and two-liners--and that was good too;

for without these, one nust do as one does with a German paper--pay our
precious tinme in finding out what an article is about, only to discover
in many cases, that there is nothing in it of interest to you

The headline is a val uabl e thing.

Necessarily we are all fond of nurders, scandals, sw ndles,
robberies, explosions, collisions, and all such things, when we
knew t he peopl e, and when they are neighbors and friends, but when
they are strangers we do not get any great pleasure out of them
as a rule. Now the trouble with an American paper is that it has
no discrimnation; it rakes the whole earth for blood and garbage,
and the result is that you are daily overfed and suffer a surfeit.
By habit you stow this nuck every day, but you cone by and by to
take no vital interest in it--indeed, you alnost get tired of it.
As a rule, forty-nine-fiftieths of it concerns strangers only--
peopl e away off yonder, a thousand miles, two thousand nil es,

ten thousand niles fromwhere you are. Wy, when you cone to think



of it, who cares what becones of those people? | would not give
the assassination of one personal friend for a whol e nassacre

of those others. And, to ny mind, one relative or nei ghbor m xed
up in a scandal is nore interesting than a whol e Sodom and Gonorrah

of outlanders gone rotten. G ve nme the hone product every tine.

Very well. | saw at a glance that the Florentine paper woul d

suit me: five out of six of its scandals and tragedi es were | ocal
they were adventures of one's very nei ghbors, one m ght al nbst say
one's friends. In the matter of world news there was not too nuch,
but just about enough. | subscribed. | have had no occasion
toregret it. Every norning | get all the news | need for the day;
sonetines fromthe headlines, sonmetimes fromthe text. | have never
had to call for a dictionary yet. | read the paper with ease.

Oten | do not quite understand, often sonme of the details escape ne,
but no nmatter, | get the idea. | will cut out a passage or two,

then you see how linpid the | anguage is:

Il ritorno dei Beati d'ltalia

El argi zione del Re all' Gspedale italiano

The first line neans that the Italian sovereigns are com ng back--

t hey have been to England. The second |line seens to nean that they

enlarged the King at the Italian hospital. Wth a banquet, | suppose.

An English banquet has that effect. Further

Il ritorno dei Sovrani

a Ronm



ROVA, 24, ore 22,50.--1 Sovrani e le Principessine Reali si attendono

a Roma domani alle ore 15, 51.

Return of the sovereigns to Ronme, you see. Date of the tel egram
Rone, Novenber 24, ten mnutes before twenty-three o' clock. The
tel egram seens to say, "The Sovereigns and the Royal Children expect

thensel ves at Rone tonorrow at fifty-one mnutes after fifteen o' cl ock.

I do not know about Italian time, but | judge it begins at m dnight
and runs through the twenty-four hours w thout breaking bul k.
In the following ad, the theaters open at hal f-past twenty.

If these are not matinees, 20.30 nust nmean 8.30 P.M, by ny reckoning.

Spettacolli del di 25

TEATRO DELLA PERGOLA--(Ore 20,30)--Qpera. BOH EME. TEATRO

ALFI ERI . - - Conpagni a dranmmati ca Drago--(Ore 20, 30)-- LA LEGGE.

ALHAMBRA- - (Ore 20, 30)--Spettacol o variato. SALA ED SON- -

G andi osoo spettacol o G nematografico: QUO VADI S?- -1 naugurazi one della
Chi esa Russa--In coda al Direttissinop--Vedute di Firenze con

gran novi neno--Anmerica: Transporto tronchi giganteschi--1 |adri

in casa del Diavol o--Scene conmiche. Cl NEMATOGRAFO - Vi a Brunel | eschi

n. 4.--Programma straordinario, DON CH SCl OTTE- - Prezzi popul ari .

The whole of that is intelligible to ne--and sane and rational, too--
except the remark about the Inauguration of a Russian Chinese.

That one oversizes ny hand. Gve ne five cards.

This is a four-page paper; and as it is set in long priner |eaded

and has a page of advertisenents, there is no roomfor the crines,



di sasters, and general sweepings of the outside world--thanks be!

Today | find only a single inportation of the off-color sort:

Una Princi pessa

che fugge con un cocchiere

PARIG, 24.--11 MATIN ha da Berlino che I a principessa

Schovenbar e- Wl denbure sconparve il 9 novenbre. Sarebbe partita

col suo cocchiere

La Princi passa ha 27 anni

Twenty-seven years ol d, and sconparve--scanpered--on the 9th Novenber.
You see by the added detail that she departed with her coachman.
I hope Sarebbe has not nmade a mi stake, but | am afraid the chances

are that she has. SONO DI SPI ACENTI SSI MO.

There are several fires: also a couple of accidents. This is

one of them

Grave disgrazia sul Ponte Vecchio

Stammattina, circe le 7,30, nentre G useppe Sciatti, di anni 55,
di Casellina e Torri, passava dal Ponte Vecchio, stando seduto sopra
un barroccio carico di verdura, perse |' equilibrio e cadde al suol o,

ri mnendo con | a ganba destra sotto una ruota del veicolo.

Lo Sciatti fu subito raccolto da alcuni cittadini, che, per nezzo



della pubblica vettura n. 365, |lo transporto a San G ovanni di Dio.

Ivi il medico di guardia gli riscontro la frattura della ganba
destra e alcune lievi escoriazioni giudicandolo guaribile in 50

giorni salvo conplicazi oni

What it seens to say is this: "Serious Disgrace on the Add

ad Bridge. This norning about 7.30, M. Joseph Sciatti, aged 55,
of Casellina and Torri, while standing up in a sitting posture

on top of a carico barrow of vedure (foliage? hay? vegetabl es?),
lost his equilibriumand fell on hinself, arriving with his left

| eg under one of the wheels of the vehicle.

"Said Sciatti was suddenly harvested (gathered in?) by several citizens,

who by nmeans of public cab No. 365 transported to St. John of Cod."

Paragraph No. 3 is a little obscure, but | think it says that
the medi co set the broken left |eg--right enough, since there
was nothing the matter with the other one--and that severa
are encouraged to hope that fifty days well fetch himaround

in quite giudi candol o-guaribile way, if no conplications intervene.

I amsure | hope so nyself.

There is a great and peculiar charm about readi ng news-scraps in a

| anguage whi ch you are not acquainted with--the charmthat always goes
with the nysterious and the uncertain. You can never be absolutely
sure of the neaning of anything you read in such circunstances;

you are chasing an alert and gany riddle all the time, and the
baffling turns and dodges of the prey make the life of the hunt.

A dictionary would spoil it. Sonetinmes a single word of doubtful
purport will cast a veil of dreany and gol den uncertainty over a

whol e paragraph of cold and practical certainties, and | eave steeped



in a haunting and adorable nystery an incident which had been vul gar
and commonpl ace but for that benefaction. Wuld you be wise to draw

a dictionary on that gracious word? would you be properly grateful ?

After a couple of days' rest | now cone back to ny subject and seek
a case in point. | find it without trouble, in the norning paper
a cabl egram from Chi cago and | ndi ana by way of Paris. All the words

save one are guessable by a person ignorant of Italian

Revol verate in teatro

PARI G, 27.--La PATRIE ha da Chicago

Il guardiano del teatro dell'opera di Wl ace (Indiana), avendo vol uto
espel l are uno spettatore che continuava a fumare malgrado il diviety,
questo spal l eggi ato dai suoi amici tir o diversi colpi di rivoltella.
Il guardiano ripose. Nacque una scarica generale. G ande panico

tra gli spettatori. Nessun ferito.

TRANSLATI ON. --"Revol veration in Theater. PAR'S, 27TH. LA PATRIE
has from Chi cago: The cop of the theater of the opera of Wll ace,
I ndiana, had willed to expel a spectator which continued to snoke
in spite of the prohibition, who, spalleggiato by his friends,
tir'o (Fr. TIRE, Anglice PULLED) manifold revol ver-shots;

great panic anong the spectators. Nobody hurt."

It is bettable that that harm ess cataclysmin the theater of the opera
of Wallace, Indiana, excited not a person in Europe but ne, and so

came near to not being worth cabling to Florence by way of France.

But it does excite me. It excites me because | cannot make out,

for sure, what it was that noved the spectator to resist the officer



I was gliding along snoothly and without obstruction or accident,
until | canme to that word "spalleggiato," then the bottomfell out.
You notice what a rich gloom what a sonmber and pervadi ng nystery,
that word sheds all over the whole Wallachian tragedy. That is the charm
of the thing, that is the delight of it. This is where you begin,
this is where you revel. You can guess and guess, and have al

the fun you like; you need not be afraid there will be an end to it;
none i s possible, for no amobunt of guessing will ever furnish you
a meaning for that word that you can be sure is the right one.

Al'l the other words give you hints, by their form their sound,

or their spelling--this one doesn't, this one throws out no hints,
this one keeps its secret. |If there is even the slightest slight
shadow of a hint anywhere, it lies in the very neagerly suggestive
fact that "spalleggiato" carries our word "egg" in its stomach
Well, make the nost out of it, and then where are you at?

You conjecture that the spectator which was snoking in spite

of the prohibition and becone reprohibited by the guardi ans,

was "egged on" by his friends, and that was owing to that evi
influence that he initiated the revolveration in theater that has
gal | oped under the sea and cone crashing through the European
press w thout exciting anybody but nme. But are you sure,

are you dead sure, that that was the way of it? No. Then the
uncertainty remains, the nystery abides, and with it the charm

Guess agai n.

If I had a phrase-book of a really satisfactory sort | would

study it, and not give all ny free tine to undictionarial readings,
but there is no such work on the market. The existing phrase-books
are inadequate. They are well enough as far as they go, but when

you fall down and skin your leg they don't tell you what to say.



| TALI AN WTH GRAMVAR

I found that a person of large intelligence could read this beautiful

| anguage with considerable facility without a dictionary, but | presently
found that to such a parson a grammar could be of use at tines.

It is because, if he does not know the WERE' S and the WAS'S and t he
MAYBE' S and the HAS-BEENS' S apart, confusions and uncertainties

can arise. He can get the idea that a thing is going to happen next
week when the truth is that it has already happened week before |ast.
Even nore previously, sometines. Exam nation and inquiry showed

me that the adjectives and such things were frank and fair-m nded

and straightforward, and did not shuffle; it was the Verb that m xed

the hands, it was the Verb that |acked stability, it was the Verb that
had no pernanent opini on about anything, it was the Verb that was al ways

dodgi ng the issue and putting out the light and naking all the trouble.

Furt her exami nation, further inquiry, further reflection

confirnmed this judgnent, and established beyond peradventure the
fact that the Verb was the stormcenter. This discovery nade plain
the right and wise course to pursue in order to acquire certainty

and exactness in understanding the statenents which the newspaper

was daily endeavoring to convey to me: | nust catch a Verb and
tame it. | must find out its ways, | must spot its eccentricities,
I nust penetrate its disguises, | nust intelligently foresee and

forecast at |east the conmmoner of the dodges it was likely to try
upon a stranger in given circumstances, | must get in on its main

shifts and head themoff, | mnmust learn its gane and play the limt.

I had noticed, in other foreign | anguages, that verbs are bred
in famlies, and that the nenbers of each fanily have certain features
or resenbl ances that are conmon to that famly and distinguish it

fromthe other famlies--the other kin, the cousins and what not.



I had noticed that this fam|ly-mark is not usually the nose or the hair,
so to speak, but the tail--the Termination--and that these tails

are quite definitely differentiated; insomuch that an expert can

tell a Pluperfect froma Subjunctive by its tail as easily and as
certainly as a cowboy can tell a cow froma horse by the |ike process
the result of observation and culture. | should explain that I

am speaking of legitimte verbs, those verbs which in the slang

of the grammar are called Regular. There are other--1 am not meaning
to conceal this; others called Irregulars, born out of wedl ock

of unknown and uni nteresting parentage, and naturally destitute

of famly resenbl ances, as regards to all features, tails included
But of these pathetic outcasts | have nothing to say. | do not
approve of them | do not encourage them | am prudishly delicate

and sensitive, and | do not allow themto be used in ny presence.

But, as | have said, | decided to catch one of the others and break
it into harness. One is enough. Once fanmiliar with its assortnent
of tails, you are immune; after that, no regular verb can concea
its specialty fromyou and nmake you think it is working the past
or the future or the conditional or the unconditional when it is
engaged in sonme other line of business--its tail will give it away.

I found out all these things by nmyself, wthout a teacher

| selected the verb AMARE, TO LOVE. Not for any personal reason

for I amindifferent about verbs; | care no nore for one verb than
for another, and have little or no respect for any of thenm but in
foreign | anguages you always begin with that one. Wy, | don't know.
It is nmerely habit, | suppose; the first teacher chose it,

Adam was satisfied, and there hasn't been a successor since with
originality enough to start a fresh one. For they ARE a pretty
limted lot, you will adnit that? Oiginality is not in their lineg;
they can't think up anything new, anything to freshen up the old

nmoss-grown dul | ness of the | anguage | esson and put |life and "go"



into it, and charm and grace and pi cturesqueness.

I knew | rust | ook after those details nyself; therefore |I thought
them out and wote them down, and set for the FACCHH NO and expl ai ned
themto him and said he nust arrange a proper plant, and get together
a good stock conpany anong the CONTADI NI, and design the costunes,
and distribute the parts; and drill the troupe, and be ready in three
days to begin on this Verb in a shi pshape and workman-1i ke nanner.

| told himto put each grand division of it under a forenan,

and each subdivi sion under a subordinate of the rank of sergeant

or corporal or sonething like that, and to have a different uniform
for each squad, so that |I could tell a Pluperfect froma Conmpound
Future without |ooking at the book; the whole battery to be under

his own special and particular command, with the rank of Brigadier

and | to pay the freight.

| then inquired into the character and possibilities of the selected verb
and was nuch disturbed to find that it was over ny size, it being
chanmbered for fifty-seven rounds--fifty-seven ways of saying | LOVE

wi t hout rel oadi ng; and yet none of themlikely to convince a girl

that was laying for atitle, or atitle that was laying for rocks.

It seemed to ne that with ny inexperience it would be foolish to go
into action with this mitrailleuse, so | ordered it to the rear

and told the facchino to provide something a little nore prinitive

to start with, something | ess el aborate, some gentl e ol d-fashi oned
flint-l1ock, snooth-bore, double-barreled thing, calculated to cripple
at two hundred yards and kill at forty--an arrangenment suitable for a
begi nner who could be satisfied with noderate results on the offstart

and did not wish to take the whole territory in the first canpaign.

But in vain. He was not able to nend the natter, all the verbs being

of the same build, all Gatlings, all of the sane caliber and delivery,



fifty-seven to the volley, and fatal at a mle and a hal f.

But he said the auxiliary verb AVERE, TO HAVE, was a tidy thing,

and easy to handle in a seaway, and less likely to nmiss stays in
goi ng about than sone of the others; so, upon his reconmendation |
chose that one, and told himto take it along and scrape its bottom

and break out its spinnaker and get it ready for business.

I will explain that a facchino is a general-utility donestic.

M ne was a horse-doctor in his better days, and a very good one.

At the end of three days the facchi no-doctor-brigadi er was ready.

I was al so ready, with a stenographer. W were in a roomcalled

the Rope-Wal k. This is a fornmidably long room as is indicated

by its facetious nane, and is a good place for reviews. At 9:30

the F.-D.-B. took his place near ne and gave the word of conmand,

the drunms began to runble and thunder, the head of the forces appeared
at an upper door, and the "march-past” was on. Down they filed,

a bl aze of variegated col or, each squad gaudy in a uniformof its own
and bearing a banner inscribed with its verbal rank and quality:

first the Present Tense in Mediterranean blue and old gold, then the
Past Definite in scarlet and black, then the Inperfect in green

and yellow, then the Indicative Future in the stars and stri pes,

then the O d Red Sandstone Subjunctive in purple and silver--

and so on and so on, fifty-seven privates and twenty conmm ssi oned

and non-conmi ssioned officers; certainly one of the nost fiery and
dazzling and el oquent sights | have ever beheld. | could not keep back

the tears. Presently:

"Halt!" conmmanded the Brigadi er

"Front--face!"

"Ri ght dress!"



"Stand at ease!"

"One--two--three. |n unison--RECI TE'"

It was fine. |n one noble volune of sound of all the fifty-seven
Haves in the Italian | anguage burst forth in an exalting

and spl endid confusion. Then canme commuands:

"About --face! Eyes--front! Helm alee--hard aport! Forward--march!"

and the druns | et go again.

When the | ast Term nation had di sappeared, the commander said
the instruction drill would now begin, and asked for suggestions.

| said:

"They say | HAVE, THOU HAST, HE HAS, and so on, but they don't say WHAT.
It will be better, and nore definite, if they have sonething

to have; just an object, you know, a sonething--anything will do;
anything that will give the listener a sort of personal as well

as grammatical interest in their joys and conplaints, you see."

He sai d:

"It is a good point. Wuld a dog do?"

| said | did not know, but we could try a dog and see. So he sent

out an aide-de-canp to give the order to add the dog

The six privates of the Present Tense now filed in, in charge
of Sergeant AVERE (TO HAVE), and displaying their banner.

They forned in line of battle, and recited, one at a tine, thus:



"I O HO UN CANE, | have a dog."

"TU HAI UN CANE, thou hast a dog."

"EG.I HA UN CANE, he has a dog."

"NO ABBI AMO UN CANE, we have a dog."

"VO AVETE UN CANE, you have a dog."

"EGLI NO HANNO UN CANE, they have a dog."

No conmment followed. They returned to canp, and | reflected a while.

The conmander sai d:

"I fear you are disappointed.”

"Yes," | said; "they are too nonotonous, too singsong, to dead-and-alive;
they have no expression, no elocution. It isn't natural; it could
never happen in real life. A person who had just acquired a dog

is either blame' glad or blane' sorry. He is not on the fence.
| never saw a case. Wat the nation do you suppose is the nmatter

with these peopl e?"

He t hought maybe the trouble was with the dog. He said:

"These are CONTADI NI, you know, and they have a prejudi ce agai nst dogs--
that is, against marimane. Marimana dogs stand guard over people's
vines and olives, you know, and are very savage, and thereby a gri ef

and an inconveni ence to persons who want other people's things

at night. In ny judgnent they have taken this dog for a marimana,

and have soured on him™"

| saw that the dog was a mistake, and not functionabl e:



we nust try sonething else; sonmething, if possible, that could

evoke sentinent, interest, feeling.

"What is cat, in Italian?" | asked.

"Gatto."

"Is it a gentleman cat, or a |ady?"

"Gentl eman cat."

"How are these people as regards that animal ?"

"We-11, they--they--"

"You hesitate: that is enough. How are they about chickens?"

He tilted his eyes toward heaven in nute ecstasy. | understood.
"What is chicken, in Italian?" | asked.
"Poll o, PODERE." (Podere is Italian for master. It is atitle

of courtesy, and conveys reverence and admration.) "Pollo is one
chi cken by itself; when there are enough present to constitute

a plural, it is POLLI."™

"Very well, polli will do. Wich squad is detailed for duty next?"

"The Past Definite."

"Send out and order it to the front--with chickens. And let them

understand that we don't want any nore of this cold indifference."

He gave the order to an aide, adding, with a haunting tenderness



in his tone and a watering mouth in his aspect:

"Convey to themthe conception that these are unprotected chickens."
He turned to ne, saluting with his hand to his tenple, and expl ai ned,

"I't will inflane their interest in the poultry, sire.”

A few ninutes elapsed. Then the squad marched in and fornmed up,

their faces glowing with enthusiasm and the file-Ieader shouted:

"EBBI POLLI, | had chickens!"

"Good!" | said. "Go on, the next."

"AVEST PCLLI, thou hadst chickens!"

"Fi ne! Next!"

"EBBE POLLI, he had chickens!"

"Moltinoltissimb! Go on, the next!"

"AVEMMO POLLI, we had chi ckens!"

"Bast a- basta aspettatto avanti--|ast man-- CHARGE "

"EBBERO PQOLLI, they had chi ckens!"

Then they forned in echelon, by colums of fours, refused the left,
and retired in great style on the doubl e-quick. I was enchant ed,

and sai d:

"Now, doctor, that is sonething LIKE! Chickens are the ticket,

there is no doubt about it. Wlat is the next squad?”



"The I nperfect."”

"How does it go?"

"1 O AVENA, | had, TU AVEVI, thou hadst, EG.I AVENA, he had,

NO  Av--"

Wait--we've just HAD the hads. what are you giving ne?"

"But this is another breed."

"VWhat do we want of another breed? 1Isn't one breed enough?
HAD is HAD, and your tricking it out in a fresh way of spelling
isn't going to nake it any hadder than it was before; now you know

that yoursel f."

"But there is a distinction--they are not just the same Hads."

"How do you make it out?"

"Well, you use that first Had when you are referring to something
that happened at a naned and sharp and perfectly definite nonent;
you use the other when the thing happened at a vaguely defined tinme

and in a nore prolonged and indefinitely continuous way."

"Wy, doctor, it is pure nonsense; you know it yourself. Look here:

If I have had a had, or have wanted to have had a had, or was in a
position right then and there to have had a had that hadn't had any chance
to go out hadding on account of this foolish discrimnation which lets

one Had go hadding in any kind of indefinite grammatical weather but
restricts the other one to definite and datable meteoric convul sions,

and keeps it pining around and wat ching the baroneter all the tine,

and liable to get sick through confinenent and | ack of exercise,

and all that sort of thing, why--why, the inhumanity of it is enough,



| et alone the wanton superfluity and usel essness of any such a | oafing
consunptive hospital -bird of a Had taking up room and cunbering

the place for nothing. These finical refinenments revolt ne;

it is not right, it is not honorable; it is constructive nepotism

to keep in office a Had that is so delicate it can't cone out when

the wind's in the nor'west--1 won't have this dude on the payroll

Cancel his exequator; and | ook here--"

"But you miss the point. It is like this. You see--"

"Never mind explaining, | don't care anything about it. Six Hads
i s enough for me; anybody that needs twelve, |let himsubscribe;
I don't want any stock in a Had Trust. Knock out the Prol onged

and I ndefinitely Continuous; four-fifths of it is water, anyway."

"But | beg you, podere! It is often quite indispensable in cases where--"

"Pi pe the next squad to the assault!"

But it was not to be; for at that nonent the dull boom of the noon gun
floated up out of far-off Florence, followed by the usual softened
jangl e of church-bells, Florentine and suburban, that bursts out in
mur mur ous response; by | abor-union |aw the COLAZI ONE [1] nust stop
stop pronptly, stop instantly, stop definitely, |like the chosen

and best of the breed of Hads.

1. Colazione is Italian for a collection, a neeting, a seance,

a sitting.--MT.

A BURLESQUE BI OGRAPHY



Two or three persons having at different tinmes intimated that if |
woul d write an autobi ography they would read it when they got |eisure,
| yield at last to this frenzied public denmand and herew th tender

my history.

Qurs is a noble house, and stretches a long way back into antiquity.
The earliest ancestor the Twains have any record of was a friend of
the fanmily by the name of Higgins. This was in the eleventh century,
when our people were living in Aberdeen, county of Cork, England.

Wiy it is that our long line has ever since borne the materna

nane (except when one of them now and then took a playfu

refuge in an alias to avert foolishness), instead of Higgins,

is a nmystery which none of us has ever felt nuch desire to stir.

It is a kind of vague, pretty romance, and we |eave it al one.

Al the old fanilies do that way.

Arthour Twain was a man of considerable note--a solicitor on the
highway in WlliamRufus's tinme. At about the age of thirty he went
to one of those fine old English places of resort called Newgate,
to see about sonething, and never returned again. Wile there he

di ed suddenly.

Augustus Twai n seenms to have nmade sonething of a stir about the

year 1160. He was as full of fun as he could be, and used to take his old
saber and sharpen it up, and get in a convenient place on a dark night,
and stick it through people as they went by, to see themjunp.

He was a born hunorist. But he got to going too far with it;

and the first time he was found stripping one of these parties,

the authorities renoved one end of him and put it up on a nice high

pl ace on Tenple Bar, where it could contenplate the peopl e and have



a good tine. He never liked any situation so nmuch or stuck to it so |ong.

Then for the next two hundred years the famly tree shows
a succession of soldiers--noble, high-spirited fell ows,
who al ways went into battle singing, right behind the arny,

and al ways went out a-whooping, right ahead of it.

This is a scathing rebuke to old dead Froissart's poor witticism
that our fanily tree never had but one linb to it, and that that

one stuck out at right angles, and bore fruit wi nter and sunmer.

Early in the fifteenth century we have Beau Twain, called "the Schol ar."
He wrote a beautiful, beautiful hand. And he could initate anybody's
hand so closely that it was enough to nake a person | augh his head

off to see it. He had infinite sport with his talent. But by and

by he took a contract to break stone for a road, and the roughness

of the work spoiled his hand. Still, he enjoyed life all the tine

he was in the stone business, which, with inconsiderable intervals,
was sone forty-two years. In fact, he died in harness. During al
those I ong years he gave such satisfaction that he never was through
with one contract a week till the governnent gave himanother. He was
a perfect pet. And he was always a favorite with his fellowartists,
and was a conspi cuous nenber of their benevol ent secret society,
called the Chain Gang. He always wore his hair short, had a
preference for striped clothes, and died | anented by the governnent.

He was a sore loss to his country. For he was so regul ar.

Some years |later we have the illustrious John Morgan Twai n.

He cane over to this country with Colunbus in 1492 as a passenger

He appears to have been of a crusty, unconfortabl e disposition

He conpl ai ned of the food all the way over, and was al ways threatening
to go ashore unless there was a change. He wanted fresh shad.

Hardly a day passed over his head that he did not go idling about

the ship with his nose in the air, sneering about the conmander,



and saying he did not believe Col unbus knew where he was goi ng

to or had ever been there before. The nenorable cry of "Land ho!"
thrilled every heart in the ship but his. He gazed awhile through a
pi ece of snoked glass at the penciled line lying on the distant water,

and then said: "Land be hanged--it's a raft!"”

When this questionabl e passenger cane on board the ship, be brought
not hing with himbut an ol d newspaper containing a handkerchi ef

marked "B. G ," one cotton sock marked "L. W C.," one wool en one
marked "D. F.," and a night-shirt marked "O M R " And yet during
the voyage he worried nore about his "trunk," and gave hinself nore
airs about it, than all the rest of the passengers put together

If the ship was "down by the head,"” and would not steer, he would
go and nove his "trunk"” further aft, and then watch the effect.

If the ship was "by the stern,"” he would suggest to Col unbus to detai
some nmen to "shift that baggage." In stornms he had to be gagged
because his wailings about his "trunk" made it inpossible for the
men to hear the orders. The nman does not appear to have been
openly charged with any gravely unbeconing thing, but it is noted
in the ship's log as a "curious circunstance" that al beit he brought
hi s baggage on board the ship in a newspaper, he took it ashore in
four trunks, a queensware crate, and a couple of chanpagne baskets.
But when he came back insinuating, in an insolent, swaggering way,
that sone of this things were missing, and was going to search

the ot her passengers' baggage, it was too nuch, and they threw

hi m overboard. They watched | ong and wonderingly for himto

come up, but not even a bubble rose on the quietly ebbing tide.

But while every one was nost absorbed in gazing over the side,

and the interest was nomentarily increasing, it was observed with
consternation that the vessel was adrift and the anchor-cabl e hangi ng
linp fromthe bow. Then in the ship's dinmed and ancient |og we

find this quaint note:



“Intinme it was discouvered yt ye trobl esome passenger hadde gone
downe and got ye anchor, and toke ye sanme and solde it to ye dam
sauvages fromye interior, saying yt he hadde founde it, ye sonne

of a ghun!"

Yet this ancestor had good and noble instincts, and it is with
pride that we call to mind the fact that he was the first white
person who ever interested hinself in the work of el evating

and civilizing our Indians. He built a comvpdious jail and put

up a gallows, and to his dying day he claimed with satisfaction
that he had had a nore restraining and el evating influence on

the Indians than any other reformer that ever |abored anong them
At this point the chronicle becones |ess frank and chatty,

and cl oses abruptly by saying that the old voyager went to see
his gallows performon the first white nan ever hanged in Anerica,

and while there received injuries which termnated in his death.

The great-grandson of the "Reforner™ flourished in sixteen hundred
and sonet hing, and was known in our annals as "the old Adniral,"
though in history he had other titles. He was long in conmand of
fleets of swift vessels, well arned and manned, and did great service
in hurrying up nerchantnen. Vessels which he foll owed and kept

his eagle eye on, always nmade good fair tine across the ocean

But if a ship still loitered in spite of all he could do,

his indignation would grow till he could contain hinself no | onger--
and then he woul d take that ship hone where he lived and keep it
there carefully, expecting the owners to conme for it, but they never did.
And he would try to get the idleness and sloth out of the sailors

of that ship by conpelling themto take invigorating exercise and

a bath. He called it "walking a plank.” Al the pupils liked it.

At any rate, they never found any fault with it after trying it.

When the owners were late conming for their ships, the Adnmral always

burned them so that the insurance noney should not be |ost.



At last this fine old tar was cut down in the fullness of his years
and honors. And to her dying day, his poor heart-broken w dow believed
that if he had been cut down fifteen m nutes sooner he m ght have

been resuscitat ed.

Charles Henry Twain lived during the latter part of the seventeenth
century, and was a zeal ous and di stingui shed m ssi onary.

He converted sixteen thousand South Sea islanders, and taught them
that a dog-tooth necklace and a pair of spectacles was not enough
clothing to cone to divine service in. H's poor flock |oved
himvery, very dearly; and when his funeral was over, they got up
in a body (and canme out of the restaurant) with tears in their eyes,
and saying, one to another, that he was a good tender nissionary,

and they wi shed they had sone nore of him

Pah- go-t o- wah- wah- pukket ekeewi s (M ghty-Hunt er - wi t h- a- Hog- Eye- Twai n)
adorned the niddl e of the eighteenth century, and aided Genera
Braddock with all his heart to resist the oppressor Washi ngton.

It was this ancestor who fired seventeen tines at our \WAshi ngton
frombehind a tree. So far the beautiful romantic narrative

in the noral story-books is correct; but when that narrative goes

on to say that at the seventeenth round the awe-stricken savage

said solemmly that that man was being reserved by the Geat Spirit
for sonme mighty mssion, and he dared not |lift his sacrilegious rifle
against himagain, the narrative seriously inpairs the integrity

of history. What he did say was:

"It ain"t no (hic) no use. 'At man's so drunk he can't stan
still long enough for a man to hit him | (hic) |I can't 'ford

to fool away any nore aminition on him"

That was why he stopped at the seventeenth round, and it was a good,

plain, matter-of-fact reason, too, and one that easily comends itself



to us by the eloquent, persuasive flavor of probability there is about it.

| also enjoyed the story-book narrative, but | felt a marring m sgiving
that every Indian at Braddock's Defeat who fired at a soldier

a couple of tines (two easily grows to seventeen in a century),

and nissed him junped to the conclusion that the Geat Spirit

was reserving that soldier for sone grand mission; and so | somehow
feared that the only reason why Washi ngton's case is renenbered

and the others forgotten is, that in his the prophecy cane true,

and in that of the others it didn't. There are not books enough

on earth to contain the record of the prophecies |Indians and ot her
unaut hori zed parties have nmade; but one may carry in his overcoat

pockets the record of all the prophecies that have been fulfilled.

I will remark here, in passing, that certain ancestors of mne are
so thoroughly well-known in history by their aliases, that | have

not felt it to be worth while to dwell upon them or even nention
themin the order of their birth. Anmong these may be nentioned

Ri chard Brinsley Twain, alias GQuy Fawkes; John Wentworth Twai n,

alias Sixteen-String Jack; WIIliam Hogarth Twai n, alias Jack Sheppard;
Anani as Twai n, alias Baron Munchausen; John Ceorge Twai n,

alias Captain Kydd; and then there are George Francis Twain,

Tom Pepper, Nebuchadnezzar, and Baal amis Ass--they all bel ong

to our famly, but to a branch of it somewhat distinctly renoved
fromthe honorable direct line--in fact, a collateral branch

whose nenbers chiefly differ fromthe ancient stock in that, in order
to acquire the notoriety we have al ways yearned and hungered for

they have got into a |low way of going to jail instead of getting hanged.

It is not well, when witing an autobiography, to foll ow your ancestry
down too close to your own tinme--it is safest to speak only vaguely
of your great-grandfather, and then skip fromthere to yourself,

whi ch | now do.



I was born without teeth--and there Richard Il1l. had the advantage
of me; but | was born without a hunpback, |ikew se, and there |
had the advantage of him M parents were neither very poor nor

conspi cuousl y honest.

But now a thought occurs to ne. M own history would really seem

so tanme contrasted with that of ny ancestors, that it is sinply wi sdom
to leave it unwritten until | am hanged. |f some other biographies I
have read had stopped with the ancestry until a like event occurred,

it would have been a felicitous thing for the reading public.

How does it strike you?

HOW TO TELL A STORY

The Hunorous Story an American Devel opnment.--1ts Difference

from Comic and Wtty Stories

| do not claimthat | can tell a story as it ought to be told.
I only claimto know how a story ought to be told, for | have been
al most daily in the conpany of the nobst expert story-tellers for

many years.

There are several kinds of stories, but only one difficult kind--

the hunorous. | will talk mainly about that one. The hunorous story

is Anerican, the comic story is English, the witty story is French.

The hunorous story depends for its effect upon the MANNER of the telling;

the comic story and the witty story upon the MATTER



The hunorous story nay be spun out to great |length, and may wander
around as nuch as it pleases, and arrive nowhere in particul ar
but the comic and witty stories nust be brief and end with a point.

The hunorous story bubbles gently along, the others burst.

The hunorous story is strictly a work of art--high and delicate art--
and only an artist can tell it; but no art is necessary in telling
the conmic and the witty story; anybody can do it. The art of telling
a hunorous story--understand, | nean by word of nouth, not print--

was created in Anmerica, and has remi ned at hone.

The hunorous story is told gravely; the teller does his best

to conceal the fact that he even dimy suspects that there is

anyt hing funny about it; but the teller of the conmic story tells you
beforehand that it is one of the funniest things he has ever heard,
then tells it with eager delight, and is the first person to | augh
when he gets through. And sonetines, if he has had good success,

he is so glad and happy that he will repeat the "nub" of it

and gl ance around fromface to face, collecting appl ause,

and then repeat it again. It is a pathetic thing to see.

Very often, of course, the ranbling and disjointed hunorous story
finishes with a nub, point, snapper, or whatever you like to call it.
Then the listener nmust be alert, for in nmany cases the teller wll
divert attention fromthat nub by dropping it in a carefully casua
and indifferent way, with the pretense that he does not know it

is a nub.

Artemus Ward used that trick a good deal; then when the bel ated audi ence
presently caught the joke he would | ook up with innocent surprise,
as if wondering what they had found to laugh at. Dan Setchel

used it before him Nye and Riley and others use it today.

But the teller of the comc story does not slur the nub



he shouts it at you--every tinme. And when he prints it,

in Engl and, France, Germany, and Italy, he italicizes it,

puts sone whoppi ng excl anmation-points after it, and sonetines
explains it in a parenthesis. Al of which is very depressing,

and nmakes one want to renounce joking and lead a better life.

Let me set down an instance of the com c nethod, using an anecdote
whi ch has been popular all over the world for twelve or fifteen

hundred years. The teller tells it in this way:

THE WOUNDED SOLDI ER

In the course of a certain battle a soldier whose | eg had been shot off
appeal ed to another soldier who was hurrying by to carry himto the rear
informing himat the sane time of the |oss which he had sustai ned;

wher eupon t he generous son of Mars, shouldering the unfortunate,
proceeded to carry out his desire. The bullets and cannon-balls

were flying in all directions, and presently one of the latter

took the wounded man's head of f--w thout, however, his deliverer

being aware of it. In no long tine he was hailed by an officer

who sai d:

"Where are you going with that carcass?"

"To the rear, sir--he's lost his leg!"

"H's leg, forsooth?" responded the astonished officer; "you nmean

hi s head, you booby."

Wher eupon the sol di er di spossessed hinself of his burden, and stood

| ooki ng down upon it in great perplexity. At length he said:



"It is true, sir, just as you have said." Then after a pause he added,

"BUT HE TOLD ME IT WAS HHS LEG !'!II™

Here the narrator bursts into explosion after
expl osi on of thunderous horse-laughter, repeating that

nub fromtinme to tinme through his gasping and shriekings and suffocatings.

It takes only a nminute and a half to tell that in its comc-story form
and isn't worth the telling, after all. Put into the hunorous-story
formit takes ten minutes, and is about the funniest thing | have

ever listened to--as Janmes Whitconb Riley tells it.

He tells it in the character of a dull-witted old farnmer who has

just heard it for the first tine, thinks it is unspeakably funny,

and is trying to repeat it to a neighbor. But he can't renenber it;
so he gets all mxed up and wanders hel pl essly round and round,
putting in tedious details that don't belong in the tale and only
retard it; taking themout conscientiously and putting in others

that are just as usel ess; making minor m stakes now and then

and stopping to correct them and expl ain how he cane to nake them
renmenbering things which he forgot to put in in their proper place
and going back to put themin there; stopping his narrative a good
while in order to try to recall the name of the soldier that was hurt,
and finally renenbering that the soldier's name was not nentioned,

and remarking placidly that the nane is of no real inportance, anyway--
better, of course, if one knewit, but not essential, after all--

and so on, and so on, and so on

The teller is innocent and happy and pl eased with hinself,
and has to stop every little while to hold hinself in and keep
from | aughi ng outright; and does hold in, but his body quakes

inajelly-like way with interior chuckles; and at the end of the



ten m nutes the audi ence have | aughed until they are exhausted,

and the tears are running down their faces.

The sinplicity and i nnocence and sincerity and unconsci ousness

of the old farner are perfectly sinmulated, and the result

is a performance which is thoroughly charnming and delici ous.

This is art--and fine and beautiful, and only a master can conpass it;

but a machine could tell the other story.

To string incongruities and absurdities together in a wandering

and sonetimes purposel ess way, and seeminnocently unaware that they
are absurdities, is the basis of the Anerican art, if ny position

is correct. Another feature is the slurring of the point. A third
is the dropping of a studied remark apparently w thout knowing it,

as if one where thinking aloud. The fourth and |ast is the pause.

Artemus Ward dealt in nunbers three and four a good deal. He would
begin to tell with great ani nati on sonething which he seened to
thi nk was wonderful ; then | ose confidence, and after an apparently
absent - m nded pause add an incongruous remark in a soliloquizing way;

and that was the remark intended to explode the mne--and it did.

For instance, he would say eagerly, excitedly, "I once knew a nman
in New Zeal and who hadn't a tooth in his head"--here his animtion
would die out; a silent, reflective pause would follow, then he

woul d say dreanily, and as if to hinself, "and yet that nman could

beat a drum better than any man | ever saw. "

The pause is an exceedingly inportant feature in any kind of story,
and a frequently recurring feature, too. It is a dainty thing,

and delicate, and al so uncertain and treacherous; for it nust

be exactly the right Iength--no nore and no less--or it fails

of its purpose and nmakes trouble. |If the pause is too short the



i mpressive point is passed, and the audi ence have had tine to divine
that a surprise is intended--and then you can't surprise them

of course

On the platforml used to tell a negro ghost story that had a pause

in front of the snapper on the end, and that pause was the npbst inportant
thing in the whole story. |If | got it the right length precisely,

I could spring the finishing ejaculation with effect enough to make

some inpressible girl deliver a startled little yelp and junp out

of her seat--and that was what | was after. This story was called

"The Golden Arm" and was told in this fashion. You can practice

with it yourself--and mnd you | ook out for the pause and get it right.

THE GOLDEN ARM

Once 'pon a tine dey wuz a nonmsus nmean man, en he live 'way out in de
prairie all 'lone by hisself, 'cep'n he had a wife. En bineby she died,
en he tuck en toted her way out dah in de prairie en buried her

Wl l, she had a golden arm-all solid gold, fum de shoul der down.

He wuz pow ful nean--pow ful; en dat night he couldn't sleep

caze he want dat gol den arm so bad.

When it cone midnight he couldn't stan' it no mo'; so he git up
he did, en tuck his lantern en shoved out thoo de stormen dug her
up en got de golden arm en he bent his head down 'gin de "win, en
pl oned en plowed en pl owed thoo de snow. Den all on a sudden he
stop (make a consi derabl e pause here, and | ook startled, and take

alistening attitude) en say: "My LAN, what's dat?"

En he listen--en listen--en de win' say (set your teeth together
and inmtate the wailing and wheezi ng singsong of the wi nd),

"Bzzz-z-zzz"--en den, way back yonder whah de grave is, he hear



a VOCE!--he hear a voice all mx' up in de win --can't hardly
tell "em'part--"Bzzz--zzz--Wh-o0--g-0-t--my--g-o0-1-d-e-n ARW"

(You must begin to shiver violently now.)

En he begin to shiver en shake, en say, "Ch, ny! OH, ny lan'!" en de wn'
bl ow de |l antern out, en de snow en sleet blowin his face en nos'
choke him en he start a-plowin' knee-deep toward home nos' dead,

he so sk'yerd--en pooty soon he hear de voice agin, en (pause) it 'us

com n AFTER him  "Bzzz--zzz--zzz Wh-0--g-0-t--my--g-o0-1|-d-e-n--ARW"

When he git to de pasture he hear it agin--closter now,

en AACOM N !--a-comn' back dah in de dark en de storm-(repeat

the wind and the voice). Wen he git to de house he rush upstairs

en junp in de bed en kiver up, head and years, en lay da shiverin'

en shakin'--en den way out dah he hear it AGN--en a-COMN ! En

bi neby he hear (pause--awed, listening attitude)--pat--pat--pat HT S

A-COM N UPSTAIRS! Den he hear de latch, en he KNOWit's in de room

Den pooty soon he know it's a-STANNIN BY DE BED (Pause.) Den--
he know it's a-BENDIN DOMN OVER H M-en he cain't skasely git
his breath! Den--den--he seemto feel soneth'n' COL-D, right down

"nost agin his head! (Pause.)

Den de voice say, RIGHT AT HS YEAR--"Wh-0--g-0-t--my g-o0-I-d-e-n ARW"
(You must wail it out very plaintively and accusingly; then you stare
steadily and inpressively into the face of the farthest-gone auditor--
agirl, preferably--and let that awe-inspiring pause begin to build
itself in the deep hush. Wen it has reached exactly the right |ength,

junp suddenly at that girl and yell, "YOUJ VE got it!"

If you've got the PAUSE right, she'll fetch a dear little yelp and
spring right out of her shoes. But you MIST get the pause right;

and you will find it the nost troubl esonme and aggravati ng and



uncertain thing you ever undertook

GENERAL WASHI NGTON' S NEGRO BODY- SERVANT

A Bi ogr aphi cal Sketch

The stirring part of this celebrated colored nan's |life properly began
with his death--that is to say, the notable features of his biography
began with the first tine he died. He had been little heard of up

to that tine, but since then we have never ceased to hear of him

we have never ceased to hear of himat stated, unfailing intervals.

H s was a nost remarkable career, and | have thought that its history

woul d nake a val uable addition to our biographical literature.
Therefore, | have carefully collated the materials for such a work
from aut hentic sources, and here present themto the public. | have

rigidly excluded fromthese pages everything of a doubtful character
with the object in view of introducing ny work into the schools

for the instruction of the youth of ny country.

The nane of the fanmous body-servant of General Washi ngton was George
After serving his illustrious master faithfully for half a century,
and enjoyi ng throughout his long termhis high regard and confi dence,
it becane his sorrowful duty at last to lay that bel oved master

to rest in his peaceful grave by the Potomac. Ten years afterward--
in 1809--full of years and honors, he died hinmself, nourned by al

who knew him The Boston GAZETTE of that date thus refers to

t he event:

George, the favorite body-servant of the | anented WAshi ngton



died in Richnond, Va., |ast Tuesday, at the ripe age of 95 years.
Hs intellect was uninpaired, and his nenory tenacious, up to

within a few mnutes of his decease. He was present at the second
installation of Washington as President, and also at his funeral

and distinctly renenbered all the prom nent incidents connected with

t hose noted events.

Fromthis period we hear no nore of the favorite body-servant of
General Washington until My, 1825, at which tinme he died again.

A Phi | adel phi a paper thus speaks of the sad occurrence:

At Macon, Ga., last week, a colored man naned George, who was the
favorite body-servant of General Washington, died at the advanced
age of 95 years. Up to within a few hours of his dissolution he
was in full possession of all his faculties, and could distinctly
recol l ect the second installation of Washington, his death

and burial, the surrender of Cornwallis, the battle of Trenton
the griefs and hardships of Valley Forge, etc. Deceased was

followed to the grave by the entire popul ati on of Macon

On the Fourth of July, 1830, and al so of 1834 and 1836, the subject
of this sketch was exhibited in great state upon the rostrum
of the orator of the day, and in Novenber of 1840 he died again.

The St. Louis REPUBLI CAN of the 25th of that nonth spoke as foll ows:

"ANOTHER RELI C OF THE REVOLUTI ON GONE

"CGeorge, once the favorite body-servant of General Washi ngton

di ed yesterday at the house of M. John Leavenworth in this city,



at the venerable age of 95 years. He was in the full possession
of his faculties up to the hour of his death, and distinctly
recoll ected the first and second installations and death of

Presi dent Washi ngton, the surrender of Cornwallis, the battles

of Trenton and Monnouth, the sufferings of the patriot army at
Val | ey Forge, the proclanmation of the Declaration of |ndependence,
the speech of Patrick Henry in the Virginia House of Del egates,
and many other old-tinme rem niscences of stirring interest.

Few white nen die | anented as was this aged negro. The funera

was very largely attended."

During the next ten or eleven years the subject of this sketch
appeared at intervals at Fourth-of-July celebrations in various
parts of the country, and was exhibited upon the rostrumw th
flattering success. But in the fall of 1855 he di ed again.

The California papers thus speak of the event:

ANOTHER OLD HERO GONE

Died, at Dutch Flat, on the 7th of March, George (once the confidenti al
body-servant of General Washington), at the great age of 95 years.

H s nenory, which did not fail himtill the last, was a wonderfu
storehouse of interesting rem niscences. He could distinctly recoll ect
the first and second installations and death of President Washi ngton
the surrender of Cornwallis, the battles of Trenton and Monnout h,

and Bunker Hill, the proclamation of the Declaration of |ndependence,
and Braddock's defeat. George was greatly respected in Dutch Flat,

and it is estinmated that there were 10, 000 peopl e present at

his funeral



The last tine the subject of this sketch died was in June, 1864; and unti
we |earn the contrary, it is just to presune that he died permanently

this time. The M chigan papers thus refer to the sorrowful event:

ANOTHER CHERI SHED REMNANT OF THE REVOLUTI ON GONE

George, a colored man, and once the favorite body-servant of

George Washington, died in Detroit |ast week, at the patriarchal age
of 95 years. To the noment of his death his intellect was uncl ouded,
and he could distinctly remenber the first and second installations
and death of Washington, the surrender of Cornwallis, the battles

of Trenton and Monnouth, and Bunker Hill, the proclanmation of the
Decl aration of |ndependence, Braddock's defeat, the throw ng over

of the tea in Boston harbor, and the |anding of the Pilgrins.

He died greatly respected, and was followed to the grave by a vast

concour se of people.

The faithful old servant is gone! W shall never see himnore unti

he turns up again. He has closed his |ong and splendid career

of dissolution, for the present, and sl eeps peacefully, as only they sleep
who have earned their rest. He was in all respects a remnarkabl e nan.

He held his age better than any celebrity that has figured in history;

and the longer he lived the stronger and | onger his nenory grew.

If he lives to die again, he will distinctly recollect the discovery

of Anerica.

The above r'esum e of his biography | believe to be substantially
correct, although it is possible that he nmay have died once or twce
in obscure places where the event failed of newspaper notoriety.

One fault | find in all the notices of his death | have quoted,



and this ought to be correct. In themhe uniformy and inpartially
died at the age of 95. This could not have been. He m ght have
done that once, or nmaybe tw ce, but he could not have continued

it indefinitely. Allowing that when he first died, he died at

the age of 95, he was 151 years old when he died last, in 1864.

But his age did not keep pace with his recollections. Wen he died
the last tine, he distinctly renmenbered the |anding of the Pilgrins,
whi ch took place in 1620. He must have been about twenty years

ol d when he witnessed that event, wherefore it is safe to assert
that the body-servant of General Wshington was in the nei ghborhood
of two hundred and sixty or seventy years old when he departed this

life finally.

Havi ng waited a proper length of tine, to see if the subject of his
sketch had gone fromus reliably and irrevocably, |I now publish his

bi ography with confidence, and respectfully offer it to a nourning nation

P.S.--1 see by the papers that this infamus old fraud has just
died again, in Arkansas. This nmakes six tines that he is known

to have died, and always in a new place. The death of Washington's
body-servant has ceased to be a novelty; it's charmis gone;

the people are tired of it; let it cease. This well-neaning

but m sgui ded negro has not put six different comunities to the
expense of burying himin state, and has swi ndled tens of thousands
of people into following himto the grave under the del usion that

a select and peculiar distinction was being conferred upon them

Let himstay buried for good now, and |let that newspaper suffer

the severest censure that shall ever, in all the future tinme,
publish to the world that CGeneral Washington's favorite col ored

body-servant has di ed again.

W T | NSPI RATI ONS OF THE " TWO- YEAR- OLDS"



Al'l infants appear to have an inpertinent and di sagreeabl e fashion
nowadays of saying "smart" things on nost occasions that offer

and especially on occasi ons when they ought not to be sayi ng anyt hing
at all. Judging by the average published specinmens of snmart sayi ngs,
the rising generation of children are little better than idiots.

And the parents nust surely be but little better than the children
for in nost cases they are the publishers of the sunbursts of infantile
i mbecility which dazzle us fromthe pages of our periodicals.

I may seemto speak with sonme heat, not to say a suspicion of

personal spite; and | do adnmit that it nettles ne to hear about so
many gifted infants in these days, and renenber that | seldomsaid
anything smart when | was a child. | tried it once or twice, but it
was not popular. The famly were not expecting brilliant remarks
fromme, and so they snubbed ne sonetimes and spanked nme the rest.

But it makes ny flesh creep and ny blood run cold to think what night
have happened to me if | had dared to utter some of the smart things
of this generation's "four-year-olds" where ny father could hear ne.
To have sinply skinned ne alive and considered his duty at an end
woul d have seenmed to himcriminal |eniency toward one so sinning.

He was a stern, unsmling man, and hated all fornms of precocity.

If I had said sone of the things | have referred to, and said themin
his hearing, he would have destroyed nme. He would, indeed. He would,
provi ded the opportunity remained with him But it would not,

for I would have had judgnment enough to take sone strychnine first
and say ny smart thing afterward. The fair record of ny life has
been tarni shed by just one pun. M father overheard that, and he
hunted ne over four or five townships seeking to take ny life.

If | had been full-grown, of course he would have been right;

but, child as | was, | could not know how wi cked a thing

had done.



I made one of those remarks ordinarily called "smart things"

before that, but it was not a pun. Still, it came near causing a
serious rupture between ny father and nyself. M father and nother
my uncle Ephraimand his wife, and one or two others were present,
and the conversation turned on a nanme for ne. | was lying there
trying some | ndia-rubber rings of various patterns, and endeavoring
to nake a selection, for | was tired of trying to cut ny teeth on
people's fingers, and wanted to get hold of sonething that would
enable me to hurry the thing through and get sonething el se.

Did you ever notice what a nuisance it was cutting your teeth on

your nurse's finger, or how back-breaking and tiresonme it was trying
to cut themon your big toe? And did you never get out of patience
and wi sh your teeth were in Jerico |ong before you got themhalf cut?
To ne it seenms as if these things happened yesterday. And they did,
to sonme children. But | digress. | was lying there trying the

I ndi a-rubber rings. | renmenber |ooking at the clock and noti ci ng
that in an hour and twenty-five mnutes | would be two weeks ol d,

and thinking howlittle I had done to nerit the bl essings that were so

unsparingly | avished upon me. M father said:

"Abrahamis a good nane. My grandfather was naned Abraham "

My not her sai d:

"Abrahamis a good nane. Very well. Let us have Abraham for one

of his nanes."

| said:

" Abraham suits the subscriber."”

My father frowned, ny nother |ooked pleased; ny aunt said:



"VWhat a little darling it is!”

My father said:

"I saac is a good nane, and Jacob is a good nane."

My not her assented, and said:

"No nanes are better. Let us add |saac and Jacob to his nanes."

| said:

"Al'l right. Isaac and Jacob are good enough for yours truly.

Pass ne that rattle, if you please. | can't chew I ndi a-rubber rings
all day."

Not a soul made a nenmorandum of these sayings of mne, for publication.
| saw that, and did it nyself, else they would have been utterly |ost.
So far fromneeting with a generous encouragenent |ike other children
when devel oping intellectually, | was now furiously scow ed upon

by nmy father; ny nother |ooked grieved and anxi ous, and even ny aunt
had about her an expression of seemng to think that nmaybe | had

gone too far. | took a vicious bite out of an |ndia-rubber ring,

and covertly broke the rattle over the kitten's head, but said nothing.

Presently ny father said:

"Samuel is a very excellent nane."

| saw that trouble was coming. Nothing could prevent it. | laid

down ny rattle; over the side of the cradle | dropped ny uncle's

silver watch, the clothes-brush, the toy dog, ny tin soldier

the nutneg-grater, and other matters which | was accustoned to exani ne,

and neditate upon and nake pl easant noises with, and bang and batter



and break when | needed whol esone entertainnent. Then | put on ny
little frock and ny little bonnet, and took ny pygmy shoes in one
hand and ny licorice in the other, and clinbed out on the floor
| said to nyself, Now, if the worse cones to worst, | amready.

Then | said aloud, in a firmvoice

"Father, | cannot, cannot wear the nane of Sanuel."
"My son!"

"Father, | nean it. | cannot."

"\Nhy "

"Father, | have an invincible antipathy to that nane.”

"My son, this is unreasonable. Many great and good men have been

naned Sanuel ."

"Sir, | have yet to hear of the first instance.”

"What! There was Sanuel the prophet. Ws not he great and good?"

"Not so very."

"My son! Wth H's own voice the Lord called him"

"Yes, sir, and had to call hima couple tinmes before he could cone!"

And then | sallied forth, and that stern old man sallied forth after ne.
He overtook ne at noon the follow ng day, and when the intervi ew was
over | had acquired the nane of Sanuel, and a thrashing, and other
useful information; and by nmeans of this conpronise ny father's

wrath was appeased and a mi sunderstandi ng bridged over which night



have becone a permanent rupture if | had chosen to be unreasonabl e.
But just judging by this episode, what would ny father have done
tone if | had ever uttered in his hearing one of the flat,

sickly things these "two-years-olds" say in print nowadays?

In nmy opinion there would have been a case of infanticide in our famly.

AN ENTERTAI NI NG ARTI CLE

| take the followi ng paragraph froman article in the Boston ADVERTI SER

AN ENGLI SH CRITI C ON MARK TWAI N

Per haps the nost successful flights of humor of Mark Twai n have been
descriptions of the persons who did not appreciate his hunor at all

We have becone familiar with the Californians who were thrilled with
terror by his burlesque of a newspaper reporter's way of telling a story,
and we have heard of the Pennsylvania clergyman who sadly returned

hi s | NNOCENTS ABROAD to the book-agent with the remark that "the

man who coul d shed tears over the tonb of Adam nust be an idiot."

But Mark Twain may now add a nuch nore glorious instance to his string
of trophies. The SATURDAY REVIEW in its nunber of October 8th,
reviews his book of travels, which has been republished in England,
and reviews it seriously. W can inmagine the delight of the hunori st
inreading this tribute to his power; and indeed it is so anusing
initself that he can hardly do better than reproduce the article

in full in his next nonthly Menoranda.



(Publ i shing the above paragraph thus, gives nme a sort of authority
for reproducing the SATURDAY REVIEW S article in full in these pages.
| dearly wanted to do it, for | cannot wite anything half so
delicious nyself. |[If | had a cast-iron dog that could read this
English criticismand preserve his austerity, | would drive him

of f the door-step.)

(From the London "Saturday Review ")

REVI EM6 OF NEW BOOKS

THE 1 NNOCENTS ABROAD. A Book of Travels. By Mark Twain.

London: Hotten, publisher. 1870.

Lord Macaul ay died too soon. W never felt this so deeply as when we
finished the |ast chapter of the above-naned extravagant worKk.
Macaul ay di ed too soon--for none but he could nete out conplete

and conprehensive justice to the insol ence, the inpertinence,

the presunption, the nendacity, and, above all, the nmjestic ignorance

of this author.

To say that the | NNOCENTS ABROAD is a curious book, would be to

use the faintest |anguage--would be to speak of the Matterhorn

as a neat elevation or of Niagara as being "nice" or "pretty."

"Curious" is too tane a word wherewith to describe the inposing insanity
of this work. There is no word that is |arge enough or |ong enough

Let us, therefore, photograph a passing glinpse of book and author

and trust the rest to the reader. Let the cultivated English student

of human nature picture to hinmself this Mark Twain as a person capable

of doing the foll ow ng-described things--and not only doing them



but with incredible innocence PRINTING THEM cal My and tranquilly

in a book. For i nstance:

He states that he entered a hair-dresser's in Paris to get shaved,
and the first "rake" the barber gave himwith his razor it LOOSENED

H' S "H DE" and LIFTED H M OUT CF THE CHAIR

This is unquestionably exaggerated. In Florence he was so annoyed

by beggars that he pretends to have seized and eaten one in a

frantic spirit of revenge. There is, of course, no truth in this.

He gives at full length a theatrical program seventeen or eighteen
hundred years ol d, which he professes to have found in the ruins

of the Coliseum anong the dirt and nold and rubbish. It is a
sufficient comment upon this statenment to remark that even a cast-iron
program woul d not have | asted so | ong under such circunstances.

In Geece he plainly betrays both fright and flight upon one occasion
but with frozen effrontery puts the latter in this falsely tamed form
"W SIDLED toward the Piraeus.” "Sidled," indeed! He does not hesitate
to intinmate that at Ephesus, when his mule strayed fromthe proper course,
he got down, took himunder his arm carried himto the road again,

poi nted himright, remounted, and went to sleep contentedly till

it was tinme to restore the beast to the path once nore. He states
that a growi ng youth anmong his ship's passengers was in the constant
habit of appeasing his hunger with soap and oakum bet ween neal s.

In Palestine he tells of ants that cane eleven niles to spend

the summer in the desert and brought their provisions with them

yet he shows by his description of the country that the feat was

an inpossibility. He nentions, as if it were the nost commonpl ace

of matters, that he cut a Mbslemin two in broad daylight in Jerusal em
with Godfrey de Bouillon's sword, and woul d have shed nore blood IF

HE HAD HAD A GRAVEYARD OF HHS OMN. These statenents are unworthy

a nonment's attention. M. Twain or any other foreigner who did

such a thing in Jerusal emwoul d be nobbed, and would infallibly



lose his life. But why go on? Wy repeat nore of his audaci ous
and exasperating fal sehoods? Let us close fittingly with this one:
he affirnms that "in the nosque of St. Sophia at Constantinople

I got my feet so stuck up with a conplication of guns, sline,

and general inpurity, that | wore out nore than two thousand

pai r of bootjacks getting nmy boots off that night, and even then
some Christian hide peeled off with them" It is nonstrous.

Such statenents are sinply lies--there is no other nanme for them
W1l the reader |onger marvel at the brutal ignorance that pervades
the American nation when we tell himthat we are informed upon perfectly
good authority that this extravagant conpilation of falsehoods,
this exhaustl ess mne of stupendous lies, this | NNOCENTS ABROAD,
has actually been adopted by the schools and coll eges of severa

of the states as a text-book

But if his fal sehoods are distressing, his innocence and his ignorance
are enough to nake one burn the book and despise the author. 1In one
pl ace he was so appalled at the sudden spectacle of a nurdered man,
unveil ed by the nmoonlight, that he junped out of the w ndow,

goi ng through sash and all, and then remarks with the nost childlike

simplicity that he "was not scared, but was considerably agitated."
It puts us out of patience to note that the sinpleton is densely
unconsci ous that Lucrezia Borgia ever existed off the stage.

He is vulgarly ignorant of all foreign | anguages, but is frank enough
to criticize, the Italians' use of their own tongue. He says they
spell the nane of their great painter "Vinci, but pronounce it Vinchy"--
and then adds with a na:ivet'e possible only to hel pl ess ignorance,
"foreigners always spell better than they pronounce.” |n another

pl ace he commits the bald absurdity of putting the phrase "tare

an ouns" into an Italian's mouth. |In Ronme he unhesitatingly

believes the legend that St. Philip Neri's heart was so inflaned

with divine love that it burst his ribs--believes it wholly

because an author with a learned list of university degrees strung



after his nane endorses it--"otherw se," says this gentle idiot,

"I should have felt a curiosity to know what Philip had for dinner."
Qur author nmakes a long, fatiguing journey to the Grotto del Cane

on purpose to test its poisoning powers on a dog--got elaborately
ready for the experinent, and then discovered that he had no dog.

A wi ser person woul d have kept such a thing discreetly to hinself,

but with this harm ess creature everything comes out. He hurts

his foot in a rut two thousand years old in exhumed Ponpeii,

and presently, when staring at one of the cinder-like corpses unearthed
in the next square, conceives the idea that maybe it is the remains

of the ancient Street Commi ssioner, and straightway his horror softens
down to a sort of chirpy contentnment with the condition of things.

In Damascus he visits the well of Ananias, three thousand years ol d,
and is as surprised and delighted as a child to find that the water

is "as pure and fresh as if the well had been dug yesterday."

In the Holy Land he gags desperately at the hard Arabi c and Hebrew

Bi bl i cal names, and finally concludes to call them Bal dwi nsville,

W liansburgh, and so on, "for conveni ence of spelling."

We have thus spoken freely of this man's stupefying sinplicity

and i nnocence, but we cannot deal sinmilarly with his col ossal ignorance.
We do not know where to begin. And if we knew where to begin,

we certainly would not know where to | eave off. W will give

one specinen, and one only. He did not know, until he got to Rone,

that M chael Angel o was dead! And then, instead of craw ing away

and hiding his shaneful ignorance sonewhere, he proceeds to express

a pious, grateful sort of satisfaction that he is gone and out

of his troubl es!

No, the reader may seek out the author's exhibition of his
uncul tivation for hinself. The book is absolutely dangerous,
considering the magnitude and variety of its misstatenents,

and t he convincing confidence with which they are nmade.



And yet it is a text-book in the schools of Anerica.

The poor bl underer nouses anong the subline creations of the

A d Masters, trying to acquire the el egant proficiency in

art-know edge, which he has a groping sort of conprehension is a
proper thing for a traveled man to be able to display. But what is
the manner of his study? And what is the progress he achieves?

To what extent does he familiarize hinself with the great pictures

of Italy, and what degree of appreciation does he arrive at? Read:

"When we see a nonk going about with a Iion and | ooking up into heaven
we know that that is St. Mark. Wen we see a nonk with a book and a pen
| ooking tranquilly up to heaven, trying to think of a word, we know

that that is St. Matthew. Wen we see a nonk sitting on a rock

| ooking tranquilly up to heaven, with a human skull beside him

and wi t hout other baggage, we know that that is St. Jerone.

Because we know that he always went flying light in the matter

of baggage. Wien we see other nonks |ooking tranquilly up to heaven

but having no trade-nmark, we always ask who those parties are.

We do this because we hunbly wish to learn."

He then enunerates the thousands and t housand of copies of these
several pictures which he has seen, and adds with accustoned
simplicity that he feels encouraged to believe that when he has seen
"Some More" of each, and had a |l arger experience, he will eventually

"begin to take an absorbing interest in thenf--the vul gar boor

That we have shown this to be a remarkabl e book, we think no one
will deny. That is a pernicious book to place in the hands of the
confiding and unifornmed, we think we have al so shown. That the book
is a deliberate and wi cked creation of a diseased nmind, is apparent
upon every page. Having placed our judgnent thus upon record,

let us close with what charity we can, by remarking that even in this



volume there is sonme good to be found; for whenever the author talks
of his own country and | ets Europe al one, he never fails to make
hinsel f interesting, and not only interesting but instructive.

No one can read wi thout benefit his occasional chapters and paragraphs,
about life in the gold and silver nmines of California and Nevada;
about the Indians of the plains and deserts of the West,

and their cannibalism about the raising of vegetables in kegs of
gunpowder by the aid of two or three teaspoons of guano; about the
movi ng of small arms fromplace to place at night in wheel barrows

to avoid taxes; and about a sort of cows and nules in the Hunbol dt

m nes, that clinb down chi meys and disturb the people at night.
These matters are not only new, but are well worth know ng.

It is a pity the author did not put in nore of the same kind.

H s book is well witten and is exceedingly entertaining, and so it

just barely escaped being quite val uabl e al so.

(One nonth later)

Latterly | have received several letters, and see a nunber of
newspaper paragraphs, all upon a certain subject, and all of about
the sane tenor. | here give honest specinmens. One is froma New
York paper, one is froma letter froman old friend, and one is
froma letter froma New York publisher who is a stranger to ne.

| hunbly endeavor to nake these bits toothsone with the remark that
the article they are praising (which appeared in the Decenber GALAXY
and PRETENDED to be a criticismfromthe London SATURDAY REVI EW

on ny | NNOCENTS ABROAD) WAS WRI TTEN BY MYSELF, EVERY LINE OF IT:

The HERALD says the richest thing out is the "serious critique"

in the London SATURDAY REVI EW on Mark Twai n's | NNOCENTS ABROAD.

We thought before we read it that it nust be "serious," as everybody



said so, and were even ready to shed a few tears; but since perusing it,
we are bound to confess that next to Mark Twain's "Junpi ng Frog"
it's the finest bit of hunor and sarcasmthat we've cone across in nany

a day.

(I do not get a conplinent like that every day.)

| used to think that your witings were pretty good, but after reading
the criticismin THE GALAXY from the LONDON REVI EW have di scovered
what an ass | nust have been. |f suggestions are in order, mne is,
that you put that article in your next edition of the | NNOCENTS

as an extra chapter, if you are not afraid to put your own hunor

in conpetition with it. It is as rich a thing as | ever read

(Which is strong commendati on froma book publisher.)

The London Reviewer, ny friend, is not the stupid, "serious" creature
he pretends to be, _|I_think; but, on the contrary, has a keep
appreci ation and enjoynent of your book. As | read his article in
THE GALAXY, | could imagine himgiving vent to many a hearty | augh
But he is witing for Catholics and Established Church peopl e,

and hi gh-toned, antiquated, conservative gentility, whomit is

a delight to himto help you shock, while he pretends to shake his

head with owish density. He is a magnificent hunorist hinself.

(Now that is graceful and handsonme. | take off ny hat to ny life-Iong
friend and conrade, and with ny feet together and ny fingers spread

over ny heart, | say, in the | anguage of Al abama, "You do ne proud.")



| stand guilty of the authorship of the article, but | did not mean
any harm | saw by an itemin the Boston ADVERTI SER that a sol emn,
serious critique on the English edition of ny book had appeared

in the London SATURDAY REVIEW and the idea of SUCH a literary
breakfast by a stolid, ponderous British ogre of the quill was too
much for a naturally weak virtue, and | went home and burl esqued it--
reveled init, | may say. | never saw a copy of the real SATURDAY
REVIEWc criticismuntil after mnmy burlesque was witten and mail ed

to the printer. But when | did get hold of a copy, |I found it

to be vulgar, awkwardly witten, ill-natured, and entirely serious
and in earnest. The gentleman who wote the newspaper paragraph

above quoted had not been nisled as to its character.

If any man doubts ny word now, | will kill him No, | wll not

kill him | will win his noney. | will bet himtwenty to one,

and | et any New York publisher hold the stakes, that the statements
have above nade as to the authorship of the article in question are
entirely true. Perhaps | may get wealthy at this, for | amwlling
to take all the bets that offer; and if a nman wants | arger odds,

I will give himall he requires. But he ought to find out whether

| am betting on what is termed "a sure thing" or not before he
ventures his noney, and he can do that by going to a public

library and exam ni ng the London SATURDAY REVI EW of Cctober 8th,

whi ch contains the real critique.

Bl ess me, sone people thought that | _ was the "sold" person
P.S.--1 cannot resist the tenptation to toss in this nost savory
thing of all--this easy, graceful, philosophical disquisition

with his happy, chirping confidence. It is fromthe G ncinnati ENQU RER



Not hing is nore uncertain than the value of a fine cigar

Ni ne smokers out of ten would prefer an ordinary donestic article,
three for a quarter, to fifty-cent Partaga, if kept in ignorance

of the cost of the latter. The flavor of the Partaga is too delicate
for palates that have been accustomed to Connecticut seed |eaf.

So it is with hunor. The finer it is in quality, the nore danger

of its not being recognized at all. Even Mark Twai n has been taken
in by an English review of his | NNOCENTS ABROAD. Mark Twain is by

no means a coarse hunorist, but the Englishman's hunmor is so nuch
finer than his, that he mstakes it for solid earnest, and "lafts

nost consunedly. "

A man who cannot |l earn stands in his own light. Hereafter, when |
wite an article which | know to be good, but which | rmay have reason
to fear will not, in some quarters, be considered to amount to nuch,
coming froman Arerican, | will aver that an Englishman wote it

and that it is copied froma London journal. And then | wll occupy

a back seat and enjoy the cordial applause.

(Still later)

Mark Twain at |ast sees that the SATURDAY REVIEW S criticismof his

I NNOCENTS ABROAD was not serious, and he is intensely nortified at the

t hought of having been so badly sold. He takes the only course left him
and in the | ast GALAXY clainms that HE wote the criticismhinmself,

and published it in THE GALAXY to sell the public. This is ingenious,
but unfortunately it is not true. |If any of our readers will take

the trouble to call at this office we sill show themthe origina

article in the SATURDAY REVI EW of Cctober 8th, which, on conparison

will be found to be identical with the one published in THE GALAXY

The best thing for Mark to do will be to admt that he was sold,



and say no nore about it.

The above is fromthe Cncinnati ENQU RER, and is a fal sehood.

Come to the proof. |If the ENQU RER people, through any agent,

wi Il produce at THE GALAXY office a London SATURDAY REVI EW

of Cctober 8th, containing an "article which, on conparison,

will be found to be identical with the one published in THE GALAXY,
I will pay to that agent five hundred dollars cash. Moreover, if at
any specified time | fail to produce at the same place a copy

of the London SATURDAY REVI EW of Cctober 8th, containing a |engthy
criticismupon the | NNOCENTS ABROAD, entirely different, in every
par agraph and sentence, fromthe one | published in THE GALAXY,

I will pay to the ENQU RER agent another five hundred dollars cash.
| offer Sheldon & Co., publishers, 500 Broadway, New York,

as ny "backers." Any one in New York, authorized by the ENQU RER,
will receive pronpt attention. It is an easy and profitable way
for the ENQU RER people to prove that they have not uttered a pitiful,
del i berate fal sehood in the above paragraphs. WII they swall ow
that fal sehood ignominiously, or will they send an agent to THE
GALAXY office. | think the Ci ncinnati ENQU RER nust be edited

by chil dren.

A LETTER TO THE SECRETARY OF THE TREASURY

Ri ver dal e- on-t he- Hudson, OCTOBER 15, 1902.

THE HON. THE SECRETARY OF THE TREASURY, WASHI NGTON, D. C.:



Sir,--Prices for the customary kinds of wi nter fuel having reached
an altitude which puts themout of the reach of literary persons in

straitened circunstances, | desire to place with you the follow ng order

Forty-five tons best old dry government bonds, suitable for furnace,

gold 7 per cents., 1864, preferred.

Twel ve tons early greenbacks, range size, suitable for cooking.

Ei ght barrels seasoned 25 and 50 cent postal currency, vintage of 1866

eligible for kindlings.

Pl ease deliver with all convenient despatch at ny house in Riverdal e

at lowest rates for spot cash, and send bill to

Your obliged servant,

Mark Twain, VWo will be very grateful, and will vote right.

AMENDED OBl TUARI ES

TO THE EDI TOR:

Sir,--1 am approaching seventy; it is in sight; it is only three
years away. Necessarily, | nmust go soon. It is but natter-of-course
wi sdom then, that | should begin to set nmy worldly house in

order now, so that it nay be done calmy and with thoroughness,

in place of waiting until the |ast day, when, as we have often seen
the attenpt to set both houses in order at the sanme tinme has been
marred by the necessity for haste and by the confusion and waste

of time arising fromthe inability of the notary and the ecclesiastic



to work together harnoniously, taking turn about and giving each
other friendly assistance--not perhaps in fielding, which could
hardly be expected, but at least in the mnor offices of keeping

game and unpiring; by consequence of which conflict of interests

and absence of harnoni ous action a draw has frequently resulted

where this ill-fortune could not have happened if the houses had been
set in order one at a tinme and hurry avoi ded by begi nning in season,

and giving to each the amount of tine fairly and justly proper to it.

In setting ny earthly house in order | find it of nonent that I
should attend in person to one or two matters which nen in ny
position have long had the habit of |eaving wholly to others,

wi th consequences often nost regrettable. | w sh to speak of only
one of these nmatters at this tinme: oituaries. O necessity,

an Cbituary is a thing which cannot be so judiciously edited by any hand
as by that of the subject of it. |In such a work it is not the Facts
that are of chief inportance, but the light which the obituarist
shal | throw upon them the neaning which he shall dress themin,

t he concl usi ons which he shall draw fromthem and the judgments

whi ch he shall deliver upon them The Verdicts, you understand:

that is the danger-1line.

In considering this matter, in view of ny approachi ng change,

it has seened to ne wise to take such neasures as nmay be feasible,

to acquire, by courtesy of the press, access to ny standing obituaries,
with the privilege--if this is not asking too nmuch--of editing,

not their Facts, but their Verdicts. This, not for the present profit,
further than as concerns ny famly, but as a favorabl e influence
usabl e on the O her Side, where there are sonme who are not friendly

to ne.

Wth this explanation of my notives, | will now ask you of your

courtesy to nake an appeal for ne to the public press. It is ny



desire that such journals and periodicals as have obituaries of ne
lying in their pigeonholes, with a view to sudden use sone day,
will not wait longer, but will publish themnow, and kindly send
me a marked copy. My address is sinply New York City--1 have no

other that is permanent and not transient.

I will correct them-not the Facts, but the Verdicts--striking out
such cl auses as could have a del eterious influence on the G her Side,
and replacing themw th clauses of a nore judicious character

I shoul d, of course, expect to pay double rates for both the om ssions
and the substitutions; and | should al so expect to pay quadruple

rates for all obituaries which proved to be rightly and wi sely worded

in the originals, thus requiring no enmendations at all

It is my desire to | eave these Arended Obituaries neatly bound
behi nd ne as a perennial consolation and entertainnment to ny fanly,
and as an heirl oomwhich shall have a nournful but definite

comrercial value for ny renote posterity.

| beg, sir, that you will insert this Advertisenent (1lt-eow, agate,

inside), and send the bill to

Yours very respectfully.

Mar k Twai n.

P.S.--For the best nituary--one suitable for me to read in public,
and calculated to inspire regret--1 desire to offer a Prize,
consisting of a Portrait of me done entirely by myself in pen and ink
Wi t hout previous instructions. The ink warranted to be the kind

used by the very best artists.



A MONUMENT TO ADAM

Sone one has revealed to the TRIBUNE that | once suggested

to Rev. Thonas K. Beecher, of Elmira, New York, that we get up
a nonunent to Adam and that M. Beecher favored the project.
There is nore to it than that. The matter started as a joke,

but it canme sonmewhat near to materializing.

It is long ago--thirty years. M. Darwin's DESCENT OF MAN has been
in print five or six years, and the storm of indignation raised

by it was still raging in pulpits and periodicals. 1In tracing

the genesis of the human race back to its sources, M. Darwin had

| eft Adam out altogether. W had nonkeys, and "missing |links,"

and plenty of other kinds of ancestors, but no Adam Jesting with
M. Beecher and other friends in Elmra, | said there seened to be
a likelihood that the world would di scard Adam and accept the nonkey,
and that in the course of time Adanmis very name would be forgotten
in the earth; therefore this calamty ought to be averted;

a monunent woul d acconplish this, and Elmra ought not to waste

this honorabl e opportunity to do Adam a favor and herself a credit.

Then t he unexpected happened. Two bankers cane forward and took

hold of the matter--not for fun, not for sentinent, but because they
saw in the nonunment certain conmercial advantages for the town.

The project had seened gently hunorous before--it was nore than

that now, with this stern business gravity injected into it.

The bankers di scussed the nmonunment with me. W nmet several tines.
They proposed an indestructible nenorial, to cost twenty-five

thousand dollars. The insane oddity of a nonument set up in a village

to preserve a nane that would outlast the hills and the rocks wi thout



any such help, would advertise Elnira to the ends of the earth--
and draw custom It would be the only nonunent on the planet

to Adam and in the matter of interest and inpressiveness could
never have a rival until sonebody should set up a nmonunent to the

M| ky Way.

Peopl e woul d cone from every corner of the globe and stop off

to look at it, no tour of the world would be conplete that | eft out
Adam s nmonunment. Elmira would be a Mecca; there would be pilgrim
ships at pilgrimrates, pilgrimspecials on the continent's railways;
libraries would be witten about the nonunent, every tourist would
kodak it, nmodels of it would be for sale everywhere in the earth,

its formwould becone as familiar as the figure of Napol eon

One of the bankers subscribed five thousand dollars, and | think
t he other one subscribed half as nuch, but | do not renmenber with
certainty now whether that was the figure or not. W got designs nmade--

sone of them cane from Pari s.

In the beginning--as a detail of the project when it was yet a joke--
I had franmed a hunbl e and beseeching and perfervid petition to
Congress begging the governnent to built the nonunment, as a testinony
of the Great Republic's gratitude to the Father of the Human Race

and as a token of her loyalty to himin this dark day of humliation
when his older children were doubting and deserting him It seened
to ne that this petition ought to be presented, now-it would be

wi dely and feelingly abused and ridicul ed and cursed, and woul d
advertise our schene and make our ground-floor stock go off briskly.
So | sent it to General Joseph R Hawl ey, who was then in the House,
and he said he would present it. But he did not doit. | think

he expl ai ned that when he cane to read it he was afraid of it:

it was too serious, to gushy, too sentinental--the House might take it

for earnest.



We ought to have carried out our nonunent schene; we could
have managed it w thout any great difficulty, and Elnira would

now be the nost celebrated town in the universe.

Very recently | began to build a book in which one of the m nor
characters touches incidentally upon a project for a nonunent to Adam
and now the TRI BUNE has come upon a trace of the forgotten jest of
thirty years ago. Apparently mental telegraphy is still in business.

It is odd; but the freaks of nental telegraphy are usually odd.

A HUVANE WORD FROM SATAN

[The following letter, signed by Satan and purporting to cone from him
we have reason to believe was not witten by him but by Mark Twain. --

Editor.]

TO THE EDI TOR OF HARPER S WEEKLY

Dear Sir and Kinsman,--Let us have done with this frivol ous talk.
The Anerican Board accepts contributions fromne every year

then why shouldn't it from M. Rockefeller? 1In all the ages,
three-fourths of the support of the great charities has been
consci ence-noney, as ny books will show. then what becones of
the sting when that termis applied to M. Rockefeller's gift?
The Anmerican Board's trade is financed mainly fromthe graveyards.
Bequests, you understand. Consci ence-noney. Confession of an old
crime and deliberate perpetration of a new one; for deceased's

contribution is a robbery of his heirs. Shall the Board decline



bequests because they stand for one of these offenses every tine and

generally for both?

Allow me to continue. The charge nmust persistently and resentfully
and renorsel essly dwelt upon is that M. Rockefeller's contribution is
incurably tainted by perjury--perjury proved against himin the courts.
IT MAKES US SM LE--down in ny place! Because there isn't a rich

man in your vast city who doesn't perjure hinself every year before
the tax board. They are all caked with perjury, nmany |layers thick
Iron-clad, so to speak. |If there is one that isn't, | desire

to acquire himfor ny nmuseum and will pay D nosaur rates.

WIl you say it isn't infraction of the law, but only annual evasion
of it? Confort yourselves with that nice distinction if you like--
FOR THE PRESENT. But by and by, when you arrive, I will show you
sonmething interesting: a whole hell-full of evaders! Sonetines a

frank | aw breaker turns up el sewhere, but | get those others every tine.

To return to ny nuttons. | w sh you to renenber that my rich
perjurers are contributing to the American Board with frequency:
it is noney filched fromthe sworn-off personal tax; therefore it
is the wages of sin; therefore it is ny noney; therefore it is _I_
that contribute it; and, finally, it is therefore as | have said:
since the Board daily accepts contributions fromme, why should it

decline themfrom M. Rockefeller, who is as good as | am let the

courts say what they may?

Sat an.

I NTRODUCTI ON TO
"THE NEW GUI DE OF THE CONVERSATI ON I N
PORTUGUESE AND ENGLI SH'



by Pedro Carolino

In this world of uncertainties, there is, at any rate, one thing
which nmay be pretty confidently set down as a certainty: and that is,
that this celebrated little phrase-book will never die while the
English | anguage lasts. |Its delicious unconscious ridicul ousness,

and its enchanting na:ivet'e, as are suprene and unapproachabl e,

in their way, as are Shakespeare's sublinmities. Whatsoever is

perfect in its kind, in literature, is inperishable: nobody can
imtate it successfully, nobody can hope to produce its fellow,

it is perfect, it nmust and will stand alone: its inmortality

is secure

It is one of the snallest books in the world, but few big books have
recei ved such wide attention, and been so nuch pondered by the grave
and | earned, and so nuch discussed and witten about by the thoughtful
the thoughtl ess, the wise, and the foolish. Long notices of it

have appeared, fromtinme to tine, in the great English reviews,

and in erudite and authoritative philological periodicals; and it

has been | aughed at, danced upon, and tossed in a bl anket by nearly
every newspaper and nagazine in the English-speaking worl d.

Every scribbler, alnmost, has had his little fling at it, at one tine
or another; | had mne fifteen years ago. The book gets out of print,
every now and then, and one ceases to hear of it for a season

but presently the nations and near and far col onies of our tongue

and lineage call for it once nore, and once nore it issues from sone
London or Continental or Anerican press, and runs a new course around

the gl obe, wafted on its way by the wind of a world's |aughter

Many persons have believed that this book's mracul ous stupidities

wer e studi ed and di si ngenuous; but no one can read the vol unme



carefully through and keep that opinion. It was witten in

serious good faith and deep earnestness, by an honest and upri ght

i di ot who believed he knew sonet hing of the English | anguage,

and could inpart his know edge to others. The anpl est proof

of this crops out somewhere or other upon each and every page.

There are sentences in the book which could have been manufactured

by a man in his right mind, and with an intelligent and deliberate
purposes to seeminnocently ignorant; but there are other sentences,
and paragraphs, which no nere pretended i gnorance coul d ever achieve--
nor yet even the nost genui ne and conprehensive ignorance,

when unbacked by inspiration

It is not a fraud who speaks in the follow ng paragraph of the
aut hor's Preface, but a good man, an honest man, a man whose consci ence
is at rest, a man who believes he has done a high and worthy work for

his nation and his generation, and is well pleased with his performance:

We expect then, who the little book (for the care what we wote him
and for her typographical correction) that may be worth the
acceptation of the studi ous persons, and especially of the Youth,

at which we dedicate himparticularly.

One cannot open this book anywhere and not find richness.
To prove that this is true, | will open it at random and copy

the page | happen to stunble upon. Here is the result:

DI ALOGUE 16

For To See the Town



Anot hony, go to acconpany they gentilsnmen, do they see the town.

W won't to see all that is it remarquabl e here.

Cone with ne, if you please. | shall not folget nothing what can
to nerit your attention. Here we are near to cathedral; will you

cone in there?

W will first to see himin oudside, after we shall go in there

for to look the interior.

Admire this nmaster piece gothic architecture's.

The chasing of all they figures is astonishing indeed.

The cupol a and the nave are not |ess curious to see.

What is this palace how | see yonder?

It is the town hall.

And this tower here at this side?

It is the Chservatory.

The bridge is very fine, it have ten arches, and is constructed

of free stone.

The streets are very layed out by line and too paved.

What is the circuit of this town?



Two | eagues.

There is it also hospitals here?

It not fail them

What are then the edifices the worthest to have seen?

It is the arsnehal, the spectacle's hall, the Cusiomhouse,

and t he Purse.
We are going too see the others nonunents such that the public
pawnbroker's office, the plants garden's, the noney office's,

the library.

That it shall be for another day; we are tired.

DI ALOGUE 17

To Inform One' self of a Person

How is that gentilman who you did speak by and by?

Is a Gernman.

I did think him Englishman.

He is of the Saxony side.



He speak the french very well.

Tough he is German, he speak so nuch well italyan, french, spanish
and english, that anong the Italyans, they believe himltalyan

he speak the frenche as the Frenches hinsel ves. The Spani shesnen
bel i eve hi m Spani shing, and the Englishes, Englishman. It is

difficult to enjoy well so much several |anguages

The | ast renmark contains a general truth; but it ceases to be a truth
when one contracts it and apples it to an individual--provided that
that individual is the author of this book, Sehnor Pedro Carolino.

I amsure | should not find it difficult "to enjoy well so nuch
several |anguages"--or even a thousand of them-if he did the

translating for ne fromthe originals into his ostensible English

ADVI CE TO LITTLE G RLS

Good little girls ought not to nmake nouths at their teachers for
every trifling offense. This retaliation should only be resorted

to under peculiarly aggravated circunstances.

If you have nothing but a rag-doll stuffed with sawdust, while one
of your nore fortunate little playnmates has a costly China one,

you should treat her with a show of kindness nevert hel ess.

And you ought not to attenpt to nmake a forcible swap with her unless
your conscience would justify you in it, and you know you are abl e

todoit.

You ought never to take your little brother's "chew ng-gun away

fromhimby main force; it is better to rope himin with the promnise



of the first two dollars and a half you find fl oating down the
river on a grindstone. 1In the artless sinplicity natural to this
time of life, he will regard it as a perfectly fair transaction

In all ages of the world this eminently plausible fiction has |ured

the obtuse infant to financial ruin and di saster

If at any time you find it necessary to correct your brother

do not correct himw th nud--never, on any account, throw nud at him
because it will spoil his clothes. It is better to scald hima little,
for then you obtain desirable results. You secure his imediate
attention to the | essons you are inculcating, and at the sane tine
your hot water will have a tendency to nove inpurities fromhis person,

and possibly the skin, in spots.

If your nother tells you to do a thing, it is wong to reply
that you won't. It is better and nore beconming to intinate
that you will do as she bids you, and then afterward act quietly

in the matter according to the dictates of your best judgnent.

You should ever bear in mind that it is to your kind parents that you
are indebted for your food, and for the privilege of staying hone
from school when you let on that you are sick. Therefore you ought
to respect their little prejudices, and hunor their little whins,

and put up with their little foibles until they get to crowding you

t oo rnuch.

Good little girls always show marked deference for the aged.

You ought never to "sass" old people unless they "sass" you first.

POST- MORTEM POETRY [ 1]



I n Phil adel phia they have a customwhich it would be pl easant

to see adopted throughout the land. It is that of appending to
publ i shed death-notices a little verse or two of conforting poetry.
Any one who is in the habit of reading the daily Phil adel phia
LEDGER rmust frequently be touched by these plaintive tributes

to extinguished worth. In Phil adel phia, the departure of a child
is a circunstance which is not nore surely followed by a buri al
than by the accustoned sol aci ng poesy in the PUBLI C LEDGER.

In that city death | oses half its terror because the know edge

of its presence cones thus disguised in the sweet drapery of verse
For instance, in a late LEDGER | find the following (I change

t he surnane):

Dl ED

Hawks.--On the 17th inst., Cara, the daughter of Ephraim

and Laura Hawks, aged 21 nonths and 2 days.

That nerry shout no nore | hear

No | aughing child | see,

No little arms are around ny neck,

No feet upon ny knee;

No ki sses drop upon ny cheek,

These lips are sealed to ne.



Dear Lord, how could | give Cara up

To any but to Thee?

A child thus nourned could not die wholly discontented.

From the LEDCER of the sane date | nake the follow ng extract,

merely changi ng the surnane, as before:

Becket.--On Sunday norning, 19th inst., John P., infant son

of CGeorge and Julia Becket, aged 1 year, 6 nonths, and 15 days.

That nerry shout no nore | hear

No | aughing child | see,

No little arms are round ny neck,

No feet upon ny knee;

No ki sses drop upon ny cheek;

These lips are sealed to ne.

Dear Lord, how could I give Johnnie up

To any but to Thee?

The sinmilarity of the enptions as produced in the nourners in these



two instances is renarkably evidenced by the singular simlarity
of thought which they experienced, and the surprising coincidence

of | anguage used by themto give it expression

In the same journal, of the sanme date, | find the foll ow ng

(surnanme suppressed, as before):

Wagner.--On the 10th inst., Ferguson G, the son of WIIliam

L. and Martha Theresa Wagner, aged 4 weeks and 1 day.

That merry shout no nore | hear,

No | aughing child | see,

No little arms are round ny neck

No feet upon ny knee;

No ki sses drop upon ny cheek

These lips are sealed to ne.

Dear Lord, how could | give Ferguson up

To any but to Thee?

It is strange what power the reiteration of an essentially poetica

t hought has upon one's feelings. Wen we take up the LEDGER

and read the poetry about little Clara, we feel an unaccountable

depression of the spirits. Wen we drift further down the colum

and read the poetry about little Johnnie, the depression and spirits



acqui res and added enphasis, and we experience tangi ble suffering.
When we saunter along down the colum further still and read
the poetry about little Ferguson, the word torture but vaguely

suggests the anguish that rends us.

In the LEDGER (sane copy referred to above) |I find the foll ow ng

(I alter surname, as usual):

Welch.--On the 5th inst., Mary C. Wlch, wife of WIliamB. Wl ch

and daughter of Catharine and George W Markland, in the 29th year

of her age.

A not her dear, a nother kind,

Has gone and left us all behind.

Cease to weep, for tears are vain,

Mot her dear is out of pain.

Farewel | , husband, children dear

Serve thy God with filial fear,

And neet ne in the | and above,

Where all is peace, and joy, and |ove.

What could be sweeter than that? No collection of salient facts

(wi thout reduction to tabular forn) could be nore succinctly stated



than is done in the first stanza by the surviving rel atives,
and no nore conci se and conprehensive program of farewells,
post-nortuary general orders, etc., could be franed in any
formthan is done in verse by deceased in the |last stanza.
These things insensibly nake us wi ser and tenderer, and better.

Anot her extract:

Ball.--On the norning of the 15th inst., Mary E., daughter of John

and Sarah F. Ball.

"Tis sweet to rest in lively hope

That when ny change shall cone

Angel s will hover round ny bed,

To waft ny spirit home.

The following is apparently the customary formfor heads of fanilies:

Burns.--On the 20th inst., Mchael Burns, aged 40 years.

Dearest father, thou hast |eft us,

Hear thy | oss we deeply feel;

But 'tis God that has bereft us,

He can all our sorrows heal.



Funeral at 2 o'clock sharp

There is sonething very sinple and pl easant about the follow ng,
whi ch, in Philadel phia, seens to be the usual formfor consunptives
of long standing. (It deplores four distinct cases in the single

copy of the LEDGER which lies on the Menoranda editorial table):

Bromey.--On the 29th inst., of consunption, Philip Broni ey,

in the 50th year of his age.

Affliction sore long tinme he bore,

Physi ci ans were in vain--

Till God at |ast did hear hi mnmourn

And eased him of his pain.

That friend whomdeath fromus has torn

We did not think so soon to part;

An anxi ous care now sinks the thorn

Still deeper in our bleeding heart.

This beautiful creation |oses nothing by repetition. On the contrary,

the oftener one sees it in the LEDGER, the nore grand and awe-inspiring



it seens.

Wth one nore extract | will close:

Doble.--On the 4th inst., Sanuel Pervil Worthington Dobl e,

aged 4 days.

Qur little Samy's gone,

Hs tiny spirit's fled;

Qur little boy we | oved so dear

Li es sl eeping with the dead.

A tear within a father's eye

A not her's achi ng heart,

Can only tell the agony

How hard it is to part.

Coul d anything be nore plaintive than that, w thout requiring further
concessions of grammar? Could anything be likely to do nore toward
reconciling deceased to circunstances, and naking himw lling to go?
Per haps not. The power of song can hardly be estimated. There is
an el enent about sone poetry which is able to make even physica
suffering and death cheerful things to contenplate and consummati ons

to be desired. This elenment is present in the nortuary poetry



of Phil adel phi a degree of devel opnent.

The custom | have been treating of is one that should be adopted

inall the cities of the | and.

It is said that once a man of snall consequence died, and the

Rev. T. K Beecher was asked to preach the funeral sernon--

a man who abhors the |auding of people, either dead or alive,

except in dignified and sinple | anguage, and then only for nerits
whi ch they actually possessed or possess, not nerits which they
merely ought to have possessed. The friends of the deceased got

up a stately funeral. They nust have had nisgivings that the
corpse mght not be praised strongly enough, for they prepared

some nmanuscri pt headi ngs and notes in which nothing was |eft

unsaid on that subject that a fervid inagination and an unabri dged
dictionary could conpile, and these they handed to the mnister

as he entered the pulpit. They were nerely intended as suggestions,
and so the friends were filled with consternation when the mnister
stood in the pulpit and proceeded to read off the curious odds

and ends in ghastly detail and in a | oud voice! And their
consternation solidified to petrification when he paused at the end,

contenplated the nultitude reflectively, and then said, inpressively:

"The man would be a fool who tried to add anything to that.

Let us pray!"

And with the same strict adhesion to truth it can be said that the
man woul d be a fool who tried to add anything to the follow ng
transcendent obituary poem There is sonething so innocent,

so guil el ess, so conplacent, so unearthly serene and sel f-satisfied
about this peerless "hog-wash," that the man nust be nade of stone
who can read it wi thout a dul cet ecstasy creeping along his backbone
and quivering in his marrow. There is no need to say that this

poemis genuine and in earnest, for its proofs are witten al



over its face. An ingenious scribbler might initate it after

a fashion, but Shakespeare hinmself could not counterfeit it.

It is noticeable that the country editor who published it did

not know that it was a treasure and the nost perfect thing of its
kind that the storehouses and nuseuns of literature could show.
He did not dare to say no to the dread poet--for such a poet

must have been sonething of an apparition--but he just shovel ed
it into his paper anywhere that canme handy, and felt ashaned,

and put that disgusted "Published by Request” over it, and hoped

that his subscribers would overlook it or not feel an inpulse to read it:

(Publ i shed by Request

LI NES

Conmposed on the death of Sanuel and Catharine Bel knap's children

by M A daze

Friends and nei ghbors all draw near

And listen to what | have to say;

And never |eave your children dear

When they are small, and go away.

But al ways think of that sad fate,



That happened in year of '63;

Four children with a house did burn,

Think of their awful agony.

Their nother she had gone away,

And left themthere alone to stay;

The house took fire and down did burn;

Before their nother did return.

Their piteous cry the neighbors heard,

And then the cry of fire was given;

But, ah! before they could themreach,

Their little spirits had flown to heaven.

Their father he to war had gone,

And on the battle-field was sl ain;

But little did he think when he went away,

But what on earth they would neet again.



The nei ghbors often told his wife

Not to | eave his children there,

Unl ess she got sone one to stay,

And of the little ones take care.

The ol dest he was years not si X,

And the youngest only el even nonths ol d,

But often she had |l eft themthere al one,

As, by the neighbors, | have been told.

How can she bear to see the place.

Where she so oft has |eft themthere,

Wthout a single one to ook to them

O of the little ones to take good care.

OCh, can she | ook upon the spot,

Whereunder their little burnt bones |ay,

But what she thinks she hears them say,

"' Twas God had pity, and took us on high.



And there may she kneel down and pray,

And ask God her to forgive;

And she may lead a different life

While she on earth remains to |ive

Her husband and her children too,

God has took from pain and woe.

May she reform and nmend her ways,

That she may also to them go

And when it is God's holy will,

O, may she be prepared

To neet her God and friends in peace,

And | eave this world of care

1. Witten in 1870.



THE DANGER OF LYING I N BED

The man in the ticket-office said:

"Have an accident insurance ticket, also?"

"No," | said, after studying the matter over a little. "No,
believe not; | amgoing to be traveling by rail all day today.
However, tonmorrow | don't travel. G ve nme one for tonorrow "

The man | ooked puzzled. He said:

"But it is for accident insurance, and if you are going to trave

by rail--"

"If | amgoing to travel by rail | sha'n't need it. Lying at hone

in bed is the thing | amafraid of."

I had been looking into this matter. Last year | traveled twenty
thousand niles, alnost entirely by rail; the year before, | traveled
over twenty-five thousand nmiles, half by sea and half by rail;

and the year before that | traveled in the nei ghborhood of ten
thousand nmiles, exclusively by rail. | suppose if | put in al

the little odd journeys here and there, I may say | have travel ed
sixty thousand mles during the three years | have nentioned.

AND NEVER AN ACCI DENT.

For a good while | said to nyself every norning: "Now I

have escaped thus far, and so the chances are just that nuch
increased that | shall catch it this tine. | will be shrewd,
and buy an accident ticket." And to a dead noral certainty I

drew a bl ank, and went to bed that night without a joint started



or a bone splintered. | got tired of that sort of daily bother
and fell to buying accident tickets that were good for a nonth.

| said to nyself, "A nan CAN T buy thirty blanks in one bundle."

But | was m staken. There was never a prize in the the |lot.

I could read of railway accidents every day--the newspaper

at mosphere was foggy with them but sonmehow they never canme ny way.
I found | had spent a good deal of noney in the accident business,
and had nothing to show for it. M suspicions were aroused, and
began to hunt around for sonebody that had won in this lottery.

I found plenty of people who had invested, but not an individua
that had ever had an accident or nade a cent. | stopped buying
accident tickets and went to ciphering. The result was astounding.

THE PERI L LAY NOT I N TRAVELI NG BUT I N STAYI NG AT HOVE

| hunted up statistics, and was amazed to find that after al

the gl ari ng newspaper headlines concerning railroad disasters,

| ess than THREE HUNDRED people had really lost their lives by those
di sasters in the preceding twelve nonths. The Erie road was set
down as the nost nmurderous in the list. It had killed forty-six--
or twenty-six, | do not exactly renmenber which, but | know the
nunber was doubl e that of any other road. But the fact strai ghtway
suggested itself that the Erie was an i mensely |long road, and did
nmor e busi ness than any other line in the country; so the double

nunber of killed ceased to be matter for surprise.

By further figuring, it appeared that between New York and Rochester
the Erie ran eight passenger-trains each way every day--16 altogether
and carried a daily average of 6,000 persons. That is about a million
in six nonths--the population of New York City. WlIlI, the Erie kills
from13 to 23 persons of ITS nmillion in six nonths; and in the sane
time 13,000 of New York's mllion die in their beds! M flesh crept,

my hair stood on end. "This is appalling!" | said. "The danger



isn't in traveling by rail, but in trusting to those deadly beds.

I will never sleep in a bed again."

I had figured on considerably |ess than one-half the | ength of

the Erie road. It was plain that the entire road nust transport

at | east eleven or twelve thousand people every day. There are

many short roads running out of Boston that do fully half as nuch;

a great many such roads. There are many roads scattered about the
Uni on that do a prodi gi ous passenger business. Therefore it was fair
to presune that an average of 2,500 passengers a day for each road
in the country would be al nbst correct. There are 846 rail way

lines in our country, and 846 times 2,500 are 2,115,000. So the
railways of America nove nore than two nmillions of people every day;
six hundred and fifty mllions of people a year, w thout counting
the Sundays. They do that, too--there is no question about it;

t hough where they get the raw material is clear beyond the jurisdiction
of my arithnetic; for | have hunted the census through and through
and | find that there are not that nany people in the United States,
by a matter of six hundred and ten millions at the very |east.

They nmust use sone of the sane people over again, l|ikely.

San Francisco is one-eighth as popul ous as New York; there are 60
deaths a week in the former and 500 a week in the latter--if they
have luck. That is 3,120 deaths a year in San Franci sco, and ei ght
tinmes as many in New York--say about 25,000 or 26,000. The health
of the two places is the sane. So we will let it stand as a fair
presunption that this will hold good all over the country, and that
consequently 25,000 out of every nillion of people we have nust die
every year. That ampbunts to one-fortieth of our total popul ation
One million of us, then, die annually. Qut of this mllion ten

or twelve thousand are stabbed, shot, drowned, hanged, poi soned,

or neet a sinmlarly violent death in sonme other popul ar way,

such as perishing by kerosene-|anp and hoop-skirt conflagrations,



getting buried in coal-mnes, falling off house-tops, breaking

through church, or lecture-roomfloors, taking patent nedicines,

or committing suicide in other forns. The Erie railroad kills 23 to 46;
the other 845 railroads kill an average of one-third of a man each

and the rest of that mllion, amounting in the aggregate to that

appal ling figure of 987,631 corpses, die naturally in their beds!

You will excuse nme fromtaking any nore chances on those beds.

The railroads are good enough for ne.

And my advice to all people is, Don't stay at home any nore than
you can hel p; but when you have GOT to stay at honme a while,
buy a package of those insurance tickets and sit up nights.

You cannot be too cauti ous.

[ One can see now why | answered that ticket-agent in the manner

recorded at the top of this sketch.]

The nmoral of this conposition is, that thoughtless people grunble
nmore than is fair about railroad nanagenent in the United States.
When we consider that every day and night of the year full fourteen
thousand railway-trains of various kinds, freighted with life

and arned with death, go thundering over the land, the nmarvel is,
NOT that they kill three hundred human beings in a twel venonth,

but that they do not kill three hundred times three hundred!

PORTRAI T OF KING WLLIAM 111

I never can | ook at those periodical portraits in THE GALAXY magazi ne

without feeling a wild, tenpestuous anbition to be an artist.



I have seen thousands and thousands of pictures in ny tinme--
acres of them here and | eagues of themin the galleries of Europe--

but never any that noved ne as these portraits do.

There is a portrait of Monsignore Capel in the Novenber nunber,
now COULD anyt hing be sweeter than that? And there was Bi smarck's,
in the Cctober nunber; who can | ook at that w thout being purer

and stronger and nobler for it? And Thurl ow and Weed's picture

in the Septenber nunber; | would not have died w thout seeing that,
no, not for anything this world can give. But |ooks back stil
further and recall ny own |ikeness as printed in the August nunber;
if I had been in ny grave a thousand years when that appeared,

I woul d have got up and visited the artist.

| sleep with all these portraits under ny pillow every night, so that
can go on studying them as soon as the day dawns in the norning.

I know themall as thoroughly as if | had nmade them nyself; | know
every line and mark about them Sonetinmes when conpany are present

I shuffle the portraits all up together, and then pick them out

one by one and call their names, without referring to the printing

on the bottom | seldom make a mi stake--never, when | amcalm

I have had the portraits framed for a long time, waiting till

my aunt gets everything ready for hanging themup in the parlor

But first one thing and then another interferes, and so the thing

is delayed. Once she said they would have nore of the peculiar kind
of light they needed in the attic. The old sinpleton! it is as dark
as a tonb up there. But she does not know anything about art,

and so she has no reverence for it. Wen | showed her ny "Map of

the Fortifications of Paris," she said it was rubbish

Well, fromnursing those portraits so long, | have cone at |ast

to have a perfect infatuation for art. | have a teacher now,



and ny enthusiasmcontinually and tumultuously grows, as | learn

to use with nore and nore facility the pencil, brush, and graver

I am studyi ng under De Mellville, the house and portrait painter
[His nane was Smith when he lived in the Wst.] He does any kind

of artist work a body wants, having a genius that is universal

I'i ke Mchael Angelo. Resenbles that great artist, in fact.

The back of his head is like this, and he wears his hat-brimtilted

down on his nose to expose it.

| have been studying under De Mellville several months now.

The first nmonth |I painted fences, and gave general satisfaction

The next nonth | white-washed a barn. The third, | was doing

tin roofs; the forth, conmon signs; the fifth, statuary to stand
before cigar shops. This present nmonth is only the sixth, and I am

already in portraits!

The hunbl e of fering which acconpani es these remarks [see figure]--
the portrait of his Majesty WlliamlIll., King of Prussia--

ismy fifth attenpt in portraits, and ny greatest success.

It has received unbounded praise fromall classes of the comunity,
but that which gratifies ne nost is the frequent and cordial verdict
that it resenbles the GALAXY portraits. Those were ny first |ove,
my earliest admiration, the original source and incentive of ny
art-anmbition. Whatever | amin Art today, | owe to these portraits.
| ask no credit for nyself--1 deserve none. And | never take any,
either. Many a stranger has cone to ny exhibition (for | have had ny
portrait of King WIlliamon exhibition at one dollar a ticket), and
woul d have gone away blessing Mg, if |I had et him but | never did.

| always stated where | got the idea

King WIliamwears | arge bushy side-whi skers, and sone critics have
thought that this portrait would be nore conplete if they were added.

But it was not possible. There was not room for side-whiskers and



epaul ets both, and so |I |let the whiskers go, and put in the epaul ets,
for the sake of style. That thing on his hat is an eagle.

The Prussian eagle--it is a national enblem Wen | saw hat |

mean hel nmet; but it seens inpossible to make a picture of a hel net

that a body can have confidence in.

I wish kind friends everywhere would aid nme in ny endeavor to attract
alittle attention to the GALAXY portraits. | feel persuaded it can
be acconplished, if the course to be pursued be chosen with judgnent.

I wite for that magazine all the tine, and so do many abl er nen,

and if | can get these portraits into universal favor, it is all | ask;

the reading-matter will take care of itself.

COVMENDATI ONS OF THE PORTRAIT

There is nothing like it in the Vatican. Pius IX

It has none of that vagueness, that dreany spirituality about it,
whi ch many of the first critics of Arkansas have objected to in the

Murill o school of Art. Ruski n.

The expression is very interesting. J.W Titian.

(Keeps a macaroni store in Venice, at the old famly stand.)

It is the neatest thing in still life | have seen for years.

Rosa Bonheur.



The snmile may be al nost called unique. Bismarck

| never saw such character portrayed in a picture face before.

De Mellville.

There is a benignant sinplicity about the execution of this
wor k which warns the heart toward it as nuch, full as mnuch,

as it fascinates the eye. Landseer.

One cannot see it without longing to contenplate the artist.

Frederick WIIliam

Send ne the entire edition--together with the plate and the

original portrait--and name your own price. And--would you

like to cone over and stay awhile with Napol eon at W/ hel nsh: ohe?

It shall not cost you a cent. WlliamlIlIlI.

DOES THE RACE OF MAN LOVE A LORD?

Often a quite assified remark becones sanctified by use and
petrified by custom it is then a permanency, its termof activity

a geol ogi ¢ peri od.



The day after the arrival of Prince Henry | nmet an English friend,
and he rubbed his hands and broke out with a remark that was charged
to the brimwith joy--joy that was evidently a pleasant sal ve

to an old sore place:

"Many a tinme |'ve had to listen without retort to an old saying
that is irritatingly true, and until now seened to offer no chance
for a return jibe: 'An Englishman does dearly love a |ord

but after this |I shall talk back, and say, 'How about the Anericans?' "

It is a curious thing, the currency that an idiotic saying can get.
The man that first says it thinks he has nade a discovery.

The man he says it to, thinks the same. It departs on its travels,
is received everywhere with admring acceptance, and not only as

a piece of rare and acute observation, but as being exhaustively
true and profoundly wise; and so it presently takes its place
inthe world's |ist of recogni zed and established w sdons,

and after that no one thinks of examining it to see whether it is
really entitled to its high honors or not. | call to mnd instances
of this in two well-established proverbs, whose dullness is not
surpassed by the one about the Englishnman and his love for a |ord:
one of themrecords the Anerican's Adoration of the A mghty Dollar,
the other the Anmerican millionaire-girl's anbition to trade cash for

atitle, with a husband thrown in.

It isn't merely the American that adores the Al mighty Dollar,

it is the human race. The human race has al ways adored the hatful
of shells, or the bale of calico, or the half-bushel of brass rings,
or the handful of steel fish-hooks, or the houseful of black wi ves,
or the zareba full of cattle, or the two-score canels and asses,

or the factory, or the farm or the block of buildings, or the

rail road bonds, or the bank stock, or the hoarded cash, or--



anything that stands for wealth and consi derati on and i ndependence,
and can secure to the possessor that nost precious of all things,
another man's envy. It was a dull person that invented the idea
that the American's devotion to the dollar is nore strenuous than

anot her' s.

Rich Arerican girls do buy titles, but they did not invent that idea;
it had been worn threadbare several hundred centuries before America
was di scovered. European girls still exploit it as briskly as ever
and, when a title is not to be had for the noney in hand, they buy

the husband without it. They must put up the "dot," or there is
no trade. The comercialization of brides is substantially universal
except in Arerica. It exists with us, to sone little extent,

but in no degree approaching a custom

"The Englishman dearly loves a lord."

What is the soul and source of this love? | think the thing could

be nore correctly worded:

"The human race dearly envies a lord."

That is to say, it envies the lord's place. Wy? On two accounts,

I think: its Power and its Conspi cuousness.

Wher e Conspi cuousness carries with it a Power which, by the |ight
of our own observation and experience, we are able to neasure

and conprehend, | think our envy of the possessor is as deep and as
passionate as is that of any other nation. No one can care |ess
for a lord than the backwoodsman, who has had no personal contact
with lords and has sel dom heard t hem spoken of; but | will not

al | ow that any Englishman has a profounder envy of a lord than has
the average Anerican who has lived long years in a European capita

and fully | earned how i nmense is the position the |ord occupies.



O any ten thousand Anericans who eagerly gather, at vast inconvenience,
to get a glinpse of Prince Henry, all but a couple of hundred

will be there out of an imense curiosity; they are burning up

with desire to see a personage who is so nuch tal ked about.

They envy him but it is Conspicuousness they envy mainly, not the

Power that is lodged in his royal quality and position, for they

have but a vague and spectral know edge and appreciation of that;

t hough their environment and associ ations they have been accustoned

to regard such things lightly, and as not being very real; consequently,

they are not able to value them enough to consum ngly envy them

But, whenever an Anerican (or other hunman being) is in the presence,
for the first tine, of a conbination of great Power and Conspi cuousness
whi ch he thoroughly understands and appreci ates, his eager curiosity
and pleasure will be well-sodden with that other passion--envy--

whet her he suspects it or not. At any time, on any day, in any part

of Anerica, you can confer a happi ness upon any passi ng stranger

by calling his attention to any other passing stranger and sayi ng:

"Do you see that gentlenman going along there? It is M. Rockefeller."

Watch his eye. It is a conbination of power and conspi cuousness

whi ch t he man under st ands.

When we understand rank, we always like to rub against it.

When a man i s conspi cuous, we always want to see him Also, if he
will pay us an attention we will nmanage to renenber it. Also, we
will mention it now and then, casually; sonetinmes to a friend,

or if afriend is not handy, we will make out with a stranger

Well, then, what is rank, and what is conspi cuousness? At once we

think of kings and aristocracies, and of world-wi de celebrities



in soldierships, the arts, letters, etc., and we stop there.

But that is a mistake. Rank holds its court and receives its homage
on every round of the |adder, fromthe enperor down to the rat-catcher
and distinction, also, exists on every round of the |adder,

and conmands its due of deference and envy.

To worship rank and distinction is the dear and val ued privil ege

of all the human race, and it is freely and joyfully exercised

in denocracies as well as in nonarchies--and even, to some extent,
anong those creatures whomwe inpertinently call the Lower Aninmals.
For even they have sone poor little vanities and foibles, though in

this matter they are paupers as conpared to us.

A Chi nese Enperor has the worship of his four hundred millions

of subjects, but the rest of the world is indifferent to him

A Christian Enperor has the worship of his subjects and of a large
part of the Christian world outside of his donmins; but he is

a matter of indifference to all China. A king, class A has an

ext ensi ve worship; a king, class B, has a | ess extensive worship;
class C, class D, class E get a steadily di m nishing share of worship;
class L (Sultan of Zanzibar), class P (Sultan of Sulu), and class W
(hal f-king of Sanpa), get no worship at all outside their own little

patch of sovereignty.

Take the distingui shed people al ong dowmn. Each has his group

of homage-payers. In the navy, there are many groups; they start

with the Secretary and the Admral, and go down to the quarternmaster--
and below, for there will be groups anong the sailors, and each of
these groups will have a tar who is distinguished for his battles,

or his strength, or his daring, or his profanity, and is adnired

and envied by his group. The sane with the arny; the sane

with the literary and journalistic craft; the publishing craft;

the cod-fishery craft; Standard Gl; U S. Steel; the class A hotel --



and the rest of the alphabet in that line; the class A prize-fighter--
and the rest of the alphabet in his line--clear down to the | owest

and obscurest six-boy gang of little ganmins, with its one boy

that can thrash the rest, and to whomhe is king of Sanpa,

bottom of the royal race, but |looked up to with a nost ardent

adm rati on and envy.

There is sonething pathetic, and funny, and pretty, about this
human race's fondness for contact with power and distinction

and for the reflected glory it gets out of it. The king, class A
is happy in the state banquet and the mlitary show which the
enperor provides for him and he goes hone and gathers the queen
and the princelings around himin the privacy of the spare room

and tells themall about it, and says:

"H's Inperial Myjesty put his hand upon ny shoul der in the nobst
friendly way--just as friendly and fanm liar, oh, you can't imagine it!--

and everybody SEEING himdo it; charning, perfectly charning!”

The king, class G is happy in the cold collation and the police
parade provided for himby the king, class B, and goes hone

and tells the famly all about it, and says:

"And His Majesty took ne into his own private cabinet for a snoke
and a chat, and there we sat just as sociable, and tal king away
and | aughing and chatting, just the sane as if we had been born
in the same bunk; and all the servants in the anteroom could see

us doing it! Ch, it was too lovely for anything!"

The king, class Q is happy in the nodest entertai nment furnished him
by the king, class M and goes hone and tells the househol d about it,
and is as grateful and joyful over it as were his predecessors

in the gaudier attentions that had fallen to their larger |ot.



Enmperors, kings, artisans, peasants, big people, little people--at the
bottomwe are all alike and all the sane; all just alike on the inside,
and when our clothes are off, nobody can tell which of us is which.

We are unaninmous in the pride we take in good and genui ne conplinments
pai d us, and distinctions conferred upon us, in attentions shown.
There is not one of us, fromthe enperor down,, but is nade |like that.
Do | nmean attentions shown us by the guest? No, | nean sinply
flattering attentions, |let them cone whence they may. W despise

no source that can pay us a pleasing attention--there is no source
that is hunbl e enough for that. You have heard a dear little girl

say to a frowzy and di sreputable dog: "He cane right to nme and | et

me pat himon the head, and he wouldn't let the others touch him"
and you have seen her eyes dance with pride in that high distinction
You have often seen that. |If the child were a princess, would that
random dog be able to confer the like glory upon her with his

pretty conplinment? Yes; and even in her mature life and seated

upon a throne, she would still renenber it, still recall it,

still speak of it with frank satisfaction. That charm ng and

| ovabl e German princess and poet, Carnmen Sylva, Queen of Roumani a,
renenbers yet that the flowers of the woods and fields "talked to her”
when she was a girl, and she sets it down in her |atest book

and that the squirrels conferred upon her and her father the val ued
compliment of not being afraid of them and "once one of them

hol ding a nut between its sharp little teeth, ran right up against

my father"--it has the very note of "He came right to ne and |et

me pat himon the head"--"and when it saw itself reflected in his

boot it was very nuch surprised, and stopped for a long tine to
contenplate itself in the polished |eather"--then it went its way.

And the birds! she still renmenbers with pride that "they came

boldly into ny room" when she had negl ected her "duty" and put

no food on the windowsill for them she knew all the wild birds,

and forgets the royal crown on her head to renenber with pride

that they knew her; also that the wasp and the bee were persona



friends of hers, and never forgot that gracious rel ationship

to her injury: "never have | been stung by a wasp or a bee.”

And here is that proud note again that sings in that little child's
elation in being singled out, anong all the conpany of children

for the random dog's honor-conferring attentions. "Even in the very
wor st sunmmer for wasps, when, in lunching out of doors, our table
was covered with them and every one el se was stung, they never

hurt me."

When a queen whose qualities of mind and heart and character are
able to add distinction to so distinguished a place as a throne,
remenbers with grateful exultation, after thirty years, honors and
di stinctions conferred upon her by the hunble, wild creatures of
the forest, we are helped to realize that conplinentary attentions,
homage, distinctions, are of no caste, but are above all cast--

that they are a nobility-conferring power apart.

We all like these things. Wen the gate-guard at the rail way-station
passes ne through unchal |l enged and exam nes other people's tickets,

| feel as the king, class A, felt when the enperor put the inperia
hand on his shoul der, "everybody seeing himdo it"; and as the child
felt when the random dog all owed her to pat his head and ostracized
the others; and as the princess felt when the wasps spared her

and stung the rest; and | felt just so, four years ago in Vienna

(and renenber it yet), when the hel neted police shut nme off,

with fifty others, froma street which the Enperor was to pass through
and the captain of the squad turned and saw the situation and said

i ndignantly to that guard:

"Can't you see it is the Herr Mark Twai n? Let himthrough!"

It was four years ago; but it will be four hundred before | forget

the wi nd of self-conplacency that rose in ne, and strained ny



buttons when | narked the deference for nme evoked in the faces of ny
fellowrabble, and noted, mingled with it, a puzzled and resentfu
expression which said, as plainly as speech could have worded it:

"And who in the nation is the Herr Mark Twai n UM GOTTESW LLEN?"

How many tinmes in your |ife have you heard this boastful renark:

"I stood as close to himas | amto you; | could have put out ny

hand and touched him"

We have all heard it many and many a tinme. It was a proud
distinction to be able to say those words. It brought envy to

the speaker, a kind of glory; and he basked in it and was happy
through all his veins. And who was it he stood so cl ose to?

The answer would cover all the grades. Sonetinmes it was a king;
sonetines it was a renowned hi ghwaynan; sonetinmes it was an unknown
man killed in an extraordinary way and made suddenly fanous by it;
always it was a person who was for the noment the subject of public

interest of a village.

"I was there, and | saw it nyself." That is a comon and
envy-conpelling remark. 1t can refer to a battle; to a handing;
to a coronation; to the killing of Junbo by the railway-train;

to the arrival of Jenny Lind at the Battery; to the neeting of the
President and Prince Henry; to the chase of a mnurderous mani ac;

to the disaster in the tunnel; to the explosion in the subway;

to a renmarkabl e dog-fight; to a village church struck by Iightning.

It will be said, nore or less causally, by everybody in Anerica who has
seen Prince Henry do anything, or try to. The man who was absent

and didn't see himto anything, will scoff. It is his privilege;

and he can make capital out of it, too; he will seem even to hinself,
to be different fromother Americans, and better. As his opinion

of his superior Anericanismgrows, and swells, and concentrates

and coagul ates, he will go further and try to belittle the distinction



of those that saw the Prince do things, and will spoil their pleasure
init if he can. M life has been enbittered by that kind of persons.
If you are able to tell of a special distinction that has fallen

to your lot, it gravels them they cannot bear it; and they try

to nake believe that the thing you took for a special distinction

was not hing of the kind and was neant in quite another way.

Once | was received in private audi ence by an enperor. Last week

I was telling a jeal ous person about it, and | could see himw nce
under it, see himbite, see himsuffer. | revealed the whol e epi sode
to himw th consi derabl e el aboration and nice attention to detail.
When | was through, he asked ne what had inpressed ne nost.

| said:

"Hs Majesty's delicacy. They told me to be sure and back

out fromthe presence, and find the door-knob as best | coul d;

it was not allowable to face around. Now the Enperor knew it would
be a difficult ordeal for me, because of |ack of practice; and so,
when it was tine to part, he turned, with exceeding delicacy,

and pretended to funble with things on his desk, so | could get

out in nmy own way, wthout his seeing ne."

It went hone! It was vitriol! | saw the envy and disgruntlement rise
in the man's face; he couldn't keep it down. | saw himtry to fix

up sonething in his mnd to take the bloom off that distinction

I enjoyed that, for | judged that he had his work cut out for him

He struggled along inwardly for quite a while; then he said,

with a manner of a person who has to say sonething and hasn't anything

rel evant to say:

"You said he had a handful of special-brand cigars on the table?"

"Yes; _I_ never said anything to match them"”



I had himagain. He had to funble around in his mnd as nuch
as another mnute before he could play; then he said in as nean

a way as | ever heard a person say anyt hing:

"He coul d have been counting the cigars, you know "

I cannot endure a man like that. 1t is nothing to himhow unkind

he is, so long as he takes the bloomoff. It is all he cares for

"An Englishman (or other hunman being) does dearly love a lord,"

(or other conspicuous person.) It includes us all. W |love to be
noti ced by the conspi cuous person; we |ove to be associated with such
or with a conspi cuous event, even in a seventh-rate fashion

even in the forty-seventh, if we cannot do better. This accounts

for some of our curious tastes in nmenentos. It accounts for the |arge
private trade in the Prince of Wales's hair, which chanbernaids

were able to drive in that article of commerce when the Prince made
the tour of the world in the |ong ago--hair which probably did

not always come fromhis brush, since enough of it was marketed

to refurnish a bald conet; it accounts for the fact that the rope

whi ch Iynches a negro in the presence of ten thousand Christian
spectators is salable five mnutes later at two dollars and inch;

it accounts for the nournful fact that a royal personage does not

venture to wear buttons on his coat in public.

We do love a lord--and by that term | mean any person whose situation

i s higher than our own. The lord of the group, for instance:

a group of peers, a group of mllionaires, a group of hoodl uns,

a group of sailors, a group of newsboys, a group of saloon politicians,
a group of college girls. No royal person has ever been the object

of a nore delirious loyalty and sl avish adoration than is paid

by the vast Tammany herd to its squalid idol in Wantage. There is

not a bifurcated animal in that nenagerie that woul d not be proud

to appear in a newspaper picture in his conpany. At the same tine,



there are sone in that organi zati on who woul d scoff at the people

who have been daily pictured in conpany with Prince Henry, and woul d
say vigorously that THEY woul d not consent to be photographed

with him-a statenment which would not be true in any instance.

There are hundreds of people in America who would frankly say to you
that they would not be proud to be photographed in a group with

the Prince, if invited; and some of these unthinking people would
believe it when they said it; yet in no instance would it be true.

We have a | arge popul ation, but we have not a |arge enough one,

by several nmillions, to furnish that man. He has not yet been begotten

and in fact he is not begettable.

You may take any of the printed groups, and there isn't a person

in the di mbackground who isn't visibly trying to be vivid; if it

is a crom of ten thousand--ten thousand proud, untamed denocrats,

hor ny- handed sons of toil and of politics, and fliers of the eagle--
there isn't one who is trying to keep out of range, there isn't one

who isn't plainly nmeditating a purchase of the paper in the norning,
with the intention of hunting hinself out in the picture and of framing
and keeping it if he shall find so nuch of his person in it as his

starboard ear.

We all love to get sone of the drippings of Conspicuousness, and we
will put up with a single, hunble drip, if we can't get any nore.

We may pretend otherw se, in conversation; but we can't pretend

it to ourselves privately--and we don't. We do confess in public
that we are the noblest work of God, being nmoved to it by long habit,
and teaching, and superstition; but deep down in the secret places

of our souls we recognize that, if we ARE the nobl est work, the |ess

said about it the better

We of the North poke fun at the South for its fondness of titles--

a fondness for titles pure and sinple, regardl ess of whether they



are genui ne or pinchbeck. W forget that whatever a Southerner

likes the rest of the human race |likes, and that there is no | aw of
predil ection | odged in one people that is absent from another people.
There is no variety in the human race. W are all children

all children of the one Adam and we |ove toys. W can soon acquire
that Southern disease if sone one will give it a start. |t already
has a start, in fact. | have been personally acquainted with over

ei ghty-four thousand persons who, at one tine or another in their lives,
have served for a year or two on the staffs of our nultitudinous
governors, and through that fatality have been generals tenporarily,
and col onels temporarily, and judge-advocates tenporarily; but I

have known only nine anong themwho could be hired to let the title

go when it ceased to be legitimate. | know thousands and thousands

of governors who ceased to be governors away back in the |last century;
but | amacquainted with only three who woul d answer your letter

if you failed to call them"Governor" in it. | know acres and acres
of men who have done time in a legislature in prehistoric days,

but anong themis not half an acre whose resentnent you woul d not
raise if you addressed themas "M." instead of "Hon." The first thing
a legislature does is to convene in an inpressive |legislative attitude,
and get itself photographed. Each nenber franes his copy and takes

it to the woods and hangs it up in the nost aggressively conspi cuous
place in his house; and if you visit the house and fail to inquire
what that accunulation is, the conversation will be brought around

to it by that aforetine legislator, and he will show you a figure
init which in the course of years he has al nost obliterated

with the smut of his finger-marks, and say with a solem joy, "It's ne!"

Have you ever seen a country Congressnan enter the hotel breakfast-room
in Washington with his letters?--and sit at his table and let on

to read then?--and winkle his brows and frown statesman-1|ike?--
keeping a furtive watch-out over his glasses all the while to see

if he is being observed and admired?--those sanme old letters



whi ch he fetches in every norning? Have you seen it? Have you

seen himshow off? It is THE sight of the national capital

Except one; a pathetic one. That is the ex-Congressnan: the poor
fell ow whose |ife has been ruined by a two-year taste of glory

and of fictitious consequence; who has been superseded, and ought

to take his heartbreak home and hide it, but cannot tear hinself

away fromthe scene of his lost little grandeur; and so he lingers,
and still lingers, year after year, unconsidered, sonetines snubbed,
ashaned of his fallen estate, and valiantly trying to | ook otherw se;
dreary and depressed, but counterfeiting breeziness and gaiety,
hailing with chumy famliarity, which is not always wel coned,

the nore-fortunes who are still in place and were once his nates
Have you seen hin? He clings piteously to the one little shred that
is left of his departed distinction--the "privilege of the floor";
and works it hard and gets what he can out of it. That is the saddest

figure | know of.

Yes, we do so love our little distinctions! And then we |oftily
scoff at a Prince for enjoying his |arger ones; forgetting that if we
only had his chance--ah! "Senator" is not a legitinate title.

A Senator has no nmore right to be addressed by it than have you

or |I; but, in the several state capitals and in Washi ngton

there are five thousand Senators who take very kindly to

that fiction, and who purr gratefully when you call themby it--

whi ch you may do quite unrebuked. Then those same Senators snile

at the self-constructed majors and generals and judges of the South!

I ndeed, we do | ove our distinctions, get them how we nay.

And we work themfor all they are worth. In prayer we cal
ourselves "worns of the dust,” but it is only on a sort of tacit
understandi ng that the remark shall not be taken at par. WE--
worns of the dust! Oh, no, we are not that. Except in fact;

and we do not deal nuch in fact when we are contenpl ati ng oursel ves



As a race, we do certainly love a lord--let himbe Croker, or a duke,
or a prize-fighter, or whatever other personage shall chance to be the
head of our group. Mny years ago, | saw a greasy youth in overalls
standi ng by the HERALD office, with an expectant ook in his face.
Soon a | arge man passed out, and gave him a pat on the shoul der

That was what the boy was waiting for--the large man's notice

The pat nade hi m proud and happy, and the exultation inside of him
shone out through his eyes; and his mates were there to see the pat
and envy it and wish they could have that glory. The boy bel onged
down cellar in the press-room the |arge man was king of the

upper floors, foreman of the conposing-room The light in the boy's
face was worship, the foreman was his lord, head of his group

The pat was an accolade. It was as precious to the boy as it would
have been if he had been an aristocrat's son and the accol ade had
been delivered by his sovereign with a sword. The qui ntessence

of the honor was all there; there was no difference in val ues;
intruth there was no difference present except an artificial one--

cl ot hes.

Al'l the human race loves a lord--that is, loves to | ook upon

or be noticed by the possessor of Power or Conspi cuousness;

and sonetines animals, born to better things and higher ideals,
descend to man's level in this matter. In the Jardin des Pl antes
| have see a cat that was so vain of being the personal friend

of an el ephant that | was ashaned of her

EXTRACTS FROM ADAM S DI ARY

MONDAY. - - This new creature with the long hair is a good dea



inthe way. It is always hanging around and foll owi ng ne about.

| don't like this; I amnot used to conpany. | wish it would stay
with the other animals. . . . Coudy today, wind in the east;
think we shall have rain. . . . WE? Wiere did | get that word--

the new creature uses it.

TUESDAY. - - Been exam ning the great waterfall. It is the finest thing
on the estate, | think. The new creature calls it N agara Falls--
why, | amsure | do not know. Says it LOOKS |ike N agara Falls.

That is not a reason, it is nmere waywardness and inbecility.

I get no chance to nane anything nyself. The new creature nanes
everything that conmes along, before | can get in a protest.

And al ways that same pretext is offered--it LOOKS |ike the thing.

There is a dodo, for instance. Says the noment one |ooks at it

one sees at a glance that it "looks like a dodo." It will have to
keep that nane, no doubt. It wearies ne to fret about it, and it
does no good, anyway. Dodo! It looks no nore like a dodo than

| do.

WEDNESDAY. --Built me a shelter against the rain, but could not

have it to nyself in peace. The new creature intruded. When

tried to put it out it shed water out of the holes it |ooks with,
and wiped it away with the back of its paws, and made a noi se

such as some of the other aninmals nmake when they are in distress.

I wish it would not talk; it is always talking. That sounds like a
cheap fling at the poor creature, a slur; but | do not nean it so.

I have never heard the human voice before, and any new and strange
sound intruding itself here upon the sol emm hush of these dreaning
solitudes of fends ny ear and seens a false note. And this new sound
is so close to ne; it is right at my shoulder, right at ny ear

first on one side and then on the other, and | amused only to sounds

that are nore or less distant from ne.



FRI DAY. The naming goes recklessly on, in spite of anything | can do.
I had a very good nane for the estate, and it was nusical and pretty--
GARDEN OF EDEN. Privately, | continue to call it that, but not any

| onger publicly. The new creature says it is all woods and rocks

and scenery, and therefore has no resenbl ance to a garden. Says it
LOKS |li ke a park, and does not | ook Iike anything BUT a park.
Consequently, without consulting ne, it has been new named N AGARA
FALLS PARK. This is sufficiently high-handed, it seens to ne.

And already there is a sign up:

KEEP OFF

THE CGRASS

My life is not as happy as it was.

SATURDAY. - - The new creature eats too nuch fruit. W are going

to run short, nost likely. "W" again--that is ITS word; mne, too,
now, fromhearing it so nmuch. Good deal of fog this norning.

I do not go out in the fog nyself. This new creature does.

It goes out in all weathers, and stunps right in with its nuddy feet.

And talks. It used to be so pleasant and qui et here.

SUNDAY. - - Pul | ed through. This day is getting to be nore and nore trying.
It was selected and set apart |ast Novenber as a day of rest.
| had already six of them per week before. This norning found

the new creature trying to clod apples out of that forbidden tree.

MONDAY. - - The new creature says its name is Eve. That is all right,
I have no objections. Says it is to call it by, when | want it

to cone. | said it was superfluous, then. The word evidently



raised ne in its respect; and indeed it is a large, good word
and will bear repetition. It says it is not an It, it is a She.
This is probably doubtful; yet it is all one to ne; what she is were

nothing to ne if she would but go by herself and not talk.

TUESDAY. --She has |littered the whole estate with execrabl e nanes

and of f ensi ve signs:

This way to the Wirl pool

This way to CGoat Island

Cave of the Wnds this way

She says this park would nmake a tidy sunmer resort if there was
any customfor it. Sunmer resort--another invention of hers--
just words, wi thout any nmeaning. Wsat is a sumrer resort?

But it is best not to ask her, she has such a rage for expl aining.

FRI DAY. - - She has taken to beseeching ne to stop going over the Falls.
What harm does it do? Says it nmakes her shudder. | wonder why;

I have al ways done it--always |iked the plunge, and cool ness.

| supposed it was what the Falls were for. They have no other

use that | can see, and they nust have been made for sonething.

She says they were only nmade for scenery--like the rhinoceros and

t he mast odon.

I went over the Falls in a barrel--not satisfactory to her
Went over in a tub--still not satisfactory. Swamthe Wirl pool and

the Rapids in a fig-leaf suit. 1t got nuch damaged. Hence, tedious



conmpl ai nts about ny extravagance. | amtoo nmuch hanpered here

What | need is a change of scene.

SATURDAY. - -1 escaped | ast Tuesday night, and travel ed two days,

and built nme another shelter in a secluded place, and obliterated ny
tracks as well as | could, but she hunted ne out by neans of a beast
whi ch she has taned and calls a wol f, and canme naking that pitifu
noi se agai n, and sheddi ng that water out of the places she | ooks with.
I was obliged to return with her, but will presently emigrate again
when occasion offers. She engages herself in many foolish things;
anong others; to study out why the aninmals called lions and tigers
live on grass and flowers, when, as she says, the sort of teeth they
wear woul d indicate that they were intended to eat each ot her

This is foolish, because to do that would be to kill each other

and that would introduce what, as | understand, is called "death";
and death, as | have been told, has not yet entered the Park.

Which is a pity, on sone accounts.

SUNDAY. - - Pul | ed t hr ough

MONDAY. - -1 believe | see what the week is for: it is to give tine
to rest up fromthe weariness of Sunday. It seens a good idea.

She has been clinmbing that tree again. C odded her out of it.
She sai d nobody was | ooking. Seens to consider that a sufficient
justification for chancing any dangerous thing. Told her that.
The word justification noved her admiration--and envy, too, | thought.

It is a good word.

TUESDAY. - - She told ne she was nade out of a rib taken from my body.
This is at least doubtful, if not nore than that. | have not
mssed any rib. . . . She is in nuch trouble about the buzzard
says grass does not agree with it; is afraid she can't raise it;

thinks it was intended to live on decayed flesh. The buzzard nust



get along the best it can with what is provided. W cannot overturn

t he whol e schene to acconmopdate the buzzard.

SATURDAY. - -She fell in the pond yesterday when she was | ooking at
herself in it, which she is always doing. She nearly strangl ed,

and said it was nost unconfortable. This made her sorry for the
creatures which live in there, which she calls fish, for she continues
to fasten names on to things that don't need them and don't cone
when they are called by them which is a matter of no consequence

to her, she is such a nunbskull, anyway; so she got a |lot of them out
and brought themin last night and put themin ny bed to keep warm
but | have noticed themnow and then all day and | don't see that
they are any happier there then they were before, only quieter

When night conmes | shall throw themoutdoors. | wll not sleep

with themagain, for | find themclamy and unpl easant to |ie anong

when a person hasn't anything on

SUNDAY. - - Pul | ed t hr ough

TUESDAY. - - She has taken up with a snake now. The other animals are gl ad,
for she was al ways experimenting with them and bot hering them
and | am gl ad because the snake tal ks, and this enables ne to get

a rest.

FRI DAY. - - She says the snake advises her to try the fruit of the tree,
and says the result will be a great and fine and nobl e education

| told her there would be another result, too--it would introduce
death into the world. That was a mistake--it had been better

to keep the remark to nyself; it only gave her an idea--she could
save the sick buzzard, and furnish fresh nmeat to the despondent

lions and tigers. | advised her to keep away fromthe tree.

She said she wouldn't. | foresee trouble. WII| emgrate.

VWEDNESDAY. - -1 have had a variegated time. | escaped |ast night,



and rode a horse all night as fast as he could go, hoping to get
clear of the Park and hide in sone other country before the
troubl e should begin; but it was not to be. About an hour after
sun-up, as | was riding through a flowery plain where thousands
of animals were grazing, slunbering, or playing with each ot her,
according to their wont, all of a sudden they broke into a tenpest
of frightful noises, and in one nonent the plain was a frantic conmotion
and every beast was destroying its neighbor. | knew what it neant--
Eve had eaten that fruit, and death was cone into the world.

The tigers ate ny house, paying no attention when | ordered
themto desist, and they would have eaten ne if | had stayed--
which | didn't, but went away in nmuch haste. . . . | found this place
outside the Park, and was fairly confortable for a few days, but she
has found nme out. Found ne out, and has naned the pl ace Tonawanda- -
says it LOKS like that. In fact | was not sorry she cane,
for there are but meager pickings here, and she brought sone
of those apples. | was obliged to eat them | was so hungry.
It was against ny principles, but |I find that principles have no
real force except when one is well fed. . . . She cane curtained
i n boughs and bunches of | eaves, and when | asked her what she
meant by such nonsense, and snatched them away and threw t hem down,
she tittered and blushed. | had never seen a person titter
and blush before, and to nme it seenmed unbeconi ng and idiotic.
She said | would soon know how it was nyself. This was correct.
Hungry as | was, | laid down the apple half-eaten--certainly the
best one | ever saw, considering the |ateness of the season--
and arrayed nyself in the discarded boughs and branches, and then
spoke to her with sonme severity and ordered her to go and get sone
nmore and not make a spectacle or herself. She did it, and after this
we crept down to where the wil d-beast battle had been, and collected
some skins, and | made her patch together a couple of suits proper
for public occasions. They are unconfortable, it is true, but stylish

and that is the main point about clothes. . . . | find she is a



good deal of a conpanion. | see | should be | onesone and depressed
wi t hout her, now that | have |ost ny property. Another thing,
she says it is ordered that we work for our living hereafter

She will be useful. | will superintend.

TEN DAYS LATER. --She accuses ME of being the cause of our disaster
She says, with apparent sincerity and truth, that the Serpent assured
her that the forbidden fruit was not apples, it was chestnuts.

| said | was innocent, then, for | had not eaten any chestnuts.

She said the Serpent informed her that "chestnut"” was a figurative
term nmeani ng an aged and noldy joke. | turned pale at that,

for I have nade nany jokes to pass the weary tinme, and sone of them
coul d have been of that sort, though |I had honestly supposed

that they were new when | nade them She asked nme if | had nade
one just at the time of the catastrophe. | was obliged to admt
that | had nade one to nyself, though not aloud. It was this.

I was thinking about the Falls, and | said to nyself, "How wonderfu
it is to see that vast body of water tumble down there!"

Then in an instant a bright thought flashed into ny head, and | |et
it fly, saying, "It would be a deal nore wonderful to see it tunble
UP there!"--and | was just about to kill nyself with |aughing at

it when all nature broke |loose in war and death and | had to flee
for my life. "There," she said, with triunph, "that is just it;
the Serpent mentioned that very jest, and called it the First Chestnut,
and said it was coeval with the creation.” Alas, | amindeed

to blane. Wuld that | were not witty; oh, that | had never had

that radi ant thought!

NEXT YEAR --We have nanmed it Cain. She caught it while | was up country
trapping on the North Shore of the Erie; caught it in the tinmber a
couple of miles fromour dug-out--or it mght have been four, she isn't
certain which. It resenbles us in sone ways, and may be a relation

That is what she thinks, but this is an error, in ny judgnent.



The difference in size warrants the conclusion that it is a different
and new kind of animal--a fish, perhaps, though when | put it in the
water to see, it sank, and she plunged in and snatched it out before
there was opportunity for the experinment to deternmine the natter.

I still think it is a fish, but she is indifferent about what it is,
and will not let ne have it to try. | do not understand this.

The conming of the creature seens to have changed her whol e nature
and nade her unreasonabl e about experinents. She thinks nore

of it than she does of any of the other aninals, but is not able

to explain why. Her nmind is disordered--everything shows it.
Sonetinmes she carries the fish in her arns half the night when it
conpl ains and wants to get to the water. At such tines the water
comes out of the places in her face that she | ooks out of, and she
pats the fish on the back and makes soft sounds with her nouth

to soothe it, and betrays sorrow and solicitude in a hundred ways.

I have never seen her do like this with any other fish, and it
troubles me greatly. She used to carry the young tigers around so,
and play with them before we |ost our property, but it was only play;
she never took on about themlike this when their dinner disagreed

with them

SUNDAY. - - She doesn't work, Sundays, but lies around all tired out,
and likes to have the fish wallow over her; and she nakes foo

noi ses to amuse it, and pretends to chewits paws, and that makes
it laugh. | have not seen a fish before that could I augh

This makes ne doubt. . . . | have cone to |like Sunday nyself.
Superintending all the week tires a body so. There ought to be
nmore Sundays. In the old days they were tough, but now they

come handy.

VWEDNESDAY. --1t isn't a fish. | cannot quite nake out what it is.
It makes curious devilish noises when not satisfied, and says "goo-goo"

when it is. It is not one of us, for it doesn't walk; it is not



a bird, for it doesn't fly; it is not a frog, for it doesn't hop

it is not a snake, for it doesn't cram; | feel sure it is not a fish
though | cannot get a chance to find out whether it can swi mor not.
It merely lies around, and nostly on its back, with its feet up

I have not seen any other animal do that before. | said | believed it
was an enigna; but she only admred the word without understanding it.
In my judgnment it is either an enigma or sonme king of a bug.

If it dies, | will take it apart and see what its arrangenents are.

I never had a thing perplex ne so.

THREE MONTHS LATER. --The perplexity augnments instead of di m nishing.

| sleep but little. 1t has ceased fromlying around, and goes about on
its four legs now. Yet it differs fromthe other four |egged ani mal s,
inthat its front | egs are unusually short, consequently this

causes the main part of its person to stick up unconfortably high
inthe air, and this is not attractive. It is built nuch as we are,
but its nmethod of traveling shows that it is not of our breed.

The short front legs and long hind ones indicate that it is a of

the kangaroo famly, but it is a marked variation of that species,
since the true kangaroo hops, whereas this one never does.

Still it is a curious and interesting variety, and has not been
cat al ogued before. As | discovered it, | have felt justified

in securing the credit of the discovery by attaching nmy nane to it,
and hence have called it KANGARCORUM ADAM ENSIS. . . . It nust have
been a young one when it cane, for it has grown exceedingly since.

It nmust be five tines as big, now, as it was then, and when

di scontented it is able to nake fromtwenty-two to thirty-eight tines
the noise it made at first. Coercion does not nodify this, but has
the contrary effect. For this reason | discontinued the system

She reconciles it by persuasion, and by giving it things which she
had previously told ne she wouldn't give it. As already observed,

| was not at home when it first cane, and she told me she found it

in the woods. It seenms odd that it should be the only one, yet it



nmust be so, for | have worn nyself out these many weeks trying to find
anot her one to add to ny collection, and for this to play with;

for surely then it would be quieter and we could tane it nore easily.
But | find none, nor any vestige of any; and strangest of all

no tracks. It has to live on the ground, it cannot help itself;
therefore, how does it get about w thout |eaving a track?

| have set a dozen traps, but they do no good. | catch all small

ani mal s except that one; animals that nerely go into the trap out

of curiosity, | think, to see what the nilk is there for. They never

drink it.

THREE MONTHS LATER. - - The Kangaroo still continues to grow, which is
very strange and perplexing. | never knew one to be so long getting
its growth. It has fur on its head now, not |ike kangaroo fur

but exactly like our hair except that it is nuch finer and softer
and instead of being black is red. | amlike to | ose ny mnd over
the capricious and harassi ng devel opments of this unclassifiable
zool ogical freak. |If | could catch another one--but that is hopel ess;
it is a newvariety, and the only sanple; this is plain. But I
caught a true kangaroo and brought it in, thinking that this one,
bei ng | onesone, would rather have that for conpany than have no kin
at all, or any animal it could feel a nearness to or get synpathy
frominits forlorn condition here anong strangers who do not

know its ways or habits, or what to do to nake it feel that it

is anong friends; but it was a mstake--it went into such fits at
the sight of the kangaroo that | was convinced it had never seen
one before. | pity the poor noisy little animal, but there is
nothing I can do to nake it happy. |If | could tane it--but that is
out of the question; the nore | try the worse | seemto nake it.

It grieves me to the heart to see it inits little storns of sorrow
and passion. | wanted to let it go, but she wouldn't hear of it.
That seened cruel and not like her; and yet she nay be right.

It might be lonelier than ever; for since | cannot find another one,



how could | T?

FI VE MONTHS LATER --1t is not a kangaroo. No, for it supports

itself by holding to her finger, and thus goes a few steps on its

hind I egs, and then falls down. It is probably sonme kind of a bear
and yet it has no tail--as yet--and no fur, except upon its head.
It still keeps on growing--that is a curious circunstance,

for bears get their growh earlier than this. Bears are dangerous--
since our catastrophe--and | shall not be satisfied to have this
one prow i ng about the place nmuch |onger w thout a nuzzle on

I have offered to get her a kangaroo if she would I et this one go,
but it did no good--she is deternmined to run us into all sorts

of foolish risks, I think. She was not |ike this before she | ost

her m nd.

A FORTNI GHT LATER. --1 examined its nouth. There is no danger yet:
it has only one tooth. It has no tail yet. |t makes nore noise
now than it ever did before--and mainly at night. | have noved out.
But | shall go over, nornings, to breakfast, and see if it has

nore teeth. If it gets a nmouthful of teeth it will be time for it
to go, tail or no tail, for a bear does not need a tail in order to

be danger ous.

FOUR MONTHS LATER. --1 have been off hunting and fishing a nonth,

up in the region that she calls Buffalo; | don't know why, unless it
i s because there are not any buffal oes there. Meantine the bear

has | earned to paddle around all by itself on its hind |egs,

and says "poppa" and "nomma." It is certainly a new species.

This resenbl ance to words may be purely accidental, of course,

and nay have no purpose or neaning; but even in that case it is
still extraordinary, and is a thing which no other bear can do.

This imtation of speech, taken together with general absence of fur

and entire absence of tail, sufficiently indicates that this is a new



kind of bear. The further study of it will be exceedingly interesting.
Meantime | will go off on a far expedition anong the forests of

the north and nake an exhaustive search. There nust certainly be

anot her one sonewhere, and this one will be | ess dangerous when it

has conpany of its own species. | will go straightway; but | wll

nuzzle this one first.

THREE MONTHS LATER. --1t has been a weary, weary hunt, yet | have

had no success. |In the mean tine, wi thout stirring fromthe
hone estate, she has caught another one! | never saw such | uck
I mght have hunted these woods a hundred years, | never would

have run across that thing.

NEXT DAY.--1 have been conparing the new one with the old one,

and it is perfectly plain that they are of the same breed.

I was going to stuff one of themfor my collection, but she

is prejudiced against it for sone reason or other; so | have
relinquished the idea, though | think it is a mstake. It would
be an irreparable loss to science if they should get away.

The old one is tamer than it was and can laugh and talk |ike a parrot,
having | earned this, no doubt, frombeing with the parrot so nuch,
and having the imtative faculty in a high devel oped degree.

| shall be astonished if it turns out to be a new kind of parrot;
and yet | ought not to be astonished, for it has already been
everything else it could think of since those first days when it
was a fish. The new one is as ugly as the old one was at first;
has the sane sul phur-and-raw nmeat conpl exi on and the same singul ar

head wi thout any fur on it. She calls it Abel

TEN YEARS LATER. --They are BOYS; we found it out |ong ago
It was their coming in that small immuature shape that puzzled us;
we were not used to it. There are sone girls now. Abel is a good boy,

but if Cain had stayed a bear it would have inproved him After al



these years, | see that | was nistaken about Eve in the beginning;

it is better to live outside the Garden with her than inside it
without her. At first | thought she tal ked too nmuch; but now | should
be sorry to have that voice fall silent and pass out of ny life.

Bl essed be the chestnut that brought us near together and taught ne

to know t he goodness of her heart and the sweetness of her spirit!

EVE' S DI ARY

Translated fromthe Oigina

SATURDAY. - -1 am al nost a whole day old, now. | arrived yesterday.
That is as it seens to ne. And it nust be so, for if there was

a day-before-yesterday | was not there when it happened, or

shoul d remenber it. It could be, of course, that it did happen

and that | was not noticing. Very well; | will be very watchful now,
and if any day-before-yesterdays happen | will nake a note of it.

It will be best to start right and not let the record get confused,
for sone instinct tells ne that these details are going to be
important to the historian sone day. For | feel |ike an experinent,
| feel exactly like an experiment; it would be inpossible for a person
to feel nore like an experinent than | do, and so | amconming to fee
convinced that that is what | AM-an experinent; just an experinent,

and not hi ng nore.

Then if | aman experinment, am| the whole of it? No, | think not;
I think the rest of it is part of it. | amthe main part of it,
but | think the rest of it has its share in the matter. 1Is ny

position assured, or do | have to watch it and take care of it?



The latter, perhaps. Sone instinct tells ne that eternal vigilance
is the price of supremacy. [That is a good phrase, | think, for one

so young. ]

Everything | ooks better today than it did yesterday. |In the rush of
finishing up yesterday, the nountains were left in a ragged condition
and sone of the plains were so cluttered with rubbish and remants
that the aspects were quite distressing. Noble and beautiful works
of art should not be subjected to haste; and this majestic new world
is indeed a nost noble and beautiful work. And certainly narvelously
near to being perfect, notw thstanding the shortness of the tine.
There are too nany stars in some places and not enough in others,

but that can be renmedi ed presently, no doubt. The noon got

| oose last night, and slid dowmn and fell out of the schene--

a very great loss; it breaks ny heart to think of it. There isn't
anot her thing anong the ornaments and decorations that is conparable
to it for beauty and finish. It should have been fastened better

If we can only get it back again--

But of course there is no telling where it went to. And besi des,
whoever gets it will hide it; | know it because | would do it nyself.
| believe I can be honest in all other matters, but | already

begin to realize that the core and center of ny nature is |ove

of the beautiful, a passion for the beautiful, and that it would

not be safe to trust me with a noon that bel onged to another person
and that person didn't know !l had it. | could give up a noon that |
found in the daytime, because | should be afraid some one was | ooking;
but if I found it in the dark, | amsure | should find sone kind

of an excuse for not saying anything about it. For | do |ove noons
they are so pretty and so romantic. | wish we had five or six;

I would never go to bed; | should never get tired Iying on the npbss-bank

and | ooking up at them



Stars are good, too. | wish | could get sone to put in ny hair.
But | suppose | never can. You would be surprised to find how far

off they are, for they do not look it. Wen they first showed,

last night, | tried to knock sone down with a pole, but it didn't reach
whi ch astonished me; then | tried clods till | was all tired out,
but | never got one. It was because | aml eft-handed and cannot

throw good. Even when | ained at the one | wasn't after

couldn't hit the other one, though I did nmake sone cl ose shots,

for | saw the black blot of the clod sail right into the mdst of
the golden clusters forty or fifty tines, just barely missing them
and if | could have held out a little | onger maybe | coul d have

got one.

So |l cried alittle, which was natural, | suppose, for one of ny age,
and after | was rested | got a basket and started for a place on the
extreme rimof the circle, where the stars were close to the ground
and | could get themw th nmy hands, which would be better, anyway,
because | could gather themtenderly then, and not break them

But it was farther than | thought, and at last | had go give it up

I was so tired | couldn't drag ny feet another step; and besi des,

they were sore and hurt me very nuch.

I couldn't get back home; it was too far and turning cold;

but I found sone tigers and nestled in anong them and was nost
adorably confortable, and their breath was sweet and pl easant,
because they live on strawberries. | had never seen a tiger before,
but I knew themin a mnute by the stripes. |If | could have one

of those skins, it would nake a | ovely gown.

Today | amgetting better ideas about distances. | was so eager
to get hold of every pretty thing that | giddily grabbed for it,
sometines when it was too far off, and sonmetinmes when it was but

si x inches away but seened a foot--alas, with thorns between!



| learned a lesson; also | nmade an axiom all out of my own head--
ny very first one; THE SCRATCHED EXPERI MENT SHUNS THE THORN

I think it is a very good one for one so young.

I followed the other Experinent around, yesterday afternoon

at a distance, to see what it night be for, if | could. But |I was

not able to make out. | think it is a man. | had never seen a man,
but it |ooked |like one, and | feel sure that that is what it is.

| realize that | feel nore curiosity about it than about any

of the other reptiles. |If it is areptile, and | suppose it is;

for it has frowzy hair and blue eyes, and |ooks like a reptile.

It has no hips; it tapers like a carrot; when it stands, it spreads
itself apart like a derrick; so |l think it is a reptile, though it may

be architecture

I was afraid of it at first, and started to run every tine it
turned around, for | thought it was going to chase ne; but by

and by | found it was only trying to get away, so after that |
was not timd any nore, but tracked it along, several hours,

about twenty yards behind, which nade it nervous and unhappy.

At last it was a good deal worried, and clinbed a tree. | waited

a good while, then gave it up and went hone.

Today the sane thing over. |'ve got it up the tree again.

SUNDAY. --1t is up there yet. Resting, apparently. But that is

a subterfuge: Sunday isn't the day of rest; Saturday is appointed
for that. It looks to ne like a creature that is nore interested
in resting than it anything else. It would tire ne to rest so nuch.
It tires me just to sit around and watch the tree. | do wonder

what it is for; | never see it do anything.

They returned the nmoon last night, and I was SO happy! | think



it is very honest of them It slid down and fell off again

but | was not distressed; there is no need to worry when one has

that kind of neighbors; they will fetch it back. | wish |l could
do sonething to show ny appreciation. | would like to send them
some stars, for we have nore than we can use. | nean |, not we,

for 1 can see that the reptile cares nothing for such things.

It has low tastes, and is not kind. Wen | went there yesterday
evening in the gloaming it had crept down and was trying to catch

the little speckled fishes that play in the pool, and | had

toclod it to make it go up the tree again and | et them al one.

I wonder if THAT is what it is for? Hasn't it any heart?

Hasn't it any conpassion for those little creature? Can it be

that it was designed and manufactured for such ungentle work?

It has the ook of it. ©One of the clods took it back of the ear

and it used language. It gave nme a thrill, for it was the first tinme |
had ever heard speech, except ny own. | did not understand the words,

but they seened expressive.

Wien | found it could talk | felt a newinterest init, for
love to talk; | talk, all day, and in ny sleep, too, and I am
very interesting, but if | had another to talk to I could be tw ce

as interesting, and woul d never stop, if desired.

If this reptile is a nman, it isn't an IT, is it? That wouldn't

be grammatical, would it? | think it would be HE. | think so.

In that case one would parse it thus: nomnative, HE dative, HM
possessive, HHS'N. Well, |I will consider it a man and call it he
until it turns out to be something else. This will be handier

than having so many uncertainties.

NEXT WEEK SUNDAY. --All the week | tagged around after himand tried
to get acquainted. | had to do the tal king, because he was shy,

but | didn't mind it. He seemed pleased to have ne around, and



used the sociable "we" a good deal, because it seened to flatter him

to be included.

WEDNESDAY. - -We are getting along very well indeed, now, and getting
better and better acquainted. He does not try to avoid ne any nore,
which is a good sign, and shows that he Iikes to have ne with him
That pleases ne, and | study to be useful to himin every way | can
so as to increase his regard. During the last day or two |

have taken all the work of naming things off his hands, and this
has been a great relief to him for he has no gift in that line,

and is evidently very grateful. He can't think of a rational nane
to save him but | do not let himsee that | amaware of his defect.

Whenever a new creature cones along | nanme it before he has tine

to expose hinmself by an awkward silence. In this way | have
saved hi m many enbarrassnments. | have no defect like this.
The minute | set eyes on an animal | know what it is. | don't

have to reflect a nonent; the right nane cones out instantly,
just as if it were an inspiration, as no doubt it is, for I am
sure it wasn't in me half a mnute before. | seemto know just
by the shape of the creature and the way it acts what ani nmal

it is.

When the dodo cane al ong he thought it was a wildcat--1 sawit

in his eye. But | saved him And | was careful not to do it

in a way that could hurt his pride. | just spoke up in a quite
natural way of pleasing surprise, and not as if | was dreaning

of conveying information, and said, "Well, | do declare, if there
isn't the dodo!" | explained--w thout seem ng to be expl ai ni ng--
how | know it for a dodo, and although | thought naybe he was
alittle piqued that | knew the creature when he didn't, it was
quite evident that he admired ne. That was very agreeable, and
thought of it nore than once with gratification before | slept.

How little a thing can nmake us happy when we feel that we have



earned it!

THURSDAY. --ny first sorrow. Yesterday he avoided ne and seened

to wish I would not talk to him | could not believe it,

and t hought there was sone mstake, for | loved to be with him

and |l oved to hear himtalk, and so how could it be that he could
feel unkind toward ne when | had not done anything? But at last it
seened true, so | went away and sat lonely in the place where | first
saw himthe norning that we were made and | did not know what he
was and was indifferent about him but now it was a nmournful place,
and every little think spoke of him and nmy heart was very sore.

I did not know why very clearly, for it was a new feeling; | had
not experienced it before, and it was all a nystery, and | could

not nake it out.

But when night cane | could not bear the | onesoneness, and went
to the new shelter which he has built, to ask himwhat | had done
that was wong and how | could nmend it and get back his kindness again;

but he put nme out in the rain, and it was nmy first sorrow.

SUNDAY. --1t is pleasant again, now, and | am happy; but those were

heavy days; | do not think of themwhen | can help it.

| tried to get himsone of those apples, but | cannot learn to
throw straight. | failed, but | think the good intention pleased him
They are forbidden, and he says | shall cone to harm but so

come to harmthrough pleasing him why shall | care for that harn?

MONDAY. --This nmorning | told himny name, hoping it would interest him
But he did not care for it. It is strange. |If he should tell ne
his nanme, | would care. | think it would be pleasanter in ny ears

than any ot her sound.



He talks very little. Perhaps it is because he is not bright,
and is sensitive about it and wi shes to conceal it. It is

such a pity that he should feel so, for brightness is nothing;

it isinthe heart that the values lie. | wish | could make him
understand that a | oving good heart is riches, and riches enough

and that without it intellect is poverty.

Al though he talks so little, he has quite a considerable
vocabulary. This norning he used a surprisingly good word.

He evidently recogni zed, hinmself, that it was a good one, for he
worked in in twice afterward, casually. It was good casual art,
still it showed that he possesses a certain quality of perception

Wthout a doubt that seed can be made to grow, if cultivated.

Where did he get that word? | do not think I have ever used it.

No, he took no interest in ny nane. | tried to hide mnmy di sappointnent,
but | suppose | did not succeed. | went away and sat on the

noss-bank with ny feet in the water. It is where | go when | hunger

for conmpani onship, sone one to | ook at, some one to talk to.

It is not enough--that |ovely white body painted there in the pool--
but it is sonething, and sonmething is better than utter |oneliness.

It talks when | talk; it is sad when | amsad; it conforts ne with

its synpathy; it says, "Do not be downhearted, you poor friendless girl
I will be your friend." It IS a good friend to ne, and ny only one

it is nmy sister.

That first time that she forsook nme! ah, | shall never forget that--
never, never. M heart was lead in ny body! | said, "She was al
I had, and now she is gone!" |In ny despair | said, "Break, ny heart;

| cannot bear ny life any nore!" and hid ny face in ny hands,
and there was no solace for me. And when | took them away,
after a little, there she was again, white and shining and beauti ful

and | sprang into her arns!



That was perfect happiness; | had known happi ness before, but it was
not like this, which was ecstasy. | never doubted her afterward.
Soneti mes she stayed away--rmaybe an hour, maybe al nost the

whol e day, but | waited and did not doubt; | said, "She is busy,

or she is gone on a journey, but she will cone.”" And it was so:

she always did. At night she would not conme if it was dark, for she
was a timd little thing; but if there was a noon she woul d cone.

I amnot afraid of the dark, but she is younger than | am she was
born after I was. Many and nany are the visits | have paid her

she is nmy confort and ny refuge when ny life is hard--and it is

mai nly that.

TUESDAY. --All the nmorning | was at work inproving the estate;
and | purposely kept away fromhimin the hope that he would get

| onely and come. But he did not.

At noon | stopped for the day and took ny recreation by flitting all
about with the bees and the butterflies and reveling in the flowers,
those beautiful creatures that catch the smile of God out of the
sky and preserve it! | gathered them and nade theminto weaths
and garlands and clothed nyself in themwhile | ate ny |uncheon--
appl es, of course; then | sat in the shade and w shed and waited.

But he did not cone.

But no matter. Nothing would have cone of it, for he does not

care for flowers. He called themrubbish, and cannot tell one
fromanother, and thinks it is superior to feel like that. He does
not care for nme, he does not care for flowers, he does not care

for the painted sky at eventide--is there anything he does care for
except buil ding shacks to coop hinself up in fromthe good clean rain,
and t hunpi ng the nelons, and sanpling the grapes, and fingering

the fruit on the trees, to see how those properties are com ng al ong?



I laid a dry stick on the ground and tried to bore a hole in it
with another one, in order to carry out a scheme that | had,

and soon | got an awful fright. A thin, transparent bluish film

rose out of the hole, and | dropped everything and ran! | thought
it was a spirit, and I WAS so frightened! But | |ooked back, and it
was not coming; so | |eaned against a rock and rested and panted,

and let nmy linps go on trenbling until they got steady again;

then | crept warily back, alert, watching, and ready to fly if there
was occasion; and when | was cone near, | parted the branches

of a rose-bush and peeped through--w shing the man was about,

I was | ooking so cunning and pretty--but the sprite was gone.

I went there, and there was a pinch of delicate pink dust in the hole.
I put my finger in, to feel it, and said OUCH and took it

out again. It was a cruel pain. | put nmy finger in nmy nouth;

and by standing first on one foot and then the other, and grunting,

| presently eased ny nisery; then | was full of interest, and began

t o exani ne.

I was curious to know what the pink dust was. Suddenly the nanme of it
occurred to ne, though I had never heard of it before. It was FIRE
I was as certain of it as a person could be of anything in the world.

So without hesitation | naned it that--fire.

| had created sonething that didn't exist before; | had added

a new thing to the world' s uncountable properties; | realized this,
and was proud of ny achi evenent, and was going to run and find him
and tell himabout it, thinking to raise myself in his esteem -

but | reflected, and did not do it. No--he would not care for it.

He woul d ask what it was good for, and what could | answer? for if it

was not GOOD for sonething, but only beautiful, nmerely beautiful--

So | sighed, and did not go. For it wasn't good for anything;



it could not build a shack, it could not inprove nelons, it could

not hurry a fruit crop; it was useless, it was a foolishness

and a vanity; he would despise it and say cutting words.

But to ne it was not despicable; | said, "Ch, you fire, | |ove you
you dainty pink creature, for you are BEAUTIFUL--and that is enough!"
and was going to gather it to ny breast. But refrained.

Then | nmade another nmaxi m out of ny head, though it was so nearly
like the first one that | was afraid it was only a plagiarism

"THE BURNT EXPERI MENT SHUNS THE FI RE. "

I wrought again; and when | had made a good deal of fire-dust |I enptied
it into a handful of dry brown grass, intending to carry it hone

and keep it always and play with it; but the wind struck it and it
sprayed up and spat out at ne fiercely, and | dropped it and ran

When | | ooked back the blue spirit was towering up and stretching

and rolling away like a cloud, and instantly | thought of the nane

of it--SMXKE!--though, upon nmy word, | had never heard of snoke before.

Soon brilliant yellow and red flares shot up through the snoke,
and | nanmed themin an instant--FLAVES--and | was right, too,

t hough these were the very first flames that had ever been

in the world. They clinbed the trees, then flashed splendidly
in and out of the vast and increasing volume of tunbling snoke,
and | had to clap ny hands and | augh and dance in ny rapture,

it was so new and strange and so wonderful and so beautiful

He cane running, and stopped and gazed, and said not a word for

many mnutes. Then he asked what it was. Ah, it was too bad that he

shoul d ask such a direct question. | had to answer it, of course,
and | did. | said it was fire. |If it annoyed himthat | should know
and he nmust ask; that was not ny fault; | had no desire to annoy him

After a pause he asked:

"How did it cone?"



Anot her direct question, and it also had to have a direct answer.

"I made it."

The fire was traveling farther and farther off. He went to the edge

of the burned place and stood | ooki ng down, and sai d:

"What are these?"

"Fire-coal s."

He picked up one to examine it, but changed his mnd and put it

down again. Then he went away. NOTHI NG interests him

But | was interested. There were ashes, gray and soft and delicate
and pretty--1 knew what they were at once. And the enbers;

I knew the enbers, too. | found ny apples, and raked them out,

and was glad; for | amvery young and ny appetite is active.

But | was disappointed; they were all burst open and spoil ed.

Spoi | ed apparently; but it was not so; they were better than raw ones.

Fire is beautiful; sone day it will be useful, | think
FRI DAY. --1 saw him again, for a monent, |ast Monday at nightfall
but only for a nonent. | was hoping he would praise me for trying

to inprove the estate, for | had neant well and had worked hard.

But he was not pleased, and turned away and left me. He was al so

di spl eased on another account: | tried once nore to persuade him

to stop going over the Falls. That was because the fire had reveal ed

to ne a new passion--quite new, and distinctly different fromlove,
grief, and those others which | had already di scovered--FEAR And it

is horrible!--1 wish | had never discovered it; it gives nme dark nonents,

it spoils nmy happiness, it nakes me shiver and trenble and shudder



But | could not persuade him for he has not discovered fear yet,

and so he could not understand ne.

Extract from Adam s Diary

Perhaps | ought to renenber that she is very young, a nere girl and
make al | owances. She is all interest, eagerness, vivacity, the world
is to her a charm a wonder, a nystery, a joy; she can't speak for
del i ght when she finds a new flower, she nust pet it and caress it

and snell it and talk to it, and pour out endearing nanes upon it.

And she is color-mad: brown rocks, yellow sand, gray noss, green foliage,
bl ue sky; the pearl of the dawn, the purple shadows on the nountai ns,
the golden islands floating in crinson seas at sunset, the pallid noon
sailing through the shredded cloud-rack, the star-jewels glittering

in the wastes of space--none of themis of any practical val ue,

so far as | can see, but because they have col or and nmjesty,

that is enough for her, and she | oses her m nd over them

If she could quiet down and keep still a couple mnutes at a tine,

it would be a reposeful spectacle. In that case | think |I could

enjoy looking at her; indeed | amsure | could, for I am coning

to realize that she is a quite remarkably conely creature--

lithe, slender, trim rounded, shapely, ninble, graceful; and once
when she was standi ng marbl e-white and sun-drenched on a boul der

with her young head tilted back and her hand shadi ng her eyes,
watching the flight of a bird in the sky, | recognized that she

was beauti f ul

MONDAY NOON. --1f there is anything on the planet that she is not
interested init is not inny list. There are animals that | am
indifferent to, but it is not so with her. She has no discrinination
she takes to all of them she thinks they are all treasures,

every new one i s wel cone.



When the m ghty brontosaurus canme striding into canp, she regarded
it as an acquisition, | considered it a calanity; that is a good
sampl e of the |lack of harnmony that prevails in our views of things.
She wanted to donesticate it, | wanted to make it a present of the
homest ead and nove out. She believed it could be tamed by kind
treatment and woul d be a good pet; | said a pet twenty-one feet
hi gh and eight-four feet |ong would be no proper thing to have
about the place, because, even with the best intentions and without
meani ng any harm it could sit down on the house and mash it,

for any one could see by the look of its eye that it was absent-m nded.

Still, her heart was set upon having that nonster, and she
couldn't give it up. She thought we could start a dairy with it,
and wanted nme to help mlk it; but I wouldn't; it was too risky.
The sex wasn't right, and we hadn't any | adder anyway. Then she
wanted to ride it, and look at the scenery. Thirty or forty feet
of its tail was lying on the ground, like a fallen tree, and she
t hought she could clinb it, but she was mn staken; when she got

to the steep place it was too slick and down she came, and woul d

have hurt herself but for ne.

Was she satisfied now? No. Nothing ever satisfies her but denonstration
untested theories are not in her line, and she won't have them

It is the right spirit, | concede it; it attracts nme; | feel the
influence of it; if I were with her nmore | think | should take it

up nyself. WelIl, she had one theory renmining about this col ossus:

she thought that if we could tame it and make himfriendly we could
stand in the river and use himfor a bridge. It turned out that he

was al ready plenty tane enough--at | east as far as she was concer ned- -
so she tried her theory, but it failed: every tine she got him
properly placed in the river and went ashore to cross over him

he canme out and followed her around |ike a pet nountain. Like the



other animals. They all do that.

FRI DAY. - - Tuesday- - Wdnesday- - Thur sday--and today: all without
seeing him It is along time to be alone; still, it is better

to be al one than unwel cone.

I HAD to have conpany--1 was made for it, | think--so |I nade

friends with the aninmals. They are just charning, and they have

t he ki ndest disposition and the politest ways; they never | ook sour
they never let you feel that you are intruding, they smle at you

and wag their tail, if they' ve got one, and they are always ready

for a ronp or an excursion or anything you want to propose.

I think they are perfect gentlenen. Al these days we have had such
good tinmes, and it hasn't been |onesone for ne, ever. Lonesone! No,

I should say not. Wy, there's always a swarm of them around--
sometinmes as nmuch as four or five acres--you can't count them

and when you stand on a rock in the nmidst and | ook out over the

furry expanse it is so nottled and spl ashed and gay with col or

and frisking sheen and sun-flash, and so rippled with stripes,

that you mght think it was a |l ake, only you know it isn't;

and there's storms of sociable birds, and hurricanes of whirring w ngs;
and when the sun strikes all that feathery commotion, you have a bl azing

up of all the colors you can think of, enough to put your eyes out.

We have nade | ong excursions, and | have see a great deal of the world;
alnobst all of it, | think; and so | amthe first traveler

and the only one. When we are on the march, it is an inposing sight--
there's nothing like it anywhere. For confort | ride a tiger

or a |leopard, because it is soft and has a round back that fits mne,

and because they are such pretty animals; but for |ong distance

or for scenery | ride the elephant. He hoists me up with his trunk

but | can get off nyself; when we are ready to canp, he sits and



slide down the back way.

The birds and aninmals are all friendly to each other, and there
are no di sputes about anything. They all talk, and they all talk
to ne, but it nmust be a foreign | anguage, for | cannot nake out

a word they say; yet they often understand ne when | tal k back,
particularly the dog and the el ephant. It nakes nme ashaned.

It shows that they are brighter than | am for | want to be the

princi pal Experinment nyself--and | intend to be, too.

| have | earned a nunber of things, and am educated, now, but |

wasn't at first. | was ignorant at first. At first it used to vex
me because, with all my watching, | was never smart enough to be
around when the water was running uphill; but now !l do not mnd it.

I have experinented and experinmented until now | know it never
does run uphill, except in the dark. | know it does in the dark
because the pool never goes dry, which it would, of course,

if the water didn't come back in the night. It is best to prove
things by actual experinment; then you KNON whereas if you depend

on guessi ng and supposing and conjecturing, you never get educated.

Sone things you CAN T find out; but you will never know you can't

by guessi ng and supposing: no, you have to be patient and go on
experinmenting until you find out that you can't find out. And it is
delightful to have it that way, it nakes the world so interesting.

If there wasn't anything to find out, it would be dull. Even trying
to find out and not finding out is just as interesting as trying

to find out and finding out, and | don't know but nore so.

The secret of the water was a treasure until | GOT it; then the

excitenent all went away, and | recognized a sense of |oss.

By experinment | know that wood swins, and dry | eaves, and feathers,
and plenty of other things; therefore by all that cunul ative evi dence

you know that a rock will swiny but you have to put up with sinmply



knowing it, for there isn't any way to prove it--up to now

But | shall find a way--then THAT excitenent will go. Such things
make nme sad; because by and by when | have found out everything
there won't be any nore excitenents, and | do | ove excitenents so!

The other night | couldn't sleep for thinking about it.

At first | couldn't make out what | was made for, but now!| think it

was to search out the secrets of this wonderful world and be happy

and thank the Gver of it all for devising it. | think there are nmany
things to learn yet--1 hope so; and by economni zi ng and not hurrying
too fast | think they will [ast weeks and weeks. | hope so. Wen you

cast up a feather it sails away on the air and goes out of sight;
then you throw up a clod and it doesn't. It comes down, every tine.
I have tried it and tried it, and it is always so. | wonder why

it is? O course it DOESN T cone down, but why should it SEEMt0?

| suppose it is an optical illusion. | mean, one of themis.
I don't know which one. It may be the feather, it nmay be the clod;
| can't prove which it is, | can only denponstrate that one or the other

is a fake, and |l et a person take his choice.

By watching, | know that the stars are not going to |ast.

I have seen some of the best ones nelt and run down the sky.

Since one can nelt, they can all nelt; since they can all nelt,

they can all nelt the sane night. That sorrow will come--1 know it.
I nmean to sit up every night and | ook at themas long as | can

keep awake; and | will inpress those sparkling fields on ny nmenory,
so that by and by when they are taken away | can by my fancy restore
those lovely nyriads to the black sky and make t hem sparkl e again,

and double them by the blur of ny tears.

After the Fall



When | | ook back, the Garden is a dreamto nme. It was beautiful
sur passingly beautiful, enchantingly beautiful; and nowit is |ost,

and | shall not see it any nore.

The Garden is lost, but | have found HHM and am content.

He loves nme as well as he can; | love himwith all the strength

of nmy passionate nature, and this, | think, is proper to nmy youth
and sex. If | ask nyself why | love him | find | do not know,

and do not really nmuch care to know, so | suppose that this kind

of love is not a product of reasoning and statistics, |ike one's
love for other reptiles and animals. | think that this nust be so.
I love certain birds because of their song; but | do not | ove Adam
on account of his singing--no, it is not that; the nore he sings
the nmore | do not get reconciled to it. Yet | ask himto sing,
because | wish to learn to like everything he is interested in.

| amsure | can |learn, because at first | could not stand it,

but now !l can. It sours the milk, but it doesn't matter; | can get

used to that kind of mlKk.

It is not on account of his brightness that I love him-no, it is
not that. He is not to blane for his brightness, such as it is,
for he did not nmake it hinself; he is as God nake him and that
is sufficient. There was a wi se purpose in it, THAT | know.
Intine it will develop, though | think it will not be sudden

and besides, there is no hurry; he is well enough just as he is.

It is not on account of his gracious and consi derate ways and
his delicacy that I love him No, he has lacks in this regard,

but he is well enough just so, and is inproving.

It is not on account of his industry that | love him-no, it is
not that. | think he has it in him and | do not know why he

conceals it fromne. It is nmy only pain. Qherwise he is frank



and open with ne, now. | amsure he keeps nothing fromne but this.
It grieves me that he should have a secret fromme, and sonetines it
spoils nmy sleep, thinking of it, but I will put it out of nmy mnd,
it shall not trouble my happiness, which is otherw se ful

to overfl ow ng.

It is not on account of his education that | love him-no, it is
not that. He is self-educated, and does really know a mnultitude

of things, but they are not so.

It is not on account of his chivalry that I love him-no, it is not that.
He told on me, but | do not blane him it is a peculiarity of sex,

| think, and he did not nake his sex. O course | would not have

told on him | would have perished first; but that is a peculiarity

of sex, too, and | do not take credit for it, for | did not neke

nmy sex.

Then why is it that | love hin? MERELY BECAUSE HE | S MASCULI NE

| think.

At bottomhe is good, and | love himfor that, but | could I ove
himw thout it. |[If he should beat me and abuse nme, | should go

on loving him | knowit. It is a matter of sex, | think

He is strong and handsone, and | love himfor that, and | admre him

and am proud of him but | could |love himw thout those qualities.
He he were plain, | should love him if he were a weck, | should
love him and | would work for him and slave over him and pray

for him and watch by his bedside until | died.

Yes, | think | Iove himnerely because he is MNE and i s MASCULI NE.
There is no other reason, | suppose. And so | think it is as

first said: that this kind of love is not a product of reasonings



and statistics. It just COMVES--none knows whence--and cannot

explain itself. And doesn't need to.

It is what | think. But | amonly a girl, the first that has
examined this matter, and it may turn out that in ny ignorance

and i nexperience | have not got it right.

Forty Years Later

It is my prayer, it is nmy longing, that we may pass fromthis
life together--a |onging which shall never perish fromthe earth,
but shall have place in the heart of every wife that |oves

until the end of tine; and it shall be called by ny nane.

But if one of us nmust go first, it is nmy prayer that it shall be |
for he is strong, | amweak, | amnot so necessary to himas he is
to me--life without himwould not be life; nowcould | endure it?
This prayer is also inmortal, and will not cease from being offered
while ny race continues. | amthe first wife; and in the last wife

shal | be repeated.

At Eve's Grave

ADAM  \Wher esoever she was, THERE was Eden

up
|



