VWHAT |'S MAN?

a. Man the Machine. b. Personal Merit

[The A d Man and the Young Man had been conversing. The Ad
Man had asserted that the human being is nmerely a machi ne, and
not hi ng nmore. The Young Man objected, and asked himto go into

particulars and furnish his reasons for his position.]

ad Man. Wiat are the materials of which a steamengine is nade?

Young Man. Iron, steel, brass, white-netal, and so on.

O M \Were are these found?

Y.M In the rocks.

OM In a pure state?

Y.M No--in ores.

OM Are the netals suddenly deposited in the ores?

Y.M No--it is the patient work of countless ages.

O M You could make the engi ne out of the rocks thensel ves?

Y.M Yes, a brittle one and not val uabl e.



O M You would not require much, of such an engine as that?

Y.M No--substantially nothing.

O M To nake a fine and capabl e engi ne, how woul d you

proceed?

Y.M Drive tunnels and shafts into the hills; blast out the
iron ore; crush it, smelt it, reduce it to pig-iron; put sone of
it through the Bessener process and nake steel of it. M ne and

treat and conbi ne several netals of which brass is nade.

O M Then?

Y.M Qut of the perfected result, build the fine engine.

O M You would require rmuch of this one?

Y.M Ch, indeed yes.

OM It could drive lathes, drills, planers, punches,

polishers, in a word all the cunning machines of a great factory?

Y.M |t could.

O M What could the stone engine do?

Y.M Drive a sew ng-nachi ne, possibly--nothing nore,

per haps.

OM Men would admire the other engine and rapturously

praise it?



Y.M Yes.

O M But not the stone one?

OM The nerits of the netal machi ne woul d be far above

t hose of the stone one?

Y.M O course.

oM Personal nerits?

Y.M PERSONAL nerits? How do you nean?

OM It would be personally entitled to the credit of its

own performance?

Y.M The engine? Certainly not.

O M Wiy not?

Y.M Because its performance is not personal. It is the
result of the law of construction. It is not a MERIT that it

does the things which it is set to do--it can't HELP doing them

OM And it is not a personal denerit in the stone machine

that it does so little?

Y.M Certainly not. It does no nore and no | ess than the

law of its nmake pernmits and conpels it to do. There is nothing
PERSONAL about it; it cannot choose. |In this process of "working
up to the matter” is it your idea to work up to the proposition

that man and a nmachine are about the sanme thing, and that there



is no personal nerit in the performance of either?

O M Yes--but do not be offended; | am neani ng no offense.

What nakes the grand difference between the stone engine and the
steel one? Shall we call it training, education? Shall we call
the stone engine a savage and the steel one a civilized man? The
original rock contained the stuff of which the steel one was
built--but along with a | ot of sul phur and stone and ot her
obstructing i nborn heredities, brought down fromthe old geol ogic
ages--prejudices, let us call them Prejudices which nothing
within the rock itself had either POANER to renove or any DESIRE

to remove. WIIl you take note of that phrase?

Y.M Yes. | have witten it down; "Prejudices which
nothing within the rock itself had either power to renove or any

desire to renove." Go on.

O M Prejudices nust be renoved by OUTSI DE | NFLUENCES or

not at all. Put that down.
Y.M Very well; "Mist be renoved by outside influences or
not at all." Go on.

OM The iron's prejudice against ridding itself of the
cunmbering rock. To make it nore exact, the iron's absolute

| NDI FFERENCE as to whether the rock be renoved or not. Then
cones the QOUTSI DE | NFLUENCE and grinds the rock to powder and
sets the ore free. The IRONin the ore is still captive. An
QUTSI DE | NFLUENCE snelts it free of the clogging ore. The iron

i s emanci pated iron, now, but indifferent to further progress.

An QUTSI DE | NFLUENCE beguiles it into the Bessener furnace and
refines it into steel of the first quality. It is educated, now
--its training is conplete. And it has reached its linmt. By no

possi bl e process can it be educated into GOLD. WII| you set that



down?

Y.M Yes. "Everything has its linmt--iron ore cannot be

educated into gold."

O M There are gold nen, and tin nmen, and copper nen, and

| eaden nean, and steel nen, and so on--and each has the
limtations of his nature, his heredities, his training, and his
environnment. You can build engines out of each of these netals,
and they will all perform but you nust not require the weak ones
to do equal work with the strong ones. |In each case, to get the
best results, you nust free the nmetal fromits obstructing

prejudici al ones by education--snelting, refining, and so forth.

Y.M You have arrived at man, now?

O M Yes. Man the nmachine--man the inpersonal engine

What soever a nman is, is due to his MAKE, and to the | NFLUENCES
brought to bear upon it by his heredities, his habitat, his
associations. He is noved, directed, COVANDED, by EXTERI OR

i nfluences--SOLELY. He ORI @ NATES not hi ng, not even a thought.

Y.M Ch, cone!l! \Were did | get ny opinion that this which

you are talking is all foolishness?

OM It is a quite natural opinion--indeed an inevitable

opi nion--but YOU did not create the materials out of which it is
fornmed. They are odds and ends of thoughts, inpressions,
feelings, gathered unconsciously froma thousand books, a

t housand conversations, and from streans of thought and feeling
whi ch have fl owed down into your heart and brain out of the
hearts and brains of centuries of ancestors. PERSONALLY you did

not create even the smallest microscopic fragnent of the



mat eri al s out of which your opinion is nade; and personally you
cannot claimeven the slender nerit of PUTTI NG THE BORROWNED
MATERI ALS TOGETHER. That was done AUTOVATI CALLY--by your ment al
machinery, in strict accordance with the | aw of that machinery's
construction. And you not only did not nmake that machinery

yoursel f, but you have NOT EVEN ANY COMVAND OVER I T.

Y.M This is too much. You think |I could have fornmed no

opi nion but that one?

O M Spontaneously? No. And YOU DID NOT FORM THAT ONE;
your machinery did it for you--automatically and instantly,

wi thout reflection or the need of it.

Y.M Suppose | had reflected? How then?

O M  Suppose you try?

Y.M (AFTER A QUARTER OF AN HOUR.) | have refl ected.

O M You nmean you have tried to change your opinion--as an

experinent ?

Y.M Yes.

OM Wth success?

YM No. It remains the sanme; it is inpossible to change

it.

OM | amsorry, but you see, yourself, that your mnd is
merely a machi ne, nothing nore. You have no conmand over it, it
has no command over itself--it is worked SOLELY FROM THE OUTSI DE.

That is the law of its nake; it is the | aw of all nmchi nes.



Y.M Can't | EVER change one of these automatic opinions?

OM No. You can't yourself, but EXTERI OR | NFLUENCES can

do it.

Y.M And exterior ones ONLY?

O M Yes--exterior ones only.

Y.M That position is untenable--1 may say |udicrously

unt enabl e.

O M What nmakes you think so?

Y.M | don't nerely think it, I knowit. Suppose |I resolve

to enter upon a course of thought, and study, and reading, wth
the del i berate purpose of changing that opinion; and suppose
succeed. THAT is not the work of an exterior inpulse, the whole

of it is mne and personal; for | originated the project.

OM Not a shred of it. |IT GREWOQUT OF TH S TALK WTH M
But for that it would not have occurred to you. No nan ever
originates anything. Al his thoughts, all his inpulses, cone

FROM THE OUTSI DE

Y.M It's an exasperating subject. The FIRST man had

original thoughts, anyway; there was nobody to draw from

OM It is a mstake. Adam s thoughts cane to himfromthe
outside. YQU have a fear of death. You did not invent that--you
got it fromoutside, fromtal king and teaching. Adam had no fear

of death--none in the world.



Y.M Yes, he had.

O M VWien he was created?

O M VWen, then?

Y.M VWhen he was threatened with it.

OM Then it canme from QUTSIDE. Adamis quite big enough;

let us not try to make a god of him NONE BUT GODS HAVE EVER HAD
A THOUGHT WHI CH DI D NOT COVE FROM THE OUTSI DE. Adam probably had
a good head, but it was of no sort of use to himuntil it was
filled up FROM THE OQUTSI DE. He was not able to invent the
triflingest little thing with it. He had not a shadow of a
notion of the difference between good and evil--he had to get the
i dea FROM THE QUTSIDE. Neither he nor Eve was able to originate
the idea that it was i modest to go naked; the know edge canme in
with the apple FROM THE QUTSIDE. A nman's brain is so constructed
that | T CAN ORI G NATE NOTHI NG WHATSOEVER. It can only use
materi al obtained QUTSIDE. It is merely a machine; and it works
automatically, not by will-power. |IT HAS NO COWAND OVER | TSELF,

I TS OANER HAS NO COMVAND OVER I T.

Y.M Well, never mind Adam but certainly Shakespeare's

creations--

O M No, you nean Shakespeare's | M TATI ONS. Shakespeare
created nothing. He correctly observed, and he nmarvel ously

pai nted. He exactly portrayed peopl e whom GOD had created; but
he created none hinself. Let us spare himthe slander of
charging himwith trying. Shakespeare could not create. HE WAS

A MACHI NE, AND MACHI NES DO NOT CREATE.



Y.M VWhere WAS hi s excell ence, then?

OM In this. He was not a sew ng-nmachine, |ike you and

me; he was a Gobelin loom The threads and the colors canme into
hi m FROM THE OUTSI DE; outsi de influences, suggestions

EXPERI ENCES (readi ng, seeing plays, playing plays, borrow ng

i deas, and so on), framed the patterns in his mnd and started up
his conpl ex and adnirable machinery, and I T AUTOVATI CALLY turned
out that pictured and gorgeous fabric which still conpels the
astoni shrrent of the world. |f Shakespeare had been born and bred
on a barren and unvisited rock in the ocean his mghty intellect
woul d have had no OUTSI DE MATERI AL to work with, and coul d have

i nvent ed none; and NO QUTSI DE | NFLUENCES, teachi ngs, nol dings,

per suasi ons, inspirations, of a valuable sort, and could have

i nvented none; and so Shakespeare woul d have produced not hi ng.

In Turkey he woul d have produced sonet hing--sonmething up to the
hi ghest limt of Turkish influences, associations, and training.
In France he woul d have produced sonet hing better--sonething up
to the highest limt of the French influences and training. In
Engl and he rose to the highest |limt attainable through the
OUTSI DE HELPS AFFORDED BY THAT LAND S | DEALS, | NFLUENCES, AND
TRAINING You and | are but sew ng-machines. W nust turn out
what we can; we nust do our endeavor and care nothing at all when

t he unt hi nki ng reproach us for not turning out Gobelins.

Y.M And so we are nere nachines! And nachi nes may not
boast, nor feel proud of their performance, nor clai mpersona
merit for it, nor applause and praise. It is an infanous

doctri ne.

OM It isn't a doctrine, it is nmerely a fact.



Y.M | suppose, then, there is no nore nerit in being brave

than in being a coward?

O M PERSONAL nmerit? No. A brave man does not CREATE his
bravery. He is entitled to no personal credit for possessing it.
It is bornto him A baby born with a billion dollars--where is
the personal nerit in that? A baby born with nothing--where is
the personal denerit in that? The one is fawned upon, admired,
wor shi ped, by sycophants, the other is neglected and despi sed- -

where is the sense in it?

Y.M Sonetinmes a tinid man sets hinmself the task of
conquering his cowardi ce and beconi ng brave--and succeeds. What

do you say to that?

OM That it shows the value of TRAINING IN Rl GHT
DI RECTI ONS OVER TRAI NI NG | N WRONG ONES. I nestinably valuable is
training, influence, education, in right directions--TRAI NI NG

ONE' S SELF- APPROBATI ON TO ELEVATE I TS | DEALS

Y.M But as to nerit--the personal nerit of the victorious

coward's project and achi evenent ?

OM There isn't any. In the world' s view he is a worthier
man than he was before, but HE didn't achieve the change--the

nerit of it is not his.

Y.M \Wose, then?

OM H's MAKE, and the influences which wought upon it

fromthe outside

Y.M H s make?



OM To start with, he was NOT utterly and conpletely a

coward, or the influences would have had not hing to work upon

He was not afraid of a cow, though perhaps of a bull: not afraid
of a woman, but afraid of a man. There was sonething to build
upon. There was a SEED. No seed, no plant. Did he nmake that
seed himself, or was it born in hin? It was no merit of H S that

the seed was there.

Y.M Well, anyway, the idea of CULTIVATING it, the
resolution to cultivate it, was neritorious, and he origi nated

t hat.

OM He did nothing of the kind. It cane whence ALL

i mpul ses, good or bad, cone--from OQUTSIDE. |If that tim d man had
lived all his life in a community of human rabbits, had never
read of brave deeds, had never heard speak of them had never
heard any one praise them nor express envy of the heroes that had
done them he would have had no nore idea of bravery than Adam
had of nobdesty, and it could never by any possibility have
occurred to himto RESOLVE to becone brave. He COULD NOT
ORI G NATE THE I DEA--it had to conme to himfromthe OUTSIDE. And
so, when he heard bravery extolled and cowardi ce derided, it woke
hi mup. He was ashaned. Perhaps his sweetheart turned up her
nose and said, "I amtold that you are a coward!”™ It was not HE
that turned over the new |eaf--she did it for him HE nust not

strut around in the nerit of it--it is not his.

Y.M But, anyway, he reared the plant after she watered the

seed.

O M No. OQUTSIDE I NFLUENCES reared it. At the conmand--
and trenbling--he marched out into the field--with other soldiers

and in the daytinme, not alone and in the dark. He had the



| NFLUENCE OF EXAMPLE, he drew courage from his conrades' courage;
he was afraid, and wanted to run, but he did not dare; he was
AFRAID to run, with all those soldiers |ooking on. He was
progressing, you see--the noral fear of shane had risen superior
to the physical fear of harm By the end of the camnpaign
experience will have taught himthat not ALL who go into battle
get hurt--an outside influence which will be helpful to him and
he will also have | earned how sweet it is to be praised for
courage and be huzza' d at with tear-choked voi ces as the war-worn
regi nent marches past the worshiping nultitude with flags flying
and the drunms beating. After that he will be as securely brave
as any veteran in the arny--and there will not be a shade nor
suggestion of PERSONAL MERIT in it anywhere; it will all have
cone fromthe OQUTSIDE. The Victoria Cross breeds nore heroes

t han- -

Y.M Hang it, where is the sense in his becom ng brave if

he is to get no credit for it?

O M Your question will answer itself presently. It
i nvol ves an inportant detail of man's make which we have not yet

touched upon.

Y.M \What detail is that?

O M The inpul se which noves a person to do things--the

only inpul se that ever noves a person to do a thing.

Y.M The ONLY one! |Is there but one?

OM That is all. There is only one

Y.M Well, certainly that is a strange enough doctri ne.

What is the sole inmpulse that ever noves a person to do a thing?



OM The inmpulse to CONTENT H'S OMN SPIRI T--the NECESSITY

of contenting his own spirit and WNN NG | TS APPROVAL.

Y.M Ch, cone, that won't dol!

OM Wy won't it?

Y.M Because it puts himin the attitude of always | ooking
out for his own confort and advant age; whereas an unselfish man
often does a thing solely for another person's good when it is a

positive disadvantage to hinsel f.

OM It is a mstake. The act nust do H M good, FIRST;

otherwise he will not doit. He may THINK he is doing it solely
for the other person's sake, but it is not so; he is contenting
his own spirit first--the other's person's benefit has to al ways

t ake SECOND pl ace.

Y.M Wat a fantastic idea! Wat becones of self-

sacrifice? Please answer ne that.

OM \Wiat is self-sacrifice?

Y.M The doi ng good to another person where no shadow nor

suggestion of benefit to one's self can result fromit.

Man's Sol e | npul se--the Securing of Hi' s Oa Approval



ad Man. There have been instances of it--you think?

Young Man. I NSTANCES? MIlions of them

O M You have not junped to conclusions? You have examn ned

them-critically?

Y.M They don't need it: the acts thenselves reveal the

gol den i npul se back of them

O M For instance?

Y.M Well, then, for instance. Take the case in the book

here. The man lives three mles up-town. It is bitter cold,
snowi ng hard, mdnight. He is about to enter the horse-car when
a gray and ragged old worman, a touching picture of nmisery, puts
out her lean hand and begs for rescue from hunger and death. The
man finds that he has a quarter in his pocket, but he does not
hesitate: he gives it her and trudges hone through the storm
There--it is noble, it is beautiful; its grace is marred by no

fleck or blem sh or suggestion of self-interest.

O M \What makes you think that?

Y.M Pray what else could I think? Do you imagine that

there is sone other way of looking at it?

O M Can you put yourself in the man's place and tell ne

what he felt and what he thought?

Y.M Easily. The sight of that suffering old face pierced
his generous heart with a sharp pain. He could not bear it. He
could endure the three-nile walk in the storm but he could not

endure the tortures his conscience would suffer if he turned his



back and left that poor old creature to perish. He would not

have been able to sleep, for thinking of it.

OM What was his state of mind on his way home?

Y.M It was a state of joy which only the self-sacrificer

knows. H's heart sang, he was unconscious of the storm

oM He felt well?

Y.M One cannot doubt it.

OM Very well. Nowlet us add up the details and see how

much he got for his twenty-five cents. Let us try to find out
the REAL why of his making the investnent. |In the first place HE
couldn't bear the pain which the old suffering face gave him So
he was thinking of H'S pain--this good man. He nmust buy a sal ve
for it. If he did not succor the old woman H S consci ence woul d
torture himall the way honme. Thinking of H'S pain again. He
must buy relief for that. |If he didn't relieve the old wonman HE
woul d not get any sleep. He nust buy sone sleep--still thinking
of H MSELF, you see. Thus, to sumup, he bought hinself free of
a sharp pain in his heart, he bought hinself free of the tortures
of a waiting conscience, he bought a whole night's sleep--all for
twenty-five cents! It should make Vall Street ashamed of itself.
On his way hone his heart was joyful, and it sang--profit on top
of profit! The inmpulse which noved the man to succor the old
worman was--FI RST--to CONTENT HHS OMN SPIRIT; secondly to relieve
HER sufferings. |Is it your opinion that nmen's acts proceed from
one central and unchangi ng and inalterable inmpulse, or froma

vari ety of inmpul ses?

Y.M Froma variety, of course--sone high and fine and



nobl e, others not. \Wat is your opinion?

O M Then there is but ONE | aw, one source.

Y.M That both the nobl est inpul ses and the basest proceed

fromthat one source?

OM Yes.

Y.M WIIl you put that |law into words?

OM Yes. This is the law, keep it in your mnd. FROMHS
CRADLE TO H' S GRAVE A MAN NEVER DCES A SINGLE THI NG WHI CH HAS ANY
FI RST AND FOREMOST OBJECT BUT ONE- - TO SECURE PEACE OF M ND,

SPI R TUAL COVFORT, FOR HI MSELF.

Y.M Cone! He never does anything for any one else's

confort, spiritual or physical?

O M No. EXCEPT ON THOSE DI STINCT TERMS--that it shall
FI RST secure HHS OM spiritual confort. Qherwise he will not do

it.

Y.M It will be easy to expose the falsity of that

proposition.

oM For instance?

Y.M Take that noble passion, |ove of country, patriotism

A man who | oves peace and dreads pain, |eaves his pleasant hone
and his weeping family and marches out to manfully expose hinsel f
to hunger, cold, wounds, and death. |Is that seeking spiritual

confort?



O M He |oves peace and dreads pai n?

Y.M Yes.

O M Then perhaps there is sonething that he | oves MORE

than he | oves peace-- THE APPROVAL OF H S NEI GHBORS AND THE

PUBLI C. And perhaps there is something which he dreads nore than
he dreads pain--the DI SAPPROVAL of his neighbors and the public.
If he is sensitive to shame he will go to the field--not because
his spirit will be ENTIRELY confortable there, but because it
will be nore confortable there than it would be if he remained at
home. He will always do the thing which will bring himthe MOST
mental confort--for that is THE SOLE LAWOF H' S LIFE. He | eaves
the weeping fanily behind; he is sorry to nake them
unconfortable, but not sorry enough to sacrifice his OAN confort

to secure theirs.

Y.M Do you really believe that nere public opinion could

force a timd and peaceful nan to--

OM Goto war? Yes--public opinion can force sonme nen to

do ANYTHI NG

Y. M  ANYTHI NG?

O M  Yes--anything.

Y.M | don't believe that. Can it force a right-principled

man to do a wong thing?

oM Yes.

Y.M Can it force a kind man to do a cruel thing?



O M Yes

Y.M G ve an instance.

O M Al exander Hamilton was a conspi cuously high-principled

man. He regarded dueling as wong, and as opposed to the
teachings of religion--but in deference to PUBLIC OPI Nl ON he
fought a duel. He deeply loved his fanmly, but to buy public
approval he treacherously deserted themand threw his |ife away,
ungenerously leaving themto lifelong sorrow in order that he

m ght stand well with a foolish world. |In the then condition of
the public standards of honor he could not have been confortable
with the stigm upon himof having refused to fight. The
teachings of religion, his devotion to his fanily, his kindness
of heart, his high principles, all went for nothing when they
stood in the way of his spiritual confort. A man will do
ANYTHING no matter what it is, TO SECURE H S SPI Rl TUAL COVFORT,;
and he can neither be forced nor persuaded to any act which has
not that goal for its object. Hamlton's act was conpell ed by
the inborn necessity of contenting his own spirit; in this it was
like all the other acts of his life, and like all the acts of al
men's lives. Do you see where the kernel of the matter lies? A
man cannot be confortable without HS OANN approval. He will
secure the largest share possible of that, at all costs, al

sacrifices.

Y.M A minute ago you said Hanmilton fought that duel to get

PUBLI C appr oval

OM | did. By refusing to fight the duel he would have
secured his famly's approval and a | arge share of his own; but
the public approval was nore valuable in his eyes than all other
approval s put together--in the earth or above it; to secure that

woul d furnish himthe MOST confort of mind, the nost SELF-



approval; so he sacrificed all other values to get it.

Y.M Sone nobl e souls have refused to fight duels, and have

manful |y braved the public contenpt.

O M They acted ACCORDI NG TO THEIR MAKE. They val ued their
principles and the approval of their famlies ABOVE the public
approval. They took the thing they valued MOST and | et the rest
go. They took what woul d give themthe LARGEST share of PERSONAL
CONTENTMENT AND APPROVAL--a man ALWAYS does. Public opinion
cannot force that kind of nen to go to the wars. Wen they go it

is for other reasons. Oher spirit-contenting reasons.

Y.M Always spirit-contenting reasons?

O M There are no others.

Y.M Wen a man sacrifices his |life to save a little child

froma burning building, what do you call that?

O M When he does it, it is the law of H S make. HE can't
bear to see the child in that peril (a man of a different nake
COULD), and so he tries to save the child, and | oses his life.

But he has got what he was after--H S OAN APPROVAL.

Y.M \What do you call Love, Hate, Charity, Revenge,

Humani ty, Magnanimty, Forgiveness?

OM Different results of the one Master I|npulse: the
necessity of securing one's self approval. They wear diverse

cl othes and are subject to diverse noods, but in whatsoever ways
they masquerade they are the SAME PERSON all the tinme. To change

the figure, the COVPULSI ON that noves a man--and there is but the



one--is the necessity of securing the contentnment of his own

spirit. \When it stops, the man is dead.

Y.M That is foolishness. Love- -

OM Wy, love is that inmpulse, that law, in its nost
unconprom sing form It will squander life and everything el se
on its object. Not PRIMARILY for the object's sake, but for ITS
OM. When its object is happy IT is happy--and that is what it

i s unconsciously after.

Y.M You do not even except the lofty and graci ous passion

of not her-I| ove?

OM No, ITis the absolute slave of that |law. The nother

will go naked to clothe her child; she will starve that it may
have food; suffer torture to save it frompain; die that it my
live. She takes a living PLEASURE in naking these sacrifices.
SHE DOES I T FOR THAT REWARD- -t hat sel f-approval, that
contentment, that peace, that confort. SHE WOULD DO IT FOR YOUR

CH LD I F SHE COULD GET THE SAME PAY.

Y.M This is an infernal philosophy of yours.

OM It isn't a philosophy, it is a fact.

Y.M O course you nust admt that there are sone acts which--

OM No. There is NO act, large or snall, fine or nean,
whi ch springs fromany notive but the one--the necessity of

appeasi ng and contenting one's own spirit.

Y.M The world's philanthropists--



O M | honor them | uncover ny head to them-from habit

and training; and THEY coul d not know confort or happi ness or
self-approval if they did not work and spend for the unfortunate.
It makes THEM happy to see ot hers happy; and so with noney and

| abor they buy what they are after--HAPPI NESS, SELF- APPROVAL.

Way don't miners do the same thing? Because they can get a

t housandf ol d nore happi ness by NOT doing it. There is no

other reason. They follow the law of their make.

Y.M What do you say of duty for duty's sake?

OM That IS DOES NOT EXIST. Duties are not performed for
duty's SAKE, but because their NEG.ECT woul d make the man
UNCOVFORTABLE. A nman performs but ONE duty--the duty of
contenting his spirit, the duty of naking hinself agreeable to
hinself. |If he can nost satisfyingly performthis sole and only
duty by HELPI NG his neighbor, he will do it; if he can nost
satisfyingly performit by SWNDLING his neighbor, he will do it.
But he al ways | ooks out for Nunmber One--FIRST; the effects upon
others are a SECONDARY nmatter. Men pretend to self-sacrifices,
but this is a thing which, in the ordinary value of the phrase,
DOES NOT EXI ST AND HAS NOT EXI STED. A nman often honestly THI NKS
he is sacrificing hinself nmerely and solely for sone one el se,
but he is deceived; his bottominpulse is to content a

requi renent of his nature and training, and thus acquire peace

for his soul

Y.M Apparently, then, all nmen, both good and bad ones,

devote their lives to contenting their consciences.

OM Yes. That is a good enough nane for it: Conscience--
that independent Sovereign, that insolent absolute Mnarch inside
of a man who is the nan's Master. There are all kinds of

consci ences, because there are all kinds of nmen. You satisfy an



assassin's conscience in one way, a philanthropist's in another

a mser's in another, a burglar's in still another. As a GU DE
or I NCENTIVE to any authoritatively prescribed line of norals or
conduct (leaving TRAI NI NG out of the account), a man's consci ence
is totally valueless. | know a kind-hearted Kentuckian whose

sel f-approval was | acki ng--whose conscience was troubling him to
phrase it with exactness--BECAUSE HE HAD NEGLECTED TO KILL A
CERTAIN MAN--a nan whom he had never seen. The stranger had
killed this man's friend in a fight, this man's Kentucky training
made it a duty to kill the stranger for it. He neglected his
duty--kept dodging it, shirking it, putting it off, and his

unrel enti ng consci ence kept persecuting himfor this conduct. At
| ast, to get ease of mind, confort, self-approval, he hunted up
the stranger and took his life. It was an i mense act of SELF-
SACRI FI CE (as per the usual definition), for he did not want to
do it, and he never would have done it if he could have bought a
contented spirit and an unworried mnd at smaller cost. But we
are so made that we will pay ANYTHI NG for that contentnent--even

another man's |ife.

Y.M You spoke a nonent ago of TRAI NED consci ences. You nean

that we are not BORN with consci ences conpetent to guide us aright?

OM If we were, children and savages woul d know ri ght from wong,

and not have to be taught it.

Y.M But consci ences can be TRAI NED?

oM Yes

Y.M O course by parents, teachers, the pul pit, and books.

O M Yes--they do their share; they do what they can



Y.M And the rest is done by--

OM OCh, anllion unnoticed influences--for good or bad:
i nfluences which work without rest during every waki ng nonent of

amn's life, fromcradle to grave.

Y.M You have tabul ated t hese?

OM Mny of them-yes.

Y.M WIIl you read ne the result?

OM Another time, yes. It would take an hour.

Y.M A conscience can be trained to shun evil and prefer good?

OM Yes.

Y.M But will it for spirit-contenting reasons only?

OM It CANT be trained to do a thing for any OTHER reason.

The thing is inpossible.

Y.M There MJST be a genuinely and utterly self-sacrificing

act recorded in human hi story sonewhere.

O M You are young. You have many years before you.

Search one out.

Y.M It does seemto ne that when a man sees a fell ow bei ng
struggling in the water and junps in at the risk of his life to

save him-



OM Wiit. Describe the MAN. Describe the FELLOWM BEI NG

State if there is an AUDI ENCE present; or if they are ALONE.

Y.M What have these things to do with the splendid act?

O M Very much. Shall we suppose, as a beginning, that the

two are alone, in a solitary place, at mdnight?

Y.M If you choose.

OM And that the fellowbeing is the man's daughter?

YM Wll, n-no--make it soneone el se.

OM Afilthy, drunken ruffian, then?

Y.M | see. G rcunstances alter cases. | suppose that if there

was no audi ence to observe the act, the nan wouldn't performit.

OM But there is here and there a man who WOULD. Peopl e,

for instance, like the man who lost his life trying to save the
child fromthe fire; and the man who gave the needy old worman his
twenty-five cents and wal ked hone in the storm-there are here
and there men |like that who would do it. And why? Because they
couldn't BEAR to see a fellow being struggling in the water and
not junp in and help. 1t would give THEM pain. They woul d save
the fell ow being on that account. THEY WOULDN T DO | T OTHERW SE.
They strictly obey the |law which | have been insisting upon. You
must renenber and al ways di stinguish the people who CAN T BEAR
things frompeople who CAN. It will throw light upon a nunber of

apparently "sel f-sacrificing"” cases.

Y.M Ch, dear, it's all so disgusting.



OM Yes. And so true

Y.M Cone--take the good boy who does things he doesn't

want to do, in order to gratify his nother.

O M He does seven-tenths of the act because it gratifies
HMto gratify his nmother. Throw the bul k of advantage the other
way and the good boy would not do the act. He MJIST obey the iron

Il aw. None can escape it.

Y.M Well, take the case of a bad boy who--

OM You needn't nmention it, it is a waste of tinme. It is
no matter about the bad boy's act. Whatever it was, he had a
spirit-contenting reason for it. Qherw se you have been

m si nforned, and he didn't do it.

Y.M It is very exasperating. A while ago you said that man's
conscience is not a born judge of norals and conduct, but has to
be taught and trained. Now | think a conscience can get drowsy

and lazy, but | don't think it can go wong; if you wake it up--

A Little Story

OM | wll tell you alittle story:

Once upon a tine an Infidel was guest in the house of a

Christian wi dow whose little boy was ill and near to death. The
I nfidel often watched by the bedside and entertai ned the boy with
tal k, and he used these opportunities to satisfy a strong | onging

in his nature--that desire which is in us all to better other



peopl e's condition by having themthink as we think. He was
successful. But the dying boy, in his last nmonents, reproached

hi m and sai d:

"I BELI EVED, AND WAS HAPPY IN IT; YOU HAVE TAKEN MY BELI EF
AVAY, AND MY COVFORT. NOWI HAVE NOTHI NG LEFT, AND I DI E
M SERABLE;, FOR THE THI NGS WHI CH YOU HAVE TOLD ME DO NOT' TAKE THE

PLACE OF THAT WHICH | HAVE LOST."

And the nother, also, reproached the Infidel, and said:

"MY CH LD I S FOREVER LOST, AND MY HEART IS BROKEN. HOW
COULD YOU DO THI' S CRUEL THI NG? WE HAVE DONE YOU NO HARM BUT
ONLY KI NDNESS; WE MADE OUR HOUSE YOUR HOVE, YOU WERE VELCOME TO

ALL VE HAD, AND THIS IS OQUR REWARD. "

The heart of the Infidel was filled with renorse for what he

had done, and he sai d:

"I'T WVAS WVRONG- -1 SEE IT NOW BUT | WAS ONLY TRYI NG TO DO H M
GOOD. IN WY VIEWHE WAS I N ERROR, | T SEEMED My DUTY TO TEACH H M

THE TRUTH. "

Then the not her said:

"I HAD TAUGHT HHM ALL H S LITTLE LI FE, WHAT | BELI EVED TO

BE THE TRUTH, AND IN HI S BELI EVI NG FAI TH BOTH OF US WERE HAPPY.
NOWHE |S DEAD, --AND LCST; AND | AM M SERABLE. OUR FAI TH CAME
DOM TO US THROUGH CENTURI ES OF BELI EVI NG ANCESTORS; WHAT RI GHT
HAD YOU, OR ANY ONE, TO DI STURB I T? WHERE WAS YOUR HONOR, WHERE

WAS YOUR SHAME?"

Y.M He was a m screant, and deserved deat h!



O M He thought so hinself, and said so

Y.M Ah--you see, H S CONSCI ENCE WAS AWAKENEDL1!

O M Yes, his Self-Disapproval was. It PAINED himto see

the mother suffer. He was sorry he had done a thing which
brought HMpain. |t did not occur to himto think of the nother
when he was mi steaching the boy, for he was absorbed in providing
PLEASURE for hinmself, then. Providing it by satisfying what he

believed to be a call of duty.

Y.M Call it what you please, it is to ne a case of
AWAKENED CONSCI ENCE. That awakened consci ence coul d never get
itself into that species of trouble again. A cure like that is a

PERMANENT cure.

O M Pardon--1 had not finished the story. W are

creatures of OUTSI DE | NFLUENCES- -we ori gi nate NOTHI NG wi t hi n.
Whenever we take a new line of thought and drift into a new line
of belief and action, the inpulse is ALWAYS suggested fromthe
QUTSI DE. Renorse so preyed upon the Infidel that it dissolved
hi s harshness toward the boy's religion and nade himcone to
regard it with tolerance, next with kindness, for the boy's sake
and the nother's. Finally he found hinself examining it. From
that nmonment his progress in his new trend was steady and rapid.
He becane a believing Christian. And now his renorse for having
robbed the dying boy of his faith and his salvation was bitterer
than ever. It gave himno rest, no peace. He MJIST have rest and
peace--it is the law of nature. There seenmed but one way to get
it; he nust devote hinmself to saving inperiled souls. He becane
a mssionary. He landed in a pagan country ill and hel pless. A
nati ve wi dow took himinto her hunble hone and nursed himback to

conval escence. Then her young boy was taken hopelessly ill, and



the grateful mssionary hel ped her tend him Here was his first
opportunity to repair a part of the wong done to the other boy
by doing a precious service for this one by undernining his
foolish faith in his false gods. He was successful. But the

dying boy in his last noments reproached himand sai d:

"I BELI EVED, AND WAS HAPPY IN IT; YOU HAVE TAKEN My BELI EF
AVAY, AND MY COMFORT. NOW I HAVE NOTHI NG LEFT, AND | DI E
M SERABLE; FOR THE THI NGS WHI CH YOU HAVE TOLD ME DO NOT TAKE THE

PLACE OF THAT WHICH | HAVE LOST. "

And the nother, also, reproached the m ssionary, and said:

"My CH LD IS FOREVER LOST, AND MY HEART | S BROKEN. HOW
COULD YOU DO THI S CRUEL THI NG? WE HAD DONE YOU NO HARM BUT ONLY
KI NDNESS; WE MADE OUR HOUSE YOUR HOMVE, YOU VERE WELCOVE TO ALL VE

HAD, AND THI S | S OQUR REWARD. "

The heart of the missionary was filled with renorse for what

he had done, and he said:

"I'T WAS WVRONG--1 SEE I T NOW BUT | WAS ONLY TRYI NG TO DO H M
GOOD. IN MY VIEWHE WAS I N ERROR, | T SEEMED My DUTY TO TEACH H M

THE TRUTH. "

Then the not her said:

"I HAD TAUGHT HHM ALL H S LITTLE LI FE, WHAT | BELI EVED TO

BE THE TRUTH, AND IN H' S BELI EVI NG FAI TH BOTH OF US WERE HAPPY.
NOW HE | S DEAD-- AND LOST; AND | AM M SERABLE. OUR FAI TH CAME
DOWN TO US THROUGH CENTURI ES OF BELI EVI NG ANCESTORS; WHAT RI GHT
HAD YOU, OR ANY ONE, TO DI STURB | T? WHERE WAS YOUR HONOR, VHERE

WAS YOUR SHAME?"



The missionary's angui sh of renorse and sense of treachery
were as bitter and persecuting and unappeasabl e, now, as they had
been in the forner case. The story is finished. Wat is your

conment ?

Y.M The nman's conscience is a fool! |t was norbid. It

didn't know right from w ong.

OM | amnot sorry to hear you say that. |If you grant

that ONE man's consci ence doesn't know right fromwong, it is an
admi ssion that there are others like it. This single adnission
pul s down the whole doctrine of infallibility of judgnent in
consciences. Meantine there is one thing which I ask you to

noti ce.

Y.M Wat is that?

O M That in both cases the man's ACT gave himno spiritua

di sconfort, and that he was quite satisfied with it and got

pl easure out of it. But afterward when it resulted in PAINto
HM he was sorry. Sorry it had inflicted pain upon the others,
BUT FOR NO REASON UNDER THE SUN EXCEPT THAT THEI R PAIN GAVE H M
PAIN. CQur consciences take NO notice of pain inflicted upon
others until it reaches a point where it gives painto US. In
ALL cases wi thout exception we are absolutely indifferent to
anot her person's pain until his sufferings nake us unconfortabl e.
Many an infidel would not have been troubled by that Christian

mot her's distress. Don't you believe that?

Y.M Yes. You might alnost say it of the AVERAGE infi del

| think.

OM And many a nissionary, sternly fortified by his sense



of duty, would not have been troubled by the pagan nother's
di stress--Jesuit missionaries in Canada in the early French

times, for instance; see episodes quoted by Parkman.

Y.M Well, let us adjourn. Where have we arrived?

OM At this. That we (mankind) have ticketed oursel ves

with a nunber of qualities to which we have given m sl eadi ng
nanes. Love, Hate, Charity, Conpassion, Avarice, Benevol ence,
and so on. | nean we attach m sl eading MEANINGS to the nanes.
They are all forns of self-contentnent, self-gratification, but
the nanes so disguise themthat they distract our attention from
the fact. Also we have smuggled a word into the dictionary which
ought not to be there at all--Self-Sacrifice. |t describes a

t hi ng whi ch does not exist. But worst of all, we ignore and
never nention the Sol e I npul se which dictates and conpels a man's
every act: the inperious necessity of securing his own approval
in every emergency and at all costs. To it we owe all that we
are. It is our breath, our heart, our blood. It is our only
spur, our whip, our goad, our only inpelling power; we have no
other. Wthout it we should be nere inert inmages, corpses; no
one woul d do anything, there would be no progress, the world
woul d stand still. W ought to stand reverently uncovered when

the nane of that stupendous power is uttered.

Y.M | am not convinced.

OM You will be when you think

I nstances i n Point



ad Man. Have you given thought to the Gospel of Self-

Approval since we tal ked?

Young Man. | have.

OM It was | that noved you to it. That is to say an
QUTSI DE | NFLUENCE noved you to it--not one that originated in

your head. WIIl you try to keep that in mnd and not forget it?

Y.M Yes. Wy?

O M Because by and by in one of our talks, I wish to
further inpress upon you that neither you, nor |, nor any nan
ever originates a thought in his own head. THE UTTERER OF A

THOUGHT ALWAYS UTTERS A SECOND- HAND ONE.

Y.M Ch, now-

OM Wiit. Reserve your remark till we get to that part of
our discussion--tonorrow or next day, say. Now, then, have you
been considering the proposition that no act is ever born of any
but a self-contenting inpulse--(primarily). You have sought.

What have you found?

Y.M | have not been very fortunate. | have exam ned nmany
fine and apparently self-sacrificing deeds in romances and

bi ogr aphi es, but--

O M Under searching analysis the ostensible self-sacrifice

di sappeared? It naturally woul d.

Y.M But here in this novel is one which seens to pronise.



In the Adirondack woods is a wage-earner and |l ay preacher in the
| unber-canps who is of noble character and deeply religious. An
earnest and practical |aborer in the New York sluns cones up
there on vacation--he is | eader of a section of the University
Settlement. Holme, the lunberman, is fired with a desire to
throw away his excellent worldly prospects and go down and save
souls on the East Side. He counts it happiness to nmake this
sacrifice for the glory of God and for the cause of Christ. He
resigns his place, nakes the sacrifice cheerfully, and goes to
the East Side and preaches Christ and Himcrucified every day and
every night to little groups of half-civilized foreign paupers
who scoff at him But he rejoices in the scoffings, since he is
suffering themin the great cause of Christ. You have so filled
my mind with suspicions that | was constantly expecting to find a
hi dden questionabl e i npul se back of all this, but | amthankfu

to say | have failed. This man saw his duty, and for DUTY' S SAKE

he sacrificed self and assunmed the burden it inposed.

OM Is that as far as you have read?

Y.M Yes.

O M Let us read further, presently. Meantine, in
sacrificing hinself--NOT for the glory of God, PRIMARILY, as HE
i magi ned, but FIRST to content that exacting and inflexible

master within him-D D HE SACRI FI CE ANYBODY ELSE?

Y.M How do you nean?

O M He relinquished a lucrative post and got mere food and

|l odging in place of it. Had he dependents?

Y.M Wll--yes.



OM In what way and to what extend did his self-sacrifice

af fect THEM?

Y.M He was the support of a superannuated father. He had
a young sister with a remarkabl e voi ce--he was giving her a
musi cal education, so that her longing to be self-supporting
m ght be gratified. He was furnishing the noney to put a young
brother through a pol ytechnic school and satisfy his desire to

becone a civil engineer.

OM The old father's conforts were now curtail ed?

Y.M Quite seriously. Yes.

O M The sister's nusic-lessens had to stop?

Y.M Yes.

O M The young brother's education--well, an extingui shing
blight fell upon that happy dream and he had to go to saw ng

wood to support the old father, or sonething |like that?

Y.M It is about what happened. Yes.

O M VWhat a handsonme job of self-sacrificing he did do! It
seens to ne that he sacrificed everybody EXCEPT hinsel f. Haven't
| told you that no man EVER sacrifices hinmself; that there is no
i nstance of it upon record anywhere; and that when a man's
Interior Monarch requires a thing of its slave for either its
MOVENTARY or its PERVANENT contentnent, that thing nust and will
be furnished and that command obeyed, no matter who may stand in
the way and suffer disaster by it? That man RU NED H'S FAM LY to

pl ease and content his Interior Monarch--



Y.M And help Christ's cause.

O M Yes--SECONDLY. Not firstly. HE thought it was firstly.

Y.M Very well, have it so, if you will. But it could be

that he argued that if he saved a hundred souls in New York--

OM The sacrifice of the FAMLY would be justified by that

great profit upon the--the--what shall we call it?

Y.M | nvest nent ?

OM Hardly. How would SPECULATI ON do? How woul d GAMBLE
do? Not a solitary soul-capture was sure. He played for a
possible thirty-three-hundred-per-cent profit. It was GAMBLI NG -
with his famly for "chips." However |let us see how the game
came out. Maybe we can get on the track of the secret origina
i mpul se, the REAL inpul se, that noved himto so nobly self-
sacrifice his famly in the Savior's cause under the superstition
that he was sacrificing hinself. | will read a chapter or so
Here we have it! It was bound to expose itself sooner or
|ater. He preached to the East-Side rabble a season, then went
back to his old dull, obscure life in the |unber-canps "HURT TO
THE HEART, HI' S PRI DE HUMBLED." \Why? Were not his efforts
acceptable to the Savior, for Whom al one they were nade? Dear
ne, that detail is LOST SIGAT OF, is not even referred to, the
fact that it started out as a notive is entirely forgotten! Then
what is the trouble? The authoress quite innocently and
unconsci ously gives the whol e busi ness away. The troubl e was
this: this man merely PREACHED to the poor; that is not the
University Settlenment's way; it deals in larger and better things

than that, and it did not enthuse over that crude Sal vati on-Arny



el oquence. It was courteous to Holne--but cool. It did not pet
him did not take himto its bosom "PERI SHED WERE ALL H S
DREAMS OF DI STI NCTI ON, THE PRAI SE AND GRATEFUL APPROVAL--" O
whon? The Savior? No; the Savior is not mentioned. O whom
then? O "H s FELLOMWORKERS." Wy did he want that? Because
the Master inside of himwanted it, and woul d not be content
without it. That enphasized sentence quoted above, reveals the
secret we have been seeking, the original inmpulse, the REAL

i mpul se, which noved the obscure and unappreci ated Adi rondack

| unberman to sacrifice his famly and go on that crusade to the
East Side--which said original inmpulse was this, to wit: wthout
knowi ng it HE VWENT THERE TO SHOW A NEGLECTED WORLD THE LARGE
TALENT THAT WAS IN HM AND RISE TO DI STINCTION. As | have

war ned you before, NO act springs fromany but the one law, the
one notive. But | pray you, do not accept this |aw upon ny say-
so; but diligently exam ne for yourself. Wenever you read of a
self-sacrificing act or hear of one, or of a duty done for DUTY' S
SAKE, take it to pieces and | ook for the REAL notive. It is

al ways there.

YM | do it every day. | cannot help it, now that | have

gotten started upon the degrading and exasperating quest. For it
is hatefully interesting!--in fact, fascinating is the word. As
soon as | cone across a golden deed in a book |I have to stop and

take it apart and examine it, | cannot help nyself.

O M Have you ever found one that defeated the rule?

Y.M No--at least, not yet. But take the case of servant-
tipping in Europe. You pay the HOTEL for service; you owe the

servants NOTHI NG yet you pay them besides. Doesn't that defeat

OM In what way?

it?



Y.M You are not OBLIGED to do it, therefore its source is

compassion for their ill-paid condition, and--

O M Has that custom ever vexed you, annoyed you, irritated you?

Y.M Well, yes.

OM Still you succunbed to it?

Y.M O course.

O M Wiy of course?

Y.M Well, customis law, in a way, and | aws nust be

submitted to--everybody recognizes it as a DUTY.

O M Then you pay for the irritating tax for DUTY'S sake?

Y.M | suppose it anmpbunts to that.

O M Then the inpul se which noves you to subnmit to the tax

is not ALL conpassion, charity, benevol ence?

Y.M \Well--perhaps not.

OM Is ANY of it?

Y.M I--perhaps | was too hasty in locating its source.

O M Perhaps so. In case you ignored the customwould you

get pronpt and effective service fromthe servants?

Y.M Ch, hear yourself talk! Those European servants?

Why, you woul dn't get any of all, to speak of.



OM Couldn't THAT work as an inpul se to nove you to pay

the tax?

Y.M | amnot denying it.

O M Apparently, then, it is a case of for-duty' s-sake with

alittle self-interest added?

Y.M Yes, it has the look of it. But here is a point:

we pay that tax knowing it to be unjust and an extortion; yet we
go away with a pain at the heart if we think we have been stingy
with the poor fellows; and we heartily wi sh we were back again,
so that we could do the right thing, and MORE than the right
thing, the GENEROUS thing. | think it will be difficult for you

to find any thought of self in that inpulse.

OM | wonder why you should think so. Wen you find

service charged in the HOTEL bill does it annoy you?

O M Do you ever conplain of the anpbunt of it?

YM No, it would not occur to ne.

O M The EXPENSE, then, is not the annoying detail. It is
a fixed charge, and you pay it cheerfully, you pay it wthout a
murmur.  \When you cane to pay the servants, how would you like it

if each of the nen and naids had a fixed charge?

Y.M Like it? | should rejoice!

OM Even if the fixed tax were a shade MORE t han you had



been in the habit of paying in the formof tips?

Y.M Indeed, yes!

OM Very well, then. As | understand it, it isn't really
compassi on nor yet duty that noves you to pay the tax, and it
isn't the AMOUNT of the tax that annoys you. Yet SOVETH NG

annoys you. What is it?

Y.M Well, the trouble is, you never know WHAT to pay, the

tax varies so, all over Europe.

O M So you have to guess?

Y.M There is no other way. So you go on thinking and

t hi nki ng, and cal cul ati ng and guessi ng, and consulting with other
peopl e and getting their views; and it spoils your sleep nights,
and makes you distraught in the daytinme, and while you are
pretending to |l ook at the sights you are only guessi ng and
guessi ng and guessing all the tine, and being worried and

m ser abl e.

OM And all about a debt which you don't owe and don't
have to pay unless you want to! Strange. Wat is the purpose of

t he guessing?

Y.M To guess out what is right to give them and not be

unfair to any of them

OM It has quite a noble | ook--taking so nuch pains and using up
so much valuable tine in order to be just and fair to a poor servant

to whom you owe not hing, but who needs noney and is ill paid.

Y.M | think, myself, that if there is any ungraci ous



notive back of it it will be hard to find

O M How do you know when you have not paid a servant fairly?

Y.M Wiy, he is silent; does not thank you. Sonetines he
gives you a |l ook that nakes you ashaned. You are too proud to
rectify your mstake there, with people |ooking, but afterward
you keep on w shing and wi shing you HAD done it. M, the shane
and the pain of it! Sometines you see, by the signs, that you
have it JUST RI GHT, and you go away mightily satisfied.
Sonetines the man is so effusively thankful that you know you

have given hima good deal MORE than was necessary.

O M  NECESSARY? Necessary for what?

Y.M To content him

O M How do you feel THEN?

Y.M Repentant.

OM It is ny belief that you have NOT been concerning
yourself in guessing out his just dues, but only in ciphering out
what would CONTENT him And | think you have a sel f-del udi ng

reason for that.

Y M Wat was it?

OM If you fell short of what he was expecting and

wanting, you would get a | ook which would SHAME YOU BEFORE FOLK.
That would give you PAIN. YOU-for you are only working for
yourself, not HM |If you gave himtoo nuch you woul d be ASHAMED

OF YOURSELF for it, and that woul d give YOQU pai n--anot her case of



t hi nki ng of YOURSELF, protecting yourself, SAVING YOURSELF FROM
DI SCOVFORT.  You never think of the servant once--except to guess
out how to get HS APPROVAL. If you get that, you get your OMWN
approval, and that is the sole and only thing you are after. The
Master inside of you is then satisfied, contented, confortable;
there was NO OTHER t hing at stake, as a matter of FIRST interest,

anywhere in the transaction.

Further | nstances

Y M Wll, tothink of it; Self-Sacrifice for others, the

grandest thing in man, ruled out! non-existent!

O M Are you accusing nme of saying that?

Y.M Wy, certainly.

oM | haven't said it.

Y.M What did you say, then?

O M That no man has ever sacrificed hinself in the comon

meani ng of that phrase--which is, self-sacrifice for another
ALONE. Men meke daily sacrifices for others, but it is for their
own sake FIRST. The act nust content their own spirit FIRST.

The ot her beneficiaries cone second.

Y.M And the sanme with duty for duty's sake?

OM Yes. No man perforns a duty for nere duty's sake; the act
must content his spirit FIRST. He nmust feel better for DO NG the

duty than he would for shirking it. Qherwise he will not do it.



Y.M Take the case of the BERKELEY CASTLE

OM It was a noble duty, greatly performed. Take it to

pi eces and examine it, if you like.

Y.M A British troop-ship crowded with soldiers and their

wi ves and children. She struck a rock and began to sink. There
was roomin the boats for the wonen and children only. The
colonel lined up his reginent on the deck and said "it is our
duty to die, that they may be saved." There was no rurmur, no
protest. The boats carried away the wonmen and children. Wen

t he deat h-nonent was come, the colonel and his officers took
their several posts, the men stood at shoul der-arnms, and so, as
on dress-parade, with their flag flying and the druns beating,
they went down, a sacrifice to duty for duty's sake. Can you

view it as other than that?

OM It was sonething as fine as that, as exalted as that.
Coul d you have remained in those ranks and gone down to your

death in that unflinching way?

YM Could |? No, |I could not.

O M Think. Imagine yourself there, with that watery doom

creepi ng hi gher and hi gher around you

Y.M | can imagine it. | feel all the horror of it. | could
not have endured it, | could not have remained in ny place.

I know it.

oM Wy?

Y.M There is no why about it: | know nyself, and | know



couldn't DOit.

OM But it would be your DUTY to do it.

Y.M Yes, | know-but | couldn't.

OM It was nore than thousand nen, yet not one of them
flinched. Sone of them nust have been born with your
tenperanent; if they could do that great duty for duty's SAKE,
why not you? Don't you know that you could go out and gat her
toget her a thousand cl erks and nmechani cs and put them on that
deck and ask themto die for duty's sake, and not two dozen of

themwoul d stay in the ranks to the end?

Y.M Yes, | know that.

O M But your TRAIN them and put them through a canpaign

or two; then they would be soldiers; soldiers, with a soldier's
pride, a soldier's self-respect, a soldier's ideals. They would
have to content a SOLDIER S spirit then, not a clerk's, not a
mechanic's. They could not content that spirit by shirking a

soldier's duty, could they?

Y.M | suppose not.

O M Then they would do the duty not for the DUTY'S sake

but for their OMNN sake--primarily. The DUTY was JUST THE SAME
and just as inperative, when they were cl erks, mechanics, raw
recruits, but they wouldn't performit for that. As clerks and
mechani cs they had other ideals, another spirit to satisfy, and
they satisfied it. They HAD to; it is the law TRAININGis
potent. Training toward hi gher and hi gher, and ever higher

ideals is worth any man's thought and | abor and diligence.



Y.M Consider the man who stands by his duty and goes to

the stake rather than be recreant to it.

OM It is his make and his training. He has to content

the spirit that is in him though it cost himhis Iife. Another
man, just as sincerely religious, but of different tenperanent,
will fail of that duty, though recognizing it as a duty, and
grieving to be unequal to it: but he nust content the spirit
that is in him-he cannot help it. He could not performthat
duty for duty's SAKE, for that would not content his spirit, and
the contenting of his spirit nust be |ooked to FIRST. It takes

precedence of all other duties.

Y.M Take the case of a clergyman of stainless private
nmoral s who votes for a thief for public office, on his own

party's ticket, and agai nst an honest man on the other ticket.

OM He has to content his spirit. He has no public
nmoral s; he has no private ones, where his party's prosperity is

at stake. He will always be true to his nake and training.

Trai ni ng

Young Man. You keep using that word--training. By it do

you particularly mean--

ad Man. Study, instruction, lectures, sernons? That is a
part of it--but not a large part. | nean ALL the outside

influences. There are a mllion of them Fromthe cradle to the



grave, during all his waking hours, the human being is under
training. In the very first rank of his trainers stands

ASSCCI ATION. It is his human environnment which influences his

m nd and his feelings, furnishes himhis ideals, and sets himon
his road and keeps himin it. |If he |leave that road he will find
hi nsel f shunned by the peopl e whom he nost | oves and esteens, and
whose approval he nost values. He is a chaneleon; by the | aw of
his nature he takes the color of his place of resort. The

i nfluences about himcreate his preferences, his aversions, his
politics, his tastes, his norals, his religion. He creates none
of these things for hinself. He TH NKS he does, but that is
because he has not examined into the matter. You have seen

Presbyteri ans?

Y.M Mny.

O M How did they happen to be Preshbyterians and not
Congregationalists? And why were the Congregationalists not
Baptists, and the Baptists Roman Catholics, and the Roman

Cat hol i cs Buddhi sts, and the Buddhists Quakers, and the Quakers
Epi scopal i ans, and the Epi scopalians MIllerites and the
Mllerites H ndus, and the Hi ndus Atheists, and the Atheists
Spiritualists, and the Spiritualists Agnostics, and the Agnostics
Met hodi sts, and the Methodi sts Confucians, and the Confuci ans
Unitarians, and the Unitarians Mbhammedans, and the Mhanmedans
Sal vation Warriors, and the Sal vation Warriors Zoroastrians, and
the Zoroastrians Christian Scientists, and the Christian

Scientists Mrnons--and so on?

Y.M You may answer your question yourself.

OM That list of sects is not a record of STUDI ES
searchings, seekings after light; it mainly (and sarcastically)

i ndi cates what ASSOCI ATION can do. |If you know a man's



nationality you can come within a split hair of guessing the
compl exion of his religion: English--Protestant; Anerican--
ditto; Spaniard, Frenchman, Irishman, Italian, South American--
Roman Cat holic; Russian--G eek Catholic; Turk--Mhanmmredan; and so
on. And when you know the man's religious conplexion, you know
what sort of religious books he reads when he wants some nore
light, and what sort of books he avoids, |est by accident he get
more light than he wants. |In Anerica if you know which party-
collar a voter wears, you know what his associations are, and how
he canme by his politics, and which breed of newspaper he reads to
get light, and which breed he diligently avoids, and which breed
of mass-neetings he attends in order to broaden his politica

know edge, and which breed of nmass-neetings he doesn't attend,
except to refute its doctrines with brickbats. W are always
hearing of people who are around SEEKI NG AFTER TRUTH. | have
never seen a (permanent) specinen. | think he had never |ived.
But | have seen several entirely sincere people who THOUGHT t hey
were (permanent) Seekers after Truth. They sought diligently,
persistently, carefully, cautiously, profoundly, with perfect
honesty and nicely adjusted judgnment--until they believed that

wi t hout doubt or question they had found the Truth. THAT WAS THE
END OF THE SEARCH. The nman spent the rest of his life hunting up
shingles wherewith to protect his Truth fromthe weather. |If he
was seeking after political Truth he found it in one or another
of the hundred political gospels which govern nen in the earth;

if he was seeking after the Only True Religion he found it in one
or another of the three thousand that are on the market. In any
case, when he found the Truth HE SOQUGHT NO FURTHER; but from t hat
day forth, with his soldering-iron in one hand and his bl udgeon
in the other he tinkered its | eaks and reasoned with objectors.
There have been innunerabl e Tenporary Seekers of Truth--have you
ever heard of a permanent one? |In the very nature of nman such a

person is inpossible. However, to drop back to the text--



training: all training is one fromor another of OUTSIDE

I NFLUENCE, and ASSOCI ATION is the largest part of it. A nman is
never anything but what his outside influences have nmade him
They train himdownward or they train hi mupward--but they TRAIN

him they are at work upon himall the tine.

Y.M Then if he happen by the accidents of life to be
evilly placed there is no help for him according to your

noti ons--he nust train downward

OM No help for hin? No help for this chaneleon? It is a

m stake. It is in his chamel eonship that his greatest good
fortune lies. He has only to change his habitat--his

ASSOCI ATIONS. But the inpulse to do it nust cone fromthe
QUTSI DE- - he cannot originate it hinmself, with that purpose in
view. Sonetines a very snmall and accidental thing can furnish
himthe initiatory inpulse and start himon a newroad, with a
new i dea. The chance remark of a sweetheart, "I hear that you
are a coward," may water a seed that shall sprout and bl oom and
flourish, and ended in producing a surprising fruitage--in the
fields of war. The history of man is full of such accidents.

The accident of a broken |l eg brought a profane and ribald sol dier
under religious influences and furnished hima new ideal. From
that accident sprang the Order of the Jesuits, and it has been
shaki ng thrones, changing policies, and doing other trenendous
work for two hundred years--and will go on. The chance reading
of a book or of a paragraph in a newspaper can start a man on a
new track and nake hi mrenounce his ol d associations and seek new
ones that are IN SYMPATHY WTH H'S NEW I DEAL: and the result,

for that man, can be an entire change of his way of life.

Y.M Are you hinting at a scheme of procedure?



O M Not a new one--an old one. One as nankind

Y M Wiat is it?

OM Merely the laying of traps for people. Traps baited
with I NI TIATORY | MPULSES TOMRD H GH I DEALS. It is what the
tract-distributor does. It is what the missionary does. It is

what governnents ought to do

Y.M Don't they?

OM In one way they do, in another they don't. They

separate the snall pox patients fromthe healthy people, but in
dealing with crime they put the healthy into the pest-house al ong
with the sick. That is to say, they put the beginners in wth
the confirmed crimnals. This would be well if man were
naturally inclined to good, but he isn't, and so ASSOCI ATI ON
makes the begi nners worse than they were when they went into
captivity. It is putting a very severe puni shnent upon the
comparatively innocent at times. They hang a man--which is a
trifling punishnent; this breaks the hearts of his fanily--which
is a heavy one. They confortably jail and feed a w fe-beater

and | eave his innocent wife and famly to starve.

Y.M Do you believe in the doctrine that man is equi pped

with an intuitive perception of good and evil?

OM Adamhadn't it.

Y.M But has nman acquired it since?

OM No. | think he has no intuitions of any kind. He
gets ALL his ideas, all his inpressions, fromthe outside.

keep repeating this, in the hope that | may inpress it upon you



that you will be interested to observe and exanine for yourself

and see whether it is true or false.

Y.M \Where did you get your own aggravating notions?

OM Fromthe QUTSIDE. | did not invent them They are
gathered from a thousand unknown sources. Mainly UNCONSCI QUSLY

gat her ed.

Y.M Don't you believe that God could make an inherently

honest man?

OM Yes, | know He coul d. | also know that He never did

make one.

Y.M A wi ser observer than you has recorded the fact that

"an honest nman's the noblest work of God."

OM He didn't record a fact, he recorded a falsity. It is w ndy,
and sounds well, but it is not true. God nakes a man w th honest
and di shonest PCSSIBILITIES in himand stops there. The man's
ASSQOCI ATI ONS devel op the possibilities--the one set or the other

The result is accordingly an honest man or a di shonest one.

Y.M And the honest one is not entitled to--

OM Praise? No. Howoften nust | tell you that? HE is

not the architect of his honesty.

Y.M Now then, | will ask you where there is any sense in

training people to lead virtuous lives. What is gained by it?

O M The man hinmsel f gets | arge advantages out of it, and

that is the main thing--to HM He is not a peril to his



nei ghbors, he is not a damage to them-and so THEY get an
advantage out of his virtues. That is the main thing to THEM
It can make this life conparatively confortable to the parties
concerned; the NEGLECT of this training can nake this life a

constant peril and distress to the parties concerned.

Y.M You have said that training is everything; that

training is the man H MSELF, for it makes hi mwhat he is.

OM | said training and ANOTHER thing. Let that other

thing pass, for the monment. VWhat were you going to say?

Y.M W have an old servant. She has been with us twenty-

two years. Her service used to be faultless, but now she has
becone very forgetful. W are all fond of her; we all recognize
that she cannot help the infirnmty which age has brought her; the
rest of the famly do not scold her for her rem ssnesses, but at
times | do--1 can't seemto control nyself. Don't | try? | do
try. Now, then, when | was ready to dress, this norning, no

cl ean clothes had been put out. | lost ny tenper; | lose it

easi est and quickest in the early norning. | rang; and

i mredi ately began to warn nyself not to show tenper, and to be

careful and speak gently. | safe-guarded nyself nost carefully.
I even chose the very word | would use: "You've forgotten the
clean clothes, Jane." Wen she appeared in the door | opened ny

mouth to say that phrase--and out of it, noved by an instant
surge of passion which | was not expecting and hadn't tine to put
under control, canme the hot rebuke, "You've forgotten them

agai n! You say a man al ways does the thing which will best

pl ease his Interior Master. Wence cane the inpul se to nake
careful preparation to save the girl the huniliation of a rebuke?
Did that come fromthe Master, who is always primarily concerned

about HI MSELF?



O M Unquestionably. There is no other source for any
i mpul se. SECONDARI LY you nmade preparation to save the girl, but
PRIMARILY its object was to save yourself, by contenting the

Mast er .

Y.M How do you nean?

O M Has any nenber of the famly ever inplored you to

wat ch your tenper and not fly out at the girl?

Y.M Yes. M nother.

OM You |l ove her?

Y.M ©Ch, nore than that!

OM You would al ways do anything in your power to please her?

Y.M It is a delight to ne to do anything to please her!

OM VWhy? YOU WOULD DO I T FOR PAY, SOLELY--for PROFIT.
What profit would you expect and certainly receive from

t he investnment?

Y.M Personally? None. To please HER is enough.

OM It appears, then, that your object, primarily, WASN T
to save the girl a humliation, but to PLEASE YOUR MOTHER. It
al so appears that to pl ease your nother gives YOU a strong
pl easure. |s not that the profit which you get out of the

investment? Isn't that the REAL profits and FIRST profit?

Y M OCh, wll? Go on.



OM In ALL transactions, the Interior Master | ooks to it
that YOU GET THE FIRST PROFIT. Oherwi se there is no

transacti on.

Y.M Well, then, if | was so anxious to get that profit and

so intent upon it, why did | threwit away by | osing ny tenper?

OM In order to get ANOTHER profit which suddenly

superseded it in val ue.

Y.M \Were was it?

O M Anbushed behi nd your born tenperanent, and waiting for
a chance. Your native warmtenper suddenly junped to the front,
and FOR THE MOMENT its influence was nore powerful than your
nmot her's, and abolished it. |In that instance you were eager to

flash out a hot rebuke and enjoy it. You did enjoy it, didn't you?

Y.M For--for a quarter of a second. Yes--1 did.

OM Very well, it is as | have said: the thing which wll
gi ve you the MOST pl easure, the nost satisfaction, in any nonent
or FRACTION of a nonent, is the thing you will always do. You

must content the Master's LATEST whim whatever it may be.

Y.M But when the tears cane into the old servant's eyes |

could have cut nmy hand off for what | had done.

OM Right. You had humiliated YOURSELF, you see, you had
given yourself PAIN. Nothing is of FIRST inportance to a nan
except results which damage HHM or profit him-all the rest is
SECONDARY. Your Master was displeased with you, although you had

obeyed him He required a pronpt REPENTANCE;, you obeyed agai n;



you HAD to--there is never any escape fromhis commands. He is a
hard master and fickle; he changes his mind in the fraction of a
second, but you nust be ready to obey, and you w || obey, ALWAYS.
If he requires repentance, you content him you wll always
furnish it. He nust be nursed, petted, coddl ed, and kept

contented, let the terns be what they may.

Y.M Training! ©GCh, what's the use of it? Didn't I, and
didn't nmy nother try to train ne up to where | would no | onger

fly out at that girl?

O M Have you never managed to keep back a scol di ng?

Y.M Ch, certainly--many tines.

OM Mre times this year than | ast?

Y.M Yes, a good many nore.

OM Mre tinmes |ast year than the year before?

Y.M Yes.

OM There is a large inprovenent, then, in the tw years?

Y.M Yes, undoubtedly.

O M Then your question is answered. You see there IS use in

training. Keep on. Keeping faithfully on. You are doing well.

Y.M WIIl ny reformreach perfection?

OM It will. UPto YOURIIimt.



YYM MW limt? Wat do you nean by that?

O M You renenber that you said that | said training was
EVERYTH NG | corrected you, and said "training and ANOTHER
thing." That other thing is TEMPERAMENT--that is, the

di sposition you were born with. YOU CAN T ERADI CATE YOUR

DI SPOSI TI ON NOR ANY RAG OF I T--you can only put a pressure on it

and keep it down and quiet. You have a warmtenper?

Y.M Yes.

OM You will never get rid of it; but by watching it you

can keep it down nearly all the time. |TS PRESENCE IS YOUR
LIMT. Your reformw |l never quite reach perfection, for your
tenper will beat you now and then, but you cone near enough. You
have made val uabl e progress and can nake nore. There IS use in
training. |Imense use. Presently you will reach a new stage of
devel opnment, then your progress will be easier; will proceed on a

si npl er basis, anyway.

Y.M Explain.

O M You keep back your scoldings now, to please YOURSELF

by pl easi ng your MOTHER; presently the mere triunphing over your
tenper will delight your vanity and confer a nore delicious

pl easure and satisfaction upon you than even the approbation of
your MOTHER confers upon you now. You will then |abor for
yourself directly and at FI RST HAND, not by the roundabout way
t hrough your nother. It sinplifies the matter, and it also

strengt hens the inpul se.

Y.M Ah, dear! But |I sha'n't ever reach the point where |

will spare the girl for HER sake PRI MARILY, not nine?



O M Wiy--yes. In heaven

Y.M (AFTER A REFLECTI VE PAUSE) Tenmperament. Well, | see

one nust allow for tenperanent. It is a large factor, sure
enough. M nother is thoughtful, and not hot-tenpered. Wen I
was dressed | went to her roomi she was not there; | called, she
answered fromthe bathroom | heard the water running. |

i nquired. She answered, wi thout tenper, that Jane had forgotten
her bath, and she was preparing it herself. | offered to ring,
but she said, "No, don't do that; it would only distress her to
be confronted with her | apse, and woul d be a rebuke; she doesn't
deserve that--she is not to blame for the tricks her nenory
serves her." | say--has ny nother an Interior Master?--and where

was he?

OM He was there. There, and | ooking out for his own

peace and pl easure and contentnent. The girl's distress would
have pai ned YOUR MOTHER. O herwi se the girl would have been rung
up, distress and all. | know wonen who woul d have gotten a No. 1
PLEASURE out of ringing Jane up--and so they would infallibly
have pushed the button and obeyed the | aw of their nake and
training, which are the servants of their Interior Masters. It
is quite likely that a part of your nother's forbearance cane
fromtraining. The GOOD kind of training--whose best and hi ghest
function is to see to it that every tinme it confers a
satisfaction upon its pupil a benefit shall fall at second hand

upon ot hers.

Y.M |If you were going to condense into an adnonition your
pl an for the general betternment of the race's condition, how

woul d you word it?



Adnoni tion

OM Diligently train your ideals UPWARD and STILL UPWARD
toward a sunmit where you will find your chiefest pleasure in
conduct which, while contenting you, will be sure to confer

benefits upon your nei ghbor and the community.

Y.M |Is that a new gospel ?

Y.M It has been taught before?

O M For ten thousand years.

Y.M By whon?

OM Al the great religions--all the great gospels.

Y.M Then there is nothing new about it?

OM Oh yes, thereis. It is candidly stated, this tine.

That has not been done before.

Y.M How do you nean?

OM Haven't | put YOU FIRST, and your nei ghbor and the

communi ty AFTERWARD?

Y.M Well, yes, that is a difference, it is true.

O M The difference between straight speaking and crooked;

the difference between frankness and shuffling.



Y.M  Expl ain.

O M The others offer your a hundred bribes to be good

thus conceding that the Master inside of you nust be conciliated
and contented first, and that you will do nothing at FIRST HAND
but for his sake; then they turn square around and require you to
do good for OTHER S sake CHI EFLY; and to do your duty for duty's
SAKE, chiefly; and to do acts of SELF-SACRIFICE. Thus at the
outset we all stand upon the sanme ground--recognition of the
suprenme and absol ute Monarch that resides in man, and we all
grovel before him and appeal to him then those others dodge and
shuffle, and face around and unfrankly and inconsistently and
illogically change the formof their appeal and direct its
persuasions to man's SECOND- PLACE powers and to powers which have
NO EXI STENCE in him thus advancing themto FIRST place; whereas
in my Admonition | stick logically and consistently to the
original position: | place the Interior Master's requirenments

FI RST, and keep themthere.

Y.M |If we grant, for the sake of argunent, that your
schene and the other schenes aimat and produce the sanme result--

RI GHT LI VI NG -has yours an advantage over the others?

OM One, yes--a large one. It has no conceal nents, no
deceptions. Wen a nman leads a right and valuable [ife under it
he is not deceived as to the REAL chief notive which inpels him

toit--in those other cases he is.

Y.M Is that an advantage? |Is it an advantage to live a
lofty life for a nean reason? 1In the other cases he lives the
lofty life under the I MPRESSION that he is living for a lofty

reason. |Is not that an advant age?



O M Perhaps so. The sane advantage he night get out of
thinking hinself a duke, and living a duke's |ife and parading in
ducal fuss and feathers, when he wasn't a duke at all, and could

find it out if he would only exam ne the herald s records.

Y.M But anyway, he is obliged to do a duke's part; he puts
his hand in his pocket and does his benevol ences on as big a

scal e as he can stand, and that benefits the conmunity.

OM He could do that without being a duke

Y.M But would he?

OM Don't you see where you are arriving?

Y.M \Were?

OM At the standpoint of the other schenmes: That it is

good norals to let an ignorant duke do showy benevol ences for his
pride's sake, a pretty low notive, and go on doi ng them unwar ned
lest if he were nmade acquainted with the actual notive which

pronpted them he m ght shut up his purse and cease to be good?

Y.M But isn't it best to |l eave himin ignorance, as |ong

as he THINKS he is doing good for others' sake?

O M Perhaps so. It is the position of the other schenes.
They think hunbug i s good enough norals when the dividend on it

i s good deeds and handsone conduct.

Y.M It is ny opinion that under your schene of a man's
doi ng a good deed for his OMN sake first-off, instead of first

for the GOOD DEED S sake, no man woul d ever do one.



O M Have you conmitted a benevol ence lately?

Y.M Yes. This norning.

OM Gve the particul ars.

Y.M The cabin of the old negro wonan who used to nurse ne
when | was a child and who saved ny life once at the risk of her
own, was burned | ast night, and she cane nourning this norning,

and pl eading for noney to build another one.

OM You furnished it?

Y.M Certainly.

O M You were glad you had the noney?

Y.M Mney? | hadn't. | sold ny horse.

O M You were glad you had the horse?

Y.M O course | was; for if | hadn't had the horse |
shoul d have been incapable, and ny MOTHER woul d have captured the

chance to set old Sally up.

OM You were cordially glad you were not caught out and

i ncapabl e?

Y.M Ch, | just was!

oM Now, then--

Y.M Stop where you are! | know your whol e catal og of



questions, and | could answer every one of them wi thout your
wasting the tinme to ask them but | will sumrmarize the whol e
thing in a single remark: | did the charity knowing it was
because the act would give ME a splendid pleasure, and because
old Sally's noving gratitude and delight woul d gi ve ME anot her
one; and because the reflection that she woul d be happy now and
out of her trouble would fill Me full of happiness. | did the
whol e thing with ny eyes open and recogni zing and realizing that
I was | ooking out for My share of the profits FIRST. Now then,

have confessed. Go on.

OM | haven't anything to offer; you have covered the

whol e ground. Can you have been any MORE strongly noved to help
Sally out of her trouble--could you have done the deed any nore

eagerly--if you had been under the del usion that you were doing

it for HER sake and profit only?

Y.M No! Nothing in the world could have made the inpul se
whi ch noved me nore powerful, nore masterful, nore thoroughly

irresistible. | played the limt!

OM Very well. You begin to suspect--and | claimto KNOW
--that when a nan is a shade MORE STRONGLY MOVED to do ONE of two
things or of two dozen things than he is to do any one of the
OTHERS, he will infallibly do that ONE thing, be it good or be it
evil; and if it be good, not all the beguilenments of all the
casuistries can increase the strength of the inpulse by a single
shade or add a shade to the confort and contentnent he will get

out of the act.

Y.M Then you believe that such tendency toward doi ng good
as is in nen's hearts would not be dim nished by the renoval of
t he del usi on that good deeds are done prinarily for the sake of

No. 2 instead of for the sake of No. 1?



OM That is what | fully believe.

Y.M Doesn't it sonehow seemto take fromthe dignity of the deed?

OM If there is dignity in falsity, it does. It renoves that.

YM Wat is left for the noralists to do?

O M Teach unreservedly what he already teaches with one
side of his nouth and takes back with the other: Do right FOR
YOUR OMN SAKE, and be happy in knowi ng that your NEI GHBOR will

certainly share in the benefits resulting.

Y.M Repeat your Adnonition.

O M DI LIGENTLY TRAIN YOUR | DEALS UPWARD AND STI LL UPWARD
TOMRD A SUWM T WHERE YOU W LL FIND YOUR CH EFEST PLEASURE | N
CONDUCT WHI CH, WHI LE CONTENTI NG YOU, WLL BE SURE TO CONFER

BENEFI TS UPON YOUR NEI GHBCR AND THE COVMUNI TY.

Y.M One's EVERY act proceeds from EXTERI OR | NFLUENCES, you think?

oM Yes.

Y.M If I conclude to rob a person, I amnot the OR G NATOR
of the idea, but it cones in fromthe OUTSIDE? | see him

handl i ng noney--for instance--and THAT noves nme to the crine?

OM That, by itself? Ch, certainly not. It is nmerely the
LATEST outside influence of a procession of preparatory

i nfluences stretching back over a period of years. No SINGLE
outside influence can nake a man do a thing which is at war with

his training. The nost it can do is to start his mnd on a new



tract and open it to the reception of NEWinfluences--as in the
case of Ignatius Loyola. In time these influences can train him
to a point where it will be consonant with his new character to
yield to the FINAL influence and do that thing. | wll put the
case in a formwhich will rmake nmy theory clear to you, | think.
Here are two ingots of virgin gold. They shall represent a

coupl e of characters which have been refined and perfected in the
virtues by years of diligent right training. Suppose you wanted
to break down these strong and wel | -conpacted characters--what

i nfluence woul d you bring to bear upon the ingots?

Y.M Wik it out yourself. Proceed.

O M Suppose | turn upon one of thema steamjet during a

| ong succession of hours. WIIl there be a result?

Y.M None that | know of.

oM \Why?

Y.M A steamjet cannot break down such a substance.

OM Very well. The steamis an OUTSI DE | NFLUENCE, but it

is ineffective because the gold TAKES NO I NTEREST IN IT. The
ingot remains as it was. Suppose we add to the steam sone

qui cksilver in a vaporized condition, and turn the jet upon the

ingot, will there be an instantaneous result?

O M The QU CKSILVER is an outside influence which gold (by
its peculiar nature--say TEMPERAMENT, DI SPCSI TI ON) CANNOT BE

I NDI FFERENT TO. It stirs up the interest of the gold, although



we do not perceive it; but a SING.E application of the influence
wor ks no danage. Let us continue the application in a steady
stream and call each mnute a year. By the end of ten or twenty
m nutes--ten or twenty years--the little ingot is sodden with

qui cksilver, its virtues are gone, its character is degraded. At
last it is ready to yield to a tenptation which it would have
taken no notice of, ten or twenty years ago. W will apply that
temptation in the formof a pressure of nmy finger. You note the

resul t?

Y.M Yes; the ingot has crunmbled to sand. | understand,

now. It is not the SINGLE outside influence that does the work,
but only the LAST one of a long and disintegrating accunul ation
of them | see, now, how ny SINGLE inpulse to rob the man is not

the one that nmakes ne do it, but only the LAST one of a

preparatory series. You might illustrate with a parable.
A Par abl e
OM | will. There was once a pair of New Engl and boys--

twins. They were alike in good dispositions, feckless norals,
and personal appearance. They were the nodels of the Sunday-
school. At fifteen George had the opportunity to go as cabin-boy
in a whal e-ship, and sailed away for the Pacific. Henry renmained
at honme in the village. At eighteen George was a sailor before
the mast, and Henry was teacher of the advanced Bible class. At
twenty-two George, through fighting-habits and drinking-habits
acquired at sea and in the sailor boardi ng-houses of the European
and Oriental ports, was a common rough in Hong-Kong, and out of a
j ob; and Henry was superintendent of the Sunday-school. At
twenty-si x George was a wanderer, a tranp, and Henry was pastor

of the village church. Then CGeorge cane hone, and was Henry's



guest. One evening a nan passed by and turned down the | ane, and
Henry said, with a pathetic snmle, "Wthout intending nme a

di sconfort, that nan is always keeping ne rem nded of ny pinching
poverty, for he carries heaps of noney about him and goes by
here every evening of his life." That OUTSI DE | NFLUENCE- -t hat
remar k- -was enough for George, but IT was not the one that nade
hi m anbush the nan and rob him it merely represented the el even
years' accunul ati on of such influences, and gave birth to the act
for which their |ong gestation had nade preparation. It had
never entered the head of Henry to rob the man--his ingot had
been subjected to clean steamonly; but George's had been

subj ected to vaporized quicksil ver

More About the Machi ne

Not e. --When Ms. W asks how can a nmillionaire give a single
dollar to colleges and nmuseuns while one human being is destitute
of bread, she has answered her question herself. Her feeling for
the poor shows that she has a standard of benevol ence; there she
has conceded the mllionaire's privilege of having a standard;
since she evidently requires himto adopt her standard, she is by
that act requiring herself to adopt his. The human bei ng al ways
| ooks down when he is exam ning anot her person's standard; he

never find one that he has to exam ne by | ooking up

The Man- Machi ne Again



Young Man. You really think man is a nere nachi ne?

ad mMan. | do.

Y.M And that his mnd works autonmatically and is

i ndependent of his control--carries on thought on its own hook?

OM Yes. It is diligently at work, unceasingly at work
during every waki ng nonent. Have you never tossed about all
ni ght, inploring, beseeching, comandi ng your mnd to stop work

and let you go to sleep?--you who perhaps inagine that your nind

is your servant and nust obey your orders, think what you tell it
to think, and stop when you tell it to stop. Wen it chooses to
work, there is no way to keep it still for an instant. The

bri ghtest man would not be able to supply it with subjects if he
had to hunt themup. |If it needed the man's help it would wait

for himto give it work when he wakes in the norning.

Y.M Mybe it does.

OM No, it begins right away, before the nman gets w de

enough awake to give it a suggestion. He may go to sl eep saying,
"The nmoment | wake | will think upon such and such a subject,"”
but he will fail. H s mnd will be too quick for him by the
time he has becone nearly enough awake to be half conscious, he
will find that it is already at work upon anot her subject. Mke

t he experiment and see.

Y.M At any rate, he can nake it stick to a subject if he

wants to.

oM Not if it find another that suits it better. As a



rule it will listen to neither a dull speaker nor a bright one.
It refuses all persuasion. The dull speaker wearies it and sends
it far away in idle dreans; the bright speaker throws out
stimulating ideas which it goes chasing after and is at once
unconsci ous of himand his talk. You cannot keep your mnd from

wandering, if it wants to; it is master, not you.

After an Interval of Days

OM Now, dreams--but we will examine that |ater.
Meantime, did you try commandi ng your nmind to wait for orders

fromyou, and not do any thinking on its own hook?

Y.M Yes, | commanded it to stand ready to take orders when

| shoul d wake in the norning.

OM Didit obey?

Y.M No. It went to thinking of something of its own
initiation, without waiting for ne. Al so--as you suggested--at
night | appointed a thene for it to begin on in the norning, and

commanded it to begin on that one and no ot her.

OM Didit obey?

OM How many tines did you try the experinent?

Y.M Ten.



O M How many successes did you score?

Y.M Not one.

OM It is as | have said: the nmnd is independent of the

man. He has no control over it; it does as it pleases. It wll
take up a subject in spite of hin it will stick to it in spite
of him it will throwit aside in spite of him It is entirely

i ndependent of him

Y.M Go on. Illustrate.

OM Do you know chess?

Y.M | learned it a week ago.

OM Did your mnd go on playing the gane all night that

first night?

Y.M Don't nmention it!

OM It was eagerly, unsatisfiably interested; it rioted in
the conbinations; you inplored it to drop the game and | et you

get sone sl eep?

Y.M Yes. It wouldn't listen; it played right along. It

wore me out and | got up haggard and wetched in the norning.

OM At sone time or other you have been captivated by a

ridiculous rhyme-jingle?

Y.M Indeed, yes!

"I saw Esau kissing Kate,



And she saw | saw Esau;
| saw Esau, he saw Kate

And she saw-"

And so on. My mind went mad with joy over it. It repeated it
all day and all night for a week in spite of all | could do to

stop it, and it seemed to ne that | nust surely go crazy.

O M And the new popul ar song?

Y.M Ch yes! "In the Swee-eet By and By"; etc. Yes, the
new popul ar song with the taking nel ody sings through one's head
day and night, asleep and awake, till one is a weck. There is

no getting the mind to let it al one.

OM Yes, asleep as well as awake. The mind is quite

i ndependent. It is master. You have nothing to do with it. It
is so apart fromyou that it can conduct its affairs, sing its
songs, play its chess, weave its conpl ex and ingeniously
constructed dreans, while you sleep. It has no use for your

hel p, no use for your guidance, and never uses either, whether
you be asl eep or awake. You have imagi ned that you could
originate a thought in your mnd, and you have sincerely believed

you could do it.

Y.M Yes, | have had that idea.

O M Yet you can't originate a dreamthought for it to work

out, and get it accepted?

OM And you can't dictate its procedure after it has

originated a dreamthought for itself?



Y"M No. No one can do it. Do you think the waking nnd

and the dreamm nd are the sanme nmchi ne?

OM There is argunent for it. W have wild and fantastic

day-t houghts? Things that are dream|ike?

Y.M Yes--like M. Wells's man who invented a drug that nade

himinvisible; and like the Arabian tales of the Thousand N ghts.

OM And there are dreans that are rational, sinple,

consi stent, and unfantastic?

Y.M Yes. | have dreanms that are like that. Dreans that

are just like real life; dreans in which there are severa
persons with distinctly differentiated characters--inventions of
nmy mnd and yet strangers to ne: a vulgar person; a refined one;
a Wi se person; a fool; a cruel person; a kind and conpassi onate
one; a quarrel some person; a peaceneker; old persons and young;
beautiful girls and honely ones. They talk in character, each
preserves his own characteristics. There are vivid fights, vivid
and biting insults, vivid | ove-passages; there are tragedi es and
comedi es, there are griefs that go to one's heart, there are

sayi ngs and doi ngs that make you | augh: indeed, the whol e thing

is exactly like real life.

O M Your dreamng nind originates the scheme, consistently
and artistically develops it, and carries the little dram

creditably through--all without help or suggestion fromyou?

Y.M Yes.

OM It is argunment that it could do the |ike awake wi thout help



or suggestion fromyou--and | think it does. It is argunent that
it is the same old mind in both cases, and never needs your help.
I think the mind is purely a machine, a thoroughly independent
machi ne, an autonmatic machine. Have you tried the other

experinment which | suggested to you?

Y.M Wich one?

O M The one which was to determ ne how nuch influence you

have over your mnd--if any.

Y.M Yes, and got nore or |less entertai nment out of it. |

did as you ordered: | placed two texts before ny eyes--one a
dull one and barren of interest, the other one full of interest,
inflamed with it, white-hot with it. | comrmanded my nmind to busy

itself solely with the dull one

OM Didit obey?

Y M Wll, no, it didn"t. It busied itself with the other one.

OM Didyou try hard to nake it obey?

Y.M Yes, | did ny honest best.

O M \VWhat was the text which it refused to be interested in

or think about?

Y.M It was this question: |If A ows B a dollar and a

hal f, and B owes C two and three-quarter, and C owes A thirty-
five cents, and D and A together owe E and B three-sixteenths of
--of--1 don't remenber the rest, now, but anyway it was wholly
uni nteresting, and I could not force my mnd to stick to it even

half a mnute at a tinme; it kept flying off to the other text.



OM \VWat was the other text?

YM It is no matter about that.

OM But what was it?

Y.M A phot ograph

O M Your own?

YM No. It was hers.

O M You really nade an honest good test. D d you nmake a

second trial?

Y.M Yes. | commanded nmy nind to interest itself in the
nmor ni ng paper's report of the pork-market, and at the sane tine |
rem nded it of an experience of mine of sixteen years ago. It
refused to consider the pork and gave its whol e bl azing interest

to that ancient incident.

O M Wat was the incident?

Y.M An arnmed desperado sl apped ny face in the presence of
twenty spectators. It makes ne wild and nurderous every tine |

think of it.

O M Cood tests, both; very good tests. Did you try ny

ot her suggestion?

Y.M The one which was to prove to nme that if | would | eave
my mind to its ow devices it would find things to think about

wi t hout any of mny help, and thus convince nme that it was a



machi ne, an automatic machine, set in notion by exterior

i nfluences, and as independent of nme as it could be if it were in

sone one else's skull. |Is that the one?

OM Yes

Y.M | triedit. | was shaving. | had slept well, and ny

nmnd was very lively, even gay and frisky. It was reveling in a

fantastic and joyful episode of ny renote boyhood whi ch had
suddenly flashed up in nmy nenory--noved to this by the spectacle
of a yellow cat picking its way carefully along the top of the
garden wall. The color of this cat brought the bygone cat before
me, and | saw her wal king along the side-step of the pulpit; saw
her walk on to a large sheet of sticky fly-paper and get all her
feet involved; saw her struggle and fall down, hel pl ess and

di ssatisfied, nore and nore urgent, nore and nore unreconcil ed,
nore and nore nutely profane; saw the silent congregation
quivering like jelly, and the tears running down their faces.
saw it all. The sight of the tears whisked nmy nind to a far

di stant and a sadder scene--in Terra del Fuego--and with Darwin's
eyes | saw a naked great savage hurl his little boy against the
rocks for a trifling fault; saw the poor nother gather up her
dying child and hug it to her breast and weep, uttering no word.
Did ny mind stop to mourn with that nude black sister of mne?
No--it was far away fromthat scene in an instant, and was
busying itself with an ever-recurring and di sagreeabl e dream of
mne. In this dreaml always find nyself, stripped to nmy shirt,
cringing and dodgi ng about in the mdst of a great draw ng-room
throng of finely dressed | adies and gentl enen, and wonderi ng how
I got there. And so on and so on, picture after picture,
incident after incident, a drifting panorama of ever-changi ng,
ever-di ssol ving views nmanufactured by ny mind w thout any help

fromme--why, it would take me two hours to nmerely nane the



nmul titude of things ny nmind tallied off and photographed in

fifteen mnutes, let alone describe themto you.

OM A mn's mnd, left free, has no use for his help. But

there is one way whereby he can get its help when he desires it.

Y.M Wat is that way?

O M Wien your mind is racing along from subject to subject

and strikes an inspiring one, open your nouth and begin talking
upon that matter--or--take your pen and use that. It wll
interest your mind and concentrate it, and it will pursue the
subject with satisfaction. It will take full charge, and furnish

the words itself.

Y.M But don't I tell it what to say?

O M There are certainly occasi ons when you haven't tine.

The words | eap out before you know what is coning.

Y.M For instance?

OM Wwll, take a "flash of wit"--repartee. Flash is the

right word. It is out instantly. There is no tine to arrange
the words. There is no thinking, no reflecting. Where there is
a wit-nechanismit is autonmatic in its action and needs no hel p.
Where the whit-mechanismis |acking, no anmount of study and

reflection can manufacture the product.

Y.M You really think a man ori gi nates nothi ng, creates nothing.

The Thi nki ng- Process



OM | do. Men perceive, and their brain-nmachines

automatically conmbi ne the things perceived. That is all

Y.M The steam engi ne?

OM It takes fifty men a hundred years to invent it. One
meani ng of invent is discover. | use the word in that sense.
Little by little they discover and apply the nmultitude of details
that go to nake the perfect engine. Watt noticed that confined
steam was strong enough to lift the Iid of the teapot. He didn't
create the idea, he nerely discovered the fact; the cat had
noticed it a hundred tines. Fromthe teapot he evolved the
cylinder--fromthe displaced lid he evolved the piston-rod. To
attach sonething to the piston-rod to be noved by it, was a
sinple matter--crank and wheel. And so there was a working

engi ne. [1]

One by one, inprovenents were di scovered by men who used

their eyes, not their creating powers--for they hadn't any--and
now, after a hundred years the patient contributions of fifty or
a hundred observers stand conpacted in the wonderful machine

whi ch drives the ocean |iner.

Y.M A Shakespearean pl ay?

O M The process is the sane. The first actor was a

savage. He reproduced in his theatrical war-dances, scalp-
dances, and so on, incidents which he had seen in real life. A
nore advanced civilization produced nore incidents, nore

epi sodes; the actor and the story-teller borrowed them And so
the drama grew, little by little, stage by stage. It is made up

of the facts of life, not creations. It took centuries to



develop the Geek drama. It borrowed from precedi ng ages; it

lent to the ages that came after. Men observe and conbi ne, that

is all. So does a rat.
Y. M How?
oM He observes a snell, he infers a cheese, he seeks and

finds. The astrononer observes this and that; adds his this and
that to the this-and-thats of a hundred predecessors, infers an
invisible planet, seeks it and finds it. The rat gets into a
trap; gets out with trouble; infers that cheese in traps |acks
val ue, and neddles with that trap no nore. The astrononer is
very proud of his achievenment, the rat is proud of his. Yet both
are nachi nes; they have done machi ne work, they have origi nated
not hi ng, they have no right to be vain; the whole credit bel ongs
to their Maker. They are entitled to no honors, no praises, no
monunents when they die, no renenbrance. One is a conpl ex and
el aborate machine, the other a sinple and linited machi ne, but
they are alike in principle, function, and process, and neither
of them works otherwi se than automatically, and neither of them
may righteously claima PERSONAL superiority or a persona

dignity above the other

Y.M In earned personal dignity, then, and in personal nerit
for what he does, it follows of necessity that he is on the

sane |level as arat?

OM His brother the rat; yes, that is howit seens to ne.

Neit her of them being entitled to any personal nerit for what he
does, it follows of necessity that neither of themhas a right to
arrogate to hinself (personally created) superiorities over his

br ot her.

Y.M Are you determned to go on believing in these



insanities? Wuld you go on believing in themin the face of

abl e argunents backed by coll ated facts and instances?

oM | have been a hunbl e, earnest, and sincere Truth-Seeker

Y.M Very well?

O M The hunble, earnest, and sincere Truth-Seeker is

al ways convertible by such neans.

Y.M | amthankful to God to hear you say this, for now

know t hat your conversion--

OM Wiit. You nmisunderstand. | said | have BEEN a Trut h- Seeker
Y.M Wll?
OM | amnot that now Have your forgotten? | told you

that there are none but tenporary Truth-Seekers; that a permanent
one is a human inpossibility; that as soon as the Seeker finds
what he is thoroughly convinced is the Truth, he seeks no
further, but gives the rest of his days to hunting junk to patch
it and caulk it and prop it with, and nake it weat her-proof and
keep it fromcaving in on him Hence the Presbyterian remins a
Presbyterian, the Mbhammedan a Mbhammredan, the Spiritualist a
Spiritualist, the Denbcrat a Denocrat, the Republican a
Republ i can, the Mnarchist a Mnarchist; and if a hunble,
earnest, and sincere Seeker after Truth should find it in the
proposition that the noon is nmade of green cheese nothing could
ever budge himfromthat position; for he is nothing but an

aut omati ¢ machi ne, and nmust obey the |laws of his construction.

Y.M After so--



O M Having found the Truth; perceiving that beyond question

man has but one noving inpul se--the contenting of his own spirit--
and is nmerely a machine and entitled to no personal nerit for
anything he does, it is not humanly possible for me to seek further.
The rest of ny days will be spent in patching and painting and
puttyi ng and caul king nmy pricel ess possession and in | ooking the

other way when an inploring argunent or a danmagi ng fact approaches.

1. The Marquess of Wircester had done all of this nore than a

century earlier.

\

I nstinct and Thought

Young Man. It is odious. Those drunken theories of yours,
advanced a whil e ago--concerning the rat and all that--strip Mn

bare of all his dignities, grandeurs, sublimties.

aOd Man. He hasn't any to strip--they are shans, stolen

clothes. He claims credits which belong solely to his Mker

Y.M But you have no right to put himon a level with a rat.

OM | don't--norally. That would not be fair to the rat.

The rat is well above him there.

Y.M Are you joking?



oM No, | am not.

Y.M Then what do you nean?

O M That cones under the head of the Mdral Sense. It is a
| arge question. Let us finish with what we are about now, before

we take it up.

Y.M Very well. You have seened to concede that you place

Man and the rat on Alevel. VWhat is it? The intellectual?

OM In form-not a degree.

Y.M  Expl ain.

OM | think that the rat's mind and the man's mnd are the
same machi ne, but of unequal capacities--like yours and Edi son's;
like the African pygny's and Homer's; |ike the Bushman's and Bi snmarck's.

Y.M How are you going to nmake that out, when the |ower animals

have no nmental quality but instinct, while man possesses reason?

OM VWiat is instinct?

Y.M It is nerely unthinking and nechani cal exercise of

inherited habit.

O M \What originated the habit?

Y.M The first animal started it, its descendants have

inherited it.

oM How did the first one cone to start it?



YM | don't know, but it didn't THHNK it out.

OM How do you know it didn't?

Y.M Well--1 have a right to suppose it didn't, anyway.
OM | don't believe you have. Wat is thought?
Y.M | know what you call it: the nechanical and automatic

putting together of inpressions received from outside, and

drawi ng an inference fromthem

O M Very good. Now ny idea of the neaningless term"instinct" is
that it is nerely PETRI FI ED THOUGHT; solidified and nmade inani nate
by habit; thought which was once alive and awake, but it becone

unconsci ous--wal ks in its sleep, so to speak

Y.M Illustrate it.

O M Take a herd of cows, feeding in a pasture. Their

heads are all turned in one direction. They do that
instinctively; they gain nothing by it, they have no reason for
it, they don't know why they do it. It is an inherited habit
which was originally thought--that is to say, observation of an
exterior fact, and a valuable inference drawn fromthat
observation and confirned by experience. The original wild ox
noticed that with the wind in his favor he could snell his eneny
intime to escape; then he inferred that it was worth while to
keep his nose to the wind. That is the process which man calls
reasoning. Man's thought-nmachi ne works just |ike the other
animals', but it is a better one and nore Edisonian. Man, in the
ox's place, would go further, reason wider: he would face part

of the herd the other way and protect both front and rear



Y.M Did you stay the terminstinct is mneaningl ess?

OM | think it is a bastard word. | think it confuses us
for as arule it applies itself to habits and inpul ses which had
a far-off origin in thought, and now and then breaks the rule and

applies itself to habits which can hardly claima thought-origin.

Y.M G ve an instance.

OM Well, in putting on trousers a nman always inserts the sane old
leg first--never the other one. There is no advantage in that,

and no sense init. Al nmen do it, yet no nan thought it out

and adopted it of set purpose, | inmagine. But it is a habit which

is transmtted, no doubt, and will continue to be transmtted.

Y.M Can you prove that the habit exists?

O M You can prove it, if you doubt. If you will take a
man to a clothing-store and watch himtry on a dozen pairs of

trousers, you will see

Y.M The cowillustration is not--

OM Sufficient to show that a dunb animal's nental machine

is just the sanme as a man's and its reasoni ng processes the sane?
I will illustrate further. |[If you should hand M. Edison a box
whi ch you caused to fly open by sone conceal ed device he woul d
infer a spring, and would hunt for it and find it. Now an uncle
of mine had an old horse who used to get into the closed |ot
where the corn-crib was and dishonestly take the corn. | got the
puni shrent nyself, as it was supposed that | had heedl essly
failed to insert the wooden pin which kept the gate cl osed.

These persistent punishments fatigued nme; they also caused nme to



infer the existence of a culprit, sonewhere; so | hid nyself and
wat ched the gate. Presently the horse cane and pulled the pin
out with his teeth and went in. Nobody taught himthat; he had
observed--then thought it out for hinmself. H's process did not
differ fromEdison's; he put this and that together and drew an

i nference--and the peg, too; but I nmade him sweat for it.

Y.M It has sonmething of the seenmi ng of thought about it.

Still it is not very elaborate. Enlarge.

O M Suppose M. Edison has been enjoying sone one's
hospitalities. He comes again by and by, and the house is
vacant. He infers that his host has noved. A while afterward,
in another town, he sees the man enter a house; he infers that
that is the new honme, and follows to inquire. Here, now, is the
experience of a gull, as related by a naturalist. The scene is a
Scotch fishing village where the gulls were kindly treated. This
particular gull visited a cottage; was fed; canme next day and was
fed again; cane into the house, next tinme, and ate with the
famly; kept on doing this alnost daily, thereafter. But, once
the gull was away on a journey for a few days, and when it
returned the house was vacant. Its friends had renoved to a
village three niles distant. Several nonths later it saw the
head of the family on the street there, followed hi mhone,
entered the house w thout excuse or apol ogy, and becane a daily
guest again. Q@lls do not rank high nentally, but this one had
menory and the reasoning faculty, you see, and applied them

Edi soni al | y.

Y.M Yet it was not an Edison and couldn't be devel oped into one.

O M Perhaps not. Could you?

Y.M That is neither here nor there. Go on



OM |If Edison were in trouble and a stranger hel ped him

out of it and next day he got into the same difficulty again, he
woul d infer the wise thing to do in case he knew the stranger's
address. Here is a case of a bird and a stranger as related by a
naturalist. An Englishman saw a bird flying around about his
dog's head, down in the grounds, and uttering cries of distress.
He went there to see about it. The dog had a young bird in his
mout h--unhurt. The gentleman rescued it and put it on a bush and
brought the dog away. Early the next norning the nother bird
came for the gentleman, who was sitting on his veranda, and by
its maneuvers persuaded himto followit to a distant part of the
grounds--flying a little way in front of himand waiting for him
to catch up, and so on; and keeping to the w nding path, too,
instead of flying the near way across |lots. The distance covered
was four hundred yards. The sane dog was the culprit; he had the
young bird again, and once nore he had to give it up. Now the
nmot her bird had reasoned it all out: since the stranger had

hel ped her once, she inferred that he would do it again; she knew
where to find him and she went upon her errand with confidence.
Her nental processes were what Edison's would have been. She put
this and that together--and that is all that thought |IS--and out
of thembuilt her |ogical arrangenent of inferences. Edison

couldn't have done it any better hinself.

Y.M Do you believe that many of the dunb aninmals can think?

O M Yes--the el ephant, the nonkey, the horse, the dog, the
parrot, the macaw, the nocking-bird, and nmany others. The

el ephant whose mate fell into a pit, and who dunped dirt and
rubbish into the pit till bottomwas raised high enough to enabl e
the captive to step out, was equi pped with the reasoning quality.

I conceive that all animals that can | earn things through



teaching and drilling have to know how to observe, and put this
and that together and draw an inference--the process of thinking.
Coul d you teach an idiot of nanuals of arns, and to advance,
retreat, and go through conplex field maneuvers at the word of

command?

Y.M Not if he were a thorough idiot.

OM Well, canary-birds can learn all that; dogs and el ephants
learn all sorts of wonderful things. They nust surely be able
to notice, and to put things together, and say to thensel ves,

"I get the idea, now when | do so and so, as per order

| am praised and fed; when | do differently |I am punished."

Fl eas can be taught nearly anything that a Congressman can

Y.M Ganting, then, that dunb aninals are able to think
upon a low plane, is there any that can think upon a high one?

Is there one that is well up toward nman?

OM Yes. As a thinker and planner the ant is the equal of

any savage race of nen; as a self-educated specialist in severa
arts she is the superior of any savage race of nmen; and in one or
two high nmental qualities she is above the reach of any nan,

savage or civilized!

Y.M Ch, cone! you are abolishing the intellectual frontier

whi ch separates nman and beast.

OM | beg your pardon. One cannot abolish what does not exist.

Y.M You are not in earnest, | hope. You cannot nean to

seriously say there is no such frontier.



OM | do say it seriously. The instances of the horse, the
gull, the nother bird, and the el ephant show that those creatures
put their this's and thats together just as Edi son would have
done it and drew the same inferences that he woul d have drawn.
Their mental nmachinery was just like his, also its manner of
wor ki ng. Their equipnent was as inferior to the Strasburg cl ock

but that is the only difference--there is no frontier

Y.M It |ooks exasperatingly true; and is distinctly

offensive. |t elevates the dunb beasts to--to--

O M Let us drop that lying phrase, and call themthe
Unreveal ed Creatures; so far as we can know, there is no such

thing as a dunb beast.

Y.M On what grounds do you nmake that assertion?

OM On quite sinple ones. "Dunb" beast suggests an ani nal

that has no thought-machi nery, no understandi ng, no speech, no
way of communicating what is in its mnd. W know that a hen HAS
speech. W cannot understand everythi ng she says, but we easily
learn two or three of her phrases. W know when she is saying,

"I have laid an egg"; we know when she is saying to the chicks,

"Run here, dears, |'ve found a worni'; we know what she is saying
when she voices a warning: "Quick! hurry! gather yourselves
under mamma, there's a hawk coming!" W understand the cat when

she stretches herself out, purring with affection and content nent
and lifts up a soft voice and says, "Cone, kitties, supper's
ready"; we understand her when she goes nourni ng about and says,
"Where can they be? They are lost. W't you help ne hunt for

t hen?" and we understand the disreputable Tom when he chal | enges
at midnight fromhis shed, "You conme over here, you product of

i moral conmerce, and |'Il nake your fur fly!" W understand a

few of a dog's phrases and we learn to understand a few of the



remarks and gestures of any bird or other aninal that we
donesticate and observe. The clearness and exactness of the few
of the hen's speeches which we understand is argunment that she
can communi cate to her kind a hundred things which we cannot
conprehend--in a word, that she can converse. And this argunent
is also applicable in the case of others of the great arny of the
Unrevealed. It is just Iike man's vanity and inpertinence to
call an animal dunb because it is dunmb to his dull perceptions.

Now as to the ant--

Y.M Yes, go back to the ant, the creature that--as you
seemto think--sweeps away the |last vestige of an intellectua

frontier between nan and the Unreveal ed.

OM That is what she surely does. In all his history the
aborigi nal Australian never thought out a house for hinself and
built it. The ant is an amazing architect. She is a wee little
creature, but she builds a strong and enduring house eight feet
hi gh--a house which is as large in proportion to her size as is
the | argest capitol or cathedral in the world conpared to nan's
size. No savage race has produced architects who coul d approach
the air in genius or culture. No civilized race has produced
architects who could plan a house better for the uses proposed
than can hers. Her house contains a throne-room nurseries for
her young; granaries; apartnents for her soldiers, her workers,
etc.; and they and the nultifarious halls and corridors which
comruni cate with themare arranged and distributed with an

educat ed and experienced eye for conveni ence and adaptability.

Y.M That could be nere instinct.

OM It wuuld elevate the savage if he had it. But let us

| ook further before we decide. The ant has sol di ers--battalions,



reginents, armes; and they have their appointed captains and

general s, who |ead themto battle.

Y.M That could be instinct, too.

OM We will look still further. The ant has a system of

governnent; it is well planned, elaborate, and is well carried on.

Y.M Instinct again.

O M She has crowds of slaves, and is a hard and unj ust

enpl oyer of forced | abor.

Y.M I nstinct.

O M She has cows, and m | ks them

Y.M Instinct, of course.

O M In Texas she lays out a farmtwelve feet square, plants it,

weeds it, cultivates it, gathers the crop and stores it away.

Y.M Instinct, all the sane.

O M The ant discrimnmnates between friend and stranger.

Sir John Lubbock took ants fromtwo different nests, nade them
drunk wi th whiskey and laid them unconscious, by one of the
nests, near sone water. Ants fromthe nest cane and exam ned and
di scussed these disgraced creatures, then carried their friends
hone and threw the strangers overboard. Sir John repeated the
experinment a nunber of tinmes. For a time the sober ants did as
they had done at first--carried their friends home and threw the
strangers overboard. But finally they |ost patience, seeing that

their reformatory efforts went for nothing, and threw both



friends and strangers overboard. Cone--is this instinct, or is
it thoughtful and intelligent discussion of a thing new-
absolutely new-to their experience; with a verdict arrived at,
sentence passed, and judgnent executed? Is it instinct?--thought
petrified by ages of habit--or isn't it brand-new thought,

i nspired by the new occasion, the new circunstances?

Y.M | have to concede it. It was not a result of habit;
it has all the look of reflection, thought, putting this and that

together, as you phrase it. | believe it was thought.

OM | wll give you another instance of thought. Franklin

had a cup of sugar on a table in his room The ants got at it.
He tried several preventives; and ants rose superior to them
Finally he contrived one which shut off access--probably set the
table's legs in pans of water, or drew a circle of tar around the
cup, | don't remenber. At any rate, he watched to see what they
woul d do. They tried various schenes--failures, every one. The
ants were badly puzzlied. Finally they held a consultation,

di scussed the problem arrived at a decision--and this tine they
beat that great philosopher. They forned in procession, cross
the floor, clinbed the wall, narched across the ceiling to a
poi nt just over the cup, then one by one they let go and fel
down into it! Was that instinct--thought petrified by ages of

i nherited habit?

YM No, | don't believe it was. | believe it was a newy

reasoned schenme to neet a new energency.

OM Very well. You have conceded the reasoning power in
two instances. | come nowto a nental detail wherein the ant is
a long way the superior of any human being. Sir John Lubbock

proved by many experiments that an ant knows a stranger ant of



her own species in a nonent, even when the stranger is disguised
--with paint. Also he proved that an ant knows every individua
in her hive of five hundred thousand souls. Also, after a year's
absence one of the five hundred thousand she will strai ghtway
recogni ze the returned absentee and grace the recognition with a
af fecti onate wel come. How are these recognitions made? Not by
color, for painted ants were recognized. Not by snell, for ants
t hat had been di pped in chl orof ormwere recogni zed. Not by
speech and not by antennae signs nor contacts, for the drunken
and notionl ess ants were recogni zed and the friend discrim nated
fromthe stranger. The ants were all of the same species,
therefore the friends had to be recogni zed by formand feature--
friends who fornmed part of a hive of five hundred thousand! Has

any man a nmenory for form and feature approaching that?

Y.M Certainly not.

O M Franklin's ants and Lubbuck's ants show fine

capacities of putting this and that together in new and untried
energenci es and deducting smart conclusions fromthe

combi nations--a man's nental process exactly. Wth nmenory to
hel p, man preserves his observations and reasonings, reflects
upon them adds to them reconbines, and so proceeds, stage by
stage, to far results--fromthe teakettle to the ocean
greyhound' s conpl ex engi ne; from personal |abor to slave | abor
fromw gwamto pal ace; fromthe capricious chase to agriculture
and stored food; fromnomadic life to stable government and
concentrated authority; fromincoherent hordes to massed arnies.
The ant has observation, the reasoning faculty, and the
preserving adjunct of a prodigious nmenory; she has duplicated
man' s devel opment and the essential features of his civilization

and you call it all instinct!



Y.M Perhaps | |acked the reasoning faculty nyself.

OM Wll, don't tell anybody, and don't do it again.

Y.M W have conme a good way. As a result--as | understand it--
| amrequired to concede that there is absolutely no intellectua

frontier separating Man and the Unreveal ed Creatures?

OM That is what you are required to concede. There is no
such frontier--there is no way to get around that. Man has a
finer and nore capable machine in himthan those others, but it
is the same machi ne and works in the same way. And neither he
nor those others can conmand the nachine--it is strictly
automatic, independent of control, works when it pl eases, and

when it doesn't please, it can't be forced.

Y.M Then man and the other aninmals are all alike, as to nenta
machi nery, and there isn't any difference of any stupendous

magni t ude between them except in quality, not in kind.

OM That is about the state of it--intellectuality. There
are pronounced linmtations on both sides. W can't learn to
under stand nuch of their |anguage, but the dog, the el ephant,
etc., learn to understand a very great deal of ours. To that
extent they are our superiors. On the other hand, they can't
| earn reading, witing, etc., nor any of our fine and high

things, and there we have a | arge advantage over them

Y.M Very well, let them have what they've got, and wel cone;
there is still a wall, and a lofty one. They haven't got the

Moral Sense; we have it, and it lifts us inmeasurably above them

O M What nmakes you think that?



Y.M Now | ook here--let's call a halt. | have stood the
other infam es and insanities and that is enough; | am not going

to have man and the other aninals put on the sane |evel norally.

OM | wasn't going to hoist nman up to that.

Y.M This is too nuch! | think it is not right to jest

about such t hings.

OM | amnot jesting, | amnerely reflecting a plain and

simple truth--and w thout uncharitabl eness. The fact that man
knows right fromwong proves his | NTELLECTUAL superiority to the
ot her creatures; but the fact that he can DO wong proves his
MORAL inferiority to any creature that CANNOT. It is ny belief

that this position is not assail able.

Free WII

Y.M VWhat is your opinion regarding Free WI|?

O M That there is no such thing. D d the man possess it
who gave the old woman his last shilling and trudged hone in the

st or n?

Y.M He had the choice between succoring the old woman and

| eaving her to suffer. 1Isn't it so?

O M Yes, there was a choice to be nmade, between bodily

confort on the one hand and the confort of the spirit on the
other. The body nade a strong appeal, of course--the body woul d
be quite sure to do that; the spirit nmade a counter appeal. A

choi ce had to be nade between the two appeal s, and was nmade. Wo



or what determ ned that choice?

Y.M Any one but you would say that the man determined it,

and that in doing it he exercised Free WII.

OM W are constantly assured that every nman is endowed

with Free WII, and that he can and nust exercise it where he is
of fered a choi ce between good conduct and | ess-good conduct. Yet
we clearly saw that in that man's case he really had no Free
WIl: his tenperanent, his training, and the daily influences
whi ch had nol ded hi m and nade hi m what he was, COMPELLED himto
rescue the old woman and thus save HI MSELF--save hinself from
spiritual pain, fromunendurable wetchedness. He did not nake

the choice, it was nade FOR him by forces which he could not

control. Free WII has always existed in WORDS, but it stops
there, | think--stops short of FACT. | would not use those
wor ds--Free WII--but others.

Y.M \Wat others?

O M Free Choice

Y.M Wat is the difference?

O M The one inplies untramrel ed power to ACT as you pl ease
the other inplies nothing beyond a nmere MENTAL PROCESS
the critical ability to determ ne which of two things

is nearest right and just.

Y.M Make the difference clear, please.

O M The nmind can freely SELECT, CHOOSE, PO NT OUT the

right and just one--its function stops there. It can go no



further in the matter. It has no authority to say that the right
one shall be acted upon and the wong one di scarded.

That authority is in other hands.

Y.M The nan's?

O M In the machine which stands for him In his born
di sposition and the character which has been built around it by

traini ng and environment.

Y.M It will act upon the right one of the two?

OM It will do as it pleases in the matter. GCeorge Washington's

machi ne woul d act upon the right one; Pizarro would act upon the w ong one.

Y.M Then as | understand it a bad man's nental machinery calmny

and judicially points out which of two things is right and just--

O M Yes, and his MORAL nachinery will freely act upon

the other or the other, according to its nmake, and be quite
indifferent to the MND S feeling concerning the matter--that is,
WOULD be, if the mind had any feelings; which it hasn't.

It is merely a thermoneter: it registers the heat and the cold,

and cares not a farthing about either

Y.M Then we nust not claimthat if a man KNOA5 whi ch of

two things is right he is absolutely BOUND to do that thing?

OM His tenperanent and training will decide what he shal
do, and he will do it; he cannot help hinmself, he has no
authority over the mater. Wasn't it right for David to go out

and slay Goliath?

Y.M Yes.



OM Then it would have been equally RIGHT for any one else to do it?

Y.M Certainly.

OM Then it would have been RIGHT for a born coward to attenpt it?

Y.M It woul d--yes.

O M  You know that no born coward ever would have attenpted it, don't you?

Y.M Yes.

O M You know that a born coward' s nmake and tenperanent
woul d be an absolute and insurnountable bar to his ever essaying

such a thing, don't you?

YM Yes, | knowit.

OM He clearly perceives that it would be RIGHT to try it?

Y.M Yes.

OM Hs mnd has Free Choice in determning that it would

be RIGHT to try it?

Y.M Yes.

OM Then if by reason of his inborn cowardice he sinply

can NOT essay it, what becones of his Free WII? Where is his
Free WII? Wy claimthat he has Free WII when the plain facts
show that he hasn't? Wy content that because he and David SEE
the right alike, both nmust ACT alike? Wy inpose the sanme |aws

upon goat and lion?



Y.M There is really no such thing as Free WII?

OM It is what | think. There is WLL. But it has

nothing to do with | NTELLECTUAL PERCEPTI ONS OF RI GHT AND WRONG
and is not under their conmand. David's tenperanent and training
had WIl, and it was a conpul sory force; David had to obey its
decrees, he had no choice. The coward' s tenperanment and training
possess WIIl, and IT is compul sory; it conmands himto avoid
danger, and he obeys, he has no choice. But neither the Davids
nor the cowards possess Free WIl--will that may do the right or

do the wwong, as their MENTAL verdict shall decide.

Not Two Val ues, But Only One

Y.M There is one thing which bothers ne: | can't tell
where you draw the |ine between MATERI AL covetousness and

SPI Rl TUAL covet ousness.

OM | don't draw any.

Y.M How do you nean?

O M There is no such thing as MATERI AL covet ousness.

Al'l covetousness is spiritual

Y.M ALL |l ongings, desires, anbitions SPIRI TUAL, never naterial?

O M Yes. The Master in you requires that in ALL cases you
shall content his SPIRI T--that alone. He never requires anything

el se, he never interests hinself in any other matter.



Y.M Ah, cone! Wen he covets sonebody's noney--isn't that

rather distinctly material and gross?

OM No. The noney is nmerely a synbol--it represents in
visible and concrete forma SPIRI TUAL DESIRE. Any so-called
material thing that you want is nmerely a synbol: you want it not

for I TSELF, but because it will content your spirit for the nmoment.

Y.M Please particularize

OM Very well. Maybe the thing longed for is a new hat.

You get it and your vanity is pleased, your spirit contented.
Suppose your friends deride the hat, make fun of it: at once it
| oses its value; you are ashamed of it, you put it out of your

sight, you never want to see it again.

YM | think | see. Go on.

OM It is the sane hat, isn't it? It is in no way

altered. But it wasn't the HAT you wanted, but only what it
stood for--a something to pl ease and content your SPIRIT. When
it failed of that, the whole of its value was gone. There are no
MATERI AL val ues; there are only spiritual ones. You will hunt in
vain for a material value that is ACTUAL, REAL--there is no such
thing. The only value it possesses, for even a nonent, is the
spiritual value back of it: renmove that end and it is at once

worthl ess--1i ke the hat.

Y.M Can you extend that to noney?

OM Yes. It is merely a synbol, it has no MATERI AL val ue
you think you desire it for its own sake, but it is not so. You

desire it for the spiritual content it will bring; if it fail of



that, you discover that its value is gone. There is that
pathetic tale of the man who | abored |ike a slave, unresting,
unsatisfied, until he had accunul ated a fortune, and was happy
over it, jubilant about it; then in a single week a pestilence
swept away all whom he held dear and left himdesolate. His
money' s val ue was gone. He realized that his joy in it came not
fromthe noney itself, but fromthe spiritual contentnent he got
out of his famly's enjoynent of the pleasures and delights it

| avi shed upon them Money has no MATERI AL value; if you renove
its spiritual value nothing is left but dross. It is so with al
things, little or big, majestic or trivial--there are no
exceptions. Crowns, scepters, pennies, paste jewels, village
notoriety, world-wi de fane--they are all the same, they have no
MATERI AL value: while they content the SPIRIT they are precious,

when this fails they are worthl ess.

A D fficult Question

Y.M You keep nme confused and perplexed all the tine by

your elusive term nology. Sonetinmes you divide a nman up into two
or three separate personalities, each with authorities,
jurisdictions, and responsibilities of its own, and when he is in
that condition | can't grasp it. Now when _|_ speak of a nman, he

is THE WHOLE THI NG I N ONE, and easy to hold and contenpl ate.

O M That is pleasant and convenient, if true. Wen you

speak of "ny body" who is the "ny"?

YM It is the "ne."

O M The body is a property then, and the Me owns it.

Wio is the Me?



Y.M The Me is THE WHOLE THING it is a comon property; an

undi vi ded ownership, vested in the whole entity.

OM |If the Me admres a rainbow, is it the whole M that

admres it, including the hair, hands, heels, and all?

Y.M Certainly not. It is ny MND that admres it.

OM So YQU divide the Me yourself. Everybody does;

everybody nust. What, then, definitely, is the Me?

Y.M | think it nust consist of just those two parts--

the body and the mnind.

OM You think so? |If you say "I believe the world is round,

who is the "I" that is speaking?

Y.M The m nd.

OM If you say "I grieve for the |oss of ny father,"”

who is the "I"?

Y.M The m nd.

OM Is the nmind exercising an intellectual function when

it examines and accepts the evidence that the world is round?

Y.M Yes.

OM Is it exercising an intellectual function when it

grieves for the loss of your father?

Y.M That is not cerebration, brain-work, it is a matter of FEELI NG



OM Then its source is not in your mind, but in your MORAL territory?

Y.M | have to grant it.

OM Is your mind a part of your PHYSI CAL equi pnent ?

Y.M No. It is independent of it; it is spiritual.

OM Being spiritual, it cannot be affected by physical influences?

O M Does the mind renmain sober with the body is drunk?

Y M Wll--no.

O M There IS a physical effect present, then?

YM It looks like it.

O M A cracked skull has resulted in a crazy nmnd. Wy
should it happen if the mind is spiritual, and | NDEPENDENT of

physi cal influences?

Y M WlIll--1 don't know.

O M When you have a pain in your foot, how do you know it?

Y.M | feel it.

O M But you do not feel it until a nerve reports the hurt

to the brain. Yet the brainis the seat of the mind, is it not?



Y.M | think so.

OM But isn't spiritual enough to | earn what is happening

in the outskirts without the help of the PHYSI CAL nmessenger? You
perceive that the question of who or what the Me is, is not a
sinmple one at all. You say "I admre the rainbow," and "

believe the world is round,” and in these cases we find that the
Me is not speaking, but only the MENTAL part. You say, "I
grieve," and again the Me is not all speaking, but only the MORAL
part. You say the mind is wholly spiritual; then you say "I have
a pain" and find that this time the Me is nmental AND spiritua
conbined. W all use the "I" in this indeterninate fashion

there is no help for it. W imagine a Master and King over what

you call The Whol e Thing, and we speak of himas "I," but when we
try to define himwe find we cannot do it. The intellect and the
feelings can act quite | NDEPENDENTLY of each other; we recognize
that, and we | ook around for a Ruler who is master over both, and
can serve as a DEFI NI TE AND | NDI SPUTABLE "I," and enable us to
know what we nmean and who or what we are tal king about when we
use that pronoun, but we have to give it up and confess that we
cannot find him To ne, Man is a nachine, nade up of nany
mechani sms, the noral and nental ones acting automatically in
accordance with the inpul ses of an interior Master who is built
out of born-tenperanent and an accunul ation of rmultitudi nous

out side influences and trainings; a machi ne whose ONE function is
to secure the spiritual contentnment of the Master, be his desires

good or be they evil; a machine whose WIIl is absolute and nust

be obeyed, and always IS obeyed.

Y.M Maybe the Me is the Soul ?

OM Mybe it is. Wuat is the Soul ?

Y.M | don't know.



O M Neither does any one el se.

The Master Passion

Y.M What is the Master?--or, in comon speech, the

Consci ence? Explainit.

OM It is that nysterious autocrat, |odged in a nman, which
conpels the man to content its desires. It may be called the

Mast er Passi on--the hunger for Self-Approval.

YM \Wereis its seat?

oM In man's noral constitution.

Y.M Are its commands for the man's good?

OM It isindifferent to the man's good; it never concerns

itself about anything but the satisfying of its own desires. It
can be TRAINED to prefer things which will be for the man's good,
but it will prefer themonly because they will content IT better

than ot her things woul d.

Y.M Then even when it is trained to high ideals it is still

| ooki ng out for its own contentnent, and not for the man's good.

OM True. Trained or untrained, it cares nothing for the man's good,

and never concerns itself about it.

Y.M It seens to be an | MMORAL force seated in the man's



noral constitution.

OM It is a COLORLESS force seated in the man's noral constitution
Let us call it an instinct--a blind, unreasoning instinct, which cannot
and does not distinguish between good norals and bad ones, and cares
nothing for results to the man provided its own contentnent be secured;

and it will ALWAYS secure that.

Y.M It seeks nmoney, and it probably considers that that is

an advantage for the man?

OM It is not always seeking noney, it is not always

seeki ng power, nor office, nor any other MATERI AL advantage. In
ALL cases it seeks a SPIRI TUAL contentnent, |let the MEANS be what
they may. |Its desires are deternined by the nan's tenperanent--
and it is lord over that. Tenperanent, Conscience,
Susceptibility, Spiritual Appetite, are, in fact, the sane thing.

Have you ever heard of a person who cared nothing for noney?

Y.M Yes. A scholar who would not |eave his garret and his

books to take a place in a business house at a |arge salary.

OM He had to satisfy his master--that is to say, his tenperanent,
his Spiritual Appetite--and it preferred books to noney. Are there

ot her cases?

Y.M Yes, the hermt.

OM It is a good instance. The hermt endures solitude
hunger, cold, and manifold perils, to content his autocrat, who
prefers these things, and prayer and contenplation, to noney or

to any show or luxury that noney can buy. Are there others?



Y.M Yes. The artist, the poet, the scientist.

O M Their autocrat prefers the deep pl easures of these
occupations, either well paid or ill paid, to any others in the
mar ket, at any price. You REALIZE that the Master Passion--the
contentment of the spirit--concerns itself with nany things
besi des so-called material advantage, material prosperity, cash

and all that?

Y.M I think | nust concede it.

OM | believe you nust. There are perhaps as nmany

Tenperanents that would refuse the burdens and vexations and
distinctions of public office as there are that hunger after
them The one set of Tenperanents seek the contentnment of the
spirit, and that alone; and this is exactly the case with the
other set. Neither set seeks anything BUT the contentnment of the
spirit. If the one is sordid, both are sordid; and equally so,
since the end in viewis precisely the same in both cases. And
in both cases Tenperanment deci des the preference--and Tenperanent

is BORN, not nmde.

Concl usi on

O M You have been taking a holiday?

Y.M Yes; a nountain tranp covering a week. Are you ready to talk?

OM Qite ready. Wat shall we begin with?

Y.M Well, lying abed resting up, two days and nights, |

have thought over all these tal ks, and passed themcarefully in



review Wth this result: that . . . that . . . are you

i ntending to publish your notions about Man sone day?

O M Now and then, in these past twenty years, the Master
inside of me has half-intended to order nme to set themto paper
and publish them Do | have to tell you why the order has

remai ned uni ssued, or can you explain so sinply a thing wthout

my hel p?

Y.M By your doctrine, it is sinplicity itself: outside

i nfluences noved your interior Master to give the order; stronger
outside influences deterred him Wthout the outside influences,
neither of these inpul ses could ever have been born, since a

person's brain is incapable or originating an idea within itself.

OM Correct. Go on

Y.M The matter of publishing or withholding is still in your
Master's hands. |f some day an outside influence shall determni ne

himto publish, he will give the order, and it will be obeyed.

OM That is correct. Well?

Y.M Upon reflection | have arrived at the conviction
that the publication of your doctrines would be harnful

Do you pardon me?

O M Pardon YOU? You have done nothing. You are an

i nstrunment --a speaking-trunpet. Speaking-trunpets are not
responsible for what is said through them Qutside influences--
in the formof |ifelong teachings, trainings, notions,

prejudi ces, and other second-hand inportations--have persuaded
the Master within you that the publication of these doctrines

woul d be harnful. Very well, this is quite natural, and was to



be expected; in fact, was inevitable. Go on; for the sake of
ease and conveni ence, stick to habit: speak in the first person

and tell ne what your Master thinks about it.

Y.M Well, to begin: it is a desolating doctrine; it is

not inspiring, enthusing, uplifting. It takes the glory out of
man, it takes the pride out of him it takes the heroi smout of
him it denies himall personal credit, all applause; it not only
degrades himto a machine, but allows himno control over the
machi ne; makes a nere coffee-m Il of him and neither permits him
to supply the coffee nor turn the crank, his sole and piteously
hunbl e function being to grind coarse or fine, according to his

make, outside inpulses doing the rest.

OM It is correctly stated. Tell me--what do nen adnmire

nost in each other?

Y.M Intellect, courage, nmjesty of build, beauty of
count enance, charity, benevol ence, magnaninmity, Kkindliness,

heroi sm and--and- -

OM | would not go any further. These are ELEMENTALS

Virtue, fortitude, holiness, truthfulness, loyalty, high ideals--
these, and all the related qualities that are nanmed in the

di ctionary, are MADE OF THE ELEMENTALS, by bl endi ngs,

conbi nations, and shadi ngs of the elenentals, just as one nmakes
green by bl ending blue and yellow, and makes several shades and
tints of red by nodifying the elenmental red. There are severa
el emental colors; they are all in the rainbow, out of themwe
manuf acture and nanme fifty shades of them You have naned the
el emental s of the human rai nbow, and al so one BLEND--heroi sm
which is nmade out of courage and nmagnaninmty. Very well, then;

whi ch of these el ements does the possessor of it manufacture for



hinself? 1Is it intellect?

oM Wy?

Y M He is bornwith it.

OM Is it courage?

YM No. Heis bornwith it.

OM Is it nmajesty of build, beauty of countenance?

Y.M No. They are birthrights.

O M Take those others--the elenental noral qualities--
charity, benevol ence, magnanimity, kindliness; fruitful seeds,
out of which spring, through cultivation by outside influences,
all the manifold blends and conbinations of virtues naned in the
dictionaries: does man manufacture any of those seeds, or are

they all born in hinP

Y.M Born in him

O M Wi nmanufactures them then?

O M \Where does the credit of it bel ong?

Y.M To Cod.

OM And the glory of which you spoke, and the appl ause?



Y.M To Cod.

OM Then it is YOU who degrade man. You nake himclaim

glory, praise, flattery, for every val uable thing he possesses--
BORROVED finery, the whole of it; no rag of it earned by hinself,
not a detail of it produced by his own labor. YOU nake man a

hunbug; have | done worse by hin®

Y.M You have nmade a nmachi ne of him

O M Wo devised that cunning and beautiful nmechanism a

man' s hand?

Y.M Cod.

O M Who devised the aw by which it automatically hamrers
out of a piano an el aborate piece of nusic, without error, while

the man is thinking about sonething else, or talking to a friend?

Y.M God.

O M Wo devised the bl ood? Who devised the wonderfu

machi nery which automatically drives its renewing and refreshing
streans through the body, day and night, w thout assistance or
advice fromthe man? Wo devised the nan's nmind, whose nachi nery
wor ks automatically, interests itself in what it pleases,
regardless of its will or desire, labors all night when it likes,
deaf to his appeals for nercy? God devised all these things.

_|I_ have not nade nan a machi ne, God nmade hima machine. | am
merely calling attention to the fact, nothing nore. 1Is it wong

to call attention to the fact? Is it a crinme?

Y.M | think it is wong to EXPOSE a fact when harm can



cone of it.

OM Go on

Y.M Look at the matter as it stands now. Man has been

taught that he is the suprene marvel of the Creation; he believes
it; in all the ages he has never doubted it, whether he was a
naked savage, or clothed in purple and fine linen, and civilized.
This has made his heart buoyant, his life cheery. H's pride in
hinself, his sincere adniration of hinself, his joy in what he
supposed were his own and unassi sted achi evenments, and his

exul tation over the praise and appl ause whi ch they evoked--these
have exalted him enthused him anbitioned himto higher and

hi gher flights; in a word, nade his Iife worth the living. But
by your schene, all this is abolished; he is degraded to a

machi ne, he is a nobody, his noble prides wither to nere
vanities; let himstrive as he may, he can never be any better
than his hunbl est and stupi dest nei ghbor; he woul d never be

cheerful again, his Iife would not be worth the |iving.

OM Youreally think that?

Y.M | certainly do.

O M Have you ever seen ne uncheerful, unhappy.

OM Wll, | _ believe these things. Wy have they not

made nme unhappy?

Y.M Ch, well--tenperament, of course! You never |et THAT

escape from your schene.



OM That is correct. If a man is born with an unhappy
tenperanent, nothing can nmake hi m happy; if he is born with a

happy tenperanment, nothing can nmake hi m unhappy.

Y.M What--not even a degrading and heart-chilling system

of beliefs?

OM Beliefs? Mere beliefs? Mere convictions? They are

powerl ess. They strive in vain against inborn tenperanent.

YM | can't believe that, and | don't.

O M Now you are speaking hastily. It shows that you have
not studiously examined the facts. O all your intimates, which

one is the happiest? 1Isn't it Burgess?

Y.M Easily.

O M And which one is the unhappiest? Henry Adans?

Y.M Wthout a question!

OM | knowthemwell. They are extrenmes, abnormals; their
tenperanents are as opposite as the poles. Their life-histories
are about alike--but look at the results! Their ages are about
the sane--about around fifty. Burgess had al ways been buoyant,
hopef ul , happy; Adans has al ways been cheerl ess, hopel ess,
despondent. As young fellows both tried country journalism-and
failed. Burgess didn't seemto nmind it; Adams couldn't smile, he
could only nmourn and groan over what had happened and torture
himself with vain regrets for not having done so and so instead
of so and so--THEN he woul d have succeeded. They tried the |aw-

and failed. Burgess remmi ned happy--because he couldn't help it.



Adans was wretched--because he couldn't help it. Fromthat day
to this, those two nen have gone on trying things and failing:
Bur gess has cone out happy and cheerful every tine; Adans the
reverse. And we do absolutely know that these men's inborn
tenper anent s have remai ned unchanged through all the vicissitudes
of their material affairs. Let us see howit is with their
imaterials. Both have been zeal ous Denocrats; both have been
zeal ous Republicans; both have been zeal ous Mugwunps. Burgess
has al ways found happi ness and Adans unhappi ness in these severa
political beliefs and in their nigrations out of them Both of
these nen have been Presbyterians, Universalists, Methodists,

Cat holics--then Presbyterians again, then Methodi sts again.
Burgess has always found rest in these excursions, and Adans
unrest. They are trying Christian Science, now, with the
customary result, the inevitable result. No political or
religious belief can make Burgess unhappy or the other man happy.
| assure you it is purely a matter of tenmperament. Beliefs are
ACQUI REMENTS, tenperanents are BORN, beliefs are subject to

change, nothing whatever can change tenperamnent.

Y.M You have instanced extrene tenperanents.

O M Yes, the half-dozen others are nodifications of the
extremes. But the lawis the sane. \Where the tenperanment is
two-thirds happy, or two-thirds unhappy, no political or
religious beliefs can change the proportions. The vast majority
of tenperaments are pretty equally bal anced; the intensities are
absent, and this enables a nation to |earn to accommopdate itself
toits political and religious circunstances and |like them be
satisfied with them at last prefer them Nations do not THI NK
they only FEEL. They get their feelings at second hand through
their tenperanents, not their brains. A nation can be brought--

by force of circunstances, not argunment--to reconcile itself to



ANY KI ND OF GOVERNMENT OR RELI G ON THAT CAN BE DEVI SED; in tine
it will fit itself to the required conditions; later, it wll
prefer themand will fiercely fight for them As instances, you
have all history: the Geeks, the Romans, the Persians, the
Egypti ans, the Russians, the Germans, the French, the English
the Spani ards, the Anericans, the South Anericans, the Japanese,
t he Chinese, the Hi ndus, the Turks--a thousand wild and tanme
religions, every kind of governnent that can be thought of, from
tiger to house-cat, each nation KNONNG it has the only true
religion and the only sane system of government, each despising
all the others, each an ass and not suspecting it, each proud of
its fanci ed supremacy, each perfectly sure it is the pet of God,
each w t hout undoubting confidence sumoning Hmto take conmand
intime of war, each surprised when He goes over to the eneny,
but by habit able to excuse it and resune conplinents--in a word,
t he whol e human race content, always content, persistently
content, indestructibly content, happy, thankful, proud, NO
MATTER WHAT I TS RELIGON IS, NOR WHETHER I TS MASTER BE Tl GER OR
HOUSE- CAT. Am | stating facts? You know |l am |Is the human
race cheerful? You know it is. Considering what it can stand,
and be happy, you do ne too much honor when you think that | _
can place before it a systemof plain cold facts that can take
the cheerfulness out of it. Nothing can do that. Everything has

been tried. Wthout success. | beg you not to be troubl ed.

THE DEATH OF JEAN

The death of Jean C enens occurred early in the norning of

Decenber 24, 1909. M. Cenens was in great stress of mnd when



I first saw him but a few hours later | found himwiting

steadily.

"I amsetting it down," he said, "everything. It is a
relief to me to wite it. It furnishes nme an excuse for
thinking." At intervals during that day and the next | | ooked

in, and usually found himwiting. Then on the evening of the
26t h, when he knew that Jean had been laid to rest in Elmra, he

came to ny roomwi th the nmanuscript in his hand.

"l have finished it," he said; "read it. | can formno
opinion of it nyself. |If you think it worthy, sone day--at the
proper time--it can end ny autobiography. It is the fina

chapter."”

Four nonths later--alnost to the day--(April 21st) he was

with Jean.

Al bert Bi gel ow Pai ne.

Stornfield, Christmas Eve, 11 A.M, 1909

JEAN | S DEAD!

Has any one ever tried to put upon paper all the little
happeni ngs connected with a dear one--happenings of the twenty-
four hours precedi ng the sudden and unexpected death of that dear
one? Wuld a book contain then? Wuld two books contain then?

I think not. They pour into the nind in a flood. They are

little things that have been al ways happeni ng every day, and were



al ways so uni nportant and easily forgettabl e before--but now
Now, how different! how precious they are, now dear, how

unf orgettabl e, how pathetic, how sacred, how clothed with dignity!

Last night Jean, all flushed with splendid health, and | the
same, fromthe whol esone effects of my Bernuda holiday, strolled
hand in hand fromthe dinner-table and sat down in the library
and chatted, and planned, and di scussed, cheerily and happily
(and how unsuspectingly!)--until nine--which is late for us--then

went upstairs, Jean's friendly German dog following. At ny door

Jean said, "I can't kiss you good night, father: | have a cold,
and you could catch it." | bent and kissed her hand. She was
nmoved--1 saw it in her eyes--and she inpulsively kissed ny hand
inreturn. Then with the usual gay "Sleep well, dear!"™ from

bot h, we parted.

At hal f past seven this norning | woke, and heard voices
outside nmy door. | said to nyself, "Jean is starting on her
usual horseback flight to the station for the mail." Then Katy
[1] entered, stood quaking and gasping at ny bedside a nonent,

then found her tongue:

"M SS JEAN | S DEAD! "

Possibly | know now what the soldier feels when a bullet

crashes through his heart.

In her bathroomthere she lay, the fair young creature,

stretched upon the floor and covered with a sheet. And | ooking
so placid, so natural, and as if asleep. W knew what had
happened. She was an epileptic: she had been seized with a
convul sion and heart failure in her bath. The doctor had to cone
several miles. His efforts, like our previous ones, failed to

bring her back to life.



It is noon, now How |ovable she | ooks, how sweet and how
tranquil! It is a noble face, and full of dignity; and that was

a good heart that lies there so still.

In England, thirteen years ago, my wife and I were stabbed

to the heart with a cabl egram which said, "Susy was nercifully
rel eased today." | had to send a Ilike shot to Clara, in Berlin,
this morning. Wth the perenptory addition, "You nust not cone
home." C ara and her husband sailed fromhere on the 11th of
this month. How will Clara bear it? Jean, from her babyhood

was a worshiper of Clara

Four days ago | cane back froma nonth's holiday in Bernuda

in perfected health; but by sone accident the reporters failed to
perceive this. Day before yesterday, letters and tel egrans began
to arrive fromfriends and strangers which indicated that | was
supposed to be dangerously ill. Yesterday Jean begged ne to
explain nmy case through the Associated Press. | said it was not

i mportant enough; but she was distressed and said | must think of
Clara. Clara would see the report in the Gernman papers, and as
she had been nursing her husband day and night for four nonths
[2] and was worn out and feeble, the shock m ght be disastrous.
There was reason in that; so | sent a hunorous paragraph by

tel ephone to the Associated Press denying the "charge" that | was
"dying," and saying "I would not do such a thing at ny time of

life."

Jean was a little troubled, and did not like to see ne treat

the matter so lightly; but | said it was best to treat it so, for
there was nothing serious about it. This norning | sent the
sorrowmful facts of this day's irrenedi able disaster to the

Associated Press. WII both appear in this evening' s papers?--



the one so blithe, the other so tragic?

I lost Susy thirteen years ago; | |ost her nother--her

i nconparable nother!--five and a half years ago; Cara has gone
away to live in Europe; and now | have |ost Jean. How poor | am
who was once so rich! Seven nonths ago M. Roger died--one of
the best friends | ever had, and the nearest perfect, as man and
gentleman, | have yet net anong ny race; within the last six
weeks G | der has passed away, and Laffan--old, old friends of

m ne. Jean lies yonder, | sit here; we are strangers under our
own roof; we kissed hands good-by at this door last night--and it
was forever, we never suspecting it. She lies there, and | sit
here--witing, busying nyself, to keep ny heart from breaking.
How dazzlingly the sunshine is flooding the hills around! It is

i ke a nockery.

Seventy-four years ago twenty-four days ago. Seventy-four

years old yesterday. Wo can estimate ny age today?

| have | ooked upon her again. | wonder | can bear it. She
| ooks just as her nother |ooked when she lay dead in that
Florentine villa so long ago. The sweet placidity of death! it

is nore beautiful than sleep

| saw her nother buried. | said | would never endure that

horror again; that | would never again look into the grave of any
one dear to ne. | have kept to that. They will take Jean from
this house tonorrow, and bear her to Elnmira, New York, where lie

those of us that have been released, but | shall not follow.

Jean was on the dock when the ship cane in, only four days
ago. She was at the door, beam ng a wel conme, when | reached this

house the next evening. W played cards, and she tried to teach



me a new gane called "Mark Twain." W sat chatting cheerily in
the library last night, and she wouldn't let ne ook into the

| oggi a, where she was making Christmas preparations. She said
she woul d finish themin the norning, and then her little French
friend would arrive from New York--the surprise would follow, the
surprise she had been working over for days. Wile she was out
for a moment | disloyally stole a look. The |oggia floor was
clothed with rugs and furnished with chairs and sofas; and the
unconpl eted surprise was there: in the formof a Christmas tree
that was drenched with silver filmin a nost wonderful way; and
on a table was prodigal profusion of bright things which she was
going to hang upon it today. What desecrating hand will ever

bani sh that el oquent unfinished surprise fromthat place? Not
mne, surely. Al these little matters have happened in the | ast
four days. "Little." Yes--THEN. But not now Nothing she said
or thought or did is little now And all the Iavish hunor!--what
is becone of it? It is pathos, now Pathos, and the thought of

it brings tears.

Al'l these little things happened such a few hours ago--and

now she lies yonder. Lies yonder, and cares for nothing any
nmore. Strange--marvel ous--incredible! | have had this
experience before; but it would still be incredible if | had had

it a thousand tines.

"M SS JEAN | S DEAD! "

That is what Katy said. Wen | heard the door open behind
the bed's head without a prelimnary knock, | supposed it was
Jean coming to kiss me good norning, she being the only person

who was used to entering without fornmalities.



And so--

I have been to Jean's parlor. Such a turnmoil of Christnas
presents for servants and friends! They are everywhere; tables,
chairs, sofas, the floor--everything is occupi ed, and over-
occupied. It is nany and nany a year since | have seen the like.
In that ancient day Ms. Cenens and | used to slip softly into
the nursery at mdnight on Christrmas Eve and | ook the array of
presents over. The children were little then. And now here is
Jean's parlor looking just as that nursery used to | ook. The
presents are not | abel ed--the hands are forever idle that woul d
have | abel ed themtoday. Jean's nother always worked herself
down with her Christmas preparations. Jean did the same
yesterday and the preceding days, and the fatigue has cost her
her life. The fatigue caused the convul sion that attacked her

this norning. She had had no attack for nonths.

Jean was so full of life and energy that she was constantly

i s danger of overtaxing her strength. Every norning she was in
the saddl e by hal f past seven, and off to the station for her
mail. She exanmined the letters and | distributed them some to
her, sone to M. Paine, the others to the stenographer and
nmysel f. She di spatched her share and then nounted her horse
again and went around superintendi ng her farmand her poultry the
rest of the day. Sonetinmes she played billiards with ne after

di nner, but she was usually too tired to play, and went early to

bed.

Yesterday afternoon | told her about sone plans | had been
devi sing while absent in Bernuda, to lighten her burdens. W
woul d get a housekeeper; also we would put her share of the

secretary-work into M. Paine's hands.



No- -she wasn't willing. She had been making plans herself.

The matter ended in a conpromise, | submitted. | always did.

She woul dn't audit the bills and let Paine fill out the checks--
she woul d continue to attend to that herself. Also, she would
continue to be housekeeper, and let Katy assist. Al so, she would
continue to answer the letters of personal friends for ne. Such
was the conpronise. Both of us called it by that nane, though

was not able to see where ny form dabl e change had been nmade

However, Jean was pl eased, and that was sufficient for ne.
She was proud of being ny secretary, and | was never able to persuade

her to give up any part of her share in that unlovely work.

In the talk last night | said | found everything going so
snoothly that if she were willing | would go back to Bernuda in
February and get bl essedly out of the clash and turnoil again for
anot her nonth. She was urgent that | should do it, and said that
if I would put off the trip until March she woul d take Katy and
go with ne. W struck hands upon that, and said it was settl ed.

I had a nind to wite to Bernuda by tonorrow s ship and secure a
furni shed house and servants. | neant to wite the letter this

morning. But it will never be witten, now

For she lies yonder, and before her is another journey than that.

Ni ght is closing down; the rimof the sun barely shows above the

sky-line of the hills.

I have been | ooking at that face again that was grow ng dearer
and dearer to ne every day. | was getting acquainted with

Jean in these last nine nonths. She had been long an exile from
hone when she came to us three-quarters of a year ago. She had

been shut up in sanitariuns, many mles fromus. How el oquent



glad and grateful she was to cross her father's threshold again!

Wuld | bring her back to life if I could doit? | would not.

If a word would do it, | would beg for strength to withhold

the word. And | would have the strength; | amsure of it. In
her loss | am al nost bankrupt, and ny life is a bitterness, but |
am content: for she has been enriched with the nost precious of
all gifts--that gift which nakes all other gifts mean and poor--
death. | have never wanted any rel eased friend of nine restored
to life since | reached manhood. | felt in this way when Susy
passed away; and later ny wife, and later M. Rogers. Wen Cara
met ne at the station in New York and told me M. Rogers had died
suddenly that norning, my thought was, OCh, favorite of fortune--
fortunate all his long and lovely life--fortunate to his | atest
monent! The reporters said there were tears of sorrowin ny
eyes. True--but they were for Mg, not for him He had suffered
no loss. All the fortunes he had ever made before were poverty

conpared with this one

Way did | build this house, two years ago? To shelter this

vast enptiness? How foolish | was! But | shall stay init. The
spirits of the dead hallow a house, for ne. It was not so with
other nenbers of the famly. Susy died in the house we built in
Hartford. Ms. Clenmens would never enter it again. But it nade
the house dearer to me. | have entered it once since, when it
was tenantless and silent and forlorn, but to nme it was a holy
pl ace and beautiful. It seened to ne that the spirits of the
dead were all about nme, and woul d speak to ne and wel cone ne if
they could: Livy, and Susy, and George, and Henry Robi nson, and
Charl es Dudl ey Warner. How good and kind they were, and how

|l ovable their lives! In fancy | could see themall again,

could call the children back and hear themronp again wth



Geor ge--that peerless black ex-slave and children's idol who cane
one day--a flitting stranger--to wash wi ndows, and stayed

ei ghteen years. Until he died. Cara and Jean woul d never enter
again the New York hotel which their nother had frequented in
earlier days. They could not bear it. But | shall stay in this
house. It is dearer to nme tonight than ever it was before.
Jean's spirit will nake it beautiful for ne always. Her lonely

and tragic death--but I will not think of that now.

Jean's not her always devoted two or three weeks to Chri st nas
shoppi ng, and was al ways physically exhausted when Christmas Eve
came. Jean was her very own child--she wore herself out present-
hunting in New York these latter days. Paine has just found on
her desk a long list of names--fifty, he thinks--people to whom
she sent presents last night. Apparently she forgot no one. And

Katy found there a roll of bank-notes, for the servants.

Her dog has been wandering about the grounds today,

conradel ess and forlorn. | have seen himfromthe windows. She
got himfrom Germany. He has tall ears and | ooks exactly like a
wol f. He was educated in Gernany, and knows no | anguage but the
German. Jean gave himno orders save in that tongue. And so
when the burglar-alarmnmade a fierce clanor at mdnight a
fortnight ago, the butler, who is French and knows no Ger nan,
tried in vain to interest the dog in the supposed burglar. Jean
wote nme, to Bernuda, about the incident. It was the last letter
I was ever to receive fromher bright head and her conpetent hand

The dog will not be negl ected.

There was never a kinder heart than Jean's. From her
chil dhood up she always spent the nost of her allowance on

charities of one kind or another. After she became secretary and



had her income doubl ed she spent her noney upon these things with

a free hand. Mne too, | amglad and grateful to say.

She was a loyal friend to all aninmals, and she | oved them

all, birds, beasts, and everything--even snakes--an inheritance
fromme. She knew all the birds; she was high up in that lore
She becanme a nenber of various humane societies when she was
still alittle girl--both here and abroad--and she renai ned an
active menber to the last. She founded two or three societies

for the protection of animals, here and in Europe.

She was an enbarrassing secretary, for she fished ny
correspondence out of the waste-basket and answered the |etters.
She thought all letters deserved the courtesy of an answer.

Her not her brought her up in that kindly error

She could wite a good letter, and was swift with her pen
She had but an indifferent ear nusic, but her tongue took to
| anguages with an easy facility. She never allowed her Italian

French, and German to get rusty through neglect.

The tel egrans of synpathy are flowing in, fromfar and w de

now, just as they did in Italy five years and a half ago, when
this child' s nother laid down her blaneless life. They cannot
heal the hurt, but they take away sone of the pain. Wen Jean
and | kissed hands and parted at nmy door last, howlittle did we
i magine that in twenty-two hours the tel egraph would be bringing

words |ike these:

"Fromthe bottom of our hearts we send out synpathy,

dearest of friends."



For many and nany a day to cone, wherever | go in this house,
renmenbrancers of Jean will nutely speak to nme of her. Wo can

count the nunber of thenf

She was in exile two years with the hope of healing her
mal ady--epil epsy. There are no words to express how grateful |
am that she did not neet her fate in the hands of strangers, but

in the loving shelter of her own hone.

"M SS JEAN | S DEAD! "

It is true. Jean is dead.

A nonth ago | was writing bubbling and hilarious articles

for magazi nes yet to appear, and now | amwiting--this.

CHRI STMAS DAY. NOON.--Last night | went to Jean's room at
intervals, and turned back the sheet and | ooked at the peacefu
face, and kissed the cold brow, and renmenbered that heartbreaking
night in Florence so long ago, in that cavernous and silent vast
villa, when | crept downstairs so many tinmes, and turned back a
sheet and | ooked at a face just like this one--Jean's nother's
face--and kissed a brow that was just like this one. And I|ast
night | saw again what | had seen then--that strange and | ovely
mracle--the sweet, soft contours of early mai denhood restored by
the graci ous hand of death! \When Jean's nother |ay dead, all
trace of care, and trouble, and suffering, and the corroding
years had vani shed out of the face, and | was | ooking agai n upon
it as | had known and worshipped it in its young bl oom and beauty

a whol e generation before.

About three in the norning, while wandering about the house



in the deep silences, as one dies in tines |like these, when there
is a dunb sense that sonething has been lost that will never be
found again, yet must be sought, if only for the enploynent the
usel ess seeking gives, | came upon Jean's dog in the hal
downstairs, and noted that he did not spring to greet ne,
according to his hospitable habit, but came slow and sorrowfully;
also | remenbered that he had not visited Jean's apartnent since
the tragedy. Poor fellow, did he know? | think so. Al ways when
Jean was abroad in the open he was with her; always when she was
in the house he was with her, in the night as well as in the day.
Her parlor was his bedroom \henever | happened upon himon the
ground floor he always followed ne about, and when | went
upstairs he went too--in a tumultuous gallop. But nowit was
different: after patting hima little |l went to the library--he
remai ned behind; when | went upstairs he did not follow ne, save
with his wistful eyes. He has wonderful eyes--big, and kind, and
el oquent. He can talk with them He is a beautiful creature,
and is of the breed of the New York police-dogs. | do not |ike
dogs, because they bark when there is no occasion for it; but |
have |iked this one fromthe begi nning, because he bel onged to
Jean, and because he never barks except when there is occasion--

which is not oftener than twi ce a week.

In nmy wanderings | visited Jean's parlor. On a shelf |

found a pile of ny books, and I knew what it neant. She was
waiting for me to cone hone from Bernuda and autograph them then
she woul d send themaway. |If | only knew whom she intended them
for! But | shall never know. | wll keep them Her hand has

touched them-it is an accol ade--they are noble, now

And in a closet she had hidden a surprise for ne--a thing
have often wi shed | owned: a noble big globe. | couldn't see it

for the tears. She will never know the pride | take in it, and



the pleasure. Today the mails are full of |oving remenbrances
for her: full of those old, old kind words she | oved so well,
"Merry Christrmas to Jean!" |f she could only have |ived one day

| onger!!

At | ast she ran out of noney, and would not use mine. So
she sent to one of those New York homes for poor girls all the

cl ot hes she coul d spare--and nore, nost |ikely.

CHRI STMAS NI GHT. - -Thi s afternoon they took her away from her
room As soon as | mght, | went down to the library, and there
she lay, in her coffin, dressed in exactly the sane cl othes she
wor e when she stood at the other end of the same roomon the 6th
of Cctober last, as Clara's chief bridesmaid. Her face was

radi ant with happy excitenent then; it was the sane face now,

with the dignity of death and the peace of God upon it.

They told nme the first nourner to cone was the dog. He cane
uni nvited, and stood up on his hind I egs and rested his fore paws
upon the trestle, and took a last long | ook at the face that was
so dear to him then went his way as silently as he had cone.

HE KNOW&.

At md-afternoon it began to snow. The pity of it--that

Jean could not see it! She so |loved the snow.

The snow continued to fall. At six o'clock the hearse drew
up to the door to bear away its pathetic burden. As they lifted
the casket, Pai ne began playing on the orchestrelle Schubert's

"I npronptu,” which was Jean's favorite. Then he played the
Internezzo; that was for Susy; then he played the Largo; that was

for their nmother. He did this at ny request. Elsewhere in ny



Aut obi ography | have told how the Internmezzo and the Largo cane
to be associated in my heart with Susy and Livy in their |ast

hours in this |ife.

From ny wi ndows | saw the hearse and the carriages w nd

al ong the road and gradually grow vague and spectral in the
falling snow, and presently disappear. Jean was gone out of ny
life, and would not conme back any nmore. Jervis, the cousin she
had played with when they were babi es together--he and her

bel oved ol d Katy--were conducting her to her distant chil dhood
hone, where she will lie by her nother's side once nore, in the

conmpany of Susy and Langdon.

DECEMBER 26TH. The dog cane to see ne at eight o' clock this
nmorning. He was very affectionate, poor orphan! M roomwll be

his quarters hereafter

The stormraged all night. It has raged all the norning.
The snow drives across the | andscape in vast clouds, superb

subl i ne--and Jean not here to see.

2:30 P.M--1t is the time appointed. The funeral has begun

Four hundred miles away, but | can see it all, just as if | were
there. The scene is the library in the Langdon honest ead.
Jean's coffin stands where her nother and | stood, forty years
ago, and were narried; and where Susy's coffin stood thirteen
years ago; where her nother's stood five years and a hal f ago;

and where nmne will stand after a little tine.

FIVE O CLOCK.--1t is all over.



When Clara went away two weeks ago to live in Europe, it was
hard, but | could bear it, for |I had Jean left. | said VE would
be a famly. W said we would be cl ose conrades and happy--j ust
we two. That fair dreamwas in ny nind when Jean net ne at the
steaner |last Monday; it was in nmy mind when she received ne at
the door | ast Tuesday evening. W were together; WE VWERE A

FAM LY! the dream had conme true--oh, precisely true, contentedly,

true, satisfyingly true! and remai ned true two whol e days.

And now? Now Jean is in her grave

In the grave--if | can believe it. God rest her sweet

spirit!

1. Katy Leary, who had been in the service of the Cenens fanly

for twenty-nine years.

2. M. Gabrilowitsch had been operated on for appendicitis.

THE TURNI NG PO NT OF MY LI FE

If | understand the idea, the BAZAR invites several of us to
wite upon the above text. It means the change in ny life's
course which introduced what nust be regarded by me as the nost
| MPORTANT condition of ny career. But it also inplies--wthout

i ntention, perhaps--that that turning-point |ITSELF was the



creator of the new condition. This gives it too nuch

di stinction, too nuch proninence, too nuch credit. It is only
the LAST Iink in a very long chain of turning-points comn ssioned
to produce the cardinal result; it is not any nore inportant than
the hunbl est of its ten thousand predecessors. Each of the ten
thousand did its appointed share, on its appointed date, in
forwardi ng the schene, and they were all necessary; to have |eft
out any one of them woul d have defeated the schene and brought
about SOVE OTHER result. |t know we have a fashion of saying

"such and such an event was the turning-point in my life," but we
shouldn't say it. W should nerely grant that its place as LAST
link in the chain makes it the npost CONSPI CUOUS Iink; in rea

i mportance it has no advantage over any one of its predecessors.

Per haps t he nost cel ebrated turning-point recorded in

hi story was the crossing of the Rubicon. Suetonius says:

Coming up with his troops on the banks of the Rubicon, he

halted for a while, and, revolving in his mnd the inportance of
the step he was on the point of taking, he turned to those about
himand said, "W may still retreat; but if we pass this little

bridge, nothing is left for us but to fight it out in arns.”

This was a stupendously inportant nonment. And all the
incidents, big and little, of Caesar's previous life had been
leading up to it, stage by stage, link by link. This was the
LAST link--merely the last one, and no bigger than the others;
but as we gaze back at it through the inflating msts of our

i magi nation, it |looks as big as the orbit of Neptune.

You, the reader, have a PERSONAL interest in that |ink, and



so have |; so has the rest of the hunan race. It was one of the
links in your life-chain, and it was one of the links in mne.
W may wait, now, with baited breath, while Caesar reflects.

Your fate and nmne are involved in his decision

Wil e he was thus hesitating, the follow ng incident

occurred. A person renmarked for his noble nmien and gracefu
aspect appeared close at hand, sitting and playi ng upon a pipe.
When not only the shepherds, but a nunber of soldiers also,
flocked to listen to him and some trunpeters anong them he
snatched a trunpet fromone of them ran to the river with it,
and, sounding the advance with a piercing blast, crossed to the
other side. Upon this, Caesar exclaimed: "Let us go whither the
onens of the gods and the iniquity of our enem es call up

THE DIE I S CAST."

So he crossed--and changed the future of the whole hunan

race, for all time. But that stranger was a link in Caesar's
Iife-chain, too; and a necessary one. W don't know his nane, we
never hear of himagain; he was very casual; he acts like an

acci dent; but he was no accident, he was there by conpul sion of
H S life-chain, to blowthe electrifying blast that was to nmake
up Caesar's mnd for him and thence go piping down the aisles of

hi story forever.

If the stranger hadn't been there! But he WAS. And Caesar
crossed. Wth such results! Such vast events--each a link in
the HUMAN RACE S |ife-chain; each event producing the next one,
and that one the next one, and so on: the destruction of the
republic; the founding of the enpire; the breaking up of the
enpire; the rise of Christianity upon its ruins; the spread of
the religion to other lands--and so on; link by link took its

appoi nted place at its appointed tine, the discovery of America



bei ng one of them our Revol ution another; the inflow of English
and other immigrants another; their drift westward (my ancestors
anong then) another; the settlement of certain of themin

M ssouri, which resulted in ME. For | was one of the unavoidable
results of the crossing of the Rubicon. |If the stranger, wth
his trunpet blast, had stayed away (which he COULDN T, for he was
the appointed |ink) Caesar woul d not have crossed. Wat woul d
have happened, in that case, we can never guess. W only know
that the things that did happen woul d not have happened. They

m ght have been replaced by equally prodigi ous things, of course,
but their nature and results are beyond our guessing. But the
matter that interests me personally is that I would not be HERE
now, but sonewhere el se; and probably black--there is no telling.
Very well, | amglad he crossed. And very really and thankfully

gl ad, too, though I never cared anything about it before.

To ne, the nost inportant feature of ny life is its literary
feature. | have been professionally literary something nore than
forty years. There have been many turning-points in ny life, but
the one that was the link in the chain appointed to conduct ne to
the literary guild is the nost CONSPI CUOUS Iink in that chain.
BECAUSE it was the last one. It was not any nore inportant than
its predecessors. Al the other |inks have an inconspicuous

| ook, except the crossing of the Rubicon; but as factors in
making ne literary they are all of the one size, the crossing of

t he Rubi con i ncl uded.

I know how | cane to be literary, and | will tell the steps

that lead up to it and brought it about.



The crossing of the Rubicon was not the first one, it was

hardly even a recent one; | should have to go back ages before
Caesar's day to find the first one. To save space | will go back
only a couple of generations and start with an incident of ny
boyhood. Wen | was twelve and a half years old, my father died.
It was in the spring. The sunmer cane, and brought with it an
epidemic of nmeasles. For a tine a child died al nost every day.
The village was paralyzed with fright, distress, despair.
Children that were not snitten with the di sease were inprisoned
in their hones to save themfromthe infection. |In the hones
there were no cheerful faces, there was no nusic, there was no
singi ng but of solem hyms, no voice but of prayer, no ronping
was al |l owed, no noise, no laughter, the famly noved spectrally
about on tiptoe, in a ghostly hush. | was a prisoner. M soul
was steeped in this awful dreariness--and in fear. At sone tine
or other every day and every night a sudden shiver shook ne to
the marrow, and | said to nyself, "There, I've got it! and

shall die." Life on these mserable terns was not worth |iving,
and at last | nade up ny nind to get the di sease and have it
over, one way or the other. | escaped fromthe house and went to
the house of a nei ghbor where a playmate of mine was very il

with the nalady. When the chance offered | crept into his room
and got into bed with him | was discovered by his nother and
sent back into captivity. But | had the disease; they could not
take that fromnme. | cane near to dying. The whole village was
i nterested, and anxi ous, and sent for news of ne every day; and
not only once a day, but several tines. Everybody believed
woul d die; but on the fourteenth day a change came for the worse

and t hey were di sappoi nt ed.

This was a turning-point of ny life. (Link nunber one.)
For when | got well ny nother closed ny school career and

apprenticed ne to a printer. She was tired of trying to keep ne



out of mschief, and the adventure of the neasles decided her to

put ne into nore masterful hands than hers.

| became a printer, and began to add one link after another

to the chain which was to lead ne into the literary profession
A long road, but | could not know that; and as |I did not know
what its goal was, or even that it had one, | was indifferent.

Al so cont ent ed.

A young printer wanders around a good deal, seeking and

finding work; and seeking again, when necessity conmands. N B
Necessity is a Cl RCUMSTANCE;, Circunstance is man's naster--and
when Circunstance commands, he nust obey; he nay argue the
matter--that is his privilege, just as it is the honorable
privilege of a falling body to argue with the attraction of
gravitation--but it won't do any good, he nust OBEY. | wandered
for ten years, under the guidance and dictatorship of
Crcunstance, and finally arrived in a city of lowa, where

wor ked several nonths. Anmong the books that interested ne in
those days was one about the Amazon. The traveler told an
alluring tale of his long voyage up the great river fromPara to
the sources of the Madeira, through the heart of an enchanted
land, a land wastefully rich in tropical wonders, a ronmantic |and
where all the birds and flowers and aninmals were of the nuseum
varieties, and where the alligator and the crocodile and the
nonkey seemed as nuch at hone as if they were in the Zoo. Also,
he told an astonishing tale about COCA, a vegetable product of

m racul ous powers, asserting that it was so nourishing and so
strength-giving that the native of the nountains of the Madeira
region would tranmp up hill and down all day on a pinch of

powdered coca and require no other sustenance.

I was fired with a longing to ascend the Anmazon. Also with



a longing to open up a trade in coca with all the world. During
months | dreamed that dream and tried to contrive ways to get to
Para and spring that splendid enterprise upon an unsuspecting
planet. But all in vain. A person may PLAN as nuch as he wants
to, but nothing of consequence is likely to come of it until the
magi ci an Cl RCUMSTANCE steps in and takes the matter off his
hands. At last Circunstance cane to ny help. It was in this
way. Circunstance, to help or hurt another man, nmade him|l ose a
fifty-dollar bill in the street; and to help or hurt me, nmade ne
find it. | advertised the find, and left for the Amazon the sane

day. This was another turning-point, another |ink

Coul d Gircunstance have ordered another dweller in that town

to go to the Anmazon and open up a world-trade in coca on a fifty-
dol I ar basis and been obeyed? No, | was the only one. There
were other fools there--shoals and shoals of them-but they were

not of ny kind. | was the only one of ny kind.

Crcunstance is powerful, but it cannot work alone; it has

to have a partner. |Its partner is man's TEMPERAMENT--hi s natura

di sposition. H's tenperanent is not his invention, it is BORN in
him and he has no authority over it, neither is he responsible

for its acts. He cannot change it, nothing can change it,

not hing can nodify it--except tenporarily. But it won't stay

nmodi fied. It is permanent, |like the color of the man's eyes and

the shape of his ears. Blue eyes are gray in certain unusual lights;

but they resume their natural color when that stress is renoved

A Circunstance that will coerce one man will have no effect
upon a nman of a different tenperanent. |f G rcunstance had
thrown the bank-note in Caesar's way, his tenperanment woul d not
have made himstart for the Amazon. Hi s tenperanment woul d have

conpelled himto do sonething with the noney, but not that. It



m ght have rmade hi m advertise the note--and WAIT. W can't tell
Al'so, it mght have made himgo to New York and buy into the
Governnent, with results that would | eave Tweed nothing to | earn

when it came his turn.

Very well, Circunstance furnished the capital, and ny
tenperanment told me what to do with it. Sometines a tenperanent
is an ass. Wen that is the case of the owner of it is an ass,
too, and is going to remain one. Training, experience,
association, can tenporarily so polish him inprove him exalt
himthat people will think he is a mule, but they will be

nm staken. Artificially he IS a nule, for the tinme being, but at

bottom he is an ass yet, and will remain one.

By tenperanent | was the kind of person that DCES things

Does them and reflects afterward. So | started for the Amazon
wi thout reflecting and wi thout asking any questions. That was
more than fifty years ago. In all that time nmy tenperanment has
not changed, by even a shade. | have been puni shed nany and nany
atine, and bitterly, for doing things and reflecting afterward,
but these tortures have been of no value to nme; | still do the
thi ng commanded by Circunstance and Tenperanent, and reflect
afterward. Al ways violently. Wen | amreflecting, on these

occasi ons, even deaf persons can hear ne think

I went by the way of Cincinnati, and down the Chio and

M ssissippi. M idea was to take ship, at New Ol eans, for Para.
In New Orleans | inquired, and found there was no ship | eaving
for Para. Also, that there never had BEEN one | eaving for Para.

I reflected. A policenan cane and asked ne what | was doing, and
I told him He nade ne nove on, and said if he caught ne

reflecting in the public street again he would run ne in.



After a few days | was out of noney. Then Circunstance
arrived, with another turning-point of nmy life--a newlink. On
my way down, | had nmade the acquai ntance of a pilot. | begged

himto teach me the river, and he consented. | becane a pilot.

By and by Circunstance cane agai n--introducing the G vi
War, this time, in order to push nme ahead another stage or two
toward the literary profession. The boats stopped running, ny

I'ivelihood was gone.

Circunstance cane to the rescue with a new turning-point and
a fresh link. M/ brother was appointed secretary to the new
Territory of Nevada, and he invited me to go with himand help

himin his office. | accepted.

In Nevada, Circunstance furnished nme the silver fever and

went into the nmines to make a fortune, as | supposed; but that
was not the idea. The idea was to advance nme another step toward
literature. For anusenent | scribbled things for the Virginia
City ENTERPRISE. One isn't a printer ten years w thout setting
up acres of good and bad literature, and | earning--unconsciously
at first, consciously later--to discrininate between the two,
within his nental linmitations; and nmeantinme he is unconsciously
acquiring what is called a "style.” One of nmy efforts attracted

attention, and the ENTERPRI SE sent for ne and put ne on its staff.

And so | becane a journalist--another link. By and by G rcunstance
and the Sacramento UNION sent ne to the Sandw ch Islands for five
or six months, to wite up sugar. | didit; and threwin a good
deal of extraneous matter that hadn't anything to do with sugar

But it was this extraneous matter that hel ped me to another |ink

It made nme notorious, and San Francisco invited ne to | ecture.

VWhich | did. And profitably. | had long had a desire to trave



and see the world, and now Circunstance had nost kindly and
unexpectedly hurled ne upon the platformand furnished me the neans.

So | joined the "Quaker City Excursion."

When | returned to Anerica, Circunstance was waiting on the pier--
with the LAST Iink--the conspicuous, the consummating, the
victorious link: | was asked to WRITE A BOOX, and | did it, and
called it THE | NNOCENTS ABROAD. Thus | becane at |ast a nmenber

of the literary guild. That was forty-two years ago, and | have
been a nenber ever since. Leaving the Rubicon incident away back
where it belongs, | can say with truth that the reason | amin
the literary profession is because | had the neasles when | was

twel ve years ol d.

Now what interests me, as regards these details, is not the
details thensel ves, but the fact that none of them was foreseen
by nme, none of themwas planned by nme, | was the author of none
of them Circunstance, working in harness with ny tenperanent,
created themall and compelled themall. | often offered help,
and with the best intentions, but it was rejected--as a rule,
uncourteously. | could never plan a thing and get it to cone out
the way |I planned it. It canme out sone other way--sone way | had

not counted upon

And so | do not admire the hunman being--as an intellectua

marvel --as much as | did when | was young, and got hi mout of
books, and did not know him personally. Wen | used to read that
such and such a general did a certain brilliant thing, | believed
it. Wereas it was not so. Circunstance did it by help of his

tenperanment. The circunstances would have failed of effect with



a general of another tenperament: he night see the chance, but

| ose the advantage by being by nature too slow or too quick or
too doubtful. Once General Grant was asked a question about a
matt er whi ch had been nmuch debated by the public and the
newspapers; he answered the question w thout any hesitancy.
"CGeneral, who planned the the march through Georgi a?" "The
eneny!" He added that the eneny usually nmakes your plans for
you. He neant that the eneny by neglect or through force of

ci rcunst ances | eaves an opening for you, and you see your chance

and take advantage of it.

Circunstances do the planning for us all, no doubt, by help

of our tenperanents. | see no great difference between a man and
a watch, except that the man is conscious and the watch isn't,
and the man TRIES to plan things and the watch doesn't. The

wat ch doesn't wind itself and doesn't regulate itself--these
things are done exteriorly. Qutside influences, outside
circunstances, wind the MAN and regulate him Left to hinself,
he wouldn't get regulated at all, and the sort of time he would
keep woul d not be valuable. Sone rare nen are wonderful watches,
with gold case, conpensation balance, and all those things, and
some nmen are only sinple and sweet and humble Waterburys. | ama

Waterbury. A VWaterbury of that kind, sone say.

A nation is only an individual multiplied. It makes plans

and Circunstances cones and upsets them-or enlarges them Sone
patriots throw the tea overboard; sone other patriots destroy a
Bastille. The PLANS stop there; then G rcunstance comes in,

qui te unexpectedly, and turns these nodest riots into a revolution

And there was poor Col unmbus. He elaborated a deep plan to
find a newroute to an old country. Circunstance revised his

plan for him and he found a new WORLD. And HE gets the credit



of it tothis day. He hadn't anything to do with it.

Necessarily the scene of the real turning-point of ny life

(and of yours) was the Garden of Eden. It was there that the
first link was forged of the chain that was ultimately to lead to
the enptying of ne into the literary guild. Adam s TEMPERAMENT
was the first comuand the Deity ever issued to a human being on
this planet. And it was the only command Adam woul d NEVER be
able to disobey. It said, "Be weak, be water, be characterl ess,
be cheaply persuadable." The latter command, to let the fruit

al one, was certain to be disobeyed. Not by Adam hi nself, but by
hi s TEMPERAMENT- - whi ch he did not create and had no authority
over. For the TEMPERAMENT is the man; the thing tricked out with
cl othes and naned Man is nerely its Shadow, nothing nore. The

|l aw of the tiger's tenperanment is, Thou shalt kill; the | aw of
the sheep's tenperanment is Thou shalt not kill. To issue later
commands requiring the tiger to let the fat stranger al one, and
requiring the sheep to inbue its hands in the blood of the lion
is not worth while, for those commands CAN T be obeyed. They
would invite to violations of the | aw of TEMPERAMENT, which is
suprene, and take precedence of all other authorities. | cannot
hel p feeling disappointed in Adam and Eve. That is, in their
tenperanments. Not in THEM poor hel pl ess young creatures--
afflicted with tenperanents nade out of butter; which butter was
commanded to get into contact with fire and BE MELTED. \What |
cannot help wishing is, that Adam had been postponed, and Martin
Luther and Joan of Arc put in their place--that splendid pair

equi pped with tenperanments not made of butter, but of asbestos.
By neither sugary persuasions nor by hell fire could Satan have
beguiled THEMto eat the apple. There woul d have been results!
I ndeed, yes. The apple would be intact today; there would be no
human race; there would be no YOU, there would be no ME. And the

old, old creation-dawn schene of ultimately |launching me into the



literary guild would have been def eated

HOW TO MAKE HI STORY DATES STI CK

These chapters are for children, and | shall try to make the
words | arge enough to conmand respect. |In the hope that you are
listening, and that you have confidence in ne, | will proceed.
Dates are difficult things to acquire; and after they are
acquired it is difficult to keep themin the head. But they are
very valuable. They are like the cattle-pens of a ranch--they
shut in the several brands of historical cattle, each withinits
own fence, and keep themfromgetting nixed together. Dates are
hard to renenber because they consist of figures; figures are
nmonot onously unstriking in appearance, and they don't take hold,
they formno pictures, and so they give the eye no chance to
hel p. Pictures are the thing. Pictures can nake dates stick
They can make nearly anything stick--particularly IF YOU MAKE THE
Pl CTURES YOURSELF. Indeed, that is the great point--make the

pi ctures YOURSELF. | know about this fromexperience. Thirty
years ago | was delivering a nenorized | ecture every night, and
every night | had to help nyself with a page of notes to keep
fromgetting nyself nmixed. The notes consisted of begi nnings of
sentences, and were eleven in nunber, and they ran sonmething |like

this:

"I'N THAT REG ON THE WEATHER- -"

"AT THAT TIME IT WAS A CUSTOM -"

"BUT I N CALI FORNI A ONE NEVER HEARD- - "



El even of them They initialed the brief divisions of the

| ecture and protected nme agai nst skipping. But they all | ooked
about alike on the page; they formed no picture; | had them by
heart, but | could never with certainty renmenber the order of
their succession; therefore | always had to keep those notes by
me and | ook at themevery little while. Once | mislaid them you
will not be able to imagine the terrors of that evening. | now
saw that | nust invent some other protection. So | got ten of
the initial letters by heart in their proper order--1, A B, and
so on--and | went on the platformthe next night with these
marked in ink on ny ten finger-nails. But it didn't answer. |
kept track of the figures for a while; then | lost it, and after
that | was never quite sure which finger | had used last. |
couldn't lick off a letter after using it, for while that would
have made success certain it also would have provoked too nuch
curiosity. There was curiosity enough without that. To the

audi ence | seened nore interested in ny fingernails than | was in
my subject; one or two persons asked ne afterward what was the

matter with ny hands.

It was now that the idea of pictures occurred to ne; then ny
troubl es passed away. |In two minutes | nade six pictures with a
pen, and they did the work of the eleven catch-sentences, and did
it perfectly. | threw the pictures away as soon as they were
made, for | was sure | could shut nmy eyes and see them any tine.
That was a quarter of a century ago; the |lecture vani shed out of
my head nore than twenty years ago, but | would rewite it from

the pictures--for they remain. Here are three of them (Fig. 1).

The first one is a haystack--below it a rattlesnake--and it
told me where to begin to talk ranch-life in Carson Valley. The

second one told nme where to begin the talk about a strange and



violent wind that used to burst upon Carson City fromthe Sierra
Nevadas every afternoon at two o' clock and try to bl ow the town
away. The third picture, as you easily perceive, is |ightning;
its duty was to remind ne when it was time to begin to talk about
San Franci sco weat her, where there IS no |ightning--nor thunder,

either--and it never failed ne.

I will give you a valuable hint. Wen a man is naking a

speech and you are to follow himdon't jot down notes to speak
from jot dowmn PICTURES. It is awkward and enbarrassing to have
to keep referring to notes; and besides it breaks up your speech
and nakes it ragged and non-coherent; but you can tear up your

pi ctures as soon as you have made them-they will stay fresh and
strong in your nmenory in the order and sequence in which you
scratched them down. And many will adnire to see what a good
menory you are furnished with, when perhaps your nenory is not

any better than m ne.

Si xt een years ago when ny children were little creatures the
governess was trying to hamer some prinmer histories into their
heads. Part of this fun--if you like to call it that--consisted
in the nenorizing of the accession dates of the thirty-seven

per sonages who had rul ed Engl and fromthe Conqueror down. These

little people found it a bitter, hard contract. 1t was al
dates, and all |ooked alike, and they wouldn't stick. Day after
day of the summer vacation dribbled by, and still the kings held

the fort; the children couldn't conquer any six of them

Wth ny lecture experience in mnd | was aware that | could

i nvent some way out of the trouble with pictures, but | hoped a
way coul d be found which would let themronp in the open air
while they learned the kings. | found it, and they mastered

all the nonarchs in a day or two.



The idea was to nake them SEE the reigns with their eyes;

that would be a large help. W were at the farmthen. Fromthe
house- porch the grounds sl oped gradually down to the | ower fence
and rose on the right to the high ground where ny snall work-den
stood. A carriage-road wound through the grounds and up the
hill. | staked it out with the English nonarchs, beginning with
the Conqueror, and you could stand on the porch and clearly see
every reign and its length, fromthe Conquest down to Victoria,
then in the forty-sixth year of her reign--El GHT HUNDRED AND

SEVENTEEN YEARS OF English history under your eye at once!

English history was an unusually live topic in Anerica just

then. The world had suddenly realized that while it was not
noticing the Queen had passed Henry VIII., passed Henry VI. and
El i zabeth, and gaining in | ength every day. Her reign had
entered the list of the long ones; everybody was interested now -
it was watching a race. Wuld she pass the |ong Edward? There
was a possibility of it. Wuld she pass the |ong Henry?

Doubt ful , nost people said. The long George? |npossible!l
Everybody said it. But we have lived to see her | eave himtwo

years behi nd.

I neasured off 817 feet of the roadway, a foot representing

a year, and at the beginning and end of each reign | drove a
three-foot white-pine stake in the turf by the roadside and wote
the nane and dates on it. Abreast the middle of the porch-front
stood a great granite fl ower-vase overflowing with a cataract of
bright-yellow flowers--1 can't think of their name. The vase of
Wl liamthe Conqueror. W put his nane on it and his accession
date, 1066. W started fromthat and neasured off twenty-one
feet of the road, and drove WIlliam Rufus's state; then thirteen

feet and drove the first Henry's stake; then thirty-five feet and



drove Stephen's; then nineteen feet, which brought us just past
the sunmer-house on the left; then we staked out thirty-five,
ten, and seventeen for the second Henry and Ri chard and John
turned the curve and entered upon just what was needed for Henry
I1l.--a level, straight stretch of fifty-six feet of road w thout
acrinkleinit. And it lay exactly in front of the house, in
the middle of the grounds. There couldn't have been a better

pl ace for that long reign; you could stand on the porch and see

those two wi de-apart stakes alnbst with your eyes shut. (Fig. 2.)

That isn't the shape of the road--1 have bunched it up |ike

that to save room The road had sone great curves in it, but
their gradual sweep was such that they were no mar to history.

No, in our road one could tell at a glance who was who by the size

of the vacancy between stakes--with LOCALITY to help, of course.

Al though | am away off here in a Swedish village [1] and

those stakes did not stand till the snow cane, | can see them
today as plainly as ever; and whenever | think of an English
nmonarch his stakes rise before ne of their own accord and

notice the large or small space which he takes up on our road.
Are your kings spaced off in your mnd? Wen you think of
Richard Il1l. and of James Il. do the durations of their reigns
seem about alike to you? It isn't so to nme; | always notice that
there's a foot's difference. Wen you think of Henry IIl. do you
see a great long stretch of straight road? | do; and just at the
end where it joins on to Edward I. | always see a snmall pear-bush
with its green fruit hanging down. Wen | think of the
Conmonweal th | see a shady little group of these small saplings
which we called the oak parlor; when I think of George Ill. | see
himstretching up the hill, part of himoccupied by a flight of
stone steps; and | can |l ocate Stephen to an i nch when he cones

into nmy mind, for he just filled the stretch which went by the



sunmer - house. Victoria's reign reached al nost to ny study door
on the first little sunmt; there' s sixteen feet to be added now
| believe that that would carry it to a big pine-tree that was

shattered by some |ightning one sutmer when it was trying to hit rmne.

We got a good deal of fun out of the history road; and

exercise, too. W trotted the course fromthe conqueror to the
study, the children calling out the nanes, dates, and | ength of
reigns as we passed the stakes, going a good gait along the Iong
reigns, but slow ng down when we cane upon people |like Mary and
Edward VI., and the short Stuart and Pl antagenet, to give tine to
get in the statistics. | offered prizes, too--apples. | threw
one as far as | could send it, and the child that first shouted

the reign it fell in got the apple.

The children were encouraged to stop |ocating things as
being "over by the arbor,” or "in the oak parlor," or "up at the

stone steps,"” and say instead that the things were in Stephen, or
in the Coomonwealth, or in George IIl. They got the habit
without trouble. To have the long road mapped out w th such
exactness was a great boon for me, for | had the habit of |eaving
books and other articles |ying around everywhere, and had not
previously been able to definitely nanme the place, and so had
often been obliged to go to fetch themnyself, to save time and

failure; but now !l could nane the reign | left themin, and send

the children

Next | thought | would nmeasure off the French reigns, and

peg them al ongsi de the English ones, so that we could al ways have
cont enpor aneous French history under our eyes as we went our
Engli sh rounds. W pegged them down to the Hundred Years' War
then threw the idea aside, | do not now renenber why. After that

we nade the English pegs fence in European and Anmerican history



as well as English, and that answered very well. English and
alien poets, statesnen, artists, heroes, battles, plagues,
catacl ysnms, revol utions--we shoveled themall into the English
fences according to their dates. Do you understand? W gave
Washington's birth to George I1.'s pegs and his death to George
Ill."s; George Il. got the Lisbon earthquake and George IIl. the
Decl aration of |ndependence. Coethe, Shakespeare, Napol eon
Savonarol a, Joan of Arc, the French Revolution, the Edict of
Nantes, Cive, Wllington, Waterl oo, Plassey, Patay, Cowpens,
Saratoga, the Battle of the Boyne, the invention of the

| ogarithms, the mcroscope, the steam engine, the tel egraph--
anyt hing and everything all over the world--we dunped it al

in anong the English pegs according to it date and regardl ess

of its nationality.

If the road-peggi ng schenme had not succeeded | should have

| odged the kings in the children's heads by neans of pictures--
that is, | should have tried. It night have failed, for the
pictures could only be effective WHEN MADE BY THE PUPIL; not the
master, for it is the work put upon the drawi ng that makes the
drawi ng stay in the nenory, and ny children were too little to make
drawi ngs at that tine. And, besides, they had no talent for art,

which is strange, for in other ways they are |ike ne.

But | will develop the picture plan now, hoping that you will

be able to use it. It will conme good for indoors when the

weat her is bad and one cannot go outside and peg a road. Let us
i magi ne that the kings are a procession, and that they have cone
out of the Ark and down Ararat for exercise and are now starting
back again up the zigzag road. This will bring several of them
into view at once, and each zigzag will represent the | ength of

a king's reign.



And so on. You will have plenty of space, for by ny project
you will use the parlor wall. You do not mark on the wall; that
woul d cause trouble. You only attach bits of paper to it wth

pi ns or thunb-tacks. These will |eave no mark.

Take your pen now, and twenty-one pieces of white paper

each two inches square, and we will do the twenty-one years of
the Conqueror's reign. On each square draw a picture of a whale
and wite the dates and termof service. W choose the whale for
several reasons: its name and Wlliams begin with the sane
letter; it is the biggest fish that swins, and Wlliamis the
nost conspi cuous figure in English history in the way of a

| andmark; finally, a whale is about the easiest thing to draw.

By the tinme you have drawn twenty-one wales and witten "WIIiam
|.--1066-1087--twenty-one years" twenty-one times, those details
will be your property; you cannot dislodge them from your nenory

with anything but dynamite. | will nake a sanple for you to copy:

(Fig. 3).

I have got his chin up too high, but that is no matter; he

is looking for Harold. It may be that a whale hasn't that fin up
there on his back, but | do not renenber; and so, since there is
a doubt, it is best to err on the safe side. He |ooks better

anyway, than he would without it.

Be very careful and ATTENTI VE while you are drawi ng your

first whale fromny sanple and witing the word and figures under
it, so that you will not need to copy the sanple any nore.
Conpare your copy with the sanmple; exam ne closely; if you find
you have got everything right and can shut your eyes and see the
picture and call the words and figures, then turn the sanple and
copy upside down and nmeke the next copy from nenory; and al so the

next and next, and so on, always drawing and witing from nenory



until you have finished the whole twenty-one. This will take you
twenty minutes, or thirty, and by that tinme you will find that
you can nake a whale in less time than an unpracticed person can
make a sardine; also, up to the time you die you will always be
able to furnish Wllianls dates to any ignorant person that

inquires after them

You will now take thirteen pieces of BLUE paper, each two

i nches square, and do Wlliamll. (Fig. 4.)

Make him spout his water forward instead of backward; also

make himsmall, and stick a harpoon in himand give himthat sick
|l ook in the eye. Oherw se you mght seemto be continuing the
other Wlliam and that would be confusing and a danage. It is
quite right to make himsmall; he was only about a No. 11 whal e,
or along there sonewhere; there wasn't roomin himfor his
father's great spirit. The barb of that harpoon ought not to
show |i ke that, because it is down inside the whale and ought to
be out of sight, but it cannot be helped; if the barb were
renoved people would think some one had stuck a whip-stock into
the whale. It is best to |leave the barb the way it is, then
every one will know it is a harpoon and attending to business.
Renenber--draw fromthe copy only once; make your other twelve

and the inscription from nenory.

Now the truth is that whenever you have copied a picture and

its inscription once fromnmny sanple and two or three tinmes from
menory the details will stay with you and be hard to forget.
After that, if you like, you may make merely the whale's HEAD and
WATER- SPOUT for the Conqueror till you end his reign, each tine
SAYING the inscription in place of witing it; and in the case of
WlliamIl. make the HARPOON al one, and say over the inscription

each time you do it. You see, it will take nearly twi ce as |ong



to do the first set as it will to do the second, and that wll

gi ve you a marked sense of the difference in length of the two reigns.

Next do Henry |I. on thirty-five squares of RED paper

(Fig. 5.)

That is a hen, and suggests Henry by furnishing the first syllable.
When you have repeated the hen and the inscription until you are
perfectly sure of them draw nmerely the hen's head the rest of the

thirty-five times, saying over the inscription each tinme. Thus:

(Fig. 6).

You begin to understand how how this procession is going to

| ook when it is on the wall. First there will be the Conqueror's
twenty-one whal es and water-spouts, the twenty-one white squares
joined to one another and making a white stripe three and one-
half feet long; the thirteen blue squares of Wlliamll. will be
joined to that--a blue stripe two feet, two inches |ong, followed
by Henry's red stripe five feet, ten inches long, and so on. The
colored divisions will smartly show to the eye the difference in
the length of the reigns and i npress the proportions on the

menory and the understanding. (Fig. 7.)

St ephen of Blois cones next. He requires nineteen two-inch

squares of YELLOW paper. (Fig. 8.)

That is a steer. The sound suggests the begi nni ng of

Stephen's nane. | choose it for that reason. | can nmake a
better steer than that when | amnot excited. But this one wll
do. It is a good-enough steer for history. The tail is

defective, but it only wants strai ghtening out.

Next conmes Henry II. Gve himthirty-five squares of RED paper



These hens nust face west, like the fornmer ones. (Fig. 9.)

This hen differs fromthe other one. He is on his way to

i nqui re what has been happening in Canterbury.

How we arrive at Richard |I., called Richard of the Lion-
heart because he was a brave fighter and was never so contented
as when he was | eadi ng crusades in Pal estine and negl ecting his

affairs at home. Gve himten squares of WH TE paper. (Fig. 10).

That is alion. H s office is to remnd you of the lion-
hearted Richard. There is something the matter with his | egs,
but I do not quite know what it is, they do not seemright.

I think the hind ones are the nost unsatisfactory; the front
ones are well enough, though it would be better if they were

rights and lefts.

Next conmes King John, and he was a poor circunstance.
He was called Lackland. He gave his realmto the Pope.

Let hi m have seventeen squares of YELLOW paper. (Fig. 11.)

That creature is a janboree. It looks like a trademark, but
that is only an accident and not intentional. It is prehistoric
and extinct. It used to roamthe earth in the Ad Silurian

times, and lay eggs and catch fish and clinb trees and |ive on
fossils; for it was of a mixed breed, which was the fashion then
It was very fierce, and the Add Silurians were afraid of it, but
this is a tame one. Physically it has no representative now, but
its mnd has been transmtted. First | drewit sitting down, but
have turned it the other way now because | think it | ooks nore
attractive and spirited when one end of it is galloping. | |ove
to think that in this attitude it gives us a pleasant idea of
John coning all in a happy excitenent to see what the barons have

been arranging for himat Runnynmede, while the other one gives us



an idea of himsitting down to wing his hands and grieve over it.

We now conme to Henry I11l.; RED squares again, of course--
fifty-six of them W nust nmake all the Henrys the same col or
it will make their long reigns show up handsonely on the wall.
Anmong all the eight Henrys there were but two short ones. A

| ucky name, as far as longevity goes. The reigns of six of the

Henrys cover 227 years. |t might have been well to nanme all the
royal princes Henry, but this was overlooked until it was too |ate.
(Fig. 12.)

This is the best one yet. He is on his way (1265) to have a

| ook at the first House of Commons in English history. It was a

nmonunent al event, the situation in the House, and was the second

great liberty | andmark which the century had set up. | have nade

Henry | ooking gl ad, but this was not intentional

Edward |. cones next; LI GHT-BROM paper, thirty-five squares.
(Fig. 13.)

That is an editor. He is trying to think of a word. He

props his feet on a chair, which is the editor's way; then he can
think better. | do not care nuch for this one; his ears are not
alike; still, editor suggests the sound of Edward, and he will

do. | could rmake himbetter if | had a nodel, but | made this
one fromnenory. But is no particular matter; they all | ook
al i ke, anyway. They are conceited and troubl esone, and don't pay
enough. Edward was the first really English king that had yet
occupied the throne. The editor in the picture probably | ooks
just as Edward | ooked when it was first borne in upon himthat
this was so. His whole attitude expressed gratification and

pride mxed with stupefaction and astoni shnent.



Edward 1. now, twenty BLUE squares. (Fig. 14.)

Anot her editor. That thing behind his ear is his pencil.

Whenever he finds a bright thing in your manuscript he strikes it
out with that. That does hi mgood, and makes himsmle and show
his teeth, the way he is doing in the picture. This one has just
been striking out a smart thing, and now he is sitting there with
his thunbs in his vest-holes, gloating. They are full of envy
and nalice, editors are. This picture will serve to remnd you
that Edward Il. was the first English king who was DEPOSED. Upon
demand, he signed his deposition hinself. He had found kingship
a nost aggravating and di sagreeabl e occupation, and you can see
by the ook of himthat he is glad he resigned. He has put his
bl ue pencil up for good now. He had struck out many a good t hing

with it in his tine.

Edward I11. next; fifty RED squares. (Fig. 15.)

This editor is a critic. He has pulled out his carving-

knife and his tomahawk and is starting after a book which he is
going to have for breakfast. This one's arns are put on w ong.

| did not notice it at first, but | see it now. Sonehow he has
got his right armon his left shoulder, and his left armon his
right shoulder, and this shows us the back of his hands in both
instances. It nakes himleft-handed all around, which is a thing
whi ch has never happened before, except perhaps in a nuseum

That is the way with art, when it is not acquired but born to
you: you start in to nmake sone sinple little thing, not
suspecting that your genius is beginning to work and swell and
strain in secret, and all of a sudden there is a convul sion and
you fetch out sonething astonishing. This is called inspiration
It is an accident; you never know when it is coming. | mght

have tried as much as a year to think of such a strange thing as



an all-around | eft-handed man and | coul d not have done it, for
the more you try to think of an unthinkable thing the nore it
el udes you; but it can't elude inspiration; you have only to bait

with inspiration and you will get it every tine. Look at

Botticelli's "Spring." Those snaky wonmen were unthi nkabl e, but
i nspiration secured themfor us, thanks to goodness. It is too
|late to reorganize this editor-critic now, we will |eave himas

he is. He will serve to rem nd us.

Richard I'l. next; twenty-two WHI TE squares. (Fig. 16.)

We use the |lion again because this is another Richard. Like
Edward I1., he was DEPOSED. He is taking a |last sad | ook at his
crown before they take it away. There was not room enough and

have made it too small; but it never fitted him anyway.

Now we turn the corner of the century with a new |Iine of

nmonar chs- -t he Lancastrian ki ngs.

Henry 1V.; fourteen squares of YELLOW paper. (Fig. 17.)

This hen has laid the egg of a new dynasty and realizes the

magni tude of the event. She is giving notice in the usual way.
You notice | aminproving in the construction of hens. At first

I made themtoo nuch Iike other animals, but this one is
orthodox. | nention this to encourage you. You will find that
the nmore you practice the nore accurate you will becone. | could
al ways draw ani mals, but before | was educated | could not tel
what kind they were when | got them done, but now | can. Keep up
your courage; it will be the same with you, although you may not

think it. This Henry died the year after Joan of Arc was born

Henry V.; nine BLUE squares. (Fig. 18)



There you see himlost in neditation over the nmonunent which
records the amazing figures of the battle of Agincourt. French
hi story says 20,000 Englishnmen routed 80,000 Frenchnmen there; and
English historians say that the French loss, in killed and

wounded, was 60, 000.

Henry VI.; thirty-nine RED squares. (Fig. 19)

This is poor Henry VI., who reigned |long and scored nany

m sfortunes and humliations. Also two great disasters: he |ost
France to Joan of Arc and he lost the throne and ended the
dynasty which Henry 1V. had started in business with such good
prospects. In the picture we see himsad and weary and downcast,
with the scepter falling fromhis nerveless grasp. It is a

pat hetic quenching of a sun which had risen in such spl endor

Edward IV.; twenty-two LI CGHT-BROMWN squares. (Fig. 20.)

That is a society editor, sitting there elegantly dressed,

with his legs crossed in that indolent way, observing the clothes
the | adies wear, so that he can describe themfor his paper and
make them out finer than they are and get bribes for it and
becone wealthy. That flower which he is wearing in his
buttonhole is a rose--a white rose, a York rose--and will serve
to rem nd us of the War of the Roses, and that the white one was
the wi nning color when Edward got the throne and di spossessed the

Lancastrian dynasty.

Edward V.; one-third of a BLACK square. (Fig. 21.)

H s uncle Richard had himnurdered in the tower. Wen you
get the reigns displayed upon the wall this one will be

conspi cuous and easily renmenbered. It is the shortest one in



English history except Lady Jane Gey's, which was only nine
days. She is never officially recognized as a nonarch of

Engl and, but if you or | should ever occupy a throne we should
like to have proper notice taken of it; and it would be only fair
and right, too, particularly if we gained nothing by it and | ost

our |ives besides.

Richard 11l1.; two WHI TE squares. (Fig. 22.)

That is not a very good lion, but R chard was not a very

good king. You would think that this Iion has two heads, but
that is not so; one is only a shadow. There would be shadows for
the rest of him but there was not |ight enough to go round, it
being a dull day, with only fleeting sun-glinpses now and t hen

Ri chard had a hunped back and a hard heart, and fell at the
battle of Bosworth. | do not know the name of that flower in the
pot, but we will use it as Richard's trade-mark, for it is said
that it grows in only one place in the world--Bosworth Field--and
tradition says it never grew there until R chard' s royal blood

warned its hidden seed to life and nade it grow

Henry VI1.; twenty-four BLUE squares. (Fig. 23.)

Henry VI1. had no liking for wars and turbul ence; he

preferred peace and qui et and the general prosperity which such
conditions create. He liked to sit on that kind of eggs on his
own private account as well as the nation's, and hatch them out
and count up their result. Wen he died he left his heir

2,000, 000 pounds, which was a nost unusual fortune for a king to
possess in those days. Colunbus's great achievenent gave himthe
di scovery-fever, and he sent Sebastian Cabot to the New World to
search out sonme foreign territory for England. That is Cabot's
ship up there in the corner. This was the first tine that

Engl and went far abroad to enlarge her estate--but not the |ast.



Henry VII11.; thirty-eight RED squares. (Fig. 24.)

That is Henry VIII. suppressing a nonastery in his arrogant fashion

Edward VI.; six squares of YELLOW paper. (Fig. 25.)

He is the last Edward to date. It is indicated by that

thing over his head, which is a LAST--shoenaker's | ast.

Mary; five squares of BLACK paper. (Fig. 26.)

The picture represents a burning martyr. He is in back of
the snoke. The first three letters of Mary's nane and the first
three of the word martyr are the same. Martyrdom was goi ng out
in her day and nartyrs were beconing scarcer, but she nade

several. For this reason she is sonetines called Bl oody Mary.

This brings us to the reign of Elizabeth, after passing

through a period of nearly five hundred years of England's
history--492 to be exact. | think you may now be trusted to go
the rest of the way wi thout further lessons in art or
inspirations in the mtter of ideas. You have the schenme now,
and sonething in the ruler's name or career wll suggest the
pictorial synmbol. The effort of inventing such things will not
only help your menory, but will develop originality in art. See
what it has done for ne. |f you do not find the parlor wall big
enough for all of England's history, continue it into the dining-
roomand into other roons. This will make the walls interesting
and instructive and really worth sonething instead of being just

flat things to hold the house together



1. Summer of 1899.

THE MEMORABLE ASSASSI NATI ON

Not e. - - The assassination of the Enpress of Austria at

Geneva, Septenber 10, 1898, occurred during Mark Twain's Austrian
resi dence. The news cane to himat Kaltenleutgeben, a sunmmrer
resort alittle way out of Vienna. To his friend, the Rev. Jos.

H Twichell, he wote:

"That good and unoffending | ady, the Enpress, is killed by a
madman, and | amliving in the mdst of world-history again. The
Queen's Jubilee |l ast year, the invasion of the Reichsrath by the
police, and now this nmurder, which will still be talked of and
descri bed and painted a thousand a thousand years fromnow. To
have a personal friend of the wearer of two crowns burst in at
the gate in the deep dusk of the evening and say, in a voice
broken with tears, 'My God! the Enpress is nurdered,' and fly
toward her hone before we can utter a question--why, it brings
the giant event honme to you, nakes you a part of it and
personally interested; it is as if your neighbor, Antony, should
come flying and say, 'Caesar is butchered--the head of the world

is fallen!'

"Of course there is no talk but of this. The nourning is
uni versal and genuine, the consternation is stupefying. The
Austrian Enpire is being draped with black. Vienna will be a

spectacle to see by next Saturday, when the funeral cort ege



mar ches. "

He was strongly noved by the tragedy, inpelled to wite
concerning it. He prepared the article which follows, but did
not offer it for publication, perhaps feeling that his own cl ose
association with the court circles at the nonment prohibited this
personal utterance. There appears no such reason for wi thhol ding

its publication now

The nmore one thinks of the assassination, the nore inposing

and trenmendous the event becones. The destruction of a city is a
| arge event, but it is one which repeats itself several tinmes in
a thousand years; the destruction of a third part of a nation by
pl ague and famne is a large event, but it has happened severa
times in history; the murder of a king is a large event, but it

has been frequent.

The murder of an enpress is the largest of all events. One

must go back about two thousand years to find an instance to put
with this one. The oldest fanily of unchallenged descent in
Christendomlives in Rone and traces its |ine back seventeen
hundred years, but no nmenber of it has been present in the earth
when an enpress was nmurdered, until now. Many a tinme during
these seventeen centuries nenbers of that famly have been
startled with the news of extraordinary events--the destruction
of cities, the fall of thrones, the nurder of kings, the weck of
dynasties, the extinction of religions, the birth of new systens
of governnent; and their descendants have been by to hear of it
and tal k about it when all these things were repeated once,

twice, or a dozen times--but to even that famly has cone news at



| ast which is not staled by use, has no duplicates in the |ong

reach of its menory.

It is an event which confers a curious distinction upon

every individual nowliving in the world: he has stood alive and
breathing in the presence of an event such as has not fallen
within the experience of any traceable or untraceabl e ancestor of
his for twenty centuries, and it is not likely to fall within the

experi ence of any descendant of his for twenty nore.

Ti mre has nmade sone great changes since the Ronan days. The
nmurder of an enpress then--even the assassination of Caesar

hi nsel f--could not electrify the world as this nurder has
electrified it. For one reason, there was then not nmuch of a
world to electrify; it was a small world, as to known bul k, and
it had rather a thin popul ation, besides; and for another reason
the news traveled so slowy that its tremendous initial thril
wast ed away, week by week and nmonth by nonth, on the journey, and
by the time it reached the renoter regions there was but little
of it left. It was no longer a fresh event, it was a thing of
the far past; it was not properly news, it was history. But the
world is enornmous now, and prodigiously popul ated--that is one
change; and another is the lightning swiftness of the flight of
tidings, good and bad. "The Enpress is nurdered!" \When those
amazi ng words struck upon ny ear in this Austrian village | ast
Saturday, three hours after the disaster, | knewthat it was
already old news in London, Paris, Berlin, New York, San

Franci sco, Japan, China, Ml bourne, Cape Town, Bonbay, Madras,
Calcutta, and that the entire globe with a single voice, was
cursing the perpetrator of it. Since the telegraph first began
to stretch itself w der and wi der about the earth, l|arger and
increasingly larger areas of the world have, as tinme went on,

recei ved simultaneously the shock of a great calamty; but this



is the first tine in history that the entire surface of the gl obe
has been swept in a single instant with the thrill of so gigantic

an event.

And who is the mracl e-worker who has furnished to the world

this spectacle? Al the ironies are conpacted in the answer. He
is at the bottom of the human | adder, as the accepted estimates
of degree and value go: a soiled and patched young | oafer
without gifts, without talents, w thout education, wthout

nmoral s, w thout character, w thout any born charm or any acquired
one that wins or beguiles or attracts; w thout a single grace of
m nd or heart or hand that any tranp or prostitute could envy
him an unfaithful private in the ranks, an inconpetent stone-
cutter, an inefficient |lackey; in a word, a mangy, offensive,
enpty, unwashed, vulgar, gross, nephitic, timd, sneaking, hunman
polecat. And it was within the privileges and powers of this
sarcasm upon the human race to reach up--up--up--and strike from
its far sunmit in the social skies the world's accepted ideal of
dory and M ght and Spl endor and Sacredness! It realizes to us
what sorry shows and shadows we are. Wthout our clothes and our
pedestal s we are poor things and nuch of a size; our dignities
are not real, our ponps are shams. At our best and stateliest we
are not suns, as we pretended, and teach, and believe, but only

candl es; and any bumrer can bl ow us out.

And now we get realized to us once nore another thing which

we often forget--or try to: that no man has a wholly undi seased
m nd; that in one way or another all men are nmad. Many are mad
for money. Wen this nmadness is ina nmld formit is harmless
and the man passes for sane; but when it devel ops powerfully and
t akes possession of the man, it can nmake himcheat, rob, and
kill; and when he has got his fortune and lost it again it can

land himin the asylumor the suicide's coffin. Love is a



madness; if thwarted it develops fast; it can growto a frenzy of
despair and nmake an ot herw se sane and highly gifted prince, like
Rudol ph, throw away the crown of an enpire and snuff out his own
life. Al the whole Iist of desires, predilections, aversions,
anbi tions, passions, cares, griefs, regrets, renorses, are

i nci pi ent madness, and ready to grow, spread, and consume, when
the occasion cones. There are no healthy m nds, and nothing
saves any man but accident--the accident of not having his nal ady

put to the supreme test.

One of the commonest fornms of nmadness is the desire to be

noti ced, the pleasure derived frombeing noticed. Perhaps it is
not merely conmmon, but universal. In its mildest formit
doubtless is universal. Every child is pleased at being noticed;
many intolerable children put in their whole time in distressing
and idiotic effort to attract the attention of visitors; boys are
al ways "showi ng off"; apparently all men and wonen are gl ad and
grateful when they find that they have done a thing which has
lifted themfor a nonent out of obscurity and caused wondering
talk. This common madness can devel op, by nurture, into a hunger
for notoriety in one, for fanme in another. It is this nadness
for being noticed and tal ked about which has invented kingship
and the thousand other dignities, and tricked themout with
pretty and showy fineries; it has nmade kings pick one another's
pockets, scranble for one another's crowns and estates, slaughter
one another's subjects; it has raised up prize-fighters, and
poets, and villages mayors, and little and big politicians, and
big and little charity-founders, and bicycle chanpions, and
banditti chiefs, and frontier desperadoes, and Napol eons.
Anything to get notoriety; anything to set the village, or the
township, or the city, or the State, or the nation, or the planet
shouting, "Look--there he goes--that is the man!" And in five

m nutes' tinme, at no cost of brain, or |abor, or genius this



mangy ltalian tranp has beaten themall, transcended them all
outstripped themall, for in time their names will perish; but by
the friendly help of the insane newspapers and courts and ki ngs
and historians, his is safe and live and thunder in the world all
down the ages as long as hunman speech shall endure! Ch, if it

were not so tragic how ludicrous it would be!

She was so bl anel ess, the Enpress; and so beautiful, in mnd

and heart, in person and spirit; and whether with a crown upon
her head or without it and namel ess, a grace to the hunman race,
and alnost a justification of its creation; WOULD be, indeed, but

that the aninmal that struck her down re-establishes the doubt.

In her character was every quality that in woman invites and
engages respect, esteem affection, and homage. Her tastes, her
instincts, and her aspirations were all high and fine and all her
life her heart and brain were busy with activities of a noble
sort. She had had bitter griefs, but they did not sour her
spirit, and she had had the highest honors in the world' s gift,
but she went her sinple way unspoiled. She knew all ranks, and
won themall, and made them her friends. An English fisherman's
wi fe said, "Wien a body was in trouble she didn't send her help,
she brought it herself." Crowns have adorned others, but she

ador ned her crowns.

It was a swift celebrity the assassin achieved. And it is

mar ked by sone curious contrasts. At noon |ast, Saturday there
was no one in the world who woul d have consi dered

acquai ntanceship with hima thing worth clainmng or nmentioning;
no one woul d have been vain of such an acquai ntanceship; the
hunmbl est honest boot-bl ack woul d not have valued the fact that he
had met himor seen himat sone tine or other; he was sunk in

abysmal obscurity, he was away beneath the notice of the bottom



grades of officialdom Three hours |ater he was the one subject
of conversation in the world, the gil ded generals and admirals
and governors were discussing him all the kings and queens and
enperors had put aside their other interests to talk about him
And wherever there was a nman, at the summit of the world or the
bottom of it, who by chance had at sone tinme or other cone across
that creature, he renmenbered it with a secret satisfaction, and
MENTIONED it--for it was a distinction, now |t brings human
dignity pretty low, and for a nonent the thing is not quite
realizable--but it is perfectly true. |If there is a king who can
renenber, now, that he once saw that creature in a tinme past, he
has let that fact out, in a nore or less studiedly casual and

i ndi fferent way, sone dozens of times during the past week. For
a king is nerely human; the inside of himis exactly like the

i nside of any other person; and it is human to find satisfaction
in being in a kind of personal way connected with amazi ng events.
We are all privately vain of such a thing; we are all alike; a
king is a king by accident; the reason the rest of us are not
kings is nerely due to another accident; we are all nade out of

the same clay, and it is a sufficient poor quality.

Bel ow the kings, these remarks are in the air these days; |

know it well as if | were hearing them

THE COWANDER: "He was in ny arny."

THE GENERAL: "He was in my corps.”

THE COLONEL: "He was in my reginent. A brute. | renenber

himwell."

THE CAPTAIN. "He was in nmy conpany. A troubl esone

scoundrel. | renenber himwell."



THE SERGEANT: "Did | know hin? As well as | know you
Why, every norning | used to--" etc., etc.; a glad, long story,

told to devouring ears.

THE LANDLADY: "Many's the tine he boarded with me. | can
show you his very room and the very bed he slept in. And the
charcoal mark there on the wall--he made that. M little Johnny

saw himdo it with his own eyes. Didn't you, Johnny?"

It is easy to see, by the papers, that the nmagistrate and

the constables and the jailer treasure up the assassin's daily
remar ks and doi ngs as precious things, and as wallowi ng this week
in seas of blissful distinction. The interviewer, too; he tried
to let on that he is not vain of his privilege of contact with
this man whom few others are allowed to gaze upon, but he is
human, |ike the rest, and can no nore keep his vanity corked in

than could you or 1.

Some think that this nurder is a frenzied revolt against the
crimnal mlitarismwhich is inpoverishing Europe and driving the
starving poor nmad. That has many crinmes to answer for, but not
this one, | think. One nay not attribute to this nan a generous
i ndi gnati on agai nst the wongs done the poor; one may not dignify
himw th a generous inpulse of any kind. Wen he saw his

phot ograph and said, "I shall be celebrated,” he laid bare the

i mpul se that pronpted him It was a mere hunger for notoriety.
There is another confessed case of the kind which is as old as

hi story--the burning of the tenple of Ephesus.

Anong t he inadequate attenpts to account for the
assassi nati on we nust concede high rank to the many whi ch have
described it as a "peculiarly brutal crine" and then added that

it was "ordained fromabove.”" | think this verdict will not be



popul ar "above." |If the deed was ordai ned from above, there is
no rational way of naking this prisoner even partially
responsible for it, and the Genevan court cannot condemmn hi m

wi thout manifestly committing a crime. Logic is logic, and by
disregarding its laws even the nost pious and showy theol ogi an
may be beguiled into preferring charges which shoul d not be

ventured upon except in the shelter of plenty of |ightning-rods.

I witnessed the funeral procession, in conpany with friends,
fromthe windows of the Krantz, Vienna's sunptuous new hotel. W
cane into town in the mddle of the forenoon, and I went on foot
fromthe station. Black flags hung dowmn fromall the houses; the
aspects were Sunday-like; the crowds on the sidewal ks were qui et
and noved slowy; very few people were snoking; nany | adies wore
deep nourning, gentlenen were in black as a rule; carriages were
speeding in all directions, with footmen and coachnen in bl ack

cl ot hes and wearing black cocked hats; the shops were closed; in
many wi ndows were pictures of the Enpress: as a beautiful young
bride of seventeen; as a serene and nmajestic |lady with added
years; and finally in deep black and wi thout ornanents--the
costune she always wore after the tragic death of her son nine
years ago, for her heart broke then, and life lost alnbst all its
value for her. The people stood grouped before these pictures,
and now and then one saw wonen and girls turn away w ping the

tears fromtheir eyes

In front of the Krantz is an open square; over the way was

the church where the funeral services would be held. It is small
and old and severely plain, plastered outside and whitewashed or
pai nted, and with no ornanent but a statue of a nmonk in a niche
over the door, and above that a small black flag. But inits
crypt lie several of the great dead of the House of Habsburg,

among them Maria Theresa and Napol eon's son, the Duke of Reichstadt.



Her eabout s was a Roman canp, once, and in it the Enperor Marcus
Aurelius died a thousand years before the first Habsburg ruled

in Vienna, which was six hundred years ago and nore.

The little church is packed in anbng great nodern stores and
houses, and the w ndows of themwere full of people. Behind the
vast pl ate-glass wi ndows of the upper floors of the house on the
corner one glinpsed terraced nmasses of fine-clothed men and
wonen, dimand shimery, |ike people under water. Under us the
square was noi seless, but it was full of citizens; officials in
fine uniforns were flitting about on errands, and in a doorstep
sat a figure in the utternost raggedness of poverty, the feet
bare, the head bent hunbly down; a youth of eighteen or twenty,
he was, and through the field-glass one could see that he was
tearing apart and nmunching riffraff that he had gathered
sonewhere. Blazing uniforns flashed by him making a sparkling
contrast with his drooping ruin of noldy rags, but he took not
notice; he was not there to grieve for a nation's disaster; he
had his own cares, and deeper. Fromtwo directions two |ong
files of infantry came plow ng through the pack and press in
silence; there was a low, crisp order and the crowd vani shed, the
square save the sidewal ks was enpty, the private nmourner was
gone. Another order, the soldiers fell apart and encl osed the
square in a doubl e-ranked human fence. It was all so swift,

noi sel ess, exact--like a beautifully ordered machi ne.

It was noon, now. Two hours of stillness and waiting

foll owed. Then carriages began to flow past and deliver the two
and three hundred court personages and high nobilities privileged
to enter the church. Then the square filled up; not with
civilians, but with arny and navy officers in showy and beauti ful
uniforns. They filled it conpactly, leaving only a narrow

carriage path in front of the church, but there was no civilian



anong them And it was better so; dull clothes would have narred
the radi ant spectacle. In the jamin front of the church, on its
steps, and on the sidewal k was a bunch of uniforns which nmade a
bl azi ng splotch of color--intense red, gold, and white--which
dimred the brilliancies around them and opposite themon the
other side of the path was a bunch of cascaded bright-green

pl umes above pal e- bl ue shoul ders whi ch nade anot her splotch of

spl endor enphatic and conspicuous in its gl ow ng surroundi ngs.

It was a sea of flashing color all about, but these two groups
were the high notes. The green plunmes were worn by forty or
fifty Austrian generals, the group opposite themwere chiefly

Kni ghts of Malta and knights of a German order. The mass of
heads in the square were covered by gilt helnets and by military
caps roofed with a mirror-1ike gaze, and the novenents of the
wearers caused these things to catch the sun-rays, and the effect
was fine to see--the square was |ike a garden of richly col ored
flowers with a multitude of blinding and flashing little suns

distributed over it.

Think of it--it was by command of that Italian | oafer yonder

on his inperial throne in the Geneva prison that this splendid
nmul ti tude was assenbl ed there; and the kings and enperors that
were entering the church froma side street were there by his will.

It is so strange, so unrealizable.

At three o'clock the carriages were still streaming by in
single file. At three-five a cardinal arrives with his
attendants; |ater some bishops; then a nunber of archdeacons--al
in striking colors that add to the show. At three-ten a
procession of priests passed along, with crucifix. Another one,
presently; after an interval, two nore; at three-fifty another
one--very long, with many crosses, gol d-enbroi dered robes, and

much white lace; also great pictured banners, at intervals,



receding into the distance.

A humof tolling bells nmakes itself heard, but not sharply.

At three-fifty-eight a waiting interval. Presently a |ong
procession of gentlenen in evening dress cones in sight and
approaches until it is near to the square, then falls back
against the wall of soldiers at the sidewal k, and the white
shirt-fronts show |i ke snow | akes and are very conspi cuous where

so nmuch warmcolor is all about.

A waiting pause. At four-twelve the head of the funera
procession cones into view at last. First, a body of cavalry,
four abreast, to widen the path. Next, a great body of |ancers,
in blue, with gilt helnets. Next, three six-horse nourning-
coaches; outriders and coachnmen in black, with cocked hats and
white wigs. Next, troops in splendid unifornms, red, gold, and

white, exceedingly showy.

Now the nultitude uncover. The soldiers present arms; there

is alowrunble of drums; the sunptuous great hearse approaches

drawn at a wal k by eight black horses plumed with bl ack bunches

of nodding ostrich feathers; the coffin is borne into the church

t he doors are cl osed.

The multitude cover their heads, and the rest of the
processi on noves by; first the Hungarian Guard in their

i ndescribably brilliant and picturesque and beautiful uniform
inherited fromthe ages of barbaric splendor, and after them

other nounted forces, a long and showy array.

Then the shining crowm in the square crunbl ed apart, a
wr ecked rai nbow, and nelted away in radiant streans, and in the
turn of a wist the three dirtiest and raggedest and cheerful est

little slumgirls in Austria were capering about in the spacious



vacancy. It was a day of contrasts.

Twi ce the Enpress entered Vienna in state. The first tine

was in 1854, when she was a bride of seventeen, and then she rode
in measurel ess ponp and with blare of nusic through a fluttering
world of gay flags and decorations, down streets walled on both
hands with a press of shouting and wel com ng subjects; and the
second tine was | ast Wednesday, when she entered the city in her
cof fin and noved down the sanme streets in the dead of the night
under swaying bl ack flags, between packed human wal | s again; but
everywhere was a deep stillness, now-a stillness enphasi zed,

rat her than broken, by the nuffled hoofbeats of the Iong

caval cade over pavenents cushioned with sand, and the | ow sobbing
of gray-headed wonen who had witnessed the first entry forty-four

years before, when she and they were young--and unawar e!

A character in Baron von Berger's recent fairy dram

"Habsburg" tells about the first com ng of the girlish Enpress-
Queen, and in his history draws a fine picture: | cannot nmake a
close translation of it, but will try to convey the spirit of the

verses:

| saw the stately pageant pass

In her high place I saw t he Enpress-Queen

I could not take ny eyes away

Fromthat fair vision, spirit-like and pure,

That rose serene, sublinme, and figured to ny sense
A noble Alp far lighted in the bl ue,

That in the flood of norning rends its veil of cloud
And stands a dream of glory to the gaze

O themthat in the Valley toil and plod.



A SCRAP OF CURI QUS HI STORY

Marion City, on the Mssissippi River, in the State of

M ssouri--a village; tine, 1845. La Bourboul e-| es-Bai ns, France
--a village; time, the end of June, 1894. | was in the one
village in that early time; | amin the other now These tines
and places are sufficiently wide apart, yet today | have the
strange sense of being thrust back into that Mssourian village
and of reliving certain stirring days that | lived there so |ong

ago.

Last Saturday night the Iife of the President of the French
Republic was taken by an Italian assassin. Last night a nob
surrounded our hotel, shouting, how ing, singing the
"Marseillaise,” and pelting our windows with sticks and stones;
for we have Italian waiters, and the nob denmanded that they be
turned out of the house instantly--to be drubbed, and then driven
out of the village. Everybody in the hotel remained up until far
into the night, and experienced the several kinds of terror which
one reads about in books which tell of nigh attacks by Italians
and by French nobs: the growing roar of the oncom ng crowd; the
arrival, with rain of stones and a crash of glass; the wthdrawal
to rearrange plans--followed by a silence om nous, threatening,
and harder to bear than even the active siege and the noise. The
| andl ord and the two village policenen stood their ground, and at
| ast the nmob was persuaded to go away and | eave our Italians in
peace. Today four of the ringleaders have been sentenced to
heavy puni shnent of a public sort--and are becone | ocal heroes,

by consequence.



That is the very m stake which was at first nade in the
M ssourian village half a century ago. The nmi stake was repeated

and repeated--just as France is doing in these |ater nonths.

In our village we had our Ravochal s, our Henrys, our

Vaillants; and in a hunble way our Cesario--lI hope | have spelled
this name wong. Fifty years ago we passed through, in al
essentials, what France has been passing through during the past
two or three years, in the matter of periodical frights, horrors,

and shudderi ngs.

In several details the parallels are quaintly exact. In

that day, for a man to speak out openly and proclaimhinself an
eneny of negro slavery was sinply to proclaimhinself a nadnan.
For he was bl aspheni ng agai nst the holiest thing known to a

M ssourian, and could NOT be in his right mind. For a man to
proclaimhinsel f an anarchist in France, three years ago, was to

procl ai m hinsel f a nadman--he could not be in his right mnind.

Now the original first blasphenmer against any institution
profoundly venerated by a conmmunity is quite sure to be in
earnest; his followers and inmtators nmay be hunbugs and self-

seekers, but he hinself is sincere--his heart is in his protest.

Robert Hardy was our first ABOLI TI ONI ST--awful nane! He was

a journeynman cooper, and worked in the big cooper-shop bel ongi ng
to the great pork-packing establishnment which was Marion City's
chief pride and sole source of prosperity. He was a New

Engl ander, a stranger. And, being a stranger, he was of course
regarded as an inferior person--for that has been human nature
from Adam down--and of course, also, he was nmade to fee

unwel cone, for this is the ancient |law with man and the other
animals. Hardy was thirty years old, and a bachelor; pale, given

to reverie and reading. He was reserved, and seened to prefer



the isolation which had fallen to his lot. He was treated to
many side remarks by his fellows, but as he did not resent them

it was decided that he was a coward

Al'l of a sudden he proclainmed hinself an abolitionist--
straight out and publicly! He said that negro slavery was a
crime, an infany. For a noment the town was paral yzed with
astoni shnent; then it broke into a fury of rage and swarned
toward the cooper-shop to |l ynch Hardy. But the Methodi st

m ni ster made a powerful speech to them and stayed their hands.
He proved to themthat Hardy was insane and not responsible for

his words; that no nman COULD be sane and utter such words.

So Hardy was saved. Being insane, he was allowed to go on
talking. He was found to be good entertai nment. Several nights
runni ng he nmade abolition speeches in the open air, and all the
town flocked to hear and laugh. He inplored themto believe him
sane and sincere, and have pity on the poor slaves, and take
measurenents for the restoration of their stolen rights, or in no

long tine blood would flow-bl ood, blood, rivers of bl ood!

It was great fun. But all of a sudden the aspect of things
changed. A slave cane flying from Pal nyra, the county-seat, a
few m | es back, and was about to escape in a canoe to Illinois
and freedomin the dull twlight of the approaching dawn, when
the town constabl e seized him Hardy happened along and tried to
rescue the negro; there was a struggle, and the constable did not
come out of it alive. Hardly crossed the river with the negro,
and then came back to give hinself up. Al this took time, for
the M ssissippi is not a French brook, |ike the Seine, the Loire,
and those other rivulets, but is areal river nearly a nile wde.
The town was on hand in force by now, but the Methodist preacher

and the sheriff had already nmade arrangenents in the interest of



order; so Hardy was surrounded by a strong guard and safely
conveyed to the village cal aboose in spite of all the effort of
the nmob to get hold of him The reader will have begun to
perceive that this Methodist mnister was a pronpt man; a pronpt
man, with active hands and a good headpiece. WIllians was his
nane- - Danon Wl lians; Danon Wllianms in public, Damation WIlians

in private, because he was so powerful on that theme and so frequent.

The excitenment was prodi gi ous. The constable was the first

man who had ever been killed in the town. The event was by | ong
odds the nost inposing in the town's history. It lifted the
hunbl e village into sudden inportance; its name was in
everybody's nmouth for twenty mles around. And so was the nane
of Robert Hardy--Robert Hardy, the stranger, the despised. 1In a
day he was become the person of npbst consequence in the region
the only person tal ked about. As to those other coopers, they
found their position curiously changed--they were inportant
peopl e, or uninmportant, now, in proportion as to how | arge or how
smal | had been their intercourse with the new celebrity. The two
or three who had really been on a sort of familiar footing with
hi m f ound t hensel ves objects of admiring interest with the public

and of envy with their shopmates.

The village weekly journal had lately gone into new hands.

The new man was an enterprising fellow, and he nade the nost of
the tragedy. He issued an extra. Then he put up posters

prom sing to devote his whole paper to matters connected with the
great event--there would be a full and intensely interesting

bi ography of the nurderer, and even a portrait of him He was as
good as his word. He carved the portrait hinmself, on the back of
a wooden type--and a terror it was to look at. It nade a great
conmotion, for this was the first time the village paper had ever

contained a picture. The village was very proud. The output of



the paper was ten tinmes as great as it had ever been before, yet

every copy was sol d.

When the trial came on, people cane fromall the farns

around, and from Hanni bal, and Qui ncy, and even from Keokuk; and
the court-house could hold only a fraction of the crowd that
applied for adm ssion. The trial was published in the village

paper, with fresh and still nore trying pictures of the accused.

Hardy was convi cted, and hanged--a ni stake. People cane
frommles around to see the hangi ng; they brought cakes and
cider, also the wonmen and children, and made a picnic of the
matter. It was the largest crowd the village had ever seen. The
rope that hanged Hardy was eagerly bought up, in inch sanples,

for everybody wanted a nemento of the menorabl e event.

Martyrdom gil ded with notoriety has its fascinations.

Wthin one week afterward four young |ightweights in the village
procl ai ned thensel ves abolitionists! In |life Hardy had not been
abl e to make a convert; everybody |aughed at him but nobody
could laugh at his | egacy. The four swaggered around with their
sl ouch-hats pull ed down over their faces, and hinted darkly at
awful possibilities. The people were troubled and afraid, and
showed it. And they were stunned, too; they could not understand
it. "Abolitionist" had al ways been a term of shanme and horror
yet here were four young men who were not only not ashaned to
bear that nane, but were grimly proud of it. Respectable young
men they were, too--of good families, and brought up in the
church. Ed Smith, the printer's apprentice, nineteen, had been
t he head Sunday-school boy, and had once recited three thousand
Bi bl e verses wi thout naking a break. Dick Savage, twenty, the

baker's apprentice; WII Joyce, twenty-two, journeynan



bl acksmith; and Henry Tayl or, twenty-four, tobacco-stenmmer--were
the other three. They were all of a sentinmental cast; they were
all romance-readers; they all wote poetry, such as it was; they
were all vain and foolish; but they had never before been

suspected of having anything bad in them

They withdrew from society, and grew nore and nore

mysterious and dreadful. They presently achieved the distinction
of bei ng denounced by names fromthe pul pit--which nade an

i mense stir! This was grandeur, this was fame. They were
envied by all the other young fellows now This was natural

Their conpany grew-grew alarmngly. They took a nanme. It was a
secret name, and was divulged to no outsider; publicly they were
simply the abolitionists. They had pass-words, grips, and signs;
they had secret neetings; their initiations were conducted with

gl oony ponps and cerenoni es, at m dni ght.

They al ways spoke of Hardy as "the Martyr," and every little
whil e they noved through the principal street in procession--at

m dni ght, bl ack-robed, nasked, to the neasured tap of the solem
drum-on pilgrimage to the Martyr's grave, where they went
through with some majestic fooleries and swore vengeance upon his
murderers. They gave previous notice of the pilgrinage by snall
posters, and warned everybody to keep indoors and darken al
houses along the route, and | eave the road enpty. These warni ngs

wer e obeyed, for there was a skull and crossbones at the top of

the poster.

When this kind of thing had been going on about eight weeks,

a quite natural thing happened. A few nmen of character and grit
woke up out of the nightnare of fear which had been stupefying
their faculties, and began to di scharge scorn and scoffings at

t hensel ves and the community for enduring this child' s-play; and



at the sane tine they proposed to end it strai ghtway. Everybody
felt an uplift; life was breathed into their dead spirits; their
courage rose and they began to feel like nmen again. This was on
a Saturday. Al day the new feeling grew and strengthened; it
grew with a rush; it brought inspiration and cheer with it.

M dni ght saw a united community, full of zeal and pluck, and with
a clearly defined and wel cone piece of work in front of it. The
best organi zer and strongest and bitterest talker on that great
Sat urday was the Presbyterian clergyman who had denounced the
original four fromhis pulpit--Rev. HramFl etcher--and he

promi sed to use his pulpit in the public interest again now. On
the norrow he had revel ations to nake, he said--secrets of the

dreadful society.

But the revel ations were never nmade. At half past two in

the morning the dead silence of the village was broken by a
crashi ng explosion, and the town patrol saw the preacher's house
spring in a weck of whirling fragnents into the sky. The
preacher was killed, together with a negro worman, his only sl ave

and servant.

The town was paral yzed again, and with reason. To struggle
against a visible eneny is a thing worth while, and there is a

pl enty of men who stand always ready to undertake it; but to
struggl e agai nst an invisible one--an invisible one who sneaks in
and does his awful work in the dark and | eaves no trace--that is
another matter. That is a thing to make the bravest trenble and

hol d back.

The cowed popul ace were afraid to go to the funeral. The
man who was to have had a packed church to hear hi m expose and
denounce the comon eneny had but a handful to see him buried.

The coroner's jury had brought in a verdict of "death by the



visitation of God," for no witness cane forward; if any existed
they prudently kept out of the way. Nobody seened sorry. Nobody
wanted to see the terrible secret society provoked into the

commi ssion of further outrages. Everybody wanted the tragedy

hushed up, ignored, forgotten, if possible.

And so there was a bitter surprise and an unwel come one when

W1l Joyce, the blacksmth's journeyman, came out and procl ai med
hinsel f the assassin! Plainly he was not mnded to be robbed of
his glory. He nade his proclanmation, and stuck to it. Stuck to
it, and insisted upon a trial. Here was an omi nous thing; here
was a new and peculiarly fornmidable terror, for a notive was
reveal ed here which society could not hope to deal with
successful ly--VANITY, thirst for notoriety. |If nen were going to
kill for notoriety's sake, and to win the glory of newspaper
renown, a big trial, and a showy execution, what possible

i nvention of man coul d di scourage or deter then? The town was in

a sort of panic; it did not know what to do.

However, the grand jury had to take hold of the matter--it

had no choice. It brought in a true bill, and presently the case
went to the county court. The trial was a fine sensation. The
prisoner was the principal witness for the prosecution. He gave
a full account of the assassination; he furnished even the

m nutest particulars: how he deposited his keg of powder and
laid his train--fromthe house to such-and-such a spot; how
George Ronalds and Henry Hart cane al ong just then, snoking, and
he borrowed Hart's cigar and fired the train with it, shouting,
"Down with all slave-tyrants!" and how Hart and Ronal ds nade no
effort to capture him but ran away, and had never cone forward

to testify yet.

But they had to testify now, and they did--and pitiful it



was to see how reluctant they were, and how scared. The crowded
house listened to Joyce's fearful tale with a profound and

breathl ess interest, and in a deep hush which was not broken till

he broke it himself, in concluding, with a roaring repetition of his
"Death to all slave-tyrants!"--which came so unexpectedly and so

startlingly that it nmade everyone present catch his breath and gasp

The trial was put in the paper, with biography and | arge portrait,
with ot her slanderous and insane pictures, and the edition sold

beyond i magi nati on.

The execution of Joyce was a fine and picturesque thing. It

drew a vast crowd. Good places in trees and seats on rail fences
sold for half a dollar apiece; |enpbnade and gi ngerbread- st ands

had great prosperity. Joyce recited a furious and fantastic and
denunci atory speech on the scaffold which had inposing passages

of school -boy el oquence in it, and gave hima reputation on the

spot as an orator, and his nane, later, in the society's records,

of the "Martyr Orator.” He went to his death breathing slaughter and
charging his society to "avenge his nurder." |f he knew anythi ng of
human nature he knew that to plenty of young fellows present in that

great crowd he was a grand hero--and enviably situated.

He was hanged. It was a mistake. Wthin a nonth fromhis
death the society which he had honored had twenty new nenbers,
sone of them earnest, determined nen. They did not court
distinction in the same way, but they celebrated his nmartyrdom
The crinme which had been obscure and despi sed had becone |ofty

and glorified.

Such things were happening all over the country. WId-
brai ned martyrdom was succeeded by uprising and organi zation
Then, in natural order, followed riot, insurrection, and the

wrack and restitutions of war. It was bound to cone, and it



woul d naturally conme in that way. 1t has been the manner of

reform since the begi nning of the world.

SW TZERLAND, THE CRADLE OF LI BERTY

Interl aken, Switzerl and, 1891

It is a good nany years since | was in Switzerland last. 1In
that renote tinme there was only one | adder railway in the
country. That state of things is all changed. There isn't a
mountain in Switzerland now that hasn't a | adder railroad or two
up its back |ike suspenders; indeed, sonme nmountains are latticed
with them and two years hence all will be. In that day the
peasant of the high altitudes will have to carry a |l antern when
he goes visiting in the night to keep from stunbling over

rail roads that have been built since his last round. And also in
that day, if there shall remain a high-altitude peasant whose
pot at o-patch hasn't a railroad through it, it would nake him as

conspi cuous as Wlliam Tell.

However, there are only two best ways to travel through
Switzerland. The first best is afloat. The second best is by
open two-horse carriage. One can come from Lucerne to Interlaken
over the Brunig by ladder railroad in an hour or so now, but you
can glide snmoothly in a carriage in ten, and have two hours for

| uncheon at noon--for luncheon, not for rest. There is no
fatigue connected with the trip. One arrives fresh in spirit and

in person in the evening--no fret in his heart, no grime on his



face, no grit in his hair, not a cinder in his eye. This is the
right condition of mind and body, the right and due preparation
for the solem event which closed the day--stepping with

met aphori cally uncovered head into the presence of the nost

i mpressive nountain nass that the gl obe can show-the Jungfrau
The stranger's first feeling, when suddenly confronted by that
towering and awful apparition wapped in its shroud of snow, is
breat h-taki ng astonishment. It is as if heaven's gates had swing

open and exposed the throne.

It is peaceful here and pleasant at Interlaken. Nothing
going on--at least nothing but brilliant |ife-giving sunshine.
There are floods and fl oods of that. One nay properly speak of

it as "going on," for it is full of the suggestion of activity;
the light pours down with energy, with visible enthusiasm This
is a good atnosphere to be in, norally as well as physically.
After trying the political atnosphere of the nei ghboring
nmonarchies, it is healing and refreshing to breathe air that has
known no taint of slavery for six hundred years, and to cone
anong a peopl e whose political history is great and fine, and
worthy to be taught in all schools and studied by all races and
peopl es. For the struggle here throughout the centuries has not
been in the interest of any private famly, or any church, but in
the interest of the whole body of the nation, and for shelter and
protection of all forms of belief. This fact is colossal. |If
one woul d realize how colossal it is, and of what dignity and

maj esty, let himcontrast it with the purposes and objects of the
Crusades, the siege of York, the War of the Roses, and ot her

hi storic conmedi es of that sort and size.

Last week | was beating around the Lake of Four Cantons, and
| saw Rutli and Altorf. Rutli is a renote little patch of

meadow, but | do not know how any piece of ground could be holier



or better worth crossing oceans and continents to see, since it
was there that the great trinity of Switzerland joined hands six
centuries ago and swore the oath which set their enslaved and
insulted country forever free; and Altorf is also honorable
ground and worshipful, since it was there that WIlliam surnaned
Tell (which interpreted neans "The foolish talker”--that is to
say, the too-daring talker), refused to bowto Gessler's hat. O
| ate years the prying student of history has been delighting

hi nsel f beyond neasure over a wonderful find which he has nade--
towit, that Tell did not shoot the apple fromhis son's head.

To hear the students jubilate, one would suppose that the
question of whether Tell shot the apple or didn't was an
important nmatter; whereas it ranks in inportance exactly with the
question of whether Washi ngton chopped down the cherry-tree or
didn't. The deeds of Washington, the patriot, are the essential
thing; the cherry-tree incident is of no consequence. To prove
that Tell did shoot the apple fromhis son's head woul d nerely
prove that he had better nerve than nost nen and was skillful
with a bowas a mllion others who preceded and foll owed him but
not one whit nore so. But Tell was nmore and better than a nere
mar ksman, nore and better than a nere cool head; he was a type;
he stands for Swiss patriotism in his person was represented a
whol e people; his spirit was their spirit--the spirit which would
bow to none but God, the spirit which said this in words and
confirnmed it with deeds. There have always been Tells in

Swi t zer| and- - peopl e who woul d not bow. There was a sufficiency
of themat Rutli; there were plenty of themat Miurten; plenty at
Grandson; there are plenty today. And the first of themall--the
very first, earliest banner-bearer of human freedomin this
wor |l d--was not a man, but a woman--Stauffacher's wife. There she
| oons dimand great, through the haze of the centuries,
delivering into her husband's ear that gospel of revolt which was

to bear fruit in the conspiracy of Rutli and the birth of the



first free governnment the world had ever seen

Fromthis Victoria Hotel one |ooks straight across a flat of
trifling width to a lofty mountain barrier, which has a gateway
in it shaped like an inverted pyram d. Beyond this gateway

ari ses the vast bulk of the Jungfrau, a spotless mass of gl eam ng
snow, into the sky. The gateway, in the dark-colored barrier
makes a strong frame for the great picture. The sonber franme and
the glowing snowpile are startlingly contrasted. It is this
frame which concentrates and enphasi zes the glory of the Jungfrau
and nakes it the nobst engagi ng and beguiling and fascinating
spectacle that exists on the earth. There are nmany nountai ns of
snow that are as lofty as the Jungfrau and as nobly proportioned,
but they lack the fane. They stand at |arge; they are intruded
upon and el bowed by nei ghboring donmes and sunmits, and their

grandeur is dimnished and fails of effect.

It is a good name, Jungfrau--Virgin. Nothing could be

whiter; nothing could be purer; nothing could be saintlier of
aspect. At six yesterday evening the great intervening barrier
seen through a faint bluish haze seenmed nade of air and

subst ancel ess, so soft and rich it was, so shinmmering where the
wandering lights touched it and so di mwhere the shadows | ay.
Apparently it was a dreamstuff, a work of the inagination

not hing real about it. The tint was green, slightly varying
shades of it, but mainly very dark. The sun was down--as far as
that barrier was concerned, but not for the Jungfrau, towering
into the heavens beyond the gateway. She was a roaring

conflagration of blinding white.

It is said the Fridolin (the old Fridolin), a new saint, but
fornerly a mssionary, gave the nountain its graci ous nane. He

was an lrishman, son of an Irish king--there were thirty thousand



kings reigning in County Cork alone in his tine, fifteen hundred
years ago. It got so that they could not nmake a living, there
was so nmuch conpetition and wages got cut so. Sone of them were
out of work nonths at a tinme, with wife and little children to
feed, and not a crust in the place. At last a particularly
severe winter fell upon the country, and hundreds of them were
reduced to nendicancy and were to be seen day after day in the
bitterest weather, standing barefoot in the snow, holding out
their crowns for alns. |Indeed, they would have been obliged to
em grate or starve but for a fortunate idea of Prince Fridolin's,
who started a | abor-union, the first one in history, and got the
great bulk of themto joinit. He thus won the genera

gratitude, and they wanted to nake hi m enperor--enperor over them
all --enperor of County Cork, but he said, No, wal king del egate
was good enough for him For behol d! he was nodest beyond his
years, and keen as a whip. To this day in Germany and
Switzerland, where St. Fridolin is revered and honored, the
peasantry speak of himaffectionately as the first walking

del egat e.

The first wal k he took was into France and Gernany,

m ssi onaryi ng--for missionarying was a better thing in those days
than it is in ours. Al you had to do was to cure the savage's
sick daughter by a "mracle"--a miracle like the nmracle of
Lourdes in our day, for instance--and i mediately that head
savage was your convert, and filled to the eyes with a new
convert's enthusiasm You could sit down and nake yoursel f easy,
now. He would take an ax and convert the rest of the nation

hi nsel f. Charl emagne was that kind of a wal ki ng del egate.

Yes, there were great missionaries in those days, for the
met hods were sure and the rewards great. W have no such

m ssionari es now, and no such net hods.



But to continue the history of the first wal ki ng del egate,

if you are interested. | aminterested nyself because |I have
seen his relics in Sackingen, and al so the very spot where he

wor ked his great miracle--the one which won himhis sainthood in
the papal court a few centuries later. To have seen these things
makes nme feel very near to him alnost |ike a nenber of the
famly, in fact. \While wandering about the Continent he arrived
at the spot on the Rhine which is now occupi ed by Sacki ngen, and
proposed to settle there, but the people warned himoff. He
appeal ed to the king of the Franks, who nade him a present of the
whol e region, people and all. He built a great cloister there
for wonen and proceeded to teach in it and accunul ate nore | and.
There were two wealthy brothers in the nei ghborhood, Urso and
Landul ph. Urso died and Fridolin clainmed his estates. Landul ph
asked for docunents and papers. Fridolin had none to show. He
sai d the bequest had been nade to him by word of nouth. Landul ph
suggested that he produce a witness and said it in a way which he
t hought was very witty, very sarcastic. This shows that he did
not know t he wal ki ng del egate. Fridolin was not disturbed.

He sai d:

"Appoi nt your court. | will bring a witness."

The court thus created consisted of fifteen counts and

barons. A day was appointed for the trial of the case. On that
day the judges took their seats in state, and procl anmati on was
made that the court was ready for business. Five minutes, ten

m nutes, fifteen m nutes passed, and yet no Fridolin appeared.
Landul ph rose, and was in the act of claimng judgnment by default
when a strange cl acki ng sound was heard com ng up the stairs.

In another nmonent Fridolin entered at the door and canme wal ki ng

in a deep hush down the niddle aisle, with a tall skeleton



stalking in his rear.

Amazerment and terror sat upon every countenance, for everybody
suspected that the skeleton was Uso's. It stopped before the
chief judge and raised its bony armal oft and began to speak
while all the assenbl ed shuddered, for they could see the

words | eak out between its ribs. It said:

"Brother, why dost thou disturb ny bl essed rest and withhold

by robbery the gift which |I gave thee for the honor of God?"

It seens a strange thing and nost irregular, but the verdict

was actually given agai nst Landul ph on the testinony of this
wandering rack-heap of unidentified bones. |In our day a skel eton
would not be allowed to testify at all, for a skeleton has no
nmoral responsibility, and its word could not be believed on oath,
and this was probably one of them However, the incident is

val uabl e as preserving to us a curious sanple of the quaint |aws
of evidence of that renote tine--a tine so renote, so far back
toward the begi nning of original idiocy, that the difference

bet ween a bench of judges and a basket of vegetables was as yet

so slight that we may say with all confidence that it didn't

really exist.

During several afternoons | have been engaged in an

i nteresting, maybe useful, piece of work--that is to say, | have
been trying to nake the mighty Jungfrau earn her living--earn it
in a nost hunbl e sphere, but on a prodigious scale, on a
prodi gi ous scal e of necessity, for she couldn't do anything in a
small way with her size and style. | have been trying to nake
her do service on a stupendous dial and check off the hours as

they glide along her pallid face up there against the sky, and



tell the tinme of day to the populations lying within fifty miles
of her and to the people in the noon, if they have a good

tel escope there.

Until late in the afternoon the Jungfrau's aspect is that of

a spotl ess desert of snow set upon edge against the sky. But by
nm d-af ternoon sone el evati ons which rise out of the western
border of the desert, whose presence you perhaps had not detected
or suspected up to that tinme, began to cast black shadows
eastward across the gleam ng surface. At first there is only one
shadow, later there are two. Toward 4 P.M the other day | was
gazi ng and worshi ping as usual when | chanced to notice that
shadow No. 1 was beginning to take itself something of the shape
of the human profile. By four the back of the head was good, the
mlitary cap was pretty good, the nose was bold and strong, the
upper lip sharp, but not pretty, and there was a great goatee

that shot straight aggressively forward fromthe chin.

At four-thirty the nose had changed its shape considerably,

and the altered slant of the sun had reveal ed and nade

conspi cuous a huge buttress or barrier of naked rock which was so
| ocated as to answer very well for a shoulder or coat-collar to
this swarthy and indiscreet sweetheart who had stolen out there
right before everybody to pillow his head on the Virgin's white
breast and whi sper soft sentinmentalities to her in the sensuous
musi ¢ of the crashing ice-dones and the boom and t hunder of the
passi ng aval anche--nusic very famliar to his ear, for he had
heard it every afternoon at this hour since the day he first canme
courting this child of the earth, who lives in the sky, and that
day is far, yes--for he was at this pleasant sport before the

M ddl e Ages drifted by himin the valley; before the Ronans

mar ched past, and before the antique and recordl ess barbarians

fi shed and hunted here and wondered who he m ght be, and were



probably afraid of him and before prinmeval man hinsel f, just
energed fromhis four-footed estate, stepped out upon this plain,
first sanple of his race, a thousand centuries ago, and cast a
gl ad eye up there, judging he had found a brother human bei ng and
consequently something to kill; and before the big saurians
wal | owed here, still sone eons earlier. Oh yes, a day so far
back that the eternal son was present to see that first visit; a
day so far back that neither tradition nor history was born yet
and a whole weary eternity nust cone and go before the restless
little creature, of whose face this stupendous Shadow Face was
the prophecy, would arrive in the earth and begin his shabby
career and think of a big thing. ©Oh, indeed yes; when you talk
about your poor Roman and Egyptian day- bef ore-yesterday
antiquities, you should choose a tine when the hoary Shadow Face
of the Jungfrau is not by. It antedates all antiquities known or
i magi nable; for it was here the world itself created the theater
of future antiquities. And it is the only witness with a human
face that was there to see the marvel, and remains to us a

menorial of it.

By 4:40 P.M the nose of the shadow is perfect and is
beautiful. It is black and is powerfully marked agai nst the
upri ght canvas of glow ng snow, and covers hundreds of acres of

that respl endent surface.

Meanti me shadow No. 2 has been creeping out well to the rear
of the face west of it--and at five o' clock has assumed a shape

that has rather a poor and rude senblance of a shoe.

Meantime, al so, the great Shadow Face has been gradual | y changi ng
for twenty minutes, and now, 5 P.M, it is beconing a quite fair
portrait of Roscoe Conkling. The likeness is there, and is

unni st akabl e. The goatee is shortened, now, and has an end;



formerly it hadn't any, but ran off eastward and arrived nowhere.

By 6 P.M the face has dissolved and gone, and the goatee
has become what | ooks |ike the shadow of a tower with a pointed
roof, and the shoe had turned into what the printers call a

"fist" with a finger pointing.

If I were now inprisoned on a nmountain sunmit a hundred

mles northward of this point, and was denied a timepiece,

could get along well enough fromfour till six on clear days, for
I could keep trace of the tinme by the changi ng shapes of these

m ghty shadows of the Virgin's front, the npst stupendous dial
am acquainted with, the oldest clock in the world by a couple of

mllion years.

| suppose | should not have noticed the fornms of the shadows

if I hadn't the habit of hunting for faces in the clouds and in
mountai n crags--a sort of anmusenent which is very entertaining
even when you don't find any, and brilliantly satisfying when you
do. | have searched through several bushels of photographs of
the Jungfrau here, but found only one with the Face init, and in
this case it was not strictly recognizable as a face, which was
evi dence that the picture was taken before four o' clock in the
afternoon, and al so evidence that all the photographers have
persistently overl ooked one of the nost fascinating features of
the Jungfrau show | say fascinating, because if you once detect
a human face produced on a great plan by unconscious nature, you
never get tired of watching it. At first you can't make anot her
person see it at all, but after he has nmade it out once he can't

see anything el se afterward.

The King of Greece is a man who goes around quietly enough



when of f duty. One day this sumer he was traveling in an
ordinary first-class conmpartnment, just in his other suit, the one
whi ch he works the realmin when he is at honme, and so he was not
| ooking |ike anybody in particular, but a good deal I|ike
everybody in general. By and by a hearty and heal t hy Gernman-
American got in and opened up a frank and interesting and

synpat hetic conversation with him and asked hima coupl e of

t housand questions about hinsel f, which the king answered good-
naturedly, but in a nore or less indefinite way as to private

particul ars.

"Where do you live when you are at hone?"

"In Geece."

"Greece! Well, now, that is just astonishing! Born there?"

"Do you speak G eek?"

"Yes."
"Now, ain't that strange! | never expected to live to see
that. What is your trade? | mean how do you get your living?

What is your |ine of business?”

"Well, | hardly know how to answer. | amonly a kind of
foreman, on a salary; and the business--well, is a very genera

ki nd of business."

"Yes, | understand--general jobbing--little of everything--

anything that there's noney in."



"That's about it, yes."

"Are you traveling for the house now?"

"Well, partly; but not entirely. O course | do a stroke of

business if it falls in the way--"

"Cood! | like that in you! That's nme every time. Go on."

"I was only going to say I amoff on ny vacation now "

"Wll that's all right. No harmin that. A man works al

the better for alittle let-up now and then. Not that |'ve been
used to having it nyself; for | haven't. | reckon this is ny
first. | was born in Germany, and when | was a couple of weeks
ol d shipped to Arerica, and |'ve been there ever since, and
that's sixty-four years by the watch. [|'man Anerican in
principle and a German at heart, and it's the boss conbi nation

Well, how do you get along, as a rule--pretty fair?"

"I've a rather large famly--"

"There, that's it--big famly and trying to raise themon a

salary. Now, what did you go to do that for?"

"Well, | thought--"

"OfF course you did. You were young and confident and

t hought you coul d branch out and nake things go with a whirl, and

here you are, you see! But never mind about that. |'m not
trying to discourage you. Dear ne! |'ve been just where you are
mysel f!  You've got good grit; there's good stuff in you, | can

see that. You got a wong start, that's the whole trouble. But

you hold your grip, and we'll see what can be done. Your case



ain't half as bad as it might be. You are going to cone out al

right--1"mbail for that. Boys and girls?"

"My famly? Yes, sone of them are boys--"

"And the rest girls. It's just as | expected. But that's
all right, and it's better so, anyway. What are the boys doing--

| earning a trade?"

"Well, no--I thought--"

"It's a big nistake. |It's the biggest nistake you ever

made. You see that in your own case. A nman ought always to have
a trade to fall back on. Now, | was harness-naker at first. Did
that prevent ne from becom ng one of the biggest brewers in
America? Ch no. | always had the harness trick to fall back on
in rough weather. Now, if you had | earned how to nake harness--
However, it's too late now, too late. But it's no good plan to
cry over spilt mlk. But as to the boys, you see--what's to

becone of themif anything happens to you?"

"I't has been ny idea to let the el dest one succeed ne--"

"Ch, conme! Suppose the firmdon't want hinP"

"I hadn't thought of that, but--"

"Now, | ook here; you want to get right down to business and

stop dreami ng. You are capable of imense things--man. You can
make a perfect success in life. Al you want is sonebody to
steady you and boost you along on the right road. Do you own

anything in the business?"

"No--not exactly; but if | continue to give satisfaction, I



suppose | can keep ny--"

"Keep your place--yes. Wll, don't you depend on anything
of the kind. They'll bounce you the minute you get a little old
and worked out; they'll do it sure. Can't you nmanage sonehow to

get into the firn? That's the great thing, you know "

"I think it is doubtful; very doubtful."

"Un-that's bad--yes, and unfair, too. Do you suppose that
if I should go there and have a talk with your people-- Look

here--do you think you could run a brewery?"

"l have never tried, but | think | could do it after a

little familiarity with the business."

The Gernman was silent for sone tine. He did a good deal of
t hi nking, and the king waited curiously to see what the result

was going to be. Finally the German said:

"My mind s made up. You |leave that crowd--you'll never

anount to anything there. |In these old countries they never give
a fellow a show Yes, you come over to America--cone to my place
in Rochester; bring the famly along. You shall have a show in

t he business and the foremanshi p, besides. GCeorge--you said your
nane was CGeorge?--1'l1 nmake a man of you. | give you ny word
You' ve never had a chance here, but that's all going to change.

By gracious! I'll give you a lift that'll nake your hair curl!"

AT THE SHRINE OF ST. WAGNER



Bayreuth, Aug. 2d, 1891

It was at Nurenberg that we struck the inundation of nusic-

mad strangers that was rolling down upon Bayreuth. It had been

I ong since we had seen such nultitudes of excited and struggling
people. It took a good half-hour to pack themand pair theminto
the train--and it was the longest train we have yet seen in
Europe. Nurenberg had been witnessing this sort of experience a
couple of tines a day for about two weeks. It gives one an

i mpressive sense of the magnitude of this biennial pilgrinmage.

For a pilgrimage is what it is. The devotees cone fromthe very
ends of the earth to worship their prophet in his own Kaaba in

his own Mecca.

If you are living in New York or San Francisco or Chicago or
anywhere el se in America, and you conclude, by the m ddl e of My,
that you would like to attend the Bayreuth opera two nonths and a
hal f | ater, you must use the cable and get about it imediately
or you will get no seats, and you nust cable for | odgings, too.
Then if you are lucky you will get seats in the last row and
lodgings in the fringe of the towmn. |If you stop to wite you
will get nothing. There were plenty of people in Nurenberg when
we passed through who had cone on pilgrinage wi thout first
securing seats and | odgi ngs. They had found neither in Bayreuth;
they had wal ked Bayreuth streets a while in sorrow, then had gone
to Nurenberg and found neither beds nor standing room and had
wal ked those quaint streets all night, waiting for the hotels to
open and enpty their guests into trains, and so nmake room for
these, their defeated brethren and sisters in the faith. They
had endured fromthirty to forty hours' railroading on the

continent of Europe--with all which that inplies of worry,



fatigue, and financial inpoverishnent--and all they had got and
all they were to get for it was handi ness and accuracy in kicking
t hensel ves, acquired by practice in the back streets of the two
towns when ot her people were in bed; for back they nmust go over
that unspeakabl e journey with their pious mssion unful filled.
These humiliated outcasts had the frowsy and unbrushed and

apol ogetic |l ook of wet cats, and their eyes were glazed with
drowsi ness, their bodies were adroop fromcrown to sole, and al

ki nd- hearted people refrained fromasking themif they had been

to Bayreuth and failed to connect, as knowing they would lie.

We reached here (Bayreuth) about nid-afternoon of a rainy
Saturday. We were of the wise, and had secured | odgi ngs and

opera seats nonths in advance.

I amnot a musical critic, and did not cone here to wite

essays about the operas and deliver judgnent upon their nerits.
The little children of Bayreuth could do that with a finer
synpathy and a broader intelligence than |I. | only care to bring
four or five pilgrins to the operas, pilgrinms able to appreciate
them and enjoy them VWhat | wite about the performance to put
inm odd tine would be offered to the public as nerely a cat's

view of a king, and not of didactic val ue.

Next day, which was Sunday, we |left for the opera-house--

that is to say, the Wagner tenple--a little after the m ddl e of
the afternoon. The great building stands all by itself, grand
and lonely, on a high ground outside the town. W were warned
that if we arrived after four o' clock we should be obliged to pay
two dollars and a half extra by way of fine. W saved that; and
it may be remarked here that this is the only opportunity that
Europe offers of saving noney. There was a big crowd in the

grounds about the building, and the | adies' dresses took the sun



with fine effect. | do not nmean to intimate that the | adies were
in full dress, for that was not so. The dresses were pretty, but

neither sex was in evening dress.

The interior of the building is sinple--severely so; but

there is no occasion for color and decoration, since the people
sit in the dark. The auditorium has the shape of a keystone,
with the stage at the narrow end. There is an aisle on each
side, but no aisle in the body of the house. Each row of seats
extends in an unbroken curve fromone side of the house to the
other. There are seven entrance doors on each side of the
theater and four at the butt, eighteen doors to adnit and enit
1, 650 persons. The nunber of the particular door by which you
are to enter the house or leave it is printed on your ticket, and
you can use no door but that one. Thus, crowdi ng and confusion
are inpossible. Not so many as a hundred people use any one

door. This is better than having the usual (and usel ess)

el aborate fireproof arrangenents. It is the nodel theater of the
world. It can be enptied while the second hand of a watch makes
its circuit. It would be entirely safe, even if it were built of

| uci fer nmtches.

If your seat is near the center of a row and you enter |ate

you must work your way along a rank of about twenty-five |adies
and gentlenmen to get to it. Yet this causes no trouble, for
everybody stands up until all the seats are full, and the filling
is acconplished in a very few mnutes. Then all sit down, and
you have a solid mass of fifteen hundred heads, naking a steep

cellar-door slant fromthe rear of the house down to the stage.

Al the lights were turned low, so |ow that the congregation
sat in a deep and solem gloom The funereal rustling of dresses

and the | ow buzz of conversation began to die swiftly down, and



presently not the ghost of a sound was left. This profound and

i ncreasingly inpressive stillness endured for sone tinme--the best
preparation for nusic, spectacle, or speech conceivable. | should
t hi nk our show peopl e would have invented or inported that sinple
and i npressive device for securing and solidifying the attention
of an audi ence | ong ago; instead of which there continue to this
day to open a performance agai nst a deadly conpetition in the

form of noise, confusion, and a scattered interest.

Finally, out of darkness and di stance and nystery soft rich

notes rose upon the stillness, and fromhis grave the dead
magi ci an began to weave his spells about his disciples and steep
their souls in his enchantnents. There was sonething strangely

i mpressive in the fancy which kept intruding itself that the
conposer was conscious in his grave of what was going on here,
and that these divine souls were the clothing of thoughts which
were at this nonent passing through his brain, and not recognized

and fam liar ones which had issued fromit at sonme forner tine.

The entire overture, long as it was, was played to a dark

house with the curtain down. It was exquisite; it was delicious.
But straightway thereafter, or course, canme the singing, and it
does seemto nme that nothing can make a Wagner opera absol utely
perfect and satisfactory to the untutored but to | eave out the
vocal parts. | wish | could see a Wagner opera done in pantomn ne
once. Then one would have the lovely orchestration unvexed to
listen to and bathe his spirit in, and the bew | dering beautiful
scenery to intoxicate his eyes with, and the dunb acting coul dn't
mar these pleasures, because there isn't often anything in the
Wagner opera that one would call by such a violent nane as
acting; as a rule all you would see would be a couple of silent
peopl e, one of them standing still, the other catching flies.

course | do not really mean that he would be catching flies; |



only mean that the usual operatic gestures which consist in
reaching first one hand out into the air and then the other m ght
suggest the sport | speak of if the operator attended strictly to

busi ness and uttered no sound.

This present opera was "Parsifal." Mdame Wagner does not
permt its representation anywhere but in Bayreuth. The first
act of the three occupied two hours, and | enjoyed that in spite

of the singing.

I trust that | know as well as anybody that singing is one

of the nost entrancing and bew tching and novi ng and el oquent of
all the vehicles invented by man for the conveying of feeling;
but it seems to nme that the chief virtue in song is nelody, air,
tune, rhythm or what you please to call it, and that when this
feature is absent what remains is a picture with the color left
out. | was not able to detect in the vocal parts of "Parsifal"
anything that m ght with confidence be called rhythmor tune or
mel ody; one person perforned at a tine--and a long tine, too--
often in a noble, and always in a high-toned, voice; but he only
pul l ed out |long notes, then sone short ones, then another |ong
one, then a sharp, quick, perenptory bark or two--and so on and
so on; and when he was done you saw that the information which he
had conveyed had not conpensated for the disturbance. Not

al ways, but pretty often. If two of themwould but put in a duet
occasionally and bl end the voices; but no, they don't do that.
The great master, who knew so well how to nake a hundred
instrunents rejoice in unison and pour out their souls in mngled
and nel odi ous tides of delicious sound, deals only in barren

sol os when he puts in the vocal parts. It may be that he was
deep, and only added the singing to his operas for the sake of
the contrast it would make with the nmusic. Singing! It does

seemthe wong nane to apply to it. Strictly described, it is a



practicing of difficult and unpleasant intervals, mainly. An

i gnorant person gets tired of listening to gymmastic intervals in
the long run, no matter how pl easant they may be. 1In "Parsifal"”

there is a hernit named Gurnenanz who stands on the stage in one

spot and practices by the hour, while first one and then anot her

character of the cast endures what he can of it and then retires

to die.

During the evening there was an interm ssion of three-

quarters of an hour after the first act and one an hour | ong
after the second. In both instances the theater was totally
enptied. People who had previously engaged tables in the one
sol e eating-house were able to put in their tine very
satisfactorily; the other thousand went hungry. The opera was
concluded at ten in the evening or a little later. Wen we
reached hone we had been gone nore than seven hours. Seven hours

at five dollars a ticket is alnpbst too nuch for the noney.

Whi | e browsing about the front yard anbng the crowd between

the acts | encountered twelve or fifteen friends fromdifferent
parts of Anerica, and those of themwho were nost fanmiliar with
Wagner said that "Parsifal" seldom pleased at first, but that
after one had heard it several times it was al nost sure to becone
a favorite. It seened inpossible, but it was true, for the

statenent cane from peopl e whose word was not to be doubted

And | gathered some further information. On the ground

found part of a German nusical magazine, and in it a letter
witten by Unlic thirty-three years ago, in which he defends the
scorned and abused WAagner agai nst people |ike ne, who found fault
with the conprehensive absence of what our kind regards as
singing. Unlic says Wagner despi sed "JENE PLAPPERUDE MJSI C, " and

therefore "runs, trills, and SCHNORKEL are discarded by him" |



don't know what a SCHNORKEL is, but now that | know it has been
|l eft out of these operas | never have missed so nmuch in ny life.
And Unlic further says that Wagner's song is true: that it is
"sinply enphasi zed i ntoned speech.” That certainly describes it
--in "Parsifal” and sone of the operas; and if | understand
Unhlic's elaborate Gernan he apol ogi zes for the beautiful airs in
"Tannh: auser.” Very well; now that Wagner and | understand each
ot her, perhaps we shall get along better, and | shall stop

cal ling Waggner, on the Anerican plan, and thereafter call him
Waggner as per German custom for | feel entirely friendly now
The m nute we get reconciled to a person, howwlling we are to
throw aside little needl ess puctilios and pronounce his nane

right!

O course | cane hone wondering why people should come from

all corners of America to hear these operas, when we have lately
had a season or two of themin New York with these sane singers
in the several parts, and possibly this same orchestra. |

resolved to think that out at all hazards

TUESDAY. - - Yesterday they played the only operatic favorite

have ever had--an opera which has always driven ne nad with

i gnorant delight whenever | have heard it--"Tannh:auser." |
heard it first when | was a youth; | heard it last in the |ast
German season in New York. | was busy yesterday and | did not
intend to go, knowi ng | should have another "Tannh:auser"
opportunity in a few days; but after five o' clock |I found nyself
free and wal ked out to the opera-house and arrived about the
begi nning of the second act. M opera ticket admitted me to the
grounds in front, past the policeman and the chain, and | thought
I would take a rest on a bench for an hour and two and wait for

the third act.



In a noment or so the first bugles blew, and the multitude

began to crunble apart and nelt into the theater. | wll explain
that this bugle-call is one of the pretty features here. You
see, the theater is enpty, and hundreds of the audi ence are a
good way off in the feeding-house; the first bugle-call is blown
about a quarter of an hour before tinme for the curtain to rise.
Thi s conpany of buglers, in uniform nmarch out with military step
and send out over the |andscape a few bars of the thene of the
approaching act, piercing the distances with the graci ous notes;
then they march to the other entrance and repeat. Presently they
do this over again. Yesterday only about two hundred people were
still left in front of the house when the second call was bl own;
in another half-minute they would have been in the house, but
then a thing happened which del ayed them-the only solitary thing
inthis world which could be relied on with certainty to
acconplish it, | suppose--an inperial princess appeared in the
bal cony above them They stopped dead in their tracks and began
to gaze in a stupor of gratitude and satisfaction. The |ady
presently saw that she nust di sappear or the doors would be

cl osed upon these worshipers, so she returned to her box. This
daughter-in-law of an enperor was pretty; she had a kind face;
she was w thout airs; she is known to be full of conmon hunman
synmpat hies. There are many kinds of princesses, but this kind is
the nost harnful of all, for wherever they go they reconcile
peopl e to nonarchy and set back the clock of progress. The

val uabl e princes, the desirable princes, are the czars and their
sort. By their mere dunb presence in the world they cover with
derision every argument that can be invented in favor of royalty
by the nost ingenious casuist. 1In his tine the husband of this
princess was valuable. He led a degraded life, he ended it with
his own hand in circunstances and surroundi ngs of a hideous sort,

and was buried |ike a god.



In the opera-house there is a long |oft back of the

audi ence, a kind of open gallery, in which princes are displayed.
It is sacred to them it is the holy of holies. As soon as the
filling of the house is about conplete the standing multitude
turn and fix their eyes upon the princely |ayout and gaze nutely
and longingly and adoringly and regretfully like sinners | ooking
into heaven. They becone rapt, unconscious, steeped in worship.
There is no spectacle anywhere that is nore pathetic than this.
It is worth crossing nany oceans to see. It is sonehow not the
same gaze that people rivet upon a Victor Hugo, or N agara, or
the bones of the mastodon, or the guillotine of the Revolution
or the great pyranid, or distant Vesuvius snoking in the sky, or
any man long cel ebrated to you by his genius and achi evenents, or
thing long celebrated to you by the praises of books and
pictures--no, that gaze is only the gaze of intense curiosity,

i nterest, wonder, engaged in drinking delicious deep draughts
that taste good all the way down and appease and satisfy the
thirst of alifetine. Satisfy it--that is the word. Hugo and
the mastodon will still have a degree of intense interest

t hereafter when encountered, but never anything approaching the
ecstasy of that first view The interest of a prince is
different. 1t may be envy, it may be worship, doubtless it is a
m xture of both--and it does not satisfy its thirst with one
view, or even noticeably dimnish it. Perhaps the essence of the
thing is the value which nen attach to a val uabl e sonet hi ng whi ch
has conme by |luck and not been earned. A dollar picked up in the
road is nore satisfaction to you than the ninety-and-nine which
you had to work for, and noney won at faro or in stocks snuggles
into your heart in the sane way. A prince picks up grandeur
power, and a pernmanent holiday and gratis support by a pure

acci dent, the accident of birth, and he stands al ways before the
grieved eye of poverty and obscurity a nonunental representative

of luck. And then--suprenest value of all-his is the only high



fortune on the earth which is secure. The conmercial nillionaire
may become a beggar; the illustrious statesman can make a vita

m st ake and be dropped and forgotten; the illustrious general can
| ose a decisive battle and with it the consideration of nmen; but
once a prince always a prince--that is to say, an inmtation god,
and neither hard fortune nor an infanous character nor an addl ed
brain nor the speech of an ass can undeify him By conmmon
consent of all the nations and all the ages the nost val uable
thing in this world is the honage of nen, whether deserved or
undeserved. It follows w thout doubt or question, then, that the
nmost desirable position possible is that of a prince. And

think it also follows that the so-called usurpations w th which
history is littered are the nmost excusabl e mi sdemeanors whi ch nen
have conmtted. To usurp a usurpation--that is all it anmounts

to, isn't it?

A prince is not to us what he is to a European, of course.

We have not been taught to regard himas a god, and so one good
|l ook at himis likely to so nearly appease our curiosity as to
make himan object of no greater interest the next tinme. W want
a fresh one. But it is not so with the European. | amaquite
sure of it. The same old one will answer; he never stales.

Ei ghteen years ago | was in London and | called at an
Engl i shman's house on a bl eak and foggy and di snal Decenber
afternoon to visit his wife and marri ed daughter by appoi nt nent.

I waited half an hour and then they arrived, frozen. They
expl ai ned that they had been del ayed by an unl ooked-f or
circunstance: while passing in the nei ghborhood of Marl borough
House they saw a crowd gathering and were told that the Prince of
Wal es was about to drive out, so they stopped to get a sight of
him They had waited half an hour on the sidewal k, freezing with
the crowd, but were disappointed at last--the Prince had changed

his mnd. | said, with a good deal of surprise, "lIs it possible



that you two have lived in London all your lives and have never

seen the Prince of Wal es?"

Apparently it was their turn to be surprised, for they
exclainmed: "Wat an idea! Wy, we have seen hi m hundreds of

tinmes."

They had seem hi m hundreds of tines, yet they had waited

hal f an hour in the gloomand the bitter cold, in the ndst of a
jam of patients fromthe sanme asylum on the chance of seeing him
again. It was a stupefying statenent, but one is obliged to
bel i eve the English, even when they say a thing like that. |

funbl ed around for a remark, and got out this one:

"l can't understand it at all. If | had never seen Genera
Gant | doubt if I would do that even to get a sight of him™"

Wth a slight enphasis on the | ast word.

Their bl ank faces showed that they wondered where the
parallel canme in. Then they said, blankly: "O course not. He

is only a President."

It is doubtless a fact that a prince is a permanent

interest, an interest not subject to deterioration. The genera
who was never defeated, the general who never held a council of
war, the only general who ever conmanded a connected battle-front
twel ve hundred mles long, the smith who wel ded t oget her the
broken parts of a great republic and re-established it where it
is quite likely to outlast all the nonarchies present and to
come, was really a person of no serious consequence to these
people. To them with their training, ny General was only a nan,
after all, while their Prince was clearly much nore than that--a

being of a wholly unsimlar construction and constitution, and



bei ng of no nore blood and kinship with nmen than are the serene
eternal lights of the firmament with the poor dull tallow candles
of commerce that sputter and die and | eave not hing behind but a

pi nch of ashes and a sti nk.

| saw the last act of "Tannh:auser." | sat in the gloom and

the deep stillness, waiting--one mnute, two ninutes, | do not
know exactly how | ong--then the soft nusic of the hidden
orchestra began to breathe its rich, |long sighs out from under
the distant stage, and by and by the drop-curtain parted in the
m ddl e and was drawn softly aside, disclosing the twlighted wood
and a waysi de shrine, with a white-robed girl praying and a nman
standing near. Presently that noble chorus of nmen's voices was
heard approaching, and fromthat nonment until the closing of the
curtain it was music, just nusic--nusic to nake one drunk with
pl easure, nusic to nmake one take scrip and staff and beg his way

round the globe to hear it.

To such as are intending to come here in the Wagner season

next year | wish to say, bring your dinner-pail with you. |[|f you
do, you will never cease to be thankful. |f you do not, you will
find it a hard fight to save yourself from fam shing in Bayreuth.
Bayreuth is nmerely a large village, and has no very large hotels
or eating-houses. The principal inns are the Gol den Anchor and
the Sun. At either of these places you can get an excellent

meal --no, | nean you can go there and see other people get it.
There is no charge for this. The town is littered with
restaurants, but they are small and bad, and they are overdriven
with custom You nust secure a table hours beforehand, and often
when you arrive you will find sonebody occupying it. W have had
this experience. W have had a daily scranble for life; and when
| say we, | include shoals of people. | have the inpression that

the only people who do not have to scranble are the veterans--the



di sci pl es who have been here before and know the ropes. | think
they arrive about a week before the first opera, and engage al
the tables for the season. My tribe had tried all kinds of

pl aces--sone outside of the town, a nile or two--and have
captured only nibblings and odds and ends, never in any instance
a conplete and satisfying nmeal. Digestible? No, the reverse.
These odds and ends are going to serve as souvenirs of Bayreuth,
and in that regard their value is not to be overesti mated.
Phot ogr aphs fade, bric-a-brac gets |lost, busts of Wagner get
broken, but once you absorb a Bayreuth-restaurant neal it is your
possession and your property until the tine cones to enbal mthe
rest of you. Some of these pilgrinms here becone, in effect,

cabi nets; cabinets of souvenirs of Bayreuth. It is believed
anong scientists that you could exam ne the crop of a dead
Bayreuth pilgrimanywhere in the earth and tell where he cane
from But |I like this ballast. | think a "Hermtage" scrap-up
at eight in the evening, when all the fam ne-breeders have been
there and laid in their nenmentoes and gone, is the quietest thing

you can |ay on your keel son except gravel

THURSDAY. - - They keep two teans of singers in stock for the

chief roles, and one of these is conposed of the npbst renowned
artists in the world, with Materna and Alvary in the |lead. |
suppose a double teamis necessary; doubtless a single team would
di e of exhaustion in a week, for all the plays last fromfour in
the afternoon till ten at night. Nearly all the labor falls upon
the hal f-dozen head singers, and apparently they are required to
furnish all the noise they can for the noney. |If they feel a
soft, whispery, nysterious feeling they are required to open out
and let the public knowit. Operas are given only on Sundays,
Mondays, Wednesdays, and Thursdays, with three days of ostensible
rest per week, and two teans to do the four operas; but the

ostensible rest is devoted largely to rehearsing. It is said



that the off days are devoted to rehearsing fromsone tinme in the
nmorning till ten at night. Are there two orchestras also? It is
quite likely, since there are one hundred and ten nanes in the

orchestra list.

Yesterday the opera was "Tristan and Isolde.” | have seen

all sorts of audiences--at theaters, operas, concerts, |ectures,
sernmons, funeral s--but none which was twin to the Wagner audi ence
of Bayreuth for fixed and reverential attention. Absolute
attention and petrified retention to the end of an act of the
attitude assunmed at the beginning of it. You detect no novenent
in the solid mass of heads and shoul ders. You seemto sit with
the dead in the gloomof a tonb. You know that they are being
stirred to their profoundest depths; that there are tinmes when
they want to rise and wave handkerchi efs and shout their
approbation, and tines when tears are running down their faces,
and it would be a relief to free their pent enotions in sobs or
screans; yet you hear not one utterance till the curtain sw ngs
together and the closing strains have slowy faded out and died;
then the dead rise with one inpulse and shake the building with
their applause. Every seat is full in the first act; there is
not a vacant one in the last. |If a nman would be conspicuous, |et
him come here and retire fromthe house in the mdst of an act.

It would nmake hi mcel ebrat ed.

Thi s audi ence rem nds me of nothing | have ever seen and of

not hing I have read about except the city in the Arabian tale
where all the inhabitants have been turned to brass and the
traveler finds themafter centuries nute, notionless, and stil
retaining the attitudes which they last knewin life. Here the
Wagner audi ence dress as they please, and sit in the dark and
worship in silence. At the Metropolitan in New York they sit in

a glare, and wear their show est harness; they humairs, they



squeak fans, they titter, and they gabble all the tine. |In sone
of the boxes the conversation and |laughter are so loud as to
divide the attention of the house with the stage. 1In large
measure the Metropolitan is a show case for rich fashi onabl es who
are not trained in Wagnerian nusi c and have no reverence for it,

but who like to pronote art and show their cl ot hes.

Can that be an agreeabl e at nosphere to persons in whomthis

musi ¢ produces a sort of divine ecstasy and to whomits creator
is a very deity, his stage a tenple, the works of his brain and
hands consecrated things, and the partaking of themw th eye and
ear a sacred solemity? Manifestly, no. Then, perhaps the
tenporary expatriation, the tedious traversing of seas and
continents, the pilgrinage to Bayreuth stands expl ained. These
devot ees would worship in an atnosphere of devotion. It is only
here that they can find it without fleck or blenish or any
worldly pollution. In this remote village there are no sights to
see, there is no newspaper to intrude the worries of the distant
world, there is nothing going on, it is always Sunday. The
pilgrimwends to his tenple out of town, sits out his noving
service, returns to his bed with his heart and soul and his body
exhausted by | ong hours of trenendous enotion, and he is in no
fit condition to do anything but to lie torpid and slowy gather
back Iife and strength for the next service. This opera of
"Tristan and |sol de" |ast night broke the hearts of all w tnesses

who were of the faith, and I know of sonme who have heard of many

who could not sleep after it, but cried the night away. | fee
strongly out of place here. Sometimes | feel |ike the sane
person in a comunity of the mad; sonetines | feel |ike the one

blind man where all others see; the one groping savage in the
coll ege of the | earned, and always, during service, | feel like a

heretic in heaven



But by no neans do | ever overlook or mnify the fact that
this is one of the nost extraordinary experiences of ny life. |
have never seen anything like this before. | have never seen

anything so great and fine and real as this devotion.

FRI DAY. - - Yesterday' s opera was "Parsifal" again. The others

went and they show nmarked advance in appreciation; but | went
hunting for relics and rem nders of the Margravine WI hel ni na,
she of the inperishable "Menoirs." | amproperly grateful to her
for her (unconscious) satire upon nonarchy and nobility, and

t her ef ore not hi ng which her hand touched or her eye | ooked upon
is indifferent to ne. | amher pilgrim the rest of this

mul titude here are \WAgner's.

TUESDAY. --1 have seen ny |last two operas; ny season is

ended, and we cross over into Bohemia this afternoon. | was
supposi ng that my nusical regeneration was acconplished and
perfected, because | enjoyed both of these operas, singing and

all, and, noreover, one of themwas "Parsifal," but the experts

have di senchanted nme. They say:

"Singing! That wasn't singing; that was the wailing,
screeching of third-rate obscurities, palmed off on us in the

i nterest of econony."

Well, | ought to have recogni zed the sign--the old, sure

sign that has never failed ne in matters of art. \Whenever

enjoy anything in art it neans that it is mighty poor. The
private know edge of this fact has saved ne from going to pieces
with enthusiasmin front of many and nany a chronpb. However, ny
base instinct does bring ne profit sometines; | was the only man

out of thirty-two hundred who got his nobney back on those two operas.



W LLI AM DEAN HOWELLS

Is it true that the sun of a man's nmentality touches noon at
forty and then begins to wane toward setting? Doctor Gsler is
charged with saying so. Maybe he said it, naybe he didn't; |
don't know which it is. But if he saidit, | can point himto a
case which proves his rule. Proves it by being an exception to

it. To this place | noninate M. Howells.

I read his VENETI AN DAYS about forty years ago. | conpare

it with his paper on Machiavelli in a |late nunber of HARPER, and
I cannot find that his English has suffered any inpairnment. For
forty years his English has been to nme a continual delight and
astoni shrent. In the sustained exhibition of certain great

qual ities--clearness, conpression, verbal exactness, and unforced
and seeningly unconscious felicity of phrasing--he is, in ny
belief, without his peer in the English-witing world. SUSTAI NED
I entrench nyself behind that protecting word. There are others
who exhibit those great qualities as greatly as he does, but only
by interval ed distributions of rich nmoonlight, with stretches of
vei |l ed and di mer | andscape between; whereas Howel |l s's noon sails

cloudl ess skies all night and all the nights.

In the matter of verbal exactness M. Howells has no superi or

| suppose. He seens to be al nbst always able to find that

el usive and shifty grain of gold, the RIGHT WORD. O hers have
to put up with approxi mati ons, nore or |ess frequently; he

has better luck. To nme, the others are miners working with the



gol d- pan--of necessity sone of the gold washes over and escapes;
whereas, in nmy fancy, he is quicksilver raiding down a riffle--no
grain of the nmetal stands much chance of eluding him A powerful
agent is the right word: it lights the reader's way and nmakes it
plain; a close approximation to it will answer, and mnuch
traveling is done in a well-enough fashion by its help, but we do
not welcone it and applaud it and rejoice in it as we do when THE
right one blazes out on us. Wenever we cone upon one of those
intensely right words in a book or a newspaper the resulting
effect is physical as well as spiritual, and electrically pronpt:
it tingles exquisitely around through the walls of the nouth and
tastes as tart and crisp and good as the autumm-butter that
creans the sunmac-berry. One has no tine to exanine the word and
vote upon its rank and standing, the automatic recognition of its
supremacy is so inmediate. There is a plenty of acceptable
literature which deals largely in approximations, but it nmay be
likened to a fine | andscape seen through the rain; the right word
woul d dismiss the rain, then you would see it better. It doesn't

rain when Howells is at work.

And where does he get the easy and effortless flow of his
speech? and its cadenced and undul ating rhythn? and its
architectural felicities of construction, its graces of
expression, its penmm can quality of conpression, and all that?
Born to him no doubt. Al in shining good order in the

begi nning, all extraordinary; and all just as shining, just as
extraordinary today, after forty years of diligent wear and tear
and use. He passed his fortieth year long and | ong ago; but |
think his English of today--his perfect English, | wish to say --
can throw down the glove before his English of that antique tine

and not be afraid.

I will got back to the paper on Mchiavelli now, and ask the



reader to exam ne this passage fromit which | append. | do not
mean examine it in a bird s-eye way; | nean search it, study it.
And, of course, read it aloud. | may be wong, still it is ny

conviction that one cannot get out of finely wought literature

all that is init by reading it nutely:

M. Dyer is rather of the opinion, first |umnously

suggested by Macaul ay, that Machiavelli was in earnest, but nust
not be judged as a political noralist of our time and race woul d
be judged. He thinks that Machiavelli was in earnest, as none
but an idealist can be, and he is the first to imgine himan
idealist inmersed in realities, who involuntarily transmutes the
events under his eye into sonething |ike the visionary issues of
reverie. The Machiavelli whom he depicts does not cease to be
politically a republican and socially a just man because he hol ds
up an atrocious despot |ike Caesar Borgia as a nmrror for rulers.
What Machi avel i beheld round himin Italy was a civic disorder
in which there was oppression without statecraft, and revolt

wi thout patriotism Wen a miscreant |ike Borgia appeared upon
the scene and reduced both tyrants and rebels to an apparent

qui escence, he mght very well seemto such a dreaner the savior
of society whoma certain sort of dreanmers are al ways | ooki ng
for. Machiavelli was no | ess honest when he honored the

di abolical force than Carlyle was when at different tinmes he
extolled the strong man who destroys liberty in creating order
But Carlyle has only just ceased to be m staken for a refornmer,
while it is still Machiavelli's hard fate to be so trameled in
his material that his name stands for whatever is nost nal evol ent

and perfidious in human nature.

You see how easy and flowing it is; how unvexed by ruggednesses,

cl unmsi nesses, broken nmeters; how sinple and--so far as you or |



can nake out--unstudied; how clear, how |inpid, how understandabl e
how unconfused by cross-currents, eddies, undertows; how seeningly
unadorned, yet is all adornment, like the lily-of-the-valley;
and how conpressed, how conpact, w thout a conpl acency-signha

hung out anywhere to call attention to it.

There are twenty-three lines in the quoted passage. After reading
it several times al oud, one perceives that a good deal of matter
is crowded into that small space. | think it is a nodel

of conpactness. When | take its materials apart and work them
over and put themtogether in ny way, | find I cannot crowd the
result back into the sane hole, there not being room enough. |
find it a case of a woman packing a man's trunk: he can get the

things out, but he can't ever get them back again.

The proffered paragraph is a just and fair sanple; the rest

of the article is as conpact as it is; there are no waste words.
The sanple is just in other ways: |Ilinpid, fluent, graceful, and
rhythmcal as it is, it holds no superiority in these respects
over the rest of the essay. Also, the choice phrasing noticeable
in the sanple is not lonely; there is a plenty of its kin

di stributed through the other paragraphs. This is claimng nuch
when that kin nust face the challenge of a phrase |like the one in
the middle sentence: "an idealist imersed in realities who
involuntarily transnmutes the events under his eye into sonething
like the visionary issues of reverie." Wth a hundred words to
do it with, the literary artisan could catch that airy thought
and tie it down and reduce it to a concrete condition, visible,
substantial, understandable and all right, |ike a cabbage; but

the artist does it with twenty, and the result is a flower.

The quoted phrase, like a thousand others that have cone

fromthe sane source, has the quality of certain scraps of verse



whi ch take hold of us and stay in our menories, we do not
understand why, at first: all the words being the right words,
none of themis conspi cuous, and so they all seem i nconspicuous,
therefore we wonder what it is about themthat makes their

message take hol d.

The nmossy marbl es rest
On the lips that he has prest

In their bl oom

And the names he loved to hear
Have been carved for many a year

On the tonb.

It is like a dreany strain of noving nusic, with no sharp

notes init. The words are all "right" words, and all the sane
size. W do not notice it at first. W get the effect, it goes
straight home to us, but we do not know why. It is when the

right words are conspi cuous that they thunder

The glory that was G eece and the grandeur that was Rone!

When | got back fromHowells old to Howells young | find him

arranging and clustering English words well, but not any better
than now. He is not nore felicitous in concreting abstractions
now than he was in translating, then, the visions of the eyes of

flesh into words that reproduced their forns and col ors:

In Venetian streets they give the fallen snow no rest. It



is at once shoveled into the canal s by hundreds of half-naked
FACCHI NI; and now in St. Mark's Place the nusic of innumerable
shovel s snbote upon ny ear; and | saw the shivering | egion of
poverty as it engaged the elenments in a struggle for the
possession of the Piazza. But the snow continued to fall, and
through the twilight of the descending flakes all this toil and
encountered | ooked like that weary kind of effort in dreams, when
the nmost deternined industry seens only to renew the task. The
| ofty crest of the bell-tower was hidden in the folds of falling
snow, and | could no longer see the golden angel upon its sumit.
But | ooked at across the Piazza, the beautiful outline of St.
Mark's Church was perfectly penciled in the air, and the shifting
threads of the snowfall were woven into a spell of nove

enchant ment around the structure that always seened to ne too
exquisite in its fantastic |loveliness to be anything but the
creation of magic. The tender snow had conpassionated the
beautiful edifice for all the wongs of time, and so hid the
stains and ugliness of decay that it |looked as if just fromthe
hand of the builder--or, better said, just fromthe brain of the
architect. There was nmarvel ous freshness in the colors of the
nosaics in the great arches of the facade, and all that gracious
harmony into which the tenple rises, or marble scrolls and | eafy
exuberance airily supporting the statues of the saints, was a
hundred tines etherealized by the purity and whiteness of the
drifting flakes. The snow lay lightly on the golden gl oves that
trenble |ike peacocks-crests above the vast domes, and pl uned
themwith softest white; it robed the saints in ermine; and it
danced over all its works, as if exulting in its beauty--beauty
which filled me with subtle, selfish yearning to keep such
evanescent loveliness for the little-while-longer of ny whole
life, and with despair to think that even the poor |ifeless

shadow of it could never be fairly reflected in picture or poem



Through the wavering snowfall, the Saint Theodore upon one

of the granite pillars of the Piazzetta did not show so grim as
his wont is, and the winged lion on the other mi ght have been a
wi nged | anb, so gentle and nild he | ooked by the tender |ight of
the storm The towers of the island churches | ooned faint and
far away in the dimess; the sailors in the rigging of the ships
that lay in the Basin wought |ike phantons anong the shrouds;
the gondol as stole in and out of the opaque distance nore

noi sel essly and dream |y than ever; and a silence, al nost

pal pabl e, lay upon the nutest city in the world.

The spirit of Venice is there: of a city where Age and

Decay, fagged with distributing danage and repul si veness anong
the other cities of the planet in accordance with the policy and
busi ness of their profession, cone for rest and play between
seasons, and treat thenselves to the |uxury and rel axation of

si nki ng the shop and inventing and squandering charns all about,
i nstead of abolishing such as they find, as it their habit when

not on vacation

In the working season they do business in Boston sonetines,

and a character in THE UNDI SCOVERED COUNTRY takes accurate note
of pathetic effects wought by them upon the aspects of a street
of once dignified and el egant hones whose occupants have noved
away and left thema prey to neglect and gradual ruin and
progressive degradation; a descent which reaches bottom at |ast,
when the street becomes a roost for hunbl e professionals of the

faith-cure and fortune-telling sort.

What a queer, nelancholy house, what a queer, nel ancholy

street! | don't think | was ever in a street before when quite



so many professional |adies, with English surnanes, preferred
Madamto M's. on their door-plates. And the poor old place has
such a desperately conscious air of going to the deuce. Every
house seens to wince as you go by, and button itself up to the
chin for fear you should find out it had no shirt on--so to
speak. | don't know what's the reason, but these material tokens
of a social decay afflict ne terribly; a tipsy woman isn't
dreadful er than a haggard old house, that's once been a hone, in

a street |like this.

M. Howells's pictures are not nere stiff, hard, accurate
phot ogr aphs; they are photographs with feeling in them and

sentinent, photographs taken in a dream one m ght say.

As concerns his hurmor, | will not try to say anything, yet |
would try, if | had the words that night approximately reach up
to its high place. | do not think any one else can play with
hunorous fancies so gracefully and delicately and deliciously as
he does, nor has so nmany to play with, nor can cone so near
maki ng them | ook as if they were doing the playing thensel ves and
he was not aware that they were at it. For they are unobtrusive,
and quiet in their ways, and well conducted. His is a hunor
which flows softly all around about and over and through the nesh
of the page, pervasive, refreshing, health-giving, and makes no
nore show and no nore noi se than does the circulation of the

bl ood.

There is another thing which is contentingly noticeable in
M. Howells's books. That is his "stage directions"--those
artifices which authors enploy to throw a kind of human

nat ur al ness around a scene and a conversation, and help the
reader to see the one and get at neanings in the other which

nmi ght not be perceived if entrusted unexplained to the bare words



of the talk. Sonme authors overdo the stage directions, they

el aborate them quite beyond necessity; they spend so nuch tinme
and take up so much roomin telling us how a person said a thing
and how he | ooked and acted when he said it that we get tired and
vexed and wish he hadn't said it all. Oher authors' directions
are brief enough, but it is seldomthat the brevity contains
either wit or information. Witers of this school go in rags, in
the matter of state directions; the majority of them having
nothing in stock but a cigar, a laugh, a blush, and a bursting
into tears. |In their poverty they work these sorry things to the

bone. They say:

replied Alfred, flipping the ash fromhis cigar."

(This explains nothing; it only wastes space.)

responded Richard, with a laugh.” (There was nothing

to | augh about; there never is. The witer puts it in from
habit--automatically; he is paying no attention to his work; or
he woul d see that there is nothing to |augh at; often, when a
remark is unusually and poignantly flat and silly, he tries to
deceive the reader by enlarging the stage direction and naki ng
Ri chard break into "frenzies of uncontrollable [aughter.” This

makes the reader sad.)

mur nured d adys, blushing.” (This poor old shop-worn
blush is a tiresone thing. W get so we would rather d adys
woul d fall out of the book and break her neck than do it again.
She is always doing it, and usually irrelevantly. Wenever it is
her turn to murnur she hangs out her blush; it is the only thing
she's got. In alittle while we hate her, just as we do

Ri chard.)

repeated Evelyn, bursting into tears." (This kind



keep a book danmp all the tinme. They can't say a thing wthout
crying. They cry so nuch about nothing that by and by when they
have sonething to cry ABOUT they have gone dry; they sob, and

fetch nothing; we are not moved. W are only glad.)

They gavel ne, these stale and overworked stage directions,
these carbon filns that got burnt out |ong ago and cannot now
carry any faintest thread of light. It would be well if they
could be relieved fromduty and flung out in the literary back
yard to rot and di sappear along with the discarded and forgotten
"steeds" and "halidonmes" and sinilar stage-properties once so
dear to our grandfathers. But | amfriendly to M. Howells's
stage directions; nore friendly to themthan to any one el se's,
think. They are done with a conpetent and discrimnating art,
and are faithful to the requirenents of a state direction's
proper and lawful office, which is to inform Sonetines they
convey a scene and its conditions so well that | believe | could
see the scene and get the spirit and neaning of the acconpanying
di al ogue if sone one would read nerely the stage directions to ne
and | eave out the talk. For instance, a scene like this, from

THE UNDI SCOVERED COUNTRY:

and she laid her arns with a beseeching gesture on

her father's shoul der."

she answered, followi ng his gesture with a glance.”

she said, |aughing nervously."

she asked, turning swiftly upon himthat strange, searching glance."

she answered, vaguely."



she reluctantly adnmitted."

but her voice died wearily away, and she stood | ooki ng

into his face with puzzled entreaty."

M. Howells does not repeat his fornms, and does not need to;

he can invent fresh ones without limt. It is mainly the
repetition over and over again, by the third-rates, of worn and
commonpl ace and juiceless forms that makes their novels such a
weari ness and vexation to us, | think. W do not mnd one or two
deliveries of their wares, but as we turn the pages over and keep
on nmeeting themwe presently get tired of them and wi sh they

woul d do other things for a change.

replied Alfred, flipping the ash fromhis cigar.”

responded Richard, with a laugh."”

mur mur ed d adys, blushing."

repeated Evel yn, bursting into tears."”

replied the Earl, flipping the ash fromhis cigar."”

responded t he undertaker, with a | augh.™

mur mur ed t he chanbermai d, bl ushing.”

repeated the burglar, bursting into tears.”

replied the conductor, flipping the ash fromhis cigar

responded Arkwight, with a [augh."”



". . . murnured the chief of police, blushing."

repeat ed the house-cat, bursting into tears."

And so on and so on; till at last it ceases to excite. |
al ways notice stage directions, because they fret me and keep nme
trying to get out of their way, just as the autonobiles do. At

first; then by and by they becone nonotonous and | get run over

M. Howells has done nuch work, and the spirit of it is as
beautiful as the make of it. | have held himin adnmiration and
af fection so many years that | know by the nunber of those years
that he is old now, but his heart isn't, nor his pen; and years
do not count. Let himhave plenty of them there is profit in

them for us.

ENGLI SH AS SHE | S TAUGHT

In the appendix to Croker's Boswell's Johnson one finds this anecdote:

CATO S SOLI LOQUY. --One day Ms. Gastrel set a little girl to
repeat to him[Dr. Samuel Johnson] Cato's Solil oquy, which she
went through very correctly. The Doctor, after a pause, asked

the child:

"What was to bring Cato to an end?"



She said it was a knife.

"No, ny dear, it was not so."

"My aunt Polly said it was a knife."

"Way, Aunt Polly's knife MAY DO, but it was a DAGGER, ny dear."

He then asked her the neaning of "bane and antidote," which

she was unable to give. Ms. Gastrel said:

"You cannot expect so young a child to know the neani ng of such words.

He t hen sai d:

"My dear, how nmany pence are there in S| XPENCE?"

"I cannot tell, sir," was the half-terrified reply.

On this, addressing hinself to Ms. Gastrel, he said:

"Now, ny dear |ady, can anything be nmore ridiculous than to
teach a child Cato's Solil oquy, who does not know how many pence

there are in a sixpence?"

In a |l ecture before the Royal CGeographical Society Professor
Ravenstein quoted the following Iist of frantic questions, and

said that they had been asked in an exami nation

Mention all nanmes of places in the world derived from Julius

Caesar or Augustus Caesar.

Where are the following rivers: Pisuerga, Sakaria,



Guadal et e, Jal on, Ml de?

Al'l you know of the follow ng: Machacha, Pilnp, Schebul os,

Crivoscia, Basces, Mncikert, Taxhem Citeaux, Meloria, Zutphen

The hi ghest peaks of the Karakorum range.

The nunber of universities in Prussia.

Why are the tops of nountains continually covered with snow [sic]?

Nanme the length and breadth of the streanms of |ava which

i ssued fromthe Skaptar Jokul in the eruption of 1783.

That |ist would oversize nearly anybody's geographica

know edge. Isn't it reasonably possible that in our schools many
of the questions in all studies are several niles ahead of where
the pupil is?--that he is set to struggle with things that are

| udi crously beyond his present reach, hopel essly beyond his
present strength? This remark in passing, and by way of text;

now | come to what | was going to say.

I have just now fallen upon a darling literary curiosity.

It is alittle book, a manuscript conpilation, and the conpiler
sent it to nme with the request that | say whether | think it

ought to be published or not. | said, Yes; but as | slowmy grow
wise | briskly grow cautious; and so, now that the publication is
immnent, it has seened to me that | should feel nore confortable
if I could divide up this responsibility with the public by
adding themto the court. Therefore | will print some extracts
fromthe book, in the hope that they nay nake converts to ny

judgnent that the volunme has nmerit which entitles it to publication



As to its character. Every one has sanmpled "English as She

is Spoke" and "English as She is Wote"; this little vol une
furni shes us an instructive array of exanples of "English as She
is Taught"--in the public schools of--well, this country. The
collection is nade by a teacher in those schools, and all the
exanples in it are genuine; none of them have been tanpered with,
or doctored in any way. Fromtinme to tine, during several years
whenever a pupil has delivered hinself of anything peculiarly
quai nt or toothsone in the course of his recitations, this
teacher and her associ ates have privately set that thing down in
a menor andum book; strictly following the original, as to
grammar, construction, spelling, and all; and the result is this

literary curiosity.

The contents of the book consist mainly of answers given by

the boys and girls to questions, said answers being given
sometines verbally, sonetinmes in witing. The subjects touched
upon are fifteen in nunber: 1. Etynology; Il. Gammar; I11.

Mat hematics; |V. Geography; V. "Original"; VI. Analysis; VII.

History; VIII. "Intellectual"; |IX Philosophy; X Physiology; Xl
Astronony; X I. Politics; XIII. Misic; XIV. Oratory; XV.
Met aphysi cs.

You perceive that the poor little young idea has taken a

shot at a good many kinds of ganme in the course of the book. Now
as to results. Here are sone quaint definitions of words. It
will be noticed that in all of these instances the sound of the

word, or the look of it on paper, has nmisled the child:

ABCRI G NES, a system of nountains

ALI AS, a good nman in the Bible.



AMENABLE, anything that is nean.

AMMONI A, the food of the gods.

ASSI DUI TY, state of being an acid.

AURI FERQUS, pertaining to an orifice.

CAPI LLARY, a little caterpillar.

CORNI FERQUS, rocks in which fossil corn is found.

EMOLUMENT, a headstone to a grave.

EQUESTRI AN, one who asks questi ons.

EUCHARI ST, one who pl ays euchre.

FRANCHI SE, anyt hi ng bel onging to the French.

| DOLATER, a very idle person.

| PECAC, a nman who |ikes a good dinner.

| RRI GATE, to nmake fun of.

MENDACI QUS, what can be nended.

MERCENARY, one who feels for another.

PARASI TE, a ki nd of unbrella.

PARASI TE, the nmurder of an infant.



PUBLI CAN, a man who does his prayers in public.

TENACI QUS, ten acres of |and.

Here is one where the phrase "publicans and sinners" has got

mxed up in the child's mind with politics, and the result is a

definition which takes one in a sudden and unexpected way:

REPUBLI CAN, a sinner nentioned in the Bible.

Al'so in Denocratic newspapers now and then. Here are two where

the m stake has resulted from sound assisted by renote fact:

PLAG ARI ST, a witer of plays.

DEMAGOGUE, a vessel containing beer and other 1iquids.

| cannot quite make out what it was that misled the pupil in

the followi ng instances; it would not seemto have been the sound

of the word, nor the look of it in print:

ASPHYXI A, a grunbling, fussy tenper.

QUARTERNIONS, a bird with a flat beak and no bill, living in

New Zeal and.

QUARTERNI ONS, the name given to a style of art practiced by

t he Phoeni ci ans.



QUARTERNI ONS, a religious convention held every hundred

years.

SI BI LANT, the state of being idiotic.

CRCSIER, a staff carried by the Deity.

In the followi ng sentences the pupil's ear has been

decei vi ng hi m agai n:

The marriage was ill egible.

He was totally disnmasted with the whol e performance.

He enjoys riding on a phil osopher.

She was very quick at repertoire.

He prayed for the waters to subsi di ze.

The | eopard i s watching his sheep.

They had a strawberry vesti bul e.

Here is one which--well, now, how often we do slamright

into the truth without ever suspecting it:

The men enpl oyed by the Gas Company go around and

specul ate the neter.



I ndeed they do, dear; and when you grow up, nmany and many's
the tinme you will notice it in the gas bill. 1In the follow ng
sentences the little people have sone infornmati on to convey,
every time; but in ny case they fail to connect: the |ight

al ways went out on the keystone word:

The coercion of some things is remarkable; as bread and nol asses.

Her hat is contiguous because she wears it on one side.

He preached to an egregi ous congregation

The captain elininated a bullet through the man's heart.

You shoul d take caution and be precarious.

The supercilious girl acted with vicissitude when the

perenni al tine cane.

The last is a curiously plausible sentence; one seens to
know what it means, and yet he knows all the time that he
doesn't. Here is an odd (but entirely proper) use of a word, and

a nmost sudden descent froma lofty philosophical altitude to a

very practical and honely illustration:
We shoul d endeavor to avoid extrenes--like those of wasps and bees.
And here--with "zoological" and "geological" in his mnd,

but not ready to his tongue--the small schol ar has innocently



gone and |l et out a couple of secrets which ought never to have

been di vul ged in any circunstances:

There are a good many donkeys in theol ogical gardens.

Sone of the best fossils are found in theol ogi cal gardens.

Under the head of "G ammar"” the little scholars furnish the

followi ng information:

Gender is the distinguishing nouns without regard to sex.

A verb is something to eat.

Adver bs shoul d al ways be used as adjectives and adj ectives as adverbs.

Every sentence and nane of God nust begin with a caterpillar.

"Caterpillar" is well enough, but capital letter would have

been stricter. The following is a brave attenpt at a sol ution

but it failed to liquify:

When they are going to say sone prose or poetry before they
say the poetry or prose they nmust put a semicolon just after the

i ntroduction of the prose or poetry.

The chapter on "Mathematics" is full of fruit. Fromit |

take a few sanples--mainly in an unripe state:



A straight line is any distance between two pl aces.

Parallel lines are lines that can never nmeet until they run together.

Acircle is a round straight line with a hole in the niddle.

Thi ngs which are equal to each other are equal to anything el se.

To find the nunber of square feet in a roomyou multiply the

room by the nunber of the feet. The product is the result.

Ri ght you are. 1In the matter of geography this little book

i s unspeakably rich. The questions do not appear to have applied
the mcroscope to the subject, as did those quoted by Professor
Ravenstein; still, they proved plenty difficult enough w thout
that. These pupils did not hunt with a mcroscope, they hunted
with a shot-gun; this is shown by the crippled condition of the

game they brought in:

Anerica is divided into the Passiffic slope and the M ssissippi valey.

North America is separated by Spain.

America consists fromnorth to south about five hundred m | es.

The United States is quite a small country conpared with

some other countrys, but it about as industrious.

The capital of the United States is Long Island.

The five seaports of the U S. are Newfunlan and Sanfranci sco.



The principal products of the U S. is earthquakes and vol canoes.

The Al agi nni es are nountains in Phil adel phi a.

The Rocky Mbuntains are on the western side of Phil adel phi a.

Cape Hateras is a vast body of water surrounded by | and and

flowing into the aulf of Mexico.

Mason and Di xon's line is the Equator.

One of the leading industries of the United States is
mol | asses, book-covers, nunbers, gas, teaching, |unber,

manuf act urers, paper-maki ng, publishers, coal.

In Austria the principal occupation is gathering Austrich feathers.

G braltar is an island built on a rock.

Russia is very cold and tyrannical.

Sicily is one of the Sandw ch I sl ands.

H ndoostan flows through the Ganges and enpties into the

Medi t err anean Sea.

Ireland is called the Em grant Isle because it is so

beautiful and green.

The width of the different zones Europe lies in depend upon

the surroundi ng country.

The inports of a country are the things that are paid for,



the exports are the things that are not.

Climate lasts all the time and weather only a few days.

The two nost fanous vol canoes of Europe are Sodom and Gonorr ah.

The chapter headed "Anal ysis" shows us that the pupils in

our public schools are not nerely |oaded up with those showy
facts about geography, mathematics, and so on, and left in that

i nconplete state; no, there's machinery for clarifying and
expanding their minds. They are required to take poens and

anal yze them dig out their conmon sense, reduce themto
statistics, and reproduce themin a |luninous prose translation
whi ch shall tell you at a glance what the poet was trying to get
at. One sanple will do. Here is a stanza from"The Lady of the

Lake," followed by the pupil's inpressive explanation of it:

Al one, but w th unbated zeal

The horseman plied with scourge and steel
For jaded now and spent with toil
Enbossed with foam and dark with soil
Wil e every gasp with sobs he drew,

The | aboring stag strained full in view

The man who rode on the horse perforned the whip and an

i nstrument nmade of steel alone with strong ardor not dininishing,
for, being tired fromthe time passed with hard | abor overworked
with anger and ignorant with weariness, while every breath for

| abor he drew with cries full or sorrow, the young deer nade

i nperfect who worked hard filtered in sight.



| see, now, that | never understood that poem before. |
have had glinpses of its neaning, it nmonments when | was not as

i gnorant with weariness as usual, but this is the first tine the

whol e spacious idea of it ever filtered in sight. |If | were a
publi c-school pupil | would put those other studies aside and
stick to analysis; for, after all, it is the thing to spread your
ni nd.

We cone now to historical matters, historical renains, one

m ght say. As one turns the pages he is inpressed with the depth
to which one date has been driven into the Anerican child' s head
--1492. The date is there, and it is there to stay. And it is
al ways at hand, always deliverable at a nonent's notice. But the
Fact that belongs with it? That is quite another natter. Only
the date itself is famliar and sure: its vast Fact has failed
of lodgnment. It would appear that whenever you ask a public-
school pupil when a thing--anything, no natter what--happened,
and he is in doubt, he always rips out his 1492. He applies it
to everything, fromthe |anding of the ark to the introduction of
the horse-car. Well, after all, it is our first date, and so it
is right enough to honor it, and pay the public schools to teach

our children to honor it:

George Washi ngton was born in 1492

Washi ngton wote the Declaration of |ndependence in 1492

St. Barthol emew was massacred in 1492

The Brittains were the Saxons who entered England in 1492

under Jul i us Caesar.



The earth is 1492 nmiles in circunference.

To proceed with "Hi story"

Chri st opher Col unbus was cal |l ed the Father of his Country.

Queen |sabella of Spain sold her watch and chain and ot her

nmllinery so that Col unbus coul d di scover Anerica.

The Indian wars were very desecrating to the country.

The I ndians pursued their warfare by hiding in the bushes

and t hen scal pi ng them

Captain John Smith has been styled the father of his country.

Hs life was saved by his daughter Pochahant as.

The Puritans found an insane asylumin the wilds of Anerica.

The Stanp Act was to nake everybody stanp all nmaterials so

they should be null and void.

Washi ngton died in Spain al nbst broken-hearted. Hi s remains

were taken to the cathedral in Havana.

CGorilla warfare was where nmen rode on gorill as.

John Brown was a very good insane man who tried to get
fugitives slaves into Virginia. He captured all the inhabitants,

but was finally conquered and condemed to his death. The



confederasy was forned by the fugitive sl aves.

Alfred the Great reigned 872 years. He was distinguished

for letting some buckwheat cakes burn, and the |ady scolded him

Henry Ei ght was fanous for being a great w dower haveing

| ost several w ves.

Lady Jane G ey studied Geek and Latin and was beheaded

after a few days.

John Bright is noted for an incurable disease.

Lord Janes Gordon Bennet instigated the Gordon Riots.

The M ddl e Ages cone in between antiquity and posterity.

Luther introduced Christianity into England a good many
t housand years ago. Hi s birthday was Novenmber 1883. He was once

a Pope. He lived at the tine of the Rebellion of Wrns.

Julius Caesar is noted for his fanous tel egram dispatch |

came | saw | conquered.

Julius Caesar was really a very great nman. He was a very

great soldier and wote a book for beginners in the Latin.

Cl eopatra was caused by the death of an asp which she

di ssolved in a wi ne cup.

The only form of government in Greece was a |linmited nonkey.

The Persian war | asted about 500 years.



Greece had only 7 w se nen.

Socrates . . . destroyed sone statues and had to drink Shanrock

Here is a fact correctly stated; and yet it is phrased with

such ingenious infelicity that it can be depended upon to convey

nm sinformation every tine it is uncarefully unread:

By the Salic | aw no wonman or descendant of a wonan coul d

occupy the throne.

To show how far a child can travel in history with judicious
and diligent boosting in the public school, we select the

foll owi ng nosai c:

Abr aham Li ncoln was born in Wales in 1599.

In the chapter headed "Intellectual” | find a great nunmber of nost

interesting statenents. A sanple or two nmay be found not am ss:

Bracebridge Hall was written by Henry Irving.

Show Bound was written by Peter Cooper

The House of the Seven Gables was written by Lord Bryant.

Edgar A. Poe was a very curdling witer.

Cotton Mather was a writer who invented the cotten gin and

wrote histories.



Beowul f wrote the Scriptures.

Ben Johnson survived Shakspeare in sone respects.

In the Canterbury Tale it gives account of King Al fred on

his way to the shrine of Thomas Bucket.

Chaucer was the father of English pottery.

Chaucer was a bland verse witer of the third century.

Chaucer was succeeded by H Wads. Longfellow an American
Witer. H's witings were chiefly prose and nearly one hundred

years el apsed.

Shakspere translated the Scriptures and it was called St

Janes because he did it.

In the middle of the chapter | find many pages of

i nformati on concerni ng Shakespeare's plays, MIlton's works, and
those of Bacon, Addison, Sanuel Johnson, Fielding, Richardson
Sterne, Snollett, De Foe, Locke, Pope, Swi ft, Goldsmith, Burns,
Cowper, Wordsworth, G bbon, Byron, Coleridge, Hood, Scott,
Macaul ay, Ceorge Eliot, Dickens, Bulwer, Thackeray, Browning,
M's. Browning, Tennyson, and Disraeli--a fact which shows that
into the restricted stonmach of the public-school pupil is
shovel ed every year the blood, bone, and viscera of a gigantic
literature, and the sane is there digested and di sposed of in a
nost successful and characteristic and gratifying public-schoo

way. | have space for but a trifling few of the results:



Lord Byron was the son of an heiress and a drunken man.

Wn Wordsworth wote the Barefoot Boy and Initations on Inmortality.

G bbon wote a history of his travels in Italy. This was original

George Eliot left a wife and children who nourned greatly for his genius.

George Eliot Mss Mary Evans Ms. Cross Ms. Lewis was the greatest

femal e poet unless George Sands is made an exception of.

Bul wel | is considered a good witer.

Sir Walter Scott Charles Bronte Alfred the G eat and Johnson

were the first great novelists.

Thonas Babi ngt on Makorl ay graduated at Harvard and then studied | aw,

he was raised to the peerage as baron in 1557 and died in 1776

Here are two or three niscellaneous facts that nmay be of val ue,

if taken in noderation:

Honer's writings are Honer's Essays Virgil the Aenid and
Par adi se | ost sone people say that these poens were not witten

by Homer but by another man of the sane nane.

A sort of sadness kind of shone in Bryant's poens.

Hol mes is a very profligate and anusing witer

When t he public-school pupil westles with the politica



features of the Great Republic, they throw hi msonetines:

A bill becones a | aw when the President vetoes it.

The three departnents of the government is the President rules

the world, the governor rules the State, the nayor rules the city.

The first conscientious Congress net in Phil adel phia.

The Constitution of the United States was established to

ensure domestic hostility.

Truth crushed to earth will rise again. As foll ows:

The Constitution of the United States is that part of the

book at the end which nobody reads.

And here she rises once nore and untinely. There should be
alimt to public-school instruction; it cannot be wi se or well

to let the young find out everything:

Congress is divided into civilized half civilized and savage.

Here are some results of study in nusic and oratory:

An interval in nusic is the distance on the keyboard from

one piano to the next.



A rest nmeans you are not to sing it.

Enmphasis is putting nore distress on one word than anot her.

The chapter on "Physiol ogy" contains nuch that ought not to

be | ost to science:

Physillogigy is to study about your bones stumm ck and vertebry.

Cccupations which are injurious to health are cabolic acid

gas which is inpure blood.

We have an upper and | ower skin. The | ower skin noves al

the tine and the upper skin noves when we do.

The body is nostly conposed of water and about one half is

avari cious tissue.

The stomach is a small pear-shaped bone situated in the body.

The gastric juice keeps the bones from creaking.

The Chyle flows up the nmiddle of the backbone and reaches

the heart where it neets the oxygen and is purified.

The salivary glands are used to salivate the body.

In the stomach starch is changed to cane sugar and cane

sugar to sugar cane.

The ol factory nerve enters the cavity of the orbit and is

devel oped into the special sense of hearing.



The growm h of a tooth begins in the back of the mouth and

extends to the stomach.

If we were on a railroad track and a train was coming the train

woul d deafen our ears so that we couldn't see to get off the track

If, up to this point, none of ny quotations have added
flavor to the Johnsoni an anecdote at the head of this article,

| et us nake another attenpt:

The theory that intuitive truths are discovered by the |ight
of nature originated fromSt. John's interpretation of a passage

in the Gospel of Plato.

The weight of the earth is found by conparing a mass of

known lead with that of a mass of unknown | ead.

To find the weight of the earth take the length of a degree

on a neridian and multiply by 6 1/2 pounds.

The spheres are to each other as the squares of their

honol ogous si des.

A body will go just as far in the first second as the body
will go plus the force of gravity and that's equal to twi ce what

the body will go.

Specific gravity is the weight to be conpared wei ght of an
equal volume of or that is the weight of a body conpared with the

wei ght of an equal vol une.

The |l aw of fluid pressure divide the different forns of



organi zed bodies by the formof attraction and the number

increased will be the form

Inertia is that property of bodies by virtue of which it
cannot change its own condition of rest or notion. |n other
words it is the negative quality of passiveness either in

recoverabl e | atency or insipient |atescence.

If alaugh is fair here, not the struggling child, nor the
unintelligent teacher--or rather the unintelligent Boards,
Conmittees, and Trustees--are the proper target for it. Al
through this little book one detects the signs of a certain
probabl e fact--that a large part of the pupil's "instruction"
consists in cramming himw th obscure and wordy "rul es" which he
does not understand and has no time to understand. It would be
as useful to cramhimw th brickbats; they would at |east stay.
In atow in the interior of New York, a few years ago, a

gentl eman set forth a nmathenatical problem and proposed to give a
prize to every public-school pupil who should furnish the correct
solution of it. Twenty-two of the brightest boys in the public
school s entered the contest. The problemwas not a very
difficult one for pupils of their mathematical rank and standing,
yet they all failed--by a hair--through one trifling m stake or
anot her. Sone searching questions were asked, when it turned out
that these |lads were as glib as parrots with the "rules," but
could not reason out a single rule or explain the principle
underlying it. Their nenories had been stocked, but not their

understandings. It was a case of brickbat culture, pure and

si npl e.

There are several curious "conpositions" in the little book

and we nmust make roomfor one. It is full of naivete, brutal



truth, and unenbarrassed directness, and is the funniest

(genui ne) boy's conmposition | think I have ever seen

ON @ RLS

Grls are very stuck up and dignefied in their maner and be

have your. They think nore of dress than anything and like to
play with dows and rags. They cry if they see a cowin a far

di stance and are afraid of guns. They stay at home all the tinme
and go to church on Sunday. They are al-ways sick. They are al-
ways funy and maki ng fun of boy's hands and they say how dirty.
They cant play marbels. | pity them poor things. They make fun
of boys and then turn round and | ove them | dont bel eave they
ever kiled a cat or anything. They |Iook out every nite and say
oh ant the nmoon lovely. Thir is one thing | have not told and

that is they al-ways now their | essons bettern boys.

From M. Edward Channing's recent article in SCI ENCE

The marked di fference between the books now bei ng produced

by French, English, and Anerican travelers, on the one hand, and
German explorers, on the other, is too great to escape attention
That difference is due entirely to the fact that in school and
university the German is taught, in the first place to see, and

in the second place to understand what he does see.

A S| MPLI FI ED ALPHABET



(This article, witten during the autum of 1899, was about

the last witing done by Mark Twain on any i npersonal subject.)

I have had a kindly feeling, a friendly feeling, a cousinly
feeling toward Sinplified Spelling, fromthe begi nning of the
movenent three years ago, but nothing nore inflamed than that.

It seemed to ne to nmerely propose to substitute one inadequacy
for another; a sort of patching and pluggi ng poor old dental
relics with cement and gold and porcel ain paste; what was really

needed was a new set of teeth. That is to say, a new ALPHABET.

The heart of our trouble is with our foolish al phabet. It
doesn't know how to spell, and can't be taught. In this it is
like all other al phabets except one--the phonographic. This is
the only conpetent al phabet in the world. It can spell and

correctly pronounce any word in our |anguage.

That adnirabl e al phabet, that brilliant al phabet, that

i nspi red al phabet, can be learned in an hour or two. In a week
the student can learn to wite it with sone little facility, and
toread it with considerable ease. | know, for | sawit tried in
a public school in Nevada forty-five years ago, and was so

i npressed by the incident that it has remained in ny nenory ever

si nce.

I wish we could adopt it in place of our present witten
(and printed) character. | mean SIMPLY the al phabet; sinply the
consonants and the vowel s--1 don't nean any REDUCTI ONS or
abbrevi ations of them such as the shorthand witer uses in order

to get conpression and speed. No, | would SPELL EVERY WORD OUT



I will insert the al phabet here as | find it in Burnz's

PHONI C SHORTHAND. [Figure 1] It is arranged on the basis of

| saac Pitman's PHONOGRAPHY. |saac Pitman was the originator and
father of scientific phonography. It is used throughout the
globe. It was a nenorable invention. He nmade it public seventy-
three years ago. The firmof Isaac Pitman & Sons, New York,

still exists, and they continue the master's work.

What shoul d we gai n?

First of all, we could spell DEFIN TELY--and correctly--any

word you please, just by the SOUND of it. We can't do that with
our present al phabet. For instance, take a sinple, every-day
word PHTHISIS. If we tried to spell it by the sound of it, we

should make it TYSIS, and be |aughed at by every educated person

Secondly, we should gain in REDUCTION OF LABOR in writing.

Sinplified Spelling nakes val uabl e reductions in the case of
several hundred words, but the new spelling nmust be LEARNED. You

can't spell them by the sound; you nust get them out of the book

But even if we knew the sinplified formfor every word in
t he | anguage, the phonographi c al phabet would still beat the
Sinmplified Speller "hands down" in the inmportant matter of

econony of labor. | will illustrate:

PRESENT FORM t hrough, | augh, highland.

SI MPLI FI ED FORM  thru, laff, hyland.

PHONOGRAPHI C FORM [ Fi gure 2]



To wite the word "through," the pen has to nake twenty-one strokes.

To wite the word "thru," then pen has to nake twel ve strokes--

a good savi ng.

To wite that sane word with the phonographi ¢ al phabet, the

pen has to nmake only THREE strokes.

To wite the word "laugh,” the pen has to nmake FOURTEEN

st rokes.

To wite "laff," the pen has to nake the SAME NUMBER of

strokes--no | abor is saved to the pennan.

To wite the same word with the phonographi c al phabet, the

pen has to nmake only THREE strokes.

To wite the word "highland,” the pen has to nake twenty-two

st rokes.

To wite "hyland," the pen has to nake ei ghteen strokes.

To wite that word with the phonographi c al phabet, the pen

has to nake only FIVE strokes. [Figure 3]

To wite the words "phonographi ¢ al phabet," the pen has to

make fifty-three strokes.

To wite "fonografic alfabet,” the pen has to make fifty strokes.

To the penman, the saving in |abor is insignificant.

To wite that word (with vowels) with the phonographic

al phabet, the pen has to nake only SEVENTEEN str okes.



Wthout the vowels, only THI RTEEN strokes. [Figure 4] The

vowel s are hardly necessary, this tine.

We nake five pen-strokes in witing an m Thus: [Figure 5]

a stroke down; a stroke up; a second stroke down; a second stroke
up; a final stroke down. Total, five. The phonographic al phabet
acconplishes the mwith a single stroke--a curve, like a

parent hesis that has cone hone drunk and has fallen face down
right at the front door where everybody that goes along will see

hi m and say, Al as!

When our witten mis not the end of a word, but is

otherwi se |l ocated, it has to be connected with the next letter
and that requires another pen-stroke, nmaking six in all, before
you get rid of that m But never m nd about the connecting
strokes--let themgo. Wthout counting them the twenty-six

|l etters of our al phabet consumed about eighty pen-strokes for

their construction--about three pen-strokes per letter

It is THREE TI MES THE NUMBER required by the phonographic

al phabet. It requires but ONE stroke for each letter

My witing-gait is--well, | don't know what it is, but I

will tinme nyself and see. Result: it is twenty-four words per
mnute. | don't nmean conposing; | mean COPYING There isn't any

definite conposing-gait.

Very well, ny copying-gait is 1,440 words per hour--say

1,500. If | could use the phonographic character with facility I
could do the 1,500 in twenty mnutes. | could do nine hours
copying in three hours; | could do three years' copying in one

year. Also, if | had a typewiting nmachine with the phonographic

al phabet on it--oh, the niracles |I could do!



I amnot pretending to wite that character well. | have

never had a | esson, and | amcopying the letters fromthe book
But | can acconplish ny desire, at any rate, which is, to nmake
the reader get a good and clear idea of the advantage it would be
to us if we could discard our present al phabet and put this
better one in its place--using it in books, newspapers, with the

typewiter, and with the pen

[Figure 6] --MAN DOG HORSE. | think it is graceful and

woul d ook conely in print. And consider--once nore, | beg--what
a | abor-saver it is! Ten pen-strokes with the one systemto
convey those three words above, and thirty-three by the other
[Figure 6] | nean, in SOVE ways, not in all. | suppose |I m ght
go so far as to say in nost ways, and be within the facts, but
never mind; let it go at SOVE. One of the ways in which it
exercises this birthright is--as | think--continuing to use our

| aughabl e al phabet these seventy-three years while there was a

rational one at hand, to be had for the taking.

It has taken five hundred years to sinplify sonme of

Chaucer's rotten spelling--if | may be allowed to use to frank a
termas that--and it will take five hundred years nore to get our
exasperating new Sinplified Corruptions accepted and running
snoothly. And we sha'n't be any better off then than we are now,
for in that day we shall still have the privilege the Sinplifiers
are exercising now. ANYBODY can change the spelling that wants

to.

BUT YOU CAN T CHANGE THE PHONOGRAPHI C SPELLING THERE ISN' T
ANY VAY. It will always follow the SOUND. |[|f you want to change

the spelling, you have to change the sound first.

Mnd, | nyself ama Sinplified Speller; | belong to that



unhappy guild that is patiently and hopefully trying to reform
our drunken old al phabet by reducing his whiskey. Well, it wll

i mprove him \When they get through and have reformed him al

they can by their systemhe will be only HALF drunk. Above that
condition their systemcan never lift him There is no
competent, and lasting, and real reformfor himbut to take away
his whiskey entirely, and fill up his jug with Pitman's whol esone

and undi seased al phabet.

One great drawback to Sinplified Spelling is, that in print
a sinplified word | ooks so |ike the very nation! and when you
bunch a whol e squadron of the Sinplified together the spectacle

is very nearly unendurabl e.

The da ma ov koars kum when the publik ma be expektd to get
rekonsyl ed to the bezair asspekt of the Sinplified Konbynashuns,
but--if | nmay be allowed the expression--is it worth the wasted

time? [Figure 7]

To see our letters put together in ways to which we are not accustoned

of fends the eye, and al so takes the EXPRESSI ON out of the words.

La on, Makduf, and dand be he hoo furst krys hold, enuf!

It doesn't thrill you as it used to do. The sinplifications

have sucked the thrill all out of it.

But a witten character with which we are NOT ACQUAI NTED

does not of fend us--Geek, Hebrew, Russian, Arabic, and the
others--they have an interesting | ook, and we see beauty in them
too. And this is true of hieroglyphics, as well. There is
somet hi ng pl easant and engagi ng about the mathenatical signs when
we do not understand them The nystery hidden in these things

has a fascination for us: we can't conme across a printed page of



short hand wi t hout being inpressed by it and wi shing we could read

it.

Very well, what | amoffering for acceptance and adopting is

not shorthand, but |onghand, witten with the SHORTHAND ALPHABET
UNREACHED. You can wite three tines as many words in a mnute
with it as you can wite with our al phabet. And so, in a way, it
IS properly a shorthand. It has a pleasant | ook, too; a
beguiling l ook, an inviting look. | will wite something init,

in my rude and untaught way: [Figure 8]

Even when _I _do it it comes out prettier than it does in
Sinplified Spelling. Yes, and in the Sinplified it costs one
hundred and twenty-three pen-strokes to wite it, whereas in the

phonographic it costs only twenty-nine.

[Figure 9] is probably [Figure 10].

Let us hope so, anyway.

AS CONCERNS | NTERPRETI NG THE DEI TY

This line of hieroglyphics was for fourteen years the
despair of all the scholars who | abored over the nysteries of the

Rosetta stone: [Figure 1]



After five years of study Chanpollion translated it thus:

Therefore I et the worship of Epi phanes be maintained in all

the tenples, this upon pain of death.

That was the twenty-forth translation that had been

furni shed by scholars. For atinme it stood. But only for a
time. Then doubts began to assail it and undermine it, and the
schol ars resunmed their | abors. Three years of patient work
produced el even new transl ati ons; anmong them this, by

G :unfeldt, was received with considerable favor

The horse of Epi phanes shall be maintained at the public expense;

this upon pain of death.

But the follow ng rendering, by Gospodin, was received by

the learned world with yet greater favor

The priest shall explain the wi sdom of Epi phanes to all these people,

and these shall listen with reverence, upon pain of death.

Seven years followed, in which twenty-one fresh and widely
varyi ng renderings were scored--none of them quite convincing.

But now, at |ast, cane Raw inson, the youngest of all the
scholars, with a translation which was inmredi ately and

uni versal ly recogni zed as being the correct version, and his nanme

becane famous in a day. So fanous, indeed, that even the



children were famliar with it; and such a noise did the
achi evenent itself nmake that not even the noise of the nonunental
political event of that same year--the flight from El ba--was abl e

to snother it to silence. Raw inson's version reads as foll ows:

Therefore, walk not away fromthe wi sdom of Epi phanes, but
turn and followit; so shall it conduct thee to the tenple's
peace, and soften for thee the sorrows of life and the pains of

deat h.

Here is another difficult text: [Figure 2]

It is denotic--a style of Egyptian witing and a phase of
t he | anguage whi ch has perished fromthe know edge of all nen

twenty-five hundred years before the Christian era.

Qur red Indians have left many records, in the form of

pi ctures, upon our crags and boulders. |t has taken our nost
gifted and pai nstaking students two centuries to get at the

meani ngs hidden in these pictures; yet there are still two little
I'ines of hieroglyphics anong the figures grouped upon the D ghton
Rocks which they have not succeeds in interpreting to their

satisfaction. These: [Figure 3]

The suggested solutions are practically innumerable; they

would fill a book.

Thus we have infinite trouble in solving man-nade nysteries;
it is only when we set out to discover the secret of God that our

difficulties disappear. It was always so. |n antique Ronan



times it was the customof the Deity to try to conceal His
intentions in the entrails of birds, and this was patiently and
hopeful |y continued century after century, although the attenpted
conceal ment never succeeded, in a single recorded instance. The
augurs could read entrails as easily as a nodern child can read
coarse print. Roman history is full of the marvels of
interpretation which these extraordi nary nen perforned. These
strange and wonderful achi evements nmove our awe and conpel our
admration. Those nen could pierce to the marrow of a nystery
instantly. |If the Rosetta-stone idea had been introduced it
woul d have defeated them but entrails had no enbarrassnments for
them Entrails have gone out, now-entrails and dreans. It was
at last found out that as hiding-places for the divine intentions

t hey were inadequate.

A part of the wall of Valletri in forner tinmes been struck
with thunder, the response of the soothsayers was, that a native
of that town would sonme tinme or other arrive at suprene power.--

BOHN' S SUETONI US, p. 138.

"Some time or other."™ It |looks indefinite, but no matter
it happened, all the sane; one needed only to wait, and be
patient, and keep watch, then he would find out that the thunder-

stroke had Caesar Augustus in mnd, and had cone to give notice.

There were ot her advance-advertisenents. One of them
appear ed just before Caesar Augustus was born, and was nost
poetic and touching and romantic in its feelings and aspects.
It was a dream It was dreanmed by Caesar Augustus's nother

and interpreted at the usual rates:



Atia, before her delivery, dreanmed that her bowels stretched
to the stars and expanded through the whole circuit of heaven

and earth.--SUETONI US, p. 139.

That was in the augur's line, and furnished himno

difficulties, but it would have taken Rawl i nson and Chanpol |ion
fourteen years to make sure of what it meant, because they would
have been surprised and dizzy. It would have been too late to be
val uable, then, and the bill for service would have been barred

by the statute of limtation

In those old Roman days a gentl eman's educati on was not

complete until he had taken a theol ogi cal course at the sem nary
and | earned how to translate entrails. Caesar Augustus's
education received this final polish. Al through his life,
whenever he had poultry on the nmenu he saved the interiors and
kept hinself informed of the Deity's plans by exercising upon

those interiors the arts of augury.

In his first consul ship, while he was observing the

auguries, twelve vultures presented thensel ves, as they had done
to Ronulus. And when he offered sacrifice, the livers of all
the victins were folded inward in the | ower part; a circunstance
whi ch was regarded by those present who had skill in things of
that nature, as an indubitable prognostic of great and wonderfu

fortune.--SUETONI US, p. 141.

"Indubitable"” is a strong word, but no doubt it was
justified, if the livers were really turned that way. |n those

days chicken livers were strangely and delicately sensitive to



com ng events, no matter how far off they night be; and they
coul d never keep still, but would curl and squirmlike that,
particul arly when vultures came and showed interest in that

approachi ng great event and in breakfast.

We may now skip el even hundred and thirty or forty years,

whi ch brings us down to enlightened Christian tinmes and the
troubl ed days of King Stephen of England. The augur has had his
day and has been long ago forgotten; the priest had fallen heir

to his trade.

King Henry is dead; Stephen, that bold and outrageous

person, cones flying over from Normandy to steal the throne from
Henry's daughter. He acconplished his crime, and Henry of
Huntington, a priest of high degree, nourns over it in his
Chronicle. The Archbi shop of Canterbury consecrated Stephen
"wherefore the Lord visited the Archbishop with the sane judgnent
whi ch he had inflicted upon himwho struck Jerem ah the great

priest: he died with a year."

St ephen's was the greater offense, but Stephen could wait;

not so the Archbi shop, apparently.

The ki ngdomwas a prey to intestine wars; slaughter, fire,
and rapi ne spread ruin throughout the land; cries of distress,

horror, and woe rose in every quarter

That was the result of Stephen's crinme. These unspeakabl e

conditions continued during nineteen years. Then Stephen died as



confortably as any man ever did, and was honorably buried. It
makes one pity the poor Archbishop, and with that he, too, could
have been let off as leniently. How did Henry of Huntington know
that the Archbishop was sent to his grave by judgnment of God for
consecrating Stephen? He does not explain. Neither does he

expl ain why Stephen was awarded a pl easanter death than he was
entitled to, while the aged King Henry, his predecessor, who had
ruled England thirty-five years to the people's strongly worded
satisfaction, was condemmed to close his life in circunstances
nmost distinctly unpl easant, inconvenient, and di sagreeable. His
was probably the nost uninspiring funeral that is set down in
history. There is not a detail about it that is attractive. It
seems to have been just the funeral for Stephen, and even at this
far-distant day it is matter of just regret that by an

i ndi scretion the wong nan got it.

Whenever God puni shes a nan, Henry of Huntington knows why

it was done, and tells us; and his pen is eloquent with

adm ration; but when a man has earned puni shment, and escapes, he
does not explain. He is evidently puzzled, but he does not say
anything. | think it is often apparent that he is pained by
these di screpancies, but loyally tries his best not to showit.
When he cannot praise, he delivers hinself of a silence so narked
that a suspicious person could mistake it for suppressed
criticism However, he has plenty of opportunities to fee

contented with the way things go--his book is full of them

King David of Scotland . . . under color of religion caused

his followers to deal nobst barbarously with the English. They

ri pped open wonmen, tossed children on the points of spears,
butchered priests at the altars, and, cutting off the heads from

the i mages on crucifixes, placed themon the bodies of the slain,



whil e in exchange they fixed on the crucifixes the heads of their
victims. \Werever the Scots cane, there was the same scene of
horror and cruelty: wonen shrieking, old nmen | anenting, anmid the

groans of the dying and the despair of the |iving.

But the English got the victory.

Then the chief of the men of Lothian fell, pierced by an arrow,
and all his followers were put to flight. For the Al mghty was

of fended at themand their strength was rent |ike a cobweb.

O fended at themfor what? For committing those fearfu
butcheries? No, for that was the common custom on both sides

and not open to criticism Then was it for doing the butcheries
"under cover of religion"? No, that was not it; religious
feeling was often expressed in that fervent way all through those
old centuries. The truth is, He was not offended at "thent at all
He was only offended at their king, who had been false to an oath.
Then why did not He put the punishnent upon the king instead of
upon "them? It is a difficult question. One can see by the
Chronicle that the "judgnents" fell rather customarily upon

the wong person, but Henry of Huntington does not explain why.
Here is one that went true; the chronicler's satisfaction

init is not hidden

In the nmonth of August, Providence displayed its justice in
a remarkabl e manner; for two of the nobles who had converted
nmonasteries into fortifications, expelling the nonks, their sin

being the sane, met with a simlar punishnent. Robert Marmn on



was one, Godfrey de Mandeville the other. Robert Marnion

i ssuing forth against the eneny, was slain under the walls of the
nmonastery, being the only one who fell, though he was surrounded
by his troops. Dying exconmuni cated, he becane subject to death
everlasting. In |like manner Earl CGodfrey was singled out anong
his followers, and shot with an arrow by a comon f oot -sol di er

He made |ight of the wound, but he died of it in a few days,

under exconmuni cation. See here the like judgnent of God,

menor abl e t hrough all ages!

The exaltation jars upon nme; not because of the death of the
men, for they deserved that, but because it is death eternal, in
white-hot fire and flame. It makes ny flesh crawl. | have not
known nore than three men, or perhaps four, in ny whole lifetine,
*whom | would rejoice to see withing in those fires for even a
year, let alone forever. | believe | would relent before the
year was up, and get themout if | could. | think that in

the long run, if a man's w fe and babi es, who had not harnmed ne,
shoul d cone crying and pleading, | couldn't stand it; | know
shoul d forgive himand Il et himgo, even if he had violated a
monastery. Henry of Huntington has been watching Godfrey and
Marnmion for nearly seven hundred and fifty years, now, but I
couldn't do it, I know !l couldn't. | amsoft and gentle in ny
nature, and | should have forgiven them seventy-and-seven tines

long ago. And | think God has; but this is only an opinion

and not authoritative, like Henry of Huntington's interpretations.
| could learn to interpret, but | have never tried; | get so
little time.

Al'l through his book Henry exhibits his famliarity with the
intentions of God, and with the reasons for his intentions.

Sonetinmes--very often, in fact--the act follows the intention



after such a wide interval of tine that one wonders how Henry
could fit one act out of a hundred to one intention out of a
hundred and get the thing right every tinme when there was such
abundant choi ce anbng acts and intentions. Sonetinmes a nan
offends the Deity with a crime, and is punished for it thirty
years later; neantinme he was comritted a mllion other crines:
no matter, Henry can pick out the one that brought the worns.
Wrns were generally used in those days for the slaying of
particularly wi cked people. This has gone out, now, but in old
times it was a favorite. It always indicated a case of "wath."

For i nstance:

the just God avengi ng Robert Fitzhilderbrand' s
perfidy, a wormgrew in his vitals, which gradually gnawing its
way through his intestines fattened on the abandoned man till,
tortured with excruciating sufferings and venting hinmself in
bitter nobans, he was by a fitting puni shnent brought to his end.

--(P. 400.)

It was probably an alligator, but we cannot tell; we only
know it was a particular breed, and only used to convey w ath.
Sone authorities think it was an ichthyosaurus, but there is

nmuch doubt .

However, one thing we do know, and that is that that worm had been
due years and years. Robert F. had violated a nonastery once;

he had comrtted unprintable crines since, and they had been

perm tted--under disapproval--but the ravishment of the nonastery

had not been forgotten nor forgiven, and the wormcane at |ast.

Wy were these reforns put off in this strange way? Wat was to

be gained by it? D d Henry of Huntington really know his facts,



or was he only guessing? Sonetinmes | am half persuaded that
he is only a guesser, and not a good one. The divine wi sdom

must surely be of the better quality than he nakes it out to be.

Fi ve hundred years before Henry's tine sone forecasts of the
Lord's purposes were furni shed by a pope, who perceived, by
certain perfectly trustworthy signs furnished by the Deity for

the information of His famliars, that the end of the world was

about to conme. But as this end of the world draws
near nmany things are at hand which have not before happened, as
changes in the air, terrible signs in the heavens, tenpests out
of the conmon order of the seasons, wars, fam nes, pestilences,
eart hquakes in various places; all which will not happen in our

days, but after our days all will come to pass.

Still, the end was so near that these signs were "sent before
that we may be careful for our souls and be found prepared

to neet the inpending judgnent."”

That was thirteen hundred years ago. This is really no

i mprovenent on the work of the Roman augurs.

CONCERNI NG TOBACCO

As concerns tobacco, there are many superstitions. And the

chiefest is this--that there is a STANDARD governing the matter,



whereas there is nothing of the kind. Each man's own preference
is the only standard for him the only one which he can accept,
the only one which can command him A congress of all the

t obacco-lovers in the world could not elect a standard which

woul d be bindi ng upon you or ne, or would even nuch influence us.

The next superstition is that a man has a standard of his own.

He hasn't. He thinks he has, but he hasn't. He thinks he can
tell what he regards as a good cigar fromwhat he regards as a

bad one--but he can't. He goes by the brand, yet inagines he goes
by the flavor. One may pal moff the worst counterfeit upon him

if it bears his brand he will snoke it contentedly and never suspect.

Children of twenty-five, who have seven years experience,
try to tell me what is a good cigar and what isn't.
Me, who never |earned to snoke, but always snoked;

me, who cane into the world asking for a |ight.

No one can tell ne what is a good cigar--for nme. | amthe

only judge. People who claimto know say that | snoke the worst
cigars in the world. They bring their own cigars when they come
to ny house. They betray an unmanly terror when | offer them

a cigar; they tell lies and hurry away to neet engagenents

whi ch they have not nmade when they are threatened with the
hospitalities of ny box. Now then, observe what superstition
assisted by a man's reputation, can do. | was to have twelve
personal friends to supper one night. One of themwas as
notorious for costly and el egant cigars as | was for cheap and
devilish ones. | called at his house and when no one was | ooki ng
borrowed a doubl e handful of his very choicest; cigars which cost
himforty cents apiece and bore red-and-gold |labels in sign of
their nobility. | renoved the labels and put the cigars into a

box with ny favorite brand on it--a brand which those peopl e al



knew, and which cowed them as nmen are cowed by an epidenmic. They
took these cigars when offered at the end of the supper, and lit
them and sternly struggled with them-in dreary silence, for
hilarity died when the fell brand cane into view and started
around--but their fortitude held for a short time only; then they
made excuses and filed out, treading on one another's heels with
i ndecent eagerness; and in the norning when | went out to observe
results the cigars lay all between the front door and the gate.
Al'l except one--that one lay in the plate of the man from whom I
had cabbaged the lot. One or two whiffs was all he could stand.
He told ne afterward that sone day | would get shot for giving

peopl e that kind of cigars to snoke.

Am | certain of ny own standard? Perfectly; yes, absolutely
--unl ess sonebody fools nme by putting ny brand on sone other kind
of cigar; for no doubt I amlike the rest, and know ny cigar by
the brand instead of by the flavor. However, ny standard is a
pretty wi de one and covers a good deal of territory. To ne,

al rost any cigar is good that nobody else will snoke, and to ne
al most all cigars are bad that other people consider good.

Nearly any cigar will do nme, except a Havana. People think they
hurt mny feelings when then come to ny house with their life
preservers on--1 nean, with their own cigars in their pockets.

It is an error; | take care of nyself in a simlar way. Wen

go into danger--that is, into rich people's houses, where, in the
nature of things, they will have high-tariff cigars, red-and-gilt
girded and nested in a rosewdod box along with a danp sponge,
cigars which develop a disnmal black ash and burn down the side
and snmell, and will grow hot to the fingers, and will go on
growi ng hotter and hotter, and go on snelling nore and nore

i nfanously and unendurably the deeper the fire tunnels down

i nsi de bel ow the thinbleful of honest tobacco that is in the

front end, the furnisher of it praising it all the tine and



telling you how nuch the deadly thing cost--yes, when | go into
that sort of peril | carry ny own defense along; | carry ny own
brand--twenty-seven cents a barrel--and | live to see ny famly
again. | may seemto light his red-gartered cigar, but that is
only for courtesy's sake; | srmuggle it into my pocket for the
poor, of whom | know many, and |ight one of ny own; and while he
praises it | join in, but when he says it cost forty-five cents

say nothing, for |I know better.

However, to say true, ny tastes are so catholic that | have
never seen any cigars that | really could not snoke, except those
that cost a dollar apiece. | have exanined those and know t hat

they are made of dog-hair, and not good dog-hair at that.

I have a thoroughly satisfactory time in Europe, for al

over the Continent one finds cigars which not even the nost

har dened newsboys in New York would snoke. | brought cigars with
me, the last tine; | will not do that any nore. |In Italy, as in
France, the Governnent is the only cigar-peddler. Italy has

three or four donestic brands: the Mnghetti, the Trabuco, the
Virginia, and a very coarse one which is a nodification of the
Virginia. The Mnghettis are | arge and conely, and cost three
dollars and sixty cents a hundred; | can snoke a hundred in seven
days and enjoy every one of them The Trabucos suit ne, too;
don't renmenber the price. But one has to learn to |like the
Virginia, nobody is born friendly toit. It looks Iike a rat-
tail file, but snokes better, some think. |t has a straw through
it; you pull this out, and it |leaves a flue, otherw se there
woul d be no draught, not even as nuch as there is to a nail.

Sone prefer a nail at first. However, | like all the French

Swi ss, German, and ltalian domestic cigars, and have never cared
to inquire what they are nade of; and nobody woul d know, anyhow,

perhaps. There is even a brand of European snoki ng-tobacco that



I like. It is a brand used by the Italian peasants. It is |oose
and dry and bl ack, and | ooks like tea-grounds. When the fire is
applied it expands, and clinbs up and towers above the pipe, and
presently tunbles off inside of one's vest. The tobacco itself
is cheap, but it raises the insurance. It is as | remarked in
the beginning--the taste for tobacco is a matter of superstition
There are no standards--no real standards. Each man's preference
is the only standard for him the only one which he can accept,

the only one which can command him

THE BEE

It was Maeterlinck who introduced ne to the bee. | nean, in
the psychical and in the poetical way. | had had a business
introduction earlier. 1t was when | was a boy. It is strange

that | should renenber a forrmality like that so long; it nust be

nearly sixty years.

Bee scientists always speak of the bee as she. It is

because all the inportant bees are of that sex. In the hive
there is one narried bee, called the queen; she has fifty

t housand chil dren; of these, about one hundred are sons; the rest
are daughters. Sone of the daughters are young nai ds, sone are

old maids, and all are virgins and renain so.

Every spring the queen cones out of the hive and flies away
with one of her sons and marries him The honeynoon | asts only
an hour or two; then the queen divorces her husband and returns

hone conpetent to lay two million eggs. This will be enough to



| ast the year, but not nore than enough, because hundreds of bees
are drowned every day, and other hundreds are eaten by birds, and
it is the queen's business to keep the popul ation up to standard
--say, fifty thousand. She nust always have that many chil dren
on hand and efficient during the busy season, which is sumer, or
wi nter would catch the community short of food. She |ays from
two thousand to three thousand eggs a day, according to the
demand; and she nust exercise judgnment, and not |lay nore than are
needed in a slimflower-harvest, nor fewer than are required in a
prodi gal one, or the board of directors will dethrone her and

el ect a queen that has nore sense.

There are always a few royal heirs in stock and ready to

take her place--ready and nore than anxious to do it, although
she is their own nother. These girls are kept by thensel ves, and
are regally fed and tended frombirth. No other bees get such
fine food as they get, or live such a high and |uxurious life.

By consequence they are larger and | onger and sl eeker than their
wor ki ng sisters. And they have a curved sting, shaped |like a

scimtar, while the others have a straight one.

A common bee will sting any one or anybody, but a royalty

stings royalties only. A common bee will sting and kill another
conmon bee, for cause, but when it is necessary to kill the queen
other ways are enployed. Wen a queen has grown old and sl ack
and does not |ay eggs enough one of her royal daughters is
allowed to conme to attack her, the rest of the bees |ooking on at
the duel and seeing fair play. It is a duel with the curved
stings. |If one of the fighters gets hard pressed and gives it up
and runs, she is brought back and nust try agai n--once, nmaybe
twice; then, if she runs yet once nore for her life, judicial
death is her portion; her children pack thenselves into a bal

around her person and hold her in that compact grip two or three



days, until she starves to death or is suffocated. Meantine the
victor bee is receiving royal honors and perform ng the one roya

function--1aying eggs.

As regards the ethics of the judicial assassination of the
queen, that is a natter of politics, and will be discussed |ater,

in its proper place.

During substantially the whole of her short life of five or

six years the queen lives in Egyptian darkness and stately

secl usion of the royal apartnments, wi th none about her but

pl ebei an servants, who give her enpty lip-affection in place of
the | ove which her heart hungers for; who spy upon her in the
interest of her waiting heirs, and report and exaggerate her
defects and deficiencies to them who fawn upon her and flatter
her to her face and sl ander her behind her back; who grove

before her in the day of her power and forsake her in her age and
weakness. There she sits, friendless, upon her throne through
the long night of her life, cut off fromthe consoling synpathies
and sweet conpani onship and | ovi ng endearnents whi ch she craves,
by the gilded barriers of her awful rank; a forlorn exile in her
own house and hone, weary object of formal cerenonies and
machi ne- made worshi p, winged child of the sun, native to the free
air and the blue skies and the flowery fields, doomed by the

spl endid accident of her birth to trade this priceless heritage
for a black captivity, a tinsel grandeur, and a | oveless life,
with shame and insult at the end and a cruel death--and condenmed

by the human instinct in her to hold the bargain val uabl e!

Huber, Lubbock, Maeterlinck--in fact, all the great
authorities--are agreed in denying that the bee is a nenber of
the human family. | do not know why they have done this, but I

think it is fromdishonest notives. Wy, the innunerable facts



brought to light by their own painstaking and exhaustive
experinents prove that if there is a master fool in the world, it

is the bee. That seens to settle it.

But that is the way of the scientist. He will spend thirty

years in building up a nountain range of facts with the intent to
prove a certain theory; then he is so happy in his achi evenent
that as a rule he overlooks the main chief fact of all--that his
accunul ation proves an entirely different thing. Wen you point
out this miscarriage to himhe does not answer your letters; when
you call to convince him the servant prevaricates and you do not
get in. Scientists have odious nmanners, except when you prop up

their theory; then you can borrow noney of them

To be strictly fair, I will concede that now and then one of
themw Il answer your letter, but when they do they avoid the

i ssue--you cannot pin them down. Wen | discovered that the bee
was human | wote about it to all those scientists whom| have
just mentioned. For evasions, | have seen nothing to equal the

answers | got.

After the queen, the personage next in inportance in the

hive is the virgin. The virgins are fifty thousand or one
hundred thousand in nunber, and they are the workers, the

| aborers. No work is done, in the hive or out of it, save by
them The nal es do not work, the queen does no work, unless
laying eggs is work, but it does not seemso to ne. There are
only two mllion of them anyway, and all of five nmonths to
finish the contract in. The distribution of work in a hive is as
cleverly and el aborately specialized as it is in a vast American
machi ne-shop or factory. A bee that has been trained to one of
the many and various industries of the concern doesn't know how

to exercise any other, and would be offended if asked to take a



hand i n anything outside of her profession. She is as hunman as a
cook; and if you should ask the cook to wait on the table, you
know what wi |l happen. Cooks will play the piano if you IiKke,

but they draw the Iine there. In nmy time | have asked a cook to
chop wood, and | know about these things. Even the hired girl

has her frontiers; true, they are vague, they are ill-defined,
even flexible, but they are there. This is not conjecture; it is
founded on the absolute. And then the butler. You ask the
butler to wash the dog. It is just as | say; there is much to be
| earned in these ways, w thout going to books. Books are very well,
but books do not cover the whole domain of esthetic human cul ture.
Pride of profession is one of the boniest bones in existence,

if not the boniest. Wthout doubt it is so in the hive.

TAM NG THE BI CYCLE

In the early eighties Mark Twain learned to ride one of the

ol d hi gh-wheel bicycles of that period. He wote an account of
his experience, but did not offer it for publication. The form
of bicycle he rode | ong ago becane antiquated, but in the hunor

of his pleasantry is a quality which does not grow ol d.



| thought the matter over, and concluded |I could do it. So
I went down a bought a barrel of Pond's Extract and a bicycle.
The Expert cane honme with ne to instruct nme. W chose the

back yard, for the sake of privacy, and went to work.

M ne was not a full-grown bicycle, but only a colt--a

fifty-inch, with the pedals shortened up to forty-eight--and
skittish, like any other colt. The Expert explained the thing s
points briefly, then he got on its back and rode around a little,
to show me how easy it was to do. He said that the disnounting
was perhaps the hardest thing to |l earn, and so we woul d | eave
that to the last. But he was in error there. He found, to his
surprise and joy, that all that he needed to do was to get me on
to the machine and stand out of the way; | could get off, nyself.
Al though | was whol |y inexperienced, | disnounted in the best
time on record. He was on that side, shoving up the nachine;

we all cane down with a crash, he at the bottom 1 next,

and t he nmachi ne on top.

W exam ned the machine, but it was not in the |east

injured. This was hardly believable. Yet the Expert assured ne
that it was true; in fact, the examination proved it. | was
partly to realize, then, how adnmrably these things are
constructed. W applied sone Pond's Extract, and resumed. The
Expert got on the OTHER side to shove up this tinme, but I

di snounted on that side; so the result was as before.

The machine was not hurt. W oiled ourselves again, and resuned.
This time the Expert took up a sheltered position behind,

but sonehow or other we | anded on hi m again.

He was full of admiration; said it was abnornmal. She was
all right, not a scratch on her, not a tinber started anywhere.

| said it was wonderful, while we were greasing up, but he said



that when | canme to know these steel spider-webs | would realize
that nothing but dynamite could cripple them Then he |inped out
to position, and we resuned once nore. This tine the Expert took
up the position of short-stop, and got a nman to shove up behi nd.
We got up a handsonme speed, and presently traversed a brick, and
I went out over the top of the tiller and | anded, head down, on
the instructor's back, and saw the nachine fluttering in the air
between me and the sun. It was well it came down on us, for that

broke the fall, and it was not injured.

Five days later | got out and was carried down to the

hospital, and found the Expert doing pretty fairly. In a few
nore days | was quite sound. | attribute this to ny prudence in
al ways di smounting on sonething soft. Some reconmend a feather

bed, but | think an Expert is better

The Expert got out at |ast, brought four assistants with

him It was a good idea. These four held the graceful cobweb
upright while | clinbed into the saddle; then they forned in
columm and marched on either side of nme while the Expert pushed

behi nd; all hands assisted at the di snount.

The bicycle had what is called the "wabbles," and had them

very badly. In order to keep my position, a good many things
were required of me, and in every instance the thing required was
agai nst nature. That is to say, that whatever the needed thing
m ght be, ny nature, habit, and breeding noved nme to attenpt it
in one way, while sone i mutable and unsuspected | aw of physics
required that it be done in just the other way. | perceived by
this how radically and grotesquely wong had been the life-1Iong
education of ny body and nenbers. They were steeped in

i gnorance; they knew nothi ng--nothing which it could profit them

to know. For instance, if | found nyself falling to the right,



put the tiller hard down the other way, by a quite natura

i mpul se, and so violated a |l aw, and kept on going down. The |aw
required the opposite thing--the big wheel nust be turned in the
direction in which you are falling. It is hard to believe this,
when you are told it. And not nerely hard to believe it, but

i mpossible; it is opposed to all your notions. And it is just as
hard to do it, after you do cone to believe it. Believing it,
and knowi ng by the nobst convincing proof that it is true, does
not help it: you can't any nore DOit than you could before; you
can neither force nor persuade yourself to do it at first. The
intellect has to cone to the front, now It has to teach the

linbs to discard their old education and adopt the new.

The steps of one's progress are distinctly marked. At the

end of each | esson he knows he has acquired sonething, and he

al so knows what that something is, and likewise that it will stay
with him It is not |ike studying Gernman, where you null al ong,
in a groping, uncertain way, for thirty years; and at |ast, just
as you think you' ve got it, they spring the subjunctive on you,
and there you are. No--and | see now, plainly enough, that the
great pity about the German | anguage is, that you can't fall off
it and hurt yourself. There is nothing like that feature to nmake
you attend strictly to business. But | also see, by what | have
| earned of bicycling, that the right and only sure way to learn
German is by the bicycling nmethod. That is to say, take a grip

on one villainy of it at a tinme, |eaving that one half |earned.

When you have reached the point in bicycling where you can

bal ance the machine tolerably fairly and propel it and steer it,
then comes your next task--how to nount it. You do it in this
way: you hop along behind it on your right foot, resting the
other on the nounting-peg, and grasping the tiller with your

hands. At the word, you rise on the peg, stiffen your left |eg,



hang your other one around in the air in a general in indefinite
way, |ean your stomach against the rear of the saddle, and then
fall off, maybe on one side, nmaybe on the other; but you fall off.

You get up and do it again; and once nore; and then several tines.

By this time you have | earned to keep your bal ance; and al so

to steer without wenching the tiller out by the roots (I say
tiller because it IS atiller; "handle-bar" is a |lanely
descriptive phrase). So you steer along, straight ahead, a little
while, then you rise forward, with a steady strain, bringing your
right leg, and then your body, into the saddle, catch your

breath, fetch a violent hitch this way and then that, and down

you go agai n.

But you have ceased to mind the going down by this time; you

are getting to light on one foot or the other with considerable
certainty. Six nore attenpts and six nore falls make you
perfect. You land in the saddle confortably, next time, and stay
there--that is, if you can be content to let your |egs dangle,
and | eave the pedals alone a while; but if you grab at once for
the pedal s, you are gone again. You soon learn to wait alittle
and perfect your bal ance before reaching for the pedals; then the
mounting-art is acquired, is conplete, and a little practice will
make it sinple and easy to you, though spectators ought to keep
off arod or tw to one side, along at first, if you have nothing

agai nst them

And now you cone to the voluntary disnount; you | earned the
other kind first of all. It is quite easy to tell one howto do
the voluntary disnmount; the words are few, the requirenent
simple, and apparently undifficult; let your left pedal go down
till your left leg is nearly straight, turn your wheel to the

left, and get off as you would froma horse. It certainly does



sound exceedingly easy; but it isn't. | don't know why it isn't
but it isn't. Try as you may, you don't get down as you woul d
froma horse, you get down as you would froma house afire. You

make a spectacle of yourself every tine.

During the eight days | took a daily | esson an hour and a

half. At the end of this twelve working-hours' appreticeship |

was graduated--in the rough. | was pronounced conpetent to
paddl e ny own bicycle without outside help. It seens incredible,
this celerity of acquirenment. |t takes considerably |onger than

that to | earn horseback-riding in the rough

Now it is true that |I could have | earned w thout a teacher

but it would have been risky for ne, because of ny natura

clumsi ness. The sel f-taught man sel dom knows anyt hi ng
accurately, and he does not know a tenth as much as he coul d have
known if he had worked under teachers; and, besides, he brags,
and is the means of fooling other thoughtless people into going
and doing as he hinself has done. There are those who i magi ne
that the unlucky accidents of life--life's "experiences"--are in
some way useful to us. | wish | could find out how | never
knew one of themto happen twice. They always change off and
swap around and catch you on your inexperienced side. |If
personal experience can be worth anything as an education, it
woul dn't seemlikely that you could trip Methusel ah; and yet if
that ol d person could cone back here it is nore that |ikely that
one of the first things he would do would be to take hold of one
of these electric wires and tie hinself all up in a knot. Now
the surer thing and the wi ser thing would be for himto ask

somebody whether it was a good thing to take hold of. But that



woul d not suit him he would be one of the self-taught kind that
go by experience; he would want to exanine for hinmself. And he
would find, for his instruction, that the coiled patriarch shuns
the electric wire; and it would be useful to him too, and would
| eave his education in quite a conplete and rounded- out
condition, till he should come again, sone day, and go to

bounci ng a dynamte-can around to find out what was in it.

But we wander fromthe point. However, get a teacher; it

saves nuch tine and Pond' s Extract.

Before taking final |eave of me, ny instructor inquired
concerni ng ny physical strength, and | was able to informhim
that | hadn't any. He said that that was a defect which would
make up-hill wheeling pretty difficult for ne at first; but he

al so said the bicycle would soon renove it. The contrast between
his nuscles and nine was quite narked. He wanted to test nine,
so | offered ny biceps--which was ny best. It alnpst nmade him
smle. He said, "It is pulpy, and soft, and yielding, and
rounded; it evades pressure, and glides fromunder the fingers;
in the dark a body might think it was an oyster in a rag."
Perhaps this nade ne | ook grieved, for he added, briskly: "OCh,
that's all right, you needn't worry about that; inalittle while
you can't tell it froma petrified kidney. Just go right along

with your practice; you're all right."

Then he left me, and | started out alone to seek adventures.
You don't really have to seek them-that is nothing but a phrase

--they cone to you.

I chose a reposeful Sabbath-day sort of a back street which
was about thirty yards wi de between the curbstones. | knew it
was not wi de enough; still, | thought that by keeping strict

wat ch and wasting no space unnecessarily | could crowd through



O course | had trouble nmounting the machine, entirely on ny

own responsibility, with no encouragi ng noral support fromthe
out side, no synpathetic instructor to say, "Good! now you're
doi ng wel | --good agai n--don't hurry--there, now, you're all right
--brace up, go ahead." In place of this | had sone other
support. This was a boy, who was perched on a gate-post munchi ng

a hunk of maple sugar.

He was full of interest and comment. The first tine |

failed and went down he said that if he was ne he would dress up
in pillows, that's what he would do. The next time | went down
he advised nme to go and learn to ride a tricycle first. The
third tine | collapsed he said he didn't believe | could stay on
a horse-car. But the next time | succeeded, and got clunsily
under way in a weaving, tottering, uncertain fashion, and
occupying pretty nuch all of the street. M slow and | unbering
gait filled the boy to the chin with scorn, and he sung out, "M,
but don't he rip along!™ Then he got down from his post and

| oaf ed al ong the sidewal k, still observing and occasionally
comrenting. Presently he dropped into ny wake and foll owed al ong
behind. A little girl passed by, bal ancing a wash-board on her
head, and gi ggl ed, and seened about to nake a renark, but the boy

said, rebukingly, "Let himalone, he's going to a funeral."

I have been familiar with that street for years, and had

al ways supposed it was a dead level; but it was not, as the

bi cycle now inforned nme, to ny surprise. The bicycle, in the
hands of a novice, is as alert and acute as a spirit-level in the
detecting the delicate and vani shing shades of difference in
these matters. It notices a rise where your untrained eye would
not observe that one existed; it notices any decline which water

wWill run down. | was toiling up a slight rise, but was not aware



of it. It made me tug and pant and perspire; and still, |abor as
I mght, the nachine cane alnost to a standstill every little while.
At such times the boy would say: "That's it! take a rest--

there ain't no hurry. They can't hold the funeral w thout YQU."

Stones were a bother to nme. Even the snmall est ones gave ne a

panic when | went over them | could hit any kind of a stone,
no matter how snmall, if | tried to miss it; and of course at
first I couldn't help trying to do that. It is but natural

It is part of the ass that is put in us all, for sone

i nscrut abl e reason.

It was at the end of ny course, at last, and it was necessary

for me to round to. This is not a pleasant thing, when you
undertake it for the first time on your own responsibility,

and neither is it likely to succeed. Your confidence oozes away,
you fill steadily up with nanel ess apprehensions, every fiber of
you is tense with a watchful strain, you start a cautious and
gradual curve, but your squirmnmy nerves are all full of electric
anxi eties, so the curve is quickly denoralized into a jerky and
perilous zigzag; then suddenly the nickel-clad horse takes the
bit inits nouth and goes slanting for the curbstone, defying al
prayers and all your powers to change its mind--your heart stands
still, your breath hangs fire, your legs forget to work, straight
on you go, and there are but a couple of feet between you and the
curb now. And now is the desperate nonent, the last chance to
save yoursel f; of course all your instructions fly out of your
head, and you whirl your wheel AWAY fromthe curb instead of
TOMRD it, and so you go sprawling on that granite-bound

i nhospi tabl e shore. That was ny |luck; that was nmy experience.
dragged nyself out fromunder the indestructible bicycle and sat

down on the curb to exam ne.



| started on the return trip. It was nowthat | saw a

farnmer's wagon poking al ong down toward ne, |oaded w th cabbages.
If | needed anything to perfect the precariousness of ny steering,
it was just that. The farmer was occupying the mddle of the road
with his wagon, |eaving barely fourteen or fifteen yards of space
on either side. | couldn't shout at him-a beginner can't shout;
if he opens his mouth he is gone; he nmust keep all his attention
on his business. But in this grisly energency, the boy cane

to the rescue, and for once | had to be grateful to him

He kept a sharp | ookout on the swiftly varying inpul ses and

inspirations of my bicycle, and shouted to the man accordingly:

"To the left! Turn to the left, or this jackass "Il run over you!"
The man started to do it. "No, to the right, to the right!
Hol d on! THAT won't do!--to the left!--to the right!--to the

LEFT--right! left--ri-- Stay where you ARE, or you' re a goner!"

And just then | caught the off horse in the starboard and went

down in a pile. | said, "Hang it! Couldn't you SEE | was com ng?"

"Yes, | see you was conming, but | couldn't tell which WAY you
was coning. Nobody coul d--now, COULD they? You coul dn't

yoursel f--now, COULD you? So what could _I_ do?

There was something in that, and so | had the magnaninity to

say so. | said | was no doubt as nmuch to blane as he was.

Wthin the next five days | achieved so nuch progress that
the boy couldn't keep up with me. He had to go back to his gate-

post, and content hinself with watching nme fall at |ong range.

There was a row of | ow stepping-stones across one end of the

street, a neasured yard apart. Even after | got so | could steer



pretty fairly | was so afraid of those stones that | always hit
them They gave ne the worst falls | ever got in that street,
except those which I got fromdogs. | have seen it stated that
no expert is quick enough to run over a dog; that a dog is al ways
able to skip out of his way. | think that that may be true: but

I think that the reason he couldn't run over the dog was because

he was trying to. | did not try to run over any dog. But | ran
over every dog that cane along. | think it nmakes a great deal of
difference. |If you try to run over the dog he knows how to

calculate, but if you are trying to mss himhe does not know how
to calculate, and is liable to junp the wong way every tine. It
was al ways so in my experience. Even when | could not hit a
wagon | could hit a dog that canme to see ne practice. They al
liked to see me practice, and they all cane, for there was very
little going on in our neighborhood to entertain a dog. It took

time to learn to mss a dog, but | achieved even that.

| can steer as well as | want to, now, and | will catch that

boy one of these days and run over HHMif he doesn't reform

Get a bicycle. You will not regret it, if you live.

I S SHAKESPEARE DEAD?

(from My Aut obi ography)

Scattered here and there through the stacks of unpublished

manuscri pt which constitute this forni dabl e Autobi ography and

Diary of nmine, certain chapters will in sone distant future be



found which deal with "Caimnts"--claimants historically
notorious: Satan, Caimant; the Golden Calf, Cainmant; the
Vei | ed Prophet of Khorassan, dainmant; Louis XVII., d ainant;

W I 1iam Shakespeare, dainmant; Arthur Oton, d ainant; Mary Baker
G Eddy, daimant--and the rest of them Emnent C ainmants,
successful daimants, defeated O ainants, royal Cainmants, pleb
Cl ai mants, showy O aimants, shabby daimants, revered d ai mants,
despised Caimants, twi nkle star-like here and there and yonder
through the nmists of history and | egend and tradition--and, oh,
all the darling tribe are clothed in nystery and ronmance, and we
read about themw th deep interest and discuss themw th | oving
synpathy or with rancorous resentnent, according to which side we
hitch ourselves to. It has always been so with the hunman race.
There was never a Claimant that couldn't get a hearing, nor one
that couldn't accunulate a rapturous followi ng, no matter how
flimsy and apparently unauthentic his claimmght be. Arthur
Oton's claimthat he was the | ost Tichborne baronet conme to life
again was as flimsy as Ms. Eddy's that she wote SCI ENCE AND
HEALTH fromthe direct dictation of the Deity; yet in England
nearly forty years ago Oton had a huge arny of devotees and

i ncorrigible adherents, many of whom renai ned stubbornly

unconvi nced after their fat god had been proven an inpostor and
jailed as a perjurer, and today Ms. Eddy's following is not only
i mense, but is daily augnenting in nunbers and enthusi asm

Orton had many fine and educated ninds anong his adherents, Ms.
Eddy has had the like anong hers fromthe beginning. Her Church
is as well equipped in those particulars as is any other Church
Clai mants can always count upon a following, it doesn't matter
who they are, nor what they claim nor whether they come with
docunents or without. It was always so. Down out of the |ong-
vani shed past, across the abyss of the ages, if you listen, you
can still hear the believing nmultitudes shouting for Perkin

War beck and Lanbert Si mel .



A friend has sent me a new book, from Engl and--THE

SHAKESPEARE PROBLEM RESTATED--wel | restated and cl osely reasoned;
and ny fifty years' interest in that matter--asleep for the |ast
three years--is excited once nore. It is an interest which was
born of Delia Bacon's book--away back in the ancient day--1857
or maybe 1856. About a year later ny pilot-master, Bixby,
transferred ne fromhis own steanboat to the PENNSYLVAN A, and

pl aced ne under the orders and instructions of George Ealer--dead
now, these many, many years. | steered for hima good many

nmont hs--as was the hunble duty of the pilot-apprentice: stood a
dayl i ght watch and spun the wheel under the severe

superi ntendence and correction of the naster. He was a prine
chess-player and an idol ater of Shakespeare. He would play chess
with anybody; even with me, and it cost his official dignity
something to do that. Also--quite uninvited--he would read
Shakespeare to ne; not just casually, but by the hour, when it
was his watch and | was steering. He read well, but not
profitably for ne, because he constantly injected comrands into
the text. That broke it all up, mxed it all up, tangled it al
up--to that degree, in fact, that if we were in a risky and
difficult piece of river an ignorant person couldn't have told,
soneti nes, which observations were Shakespeare's and which were

Eal er's. For instance:

What man dare, _|_ dare!

Approach thou WHAT are you laying in the |leads for? what a

hell of an idea! like the rugged ease her off a little, ease her
of f! rugged Russi an bear, the arned rhinoceros or the THERE she
goes! neet her, neet her! didn't you KNOWshe'd snell the reef if

you crowded in like that? Hyrcan tiger; take any ship but that



and ny firmnerves she'll be in the WOODS the first you know
stop he starboard! come ahead strong on the |arboard! back the
starboard! . . . NOWthen, you're all right; conme ahead on the
starboard; straighten up and go 'long, never trenble: or be
alive again, and dare ne to the desert DAMNATION can't you keep
away fromthat greasy water? pull her down! snatch her! snatch
her bal dheaded! with thy sword; if trenbling | inhabit then, |ay
in the leads!--no, only with the starboard one, |eave the other
al one, protest me the baby of a girl. Hence horrible shadow

ei ght bells--that watchman's asl eep again, | reckon, go down and

call Brown yourself, unreal nockery, hence

He certainly was a good reader, and splendidly thrilling and
storny and tragic, but it was a damage to ne, because | have
never since been able to read Shakespeare in a cal mand sane way.
I cannot rid it of his explosive interlardings, they break in
everywhere with their irrelevant, "Wat in hell are you up to
NOW pull her down! nore! MORE!--there now, steady as you go,"
and the other disorganizing interruptions that were al ways

| eaping fromhis nouth. Wen | read Shakespeare now | can hear
themas plainly as | did in that |ong-departed tinme--fifty-one
years ago. | never regarded Eal er's readi ngs as educati onal

I ndeed, they were a detrinment to ne.

Hs contributions to the text seldominproved it, but
barring that detail he was a good reader; | can say that nuch for
him He did not use the book, and did not need to; he knew his

Shakespeare as well as Euclid ever knew his nultiplication table.

Di d he have sonething to say--this Shakespeare-adoring

M ssi ssippi pilot--anent Delia Bacon's book?

Yes. And he said it; said it all the time, for nbnths--in



the nmorning watch, the mddle watch, and dog watch; and probably
kept it going in his sleep. He bought the literature of the
dispute as fast as it appeared, and we discussed it all through
thirteen hundred miles of river four times traversed in every
thirty-five days--the tine required by that swift boat to achieve
two round trips. W discussed, and discussed, and di scussed, and
di sputed and di sputed and di sputed; at any rate, HE did, and

got in a word now and then when he slipped a cog and there was a
vacancy. He did his arguing with heat, with energy, wth
violence; and | did mine with the reverse and noderation of a
subor di nate who does not like to be flung out of a pilot-house
and is perched forty feet above the water. He was fiercely |oya
to Shakespeare and cordially scornful of Bacon and of all the
pretensions of the Baconians. So was |--at first. And at first
he was glad that that was nmy attitude. There were even

i ndications that he admired it; indications dimed, it is true,
by the distance that |ay between the | ofty boss-pilotica
altitude and ny lowy one, yet perceptible to nme; perceptible,
and translatable into a conplinent--conpliment com ng down from
about the snowline and not well thawed in the transit, and not
likely to set anything afire, not even a cub-pilot's self-

conceit; still a detectable conplenent, and precious.

Naturally it flattered ne into being nore |oyal to Shakespeare--
if possible--than | was before, and nore prejudi ced agai nst
Bacon--if possible--that | was before. And so we discussed

and di scussed, both on the sane side, and were happy.

For a while. Only for a while. Only for a very little while,

a very, very, very little while. Then the atnosphere began

to change; began to cool off.

A brighter person would have seen what the troubl e was,

earlier than | did, perhaps, but | saw it early enough for al



practical purposes. You see, he was of an argunentative

di sposition. Therefore it took himbut a little time to get
tired of arguing with a person who agreed with everything he said
and consequently never furnished hima provocative to flare up
and show what he could do when it cane to clear, cold, hard,
rose-cut, hundred-faceted, dianond-flashing REASONING That was
his name for it. It has been applied since, with conplacency, as
many as several times, in the Bacon-Shakespeare scuffle. On the

Shakespeare si de.

Then the thing happened whi ch has happened to nore persons

than to me when principle and personal interest found thensel ves
in opposition to each other and a choice had to be made: | let
principle go, and went over to the other side. Not the entire
way, but far enough to answer the requirenments of the case. That
istosay, | took this attitude--to wit, |I only BELI EVED Bacon
wr ot e Shakespeare, whereas | KNEW Shakespeare didn't. Ealer was
satisfied with that, and the war broke | oose. Study, practice,
experience in handling my end of the matter presently enabled me
to take ny new position alnost seriously; a little bit |ater
utterly seriously; alittle later still, lovingly, gratefully,
devotedly; finally: fiercely, rabidly, unconprom singly. After
that | was welded to ny faith, | was theoretically ready to die
for it, and | | ooked down with conpassi on not unni xed with scorn
upon everybody else's faith that didn't tally with mne. That
faith, inposed upon ne by self-interest in that ancient day,
remains ny faith today, and in it |I find confort, solace, peace,
and never-failing joy. You see how curiously theological it is.
The "rice Christian" of the Orient goes through the very sane
steps, when he is after rice and the missionary is after HM he

goes for rice, and renains to worship.

Ealer did a lot of our "reasoning"--not to say substantially



all of it. The slaves of his cult have a passion for calling it
by that |arge name. W others do not call our inductions and
deductions and reductions by any nane at all. They show for

t hensel ves what they are, and we can with tranquil confidence

| eave the world to ennoble themwith a title of its own choosing.

Now and t hen when Ealer had to stop to cough, | pulled ny

i nduction-tal ents together and hove the controversial |ead
mysel f: always getting eight feet, eight and a half, often nine,
sometines even quarter-less-twain--as _|_ believed; but always

"no bottom" as HE said.

| got the best of himonly once. | prepared nyself. |

wote out a passage from Shakespeare--it may have been the very
one | quoted awhile ago, | don't renenber--and riddled it with
his wild steanboatful interlardings. Wen an unrisky opportunity
of fered, one lovely sumrer day, when we had sounded and buoyed a
tangl ed patch of crossings known as Hell's Half Acre, and were
aboard agai n and he had sneaked the PENNSYLVAN A triunphantly
through it without once scraping sand, and the A. T. LACEY had
followed in our wake and got stuck, and he was feeling good, |
showed it to him It amused him | asked himto fire it off--
READ it; read it, | diplomatically added, as only HE coul d read
dramatic poetry. The conplinment touched himwhere he lived. He
did read it; read it with surpassing fire and spirit; read it as
it will never be read again; for HE know how to put the right
musi ¢ into those thunderous interlardi ngs and nake them seem a
part of the text, nmake them sound as if they were bursting from
Shakespeare's own soul, each one of thema golden inspiration and
not to be left out w thout damage to the nassed and magnificent

whol e.

I waited a week, to let the incident fade; waited | onger



wai ted until he brought up for reasonings and vituperation my pet
position, ny pet argument, the one which | was fondest of, the
one which | prized far above all others in ny amunition-wagon--
to wit, that Shakespeare couldn't have witten Shakespeare's
words, for the reason that the man who wote themwas limtlessly
famliar with the laws, and the | aw courts, and | aw proceedi ngs,
and | awyer-tal k, and | awer-ways--and if Shakespeare was
possessed of the infinitely divided star-dust that constituted

this vast wealth, HONVdid he get it, and WHERE and WHEN?

" Fr om books. "

From books! That was always the idea. | answered as ny

readi ngs of the chanpions of my side of the great controversy had
taught me to answer: that a nman can't handle glibly and easily
and confortably and successfully the argot of a trade at which he
has not personally served. He will make mi stakes; he will not,
and cannot, get the trade-phrasings precisely and exactly right;
and the nonent he departs, by even a shade, froma common trade-
form the reader who has served that trade will know the witer
HASN T. Ealer would not be convinced; he said a man could | earn
how to correctly handl e the subtleties and nysteries and free-
masonries of ANY trade by careful reading and studying. But when
I got himto read again the passage from Shakespeare with the

i nterlardi ngs, he perceived, hinself, that books couldn't teach a
student a bew | dering nultitude of pilot-phrases so thoroughly
and perfectly that he could talk themoff in book and play or
conversation and nake no nistake that a pilot would not

i medi ately discover. It was a triunmph for me. He was silent
awhil e, and | knew what was happeni ng--he was | osing his tenper.
And | knew he woul d presently close the session with the sane old
argunent that was always his stay and his support in tinme of

need; the sane old argunent, the one | couldn't answer, because



dasn't--the argunent that | was an ass, and better shut up. He

delivered it, and | obeyed.

O dear, how long ago it was--how pathetically |ong ago! And
here am 1, old, forsaken, forlorn, and alone, arranging to get

that argunent out of sonebody agai n.

When a man has a passion for Shakespeare, it goes without

sayi ng that he keeps company with other standard authors. Ealer
al ways had several high-class books in the pilot-house, and he
read the sanme ones over and over again, and did not care to
change to newer and fresher ones. He played well on the flute,
and greatly enjoyed hearing hinself play. So did|. He had a
notion that a flute would keep its health better if you took it
apart when it was not standing a watch; and so, when it was not
on duty it took its rest, disjointed, on the conpass-shelf under
the breastboard. When the PENNSYLVAN A bl ew up and becane a
drifting rack-heap freighted with wounded and dyi ng poor souls
(my young brother Henry anong then), pilot Brown had the watch
bel ow, and was probably asl eep and never knew what killed him
but Eal er escaped unhurt. He and his pilot-house were shot up
into the air; then they fell, and Eal er sank through the ragged
cavern where the hurricane-deck and the boil er-deck had been, and
| anded in a nest of ruins on the main deck, on top of one of the
unexpl oded boilers, where he lay prone in a fog of scald and
deadly steam But not for long. He did not |ose his head--1ong
famliarity with danger had taught himto keep it, in any and al
energencies. He held his coat-lapels to his nose with one hand,
to keep out the steam and scrabbled around with the other till
he found the joints of his flute, then he took measures to save
hi msel f alive, and was successful. | was not on board. | had
been put ashore in New Ol eans by Captain Klinenfelter. The

reason--however, | have told all about it in the book called OLD



TIMES ON THE M SSISSIPPI, and it isn't inportant, anyway, it is

so | ong ago.

When | was a Sunday-school scholar, sonething nore than

sixty years ago, | became interested in Satan, and wanted to find
out all | could about him | began to ask questions, but ny

cl ass-teacher, M. Barclay, the stone-nmason, was reluctant about
answering them it seened to nme. | was anxious to be praised for
turning ny thoughts to serious subjects when there wasn't another
boy in the village who could be hired to do such a thing. | was
greatly interested in the incident of Eve and the serpent, and

t hought Eve's cal mess was perfectly noble. | asked M. Barclay
if he had ever heard of another woman who, being approached by a
serpeant, would not excuse herself and break for the nearest
tinber. He did not answer ny question, but rebuked ne for
inquiring into natters above my age and conprehension. | wll
say for M. Barclay that he was willing to tell ne the facts of
Satan's history, but he stopped there: he wouldn't allow any

di scussi on of them

In the course of tinme we exhausted the facts. There were

only five or six of them you could set themall down on a
visiting-card. | was disappointed. | had been neditating a

bi ography, and was grieved to find that there were no materials.
| said as nuch, with the tears running down. M. Barclay's
synpat hy and conpassi on were aroused, for he was a nost kind and
gentle-spirited man, and he patted nme on the head and cheered ne
up by saying there was a whol e vast ocean of materials! | can
still feel the happy thrill which these bl essed words shot

t hr ough ne.



Then he began to bail out that ocean's riches for ny
encouragenent and joy. Like this: it was "conjectured"--though
not established--that Satan was originally an angel in Heaven
that he fell; that he rebelled, and brought on a war; that he was
def eated, and banished to perdition. Also, "we have reason to
believe" that later he did so and so; that "we are warranted in
supposi ng" that at a subsequent tinme he travel ed extensively,
seeki ng whom he mi ght devour; that a couple of centuries

afterward, "as tradition instructs us," he took up the crue

trade of tenpting people to their ruin, with vast and fearfu
results; that by and by, "as the probabilities seemto indicate,"
he may have done certain things, he night have done certain other

thi ngs, he nust have done still other things.

And so on and so on. W set down the five known facts by
t hensel ves on a pi ece of paper, and nunbered it "page 1"; then on

fifteen hundred other pieces of paper we set down the

"conjectures,"” and "suppositions,” and "maybes," and "perhapses,"

and "doubtl esses," and "runors," and guesses," and

"probabilities,” and "likelihoods," and "we are pernitted to

thinks,"” and "we are warranted in believings,"” and "m ght have

beens,"” and "coul d have beens,"” and "nust have beens," and

"unquestionablys," and "wi thout a shadow of doubt"--and behol d!

MATERI ALS? Wiy, we had enough to build a biography of Shakespeare!

Yet he made ne put away ny pen; he would not let me wite

the history of Satan. Why? Because, as he said, he had

suspi ci ons--suspicions that nmy attitude in the matter was not
reverent, and that a person nust be reverent when witing about
the sacred characters. He said any one who spoke flippantly of
Sat an woul d be frowned upon by the religious world and al so be

brought to account.



| assured him in earnest and sincere words, that he had

whol |y misconceived ny attitude; that | had the hi ghest respect
for Satan, and that ny reverence for himequal ed, and possibly
even exceeded, that of any nenber of the church. | said it
wounded ne deeply to perceive by his words that he thought |

woul d make fun of Satan, and deride him laugh at him scoff at
him whereas in truth | had never thought of such a thing, but

had only a warmdesire to nmake fun of those others and | augh at
THEM  "What others? "Wy, the Supposers, the Perhapsers, the

M ght - Have- Beeners, the Coul d- Have- Beeners, the Mist-Have- Beeners,
the Wt hout - a- Shadow of - Doubt ers, the We-Are-Warrant ed-i n-Bel i evi ngers,
and all that funny crop of solem architects who have taken a
good solid foundation of five indisputable and uninportant facts

and built upon it a Conjectural Satan thirty mles high."

What did M. Barclay do then? WAs he disarnmed? Ws he

silenced? No. He was shocked. He was so shocked that he

Vi si bly shuddered. He said the Satanic Traditioners and

Per hapsers and Conj ecturers were THEMBELVES sacred! As sacred as
their work. So sacred that whoso ventured to nock them or make
fun of their work, could not afterward enter any respectable

house, even by the back door

How true were his words, and how wi se! How fortunate it

woul d have been for me if | had heeded them But | was young,
was but seven years of age, and vain, foolish, and anxious to
attract attention. | wote the biography, and have never been in

a respectabl e house since.



How curious and interesting is the parallel--as far as

poverty of biographical details is concerned--between Satan and
Shakespeare. It is wonderful, it is unique, it stands quite
alone, there is nothing resenbling it in history, nothing
resenbling it in romance, nothing approaching it even in
tradition. How subline is their position, and how over-topping,
how sky-reachi ng, how suprenme--the two Great Unknowns, the two
II'lustrious Conjecturabilities! They are the best-known unknown

persons that have ever drawn breath upon the planet.

For the instruction of the ignorant | will make a list, now,
of those details of Shakespeare's history which are FACTS--

verified facts, established facts, undisputed facts.

Fact s

He was born on the 23d of April, 1564.

O good farnmer-class parents who could not read, could not

wite, could not sign their nanes.

At Stratford, a small back settlenment which in that day was
shabby and uncl ean, and densely illiterate. O the nineteen

i mportant nmen charged with the government of the town, thirteen
had to "make their nmark" in attesting inportant docunents,

because they could not wite their nanes.

O the first eighteen years of his life NOTH NG is known.

They are a bl ank.

On the 27th of Novenber (1582) WIIiam Shakespeare took out

a license to marry Anne Wat el ey.



Next day WIIiam Shakespeare took out a license to nmarry

Anne Hat haway. She was ei ght years his senior

W 1iam Shakespeare nmarried Anne Hathaway. In a hurry. By
grace of a reluctantly granted di spensation there was but one

publication of the banns.

Wthin six nonths the first child was born

About two (bl ank) years followed, during which period

NOTHI NG AT ALL HAPPENED TO SHAKESPEARE, so far as anybody knows.

Then canme tw ns--1585. February.

Two bl ank years foll ow

Then- - 1587--he nmakes a ten-year visit to London, |leaving the fanily behind.

Five bl ank years follow. During this period NOTH NG

HAPPENED TO HHM as far as anybody actually knows.

Then--1592--there is nention of himas an actor

Next year--1593--his nane appears in the official Iist of players.

Next year--1594--he played before the queen. A detail of no
consequence: other obscurities did it every year of the forty-

five of her reign. And remained obscure.

Three pretty full years follow Full of play-acting. Then*

In 1597 he bought New Pl ace, Stratford.



Thirteen or fourteen busy years follow, years in which he

accunul ated noney, and al so reputation as actor and manager

Meantime his nane, liberally and variously spelt, had
becone associated with a nunber of great plays and poens, as

(ostensibly) author of the sane.

Sone of these, in these years and later, were pirated, but

he made no protest.

Then--1610-11--he returned to Stratford and settled down for
good and all, and busied hinself in |l ending noney, trading in

tithes, trading in land and houses; shirking a debt of forty-one

shillings, borrowed by his wife during his |ong desertion of his
famly; suing debtors for shillings and coppers; being sued
hinsel f for shillings and coppers; and acting as confederate to a

nei ghbor who tried to rob the town of its rights in a certain

conmon, and did not succeed.

He lived five or six years--till 1616--in the joy of these
el evated pursuits. Then he made a will, and signed each of its

three pages with his nane.

A thoroughgoi ng business man's will. It named in mnute
detail every itemof property he owned in the world--houses,
| ands, sword, silver-gilt bow, and so on--all the way down to

his "second-best bed" and its furniture.

It carefully and calculatingly distributed his riches anong

the menbers of his famly, overlooking no individual of it. Not
even his wife: the wife he had been enabled to marry in a hurry
by urgent grace of a special dispensation before he was nineteen

the wi fe whom he had | eft husbandl ess so nmany years; the wife who



had had to borrow forty-one shillings in her need, and which the
| ender was never able to collect of the prosperous husband, but
died at last with the noney still lacking. No, even this wife

was renenbered in Shakespeare's wll.

He | eft her that "second-best bed."

And NOT ANOTHER THI NG, not even a penny to bl ess her |ucky

wi dowhood wi t h.

It was eninently and conspicuously a business man's wll,

not a poet's.

It mentioned NOT A SI NGLE BOOK

Books were much nore precious than swords and silver-gilt
bow s and second-best beds in those days, and when a departing

person owned one he gave it a high place in his will.

The will mentioned NOT A PLAY, NOT A POEM NOT AN UNFI NI SHED

LI TERARY WORK, NOT A SCRAP OF MANUSCRI PT OF ANY KI ND.

Many poets have died poor, but this is the only one in
history that has died TH S poor; the others all left literary

remai ns behind. Al so a book. Maybe two.

I f Shakespeare had owned a dog--but we not go into that: we
know he woul d have nentioned it in his will. |[If a good dog,
Susanna woul d have got it; if an inferior one his wife would have
got a downer interest init. | w sh he had had a dog, just so we
coul d see how pai nstakingly he woul d have divi ded that dog anong

the fanmily, in his careful business way.

He signed the will in three places.



In earlier years he signed two other official docunents.

These five signatures still exist.

There are NO OTHER SPECI MENS OF HI S PENMANSHI P | N EXI STENCE

Not a |i ne.

Was he prejudiced against the art? Hi s granddaughter, whom

he | oved, was eight years old when he died, yet she had had no
teaching, he left no provision for her education, although he was
rich, and in her mature womanhood she couldn't wite and coul dn't
tell her husband's manuscript from anybody el se's--she thought it

was Shakespeare's.

When Shakespeare died in Stratford, |IT WAS NOT AN EVENT. It
made no nore stir in England than the death of any other
forgotten theater-actor would have made. Nobody came down from
London; there were no |amenting poens, no eul ogi es, no nationa
tears--there was nerely silence, and nothing nore. A striking
contrast wi th what happened when Ben Jonson, and Francis Bacon
and Spenser, and Ral ei gh, and the other distinguished literary
fol k of Shakespeare's tine passed fromlife! No praiseful voice
was lifted for the lost Bard of Avon; even Ben Jonson waited

seven years before he lifted his.

SO FAR AS ANYBODY ACTUALLY KNOAS AND CAN PROVE, Shakespeare

of Stratford-on-Avon never wote a play in his life.

SO FAR AS ANY ONE KNOWS, HE RECEI VED ONLY ONE LETTER

DURI NG H S LI FE

So far as any one KNOAS AND CAN PROVE, Shakespeare of



Stratford wote only one poemduring his |ife. This one is
authentic. He did wite that one--a fact which stands

undi sputed; he wote the whole of it; he wote the whole of it
out of his own head. He commanded that this work of art be
engraved upon his tonb, and he was obeyed. There it abides to

this day. This is it:

Good friend for |esus sake forbeare
To digg the dust encl oased heare:
Bl est be ye man yt spares thes stones

And curst be he yt noves ny bones.

In the list as above set down will be found EVERY POSI Tl VELY
KNOMWN fact of Shakespeare's life, |ean and nmeager as the invoice
is. Beyond these details we know NOT A THI NG about him Al the
rest of his vast history, as furnished by the biographers, is
built up, course upon course, of guesses, inferences, theories,
conjectures--an Eiffel Tower of artificialities rising sky-high
froma very flat and very thin foundation of inconsequentia

facts.

Conj ect ures

The historians "suppose" that Shakespeare attended the Free
School in Stratford fromthe tine he was seven years old till he
was thirteen. There is no EVIDENCE in existence that he ever

went to school at all.



The historians "infer" that he got his Latin in that schoo

--the school which they "suppose" he attended.

They "suppose" his father's declining fortunes nmade it

necessary for himto | eave the school they supposed he attended,
and get to work and hel p support his parents and their ten
children. But there is no evidence that he ever entered or

returned fromthe school they suppose he attended.

They "suppose" he assisted his father in the butchering

busi ness; and that, being only a boy, he didn't have to do full-
grown butchering, but only slaughtering calves. Also, that
whenever he killed a calf he nmade a hi gh-fl own speech over it
This supposition rests upon the testinony of a man who wasn't
there at the time; a man who got it froma man who coul d have
been there, but did not say whether he was nor not; and neither
of themthought to nention it for decades, and decades, and
decades, and two nore decades after Shakespeare's death (unti
ol d age and nental decay had refreshed and vivified their
menories). They hadn't two facts in stock about the |ong-dead
di stinguished citizen, but only just the one: he slaughtered
calves and broke into oratory while he was at it. Curious. They
had only one fact, yet the distinguished citizen had spent
twenty-six years in that little town--just half his lifetine.
However, rightly viewed, it was the nost inportant fact, indeed
al rost the only inportant fact, of Shakespeare's life in
Stratford. Rightly viewed. For experience is an author's nost
val uabl e asset; experience is the thing that puts the nuscle and
the breath and the warm bl ood into the book he wites. Rightly

vi ewed, cal f-butchering accounts for "Titus Andronicus," the only
play--ain't it?--that the Stratford Shakespeare ever wote; and
yet it is the only one everybody tried to chouse himout of, the

Baconi ans i ncl uded.



The historians find thenselves "justified in believing" that
t he young Shakespeare poached upon Sir Thonas Lucy's deer preserves
and got hal ed before that magistrate for it. But there is no shred

of respectworthy evidence that anything of the kind happened.

The historians, having argued the thing that M GHT have

happened into the thing that DI D happen, found no trouble in
turning Sir Thomas Lucy into M. Justice Shallow. They have |ong
ago convinced the world--on surm se and w thout trustworthy

evi dence--that Shallow IS Sir Thonas.

The next addition to the young Shakespeare's Stratford

hi story comes easy. The historian builds it out of the surm sed
deer-steeling, and the surmsed trial before the magistrate, and
the surnised vengeance-pronpted satire upon the magistrate in the
play: result, the young Shakespeare was a wild, wild, wild, oh
SUCH a wild young scanmp, and that gratuitous slander is
established for all tine! It is the very way Professor Gsborn
and | built the col ossal skel eton brontosaur that stands fifty-
seven feet long and sixteen feet high in the Natural History
Museum the awe and admiration of all the world, the stateliest
skel eton that exists on the planet. W had nine bones, and we
built the rest of himout of plaster of Paris. W ran short of
pl aster of Paris, or we'd have built a brontosaur that could sit
down beside the Stratford Shakespeare and none but an expert

could tell which was biggest or contained the nost plaster

Shakespeare pronounced "Venus and Adonis" "the first heir of

his invention," apparently inplying that it was his first effort
at literary conposition. He should not have said it. It has
been an enbarrassnent to his historians these nmany, many years.
They have to nmake himwite that graceful and polished and

flawl ess and beautiful poem before he escaped from Stratford and



his fam|ly--1586 or '87--age, twenty-two, or along there; because
within the next five years he wote five great plays, and could

not have found tine to wite another |ine.

It is sorely enbarrassing. |If he began to sl aughter cal ves,

and poach deer, and rollick around, and |earn English, at the
earliest likely monment--say at thirteen, when he was supposably
wretched fromthat school where he was supposably storing up
Latin for future literary use--he had his yout hful hands full

and nuch nore than full. He nust have had to put aside his

Warwi ckshire dialect, which wouldn't be understood in London, and
study English very hard. Very hard indeed; incredibly hard,
almost, if the result of that |abor was to be the snmooth and
rounded and flexible and letter-perfect English of the "Venus and
Adoni s" in the space of ten years; and at the sane tine learn

great and fine and unsurpassable literary FORM

However, it is "conjectured" that he acconplished all this

and nore, nuch nore: |earned law and its intricacies; and the
conmpl ex procedure of the law courts; and all about sol diering,

and sailoring, and the manners and custons and ways of royal
courts and aristocratic society; and |likew se accunulated in his
one head every kind of know edge the | earned then possessed, and
every kind of hunbl e know edge possessed by the lowy and the

i gnorant; and added thereto a wider and nore intimte know edge

of the world' s great literatures, ancient and nodern, than was
possessed by any other man of his tine--for he was going to make
brilliant and easy and admi ration-conpelling use of these

spl endid treasures the nonent he got to London. And according to
the surmsers, that is what he did. Yes, although there was no
one in Stratford able to teach himthese things, and no library in
the little village to dig themout of. His father could not read,

and even the surmisers surnmise that he did not keep a library.



It is surnmised by the biographers that the young Shakespeare

got his vast know edge of the law and his fanmiliar and accurate
acquai ntance with the manners and custonms and shop-tal k of

| awyers through being for a time the CLERK OF A STRATFORD COURT;
just as a bright lad like me, reared in a village on the banks of
the M ssissippi, mght beconme perfect in know edge of the Bering
Strait whal e-fishery and the shop-tal k of the veteran exercises
of that adventure-bristling trade through catching catfish with a
"trot-line" Sundays. But the surnmise is danmaged by the fact that
there is no evidence--and not even tradition--that the young

Shakespeare was ever clerk of a lawcourt.

It is further surmised that the young Shakespeare

accunul ated his lawtreasures in the first years of his sojourn
in London, through "anmusing hinself" by |earning book-law in his
garret and by picking up lawer-talk and the rest of it through
loitering about the | awcourts and listening. But it is only
surmi se; there is no EVIDENCE that he ever did either of those

things. They are merely a couple of chunks of plaster of Paris.

There is a |l egend that he got his bread and butter by

hol di ng horses in front of the London theaters, nornings and
afternoons. Maybe he did. |If he did, it seriously shortened his
| aw- study hours and his recreation-tinme in the courts. |In those
very days he was witing great plays, and needed all the tinme he
could get. The horse-holding | egend ought to be strangled; it
too formidably increases the historian's difficulty in accounting
for the young Shakespeare's erudition--an erudition which he was
acquiring, hunk by hunk and chunk by chunk, every day in those
strenuous tines, and enptying each day's catch into next day's

i mperi shabl e dranma.



He had to acquire a know edge of war at the sane tine; and a

know edge of sol di er-people and sail or-people and their ways and
tal k; also a know edge of sone foreign |lands and their | anguages:

for he was daily enptying fluent streans of these various know edges,

too, into his dramas. How did he acquire these rich assets?

In the usual way: by surnmise. It is SURM SED that he

traveled in Italy and Germany and around, and qualified hinself
to put their scenic and social aspects upon paper; that he
perfected hinmself in French, Italian, and Spanish on the road;
that he went in Leicester's expedition to the Low Countries, as
sol dier or sutler or sonething, for several nonths or years--or
what ever length of tine a surmiser needs in his business--and
thus became fanmiliar with soldiership and sol di er-ways and

sol dier-tal k and general ship and general -ways and general -talk,

and seamanshi p and sail or-ways and sail or-talk.

Maybe he did all these things, but I would like to know who
hel d the horses in the nean tine; and who studi ed the books in
the garret; and who frolicked in the lawcourts for recreation

Al so, who did the call-boying and the play-acting.

For he becanme a call-boy; and as early as '93 he becane a
"vagabond"--the law s ungentle termfor an unlisted actor; and in
'94 a "regular" and properly and officially |isted nenber of that

(in those days) lightly valued and not nuch respected profession

Ri ght soon thereafter he became a stockholder in two

theaters, and manager of them Thenceforward he was a busy and
flourishing business man, and was raking in noney with both hands
for twenty years. Then in a noble frenzy of poetic inspiration
he wote his one poem-his only poem his darling--and |aid him

down and di ed:



Good friend for |esus sake forbeare
To digg the dust encl oased heare:
Bl est be ye man yt spares thes stones

And curst be he yt nobves ny bones.

He was probably dead when he wwote it. Still, this is only
conjecture. W have only circunstantial evidence. Interna
evi dence.

Shall | set down the rest of the Conjectures which

constitute the giant Biography of WIIliam Shakespeare? It would
strain the Unabridged Dictionary to hold them He is a
brontosaur: nine bones and six hundred barrels of plaster of

Pari s.

"We May Assune"

In the Assum ng trade three separate and i ndependent cults
are transacting business. Two of these cults are known as the
Shakespearites and the Baconians, and | amthe other one--the

Br ont osauri an.

The Shakespearite knows that Shakespeare w ote Shakespeare's
Wor ks; the Baconi an knows that Francis Bacon wote them the
Bront osauri an doesn't really know which of themdid it, but is
qui te conposedly and contentedly sure that Shakespeare DI DN T,
and strongly suspects that Bacon DID. W all have to do a good

deal of assuming, but | amfairly certain that in every case



can call to nmind the Baconian assuners have cone out ahead of the
Shakespearites. Both parties handle the same materials, but the
Baconi ans seemto ne to get nuch nore reasonable and rational and
persuasive results out of themthan is the case with the
Shakespearites. The Shakespearite conducts his assum ng upon a
definite principle, an unchanging and i mutable |aw. which is:

2 and 8 and 7 and 14, added together, make 165. | believe this
to be an error. No matter, you cannot get a habit-sodden
Shakespearite to cipher-up his materials upon any ot her basis.
Wth the Baconian it is different. |If you place before himthe
above figures and set himto adding themup, he will never in any
case get nore than 45 out of them and in nine cases out of ten

he will get just the proper 31

Let me try to illustrate the two systens in a sinple and

honely way calculated to bring the idea within the grasp of the

i gnorant and unintelligent. W wll suppose a case: take a |ap-
bred, house-fed, uneducated, inexperienced kitten; take a rugged
old Tomthat's scarred fromstemto rudder-post with the
menori al s of strenuous experience, and is so cultured, so
educated, so linmtlessly erudite that one may say of him "al

cat -know edge is his province"; also, take a nmouse. Lock the
three up in a hol el ess, crackless, exitless prison-cell. Wit
hal f an hour, then open the cell, introduce a Shakespearite and a
Baconi an, and let them ci pher and assunme. The nopuse is m ssing:
the question to be decided is, where is it? You can guess both
verdi cts beforehand. One verdict will say the kitten contains
the mouse; the other will as certainly say the nmouse is in the

tomcat.

The Shakespearite will Reason like this--(that is not ny
word, it is his). He will say the kitten MAY HAVE BEEN attendi ng

school when nobody was noticing; therefore WE ARE WARRANTED | N



ASSUM NG that it did so; also, it COULD HAVE BEEN training in a
court-clerk's office when no one was noticing; since that could
have happened, WE ARE JUSTIFIED IN ASSUM NG that it did happen

it COULD HAVE STUDI ED CATOLOGY I N A GARRET when no one was
noticing--therefore it DD, it COULD HAVE attended cat-assizes on
the shed-roof nights, for recreation, when no one was noticing,
and have harvested a know edge of cat court-fornms and cat |awyer-
talk in that way: it COULD have done it, therefore without a
doubt it DID; it COULD HAVE gone soldiering with a war-tri be when
no one was noticing, and |learned soldier-wles and sol di er-ways,
and what to do with a nouse when opportunity offers; the plain
inference, therefore, is that that is what it DID. Since all

t hese mani fold things COULD have occurred, we have EVERY RI GHT TO
BELI EVE they did occur. These patiently and pai nstakingly
accunul ated vast acquirenents and conpet ences needed but one
thing nore--opportunity--to convert thenselves into triunphal
action. The opportunity cane, we have the result; BEYOND SHADOW

OF QUESTION the nouse is in the kitten.

It is proper to remark that when we of the three cults plant

a "WE THI NK VVE MAY ASSUME, " we expect it, under careful watering
and fertilizing and tending, to grow up into a strong and hardy

and weat her-defying "THERE | SN T A SHADOW OF A DOUBT" at |ast--

and it usually happens.

W know what the Baconian's verdict would be: "THERE IS NOT

A RAG OF EVI DENCE THAT THE KI TTEN HAS HAD ANY TRAI NI NG ANY
EDUCATI ON, ANY EXPERI ENCE QUALI FYING I T FOR THE PRESENT OCCASI ON
OR IS | NDEED EQUI PPED FOR ANY ACHI EVEMENT ABOVE LI FTI NG SUCH
UNCLAI MED M LK AS COMES | TS WAY; BUT THERE | S ABUNDANT EVI DENCE- -
UNASSAI LABLE PROOF, | N FACT--THAT THE OTHER ANI MAL | S EQUI PPED,
TO THE LAST DETAIL, W TH EVERY QUALI FI CATI ON NECESSARY FOR THE

EVENT. W THOUT SHADOW OF DOUBT THE TOM CAT CONTAINS THE MOUSE. "



\

When Shakespeare died, in 1616, great literary productions
attributed to himas author had been before the London world and
in high favor for twenty-four years. Yet his death was not an
event. It made no stir, it attracted no attention. Apparently
his emnent literary contenporaries did not realize that a

cel ebrated poet had passed fromtheir mdst. Perhaps they knew a
pl ay-actor of mnor rank had di sappeared, but did not regard him

as the author of his Works. "W are justified in assuni ng" this.

Hi s death was not even an event in the little town of
Stratford. Does this mean that in Stratford he was not regarded

as a celebrity of ANY kind?

"We are privileged to assune"--no, we are indeed OBLIGED to
assune--that such was the case. He had spent the first twenty-
two or twenty-three years of his life there, and of course knew
everybody and was known by everybody of that day in the town,

i ncluding the dogs and the cats and the horses. He had spent the
last five or six years of his life there, diligently trading in
every big and little thing that had money in it; so we are
conpel l ed to assune that nmany of the folk there in those said

| atter days knew hi mpersonally, and the rest by sight and
hearsay. But not as a CELEBRITY? Apparently not. For everybody
soon forgot to renenber any contact with himor any incident
connected with him The dozens of townspeople, still alive, who
had known of himor known about himin the first twenty-three
years of his life were in the sane unrenenbering condition: if
they knew of any incident connected with that period of his life

they didn't tell about it. Wuld the if they had been asked? It



is nost likely. Wre they asked? It is pretty apparent that
they were not. Wiy weren't they? It is a very plausible guess

that nobody there or el sewhere was interested to know.

For seven years after Shakespeare's death nobody seens to have been
interested in him Then the quarto was published, and Ben Jonson
awoke out of his long indifference and sang a song of praise and

put it in the front of the book. Then silence fell AGAIN.

For sixty years. Then inquiries into Shakespeare's Stratford

life began to be nmade, of Stratfordians. O Stratfordians

who had known Shakespeare or had seen hin? No. Then of
Stratfordi ans who had seen people who had known or seen

peopl e who had seen Shakespeare? No. Apparently the inquires

were only rmade of Stratfordians who were not Stratfordi ans of
Shakespeare's day, but later coners; and what they had | earned

had cone to them from persons who had not seen Shakespeare; and

what they had | earned was not clained as FACT, but only as | egend--
dimand fading and indefinite | egend; |egend of the calf-slaughtering

rank, and not worth renenbering either as history or fiction

Has it ever happened before--or since--that a cel ebrated

person who had spent exactly half of a fairly long life in the
vill age where he was born and reared, was able to slip out of
this world and | eave that village voicel ess and gossi pl ess behind
him-utterly voiceless., utterly gossipless? And permanently so?
| don't believe it has happened in any case except Shakespeare's.
And coul dn't and woul dn't have happened in his case if he had

been regarded as a celebrity at the tine of his death.

When | examine nmy own case--but let us do that, and see if
it will not be recognizable as exhibiting a condition of things
quite likely to result, nost likely to result, indeed

substantially SURE to result in the case of a cel ebrated person



a benefactor of the human race. Like ne.

My parents brought me to the village of Hannibal, M ssouri

on the banks of the M ssissippi, when | was two and a hal f years
old. | entered school at five years of age, and drifted from one
school to another in the village during nine and a half years.
Then ny father died, leaving his fanmly in exceedingly straitened
ci rcunst ances; wherefore ny book-education cane to a standstil
forever, and | becane a printer's apprentice, on board and

cl ot hes, and when the clothes failed I got a hym-book in place
of them This for sumer wear, probably. | lived in Hanni ba
fifteen and a half years, altogether, then ran away, according to

the custom of persons who are intending to beconme cel ebrat ed.

never lived there afterward. Four years later | becane a "cub
on a M ssissippi steanboat in the St. Louis and New Ol eans
trade, and after a year and a half of hard study and hard work
the U S. inspectors rigorously exam ned nme through a coupl e of
Il ong sittings and decided that | knew every inch of the

M ssissippi--thirteen hundred niles--in the dark and in the day--
as well as a baby knows the way to its nother's paps day or
night. So they licensed ne as a pilot--knighted ne, so to speak

--and | rose up clothed with authority, a responsible servant of

the United States Governnent.

Now t hen. Shakespeare di ed young--he was only fifty-two.

He had lived in his native village twenty-six years, or about
that. He died celebrated (if you believe everything you read in
the books). Yet when he di ed nobody there or el sewhere took any
notice of it; and for sixty years afterward no townsnan
renenbered to say anything about himor about his life in
Stratford. When the inquirer canme at |ast he got but one fact--
no, LECEND--and got that one at second hand, from a person who

had only heard it as a runor and didn't claimcopyright init as



a production of his own. He couldn't, very well, for its date
antedated his own birth-date. But necessarily a nunber of
persons were still alive in Stratford who, in the days of their
yout h, had seen Shakespeare nearly every day in the last five
years of his life, and they would have been able to tell that

i nquirer sonme first-hand things about himif he had in those | ast
days been a celebrity and therefore a person of interest to the
villagers. Wy did not the inquirer hunt themup and interview
then? Wasn't it worth while? Wasn't the matter of sufficient
consequence? Had the inquirer an engagenent to see a dog-fight

and couldn't spare the tine?

It all seens to nean that he never had any literary celebrity,

there or el sewhere, and no considerable repute as actor and manager.

Now then, | amaway along in life--ny seventy-third year

being already well behind me--yet SIXTEEN of my Hanni ba

school mates are still alive today, and can tell--and do tell--

i nquirers dozens and dozens of incidents of their young lives and
m ne together; things that happened to us in the norning of life,
in the bl ossom of our youth, in the good days, the dear days,
"the days when we went gipsying, a long tinme ago." Most of them
creditable to ne, too. One child to whom | paid court when she
was five years old and | eight still lives in Hannibal, and she
visited ne | ast sumer, traversing the necessary ten or twelve
hundred miles of railroad wthout danage to her patience or to
her ol d-young vigor. Another little |lassie to whom| paid
attention in Hanni bal when she was nine years old and | the sane,
is still alive--in London--and hale and hearty, just as | am

And on the few surviving steanboats--those |ingering ghosts and
renenbrancers of great fleets that plied the big river in the
begi nning of my water-career--which is exactly as |Iong ago as the

whol e invoice of the |ife-years of Shakespeare nunbers--there are



still findable two or three river-pilots who saw nme do creditable
things in those ancient days; and several white-headed engineers;
and several roustabouts and nates; and several deck-hands who
used to heave the lead for ne and send up on the still night the
"Si x--feet--SCANT!" that nmade ne shudder, and the "Ma-r-Kk--
TWAIN'" that took the shudder away, and presently the darling "By
the d-e-e-p--FOUR' " that lifted ne to heaven for joy. [1] They
know about nme, and can tell. And so do printers, from St. Louis
to New York; and so do newspaper reporters, from Nevada to San
Franci sco. And so do the police. |f Shakespeare had really been
celebrated, like ne, Stratford could have told things about him

and if my experience goes for anything, they' d have done it.

1. Four fathoms--twenty-four feet.

VI |

If | had under ny superintendence a controversy appointed to
deci de whet her Shakespeare w ote Shakespeare or not, | believe
I woul d place before the debaters only the one question

WAS SHAKESPEARE EVER A PRACTI CI NG LAWER? and | eave everything

el se out.

It is maintained that the nan who wote the plays was not

merely nyriad-m nded, but also nyriad-acconplished: that he not
only knew sone thousands of things about human life in all its
shades and grades, and about the hundred arts and trades and
crafts and professions which nmen busy thenselves in, but that he
could TALK about the nen and their grades and trades accurately,
maki ng no ni stakes. Maybe it is so, but have the experts spoken

or isit only Tom Dick, and Harry? Does the exhibit stand upon



wi de, and | oose, and el oquent generali zi ng--which is not
evi dence, and not proof--or upon details, particulars,

statistics, illustrations, denonstrations?

Experts of unchal |l engeabl e authority have testified

definitely as to only one of Shakespeare's nultifarious craft-
equi prents, so far as ny recollections of Shakespeare-Bacon talk
abide with me--his | awequi prent. | do not renenber that

Wel |i ngton or Napol eon ever exam ned Shakespeare's battles and
sieges and strategies, and then decided and established for good
and all that they were mlitarily flaw ess; | do not renenber
that any Nel son, or Drake, or Cook ever exani ned his seananship
and said it showed profound and accurate fanmiliarity with that
art; | don't remenber that any king or prince or duke has ever
testified that Shakespeare was letter-perfect in his handling of
royal court-manners and the tal k and manners of aristocracies; |
don't renenber that any illustrious Latinist or G ecian or
Frenchman or Spaniard or Italian has proclai ned hi ma past-naster
in those |l anguages; | don't remenber--well, | don't renmenber that
there is TESTI MONY--great testinony--inmposing testinony--
unanswer abl e and unattackabl e testinony as to any of

Shakespeare's hundred specialties, except one--the | aw.

O her things change, with tinme, and the student cannot trace
back with certainty the changes that various trades and their
processes and technicalities have undergone in the long stretch
of a century or two and find out what their processes and
technicalities were in those early days, but with the lawit is
different: it is nmile-stoned and docunented all the way back
and the master of that wonderful trade, that complex and
intricate trade, that awe-conpelling trade, has conpetent ways of
knowi ng whet her Shakespeare-law is good | aw or not; and whether

his | awcourt procedure is correct or not, and whether his | ega



shop-talk is the shop-talk of a veteran practitioner or only a
machi ne-made counterfeit of it gathered from books and from

occasional loiterings in Wstmnster

Ri chard H. Dana served two years before the mast, and had

every experience that falls to the ot of the sailor before the
mast of our day. His sailor-talk flows fromhis pen with the
sure touch and the ease and confidence of a person who has LI VED
what he is tal king about, not gathered it from books and random

listenings. Hear him

Havi ng hove short, cast off the gaskets, and nmade the bunt
of each sail fast by the jigger, with a nman on each yard, at the
word the whol e canvas of the ship was | oosed, and with the
greatest rapidity possible everything was sheeted hone and
hoi sted up, the anchor tripped and cat-headed, and the ship under

headway.

Agai n:

The royal yards were all crossed at once, and royals and
sky-sails set, and, as we had the wind free, the boons were run
out, and all were aloft, active as cats, laying out on the yards
and boons, reeving the studding-sail gear; and sail after sai
the captain piled upon her, until she was covered with canvas,
her sails looking Iike a great white cloud resting upon a bl ack

speck.

Once nore. A race in the Pacific:



Qur antagoni st was in her best trim Being clear of the

poi nt, the breeze becane stiff, and the royal -nasts bent under
our sails, but we would not take themin until we saw t hree boys
spring into the rigging of the CALIFORNI A; then they were al
furled at once, but with orders to our boys to stay aloft at the
top-gal l ant mast-heads and | oose them again at the word. It was
my duty to furl the fore-royal; and while standing by to | oose it
again, | had a fine view of the scene. Fromwhere | stood, the
two vessel s seermed nothing but spars and sails, while their
narrow decks, far below, slanting over by the force of the w nd
al oft, appeared hardly capabl e of supporting the great fabrics
rai sed upon them The CALI FORNI A was to wi ndward of us, and had
every advantage; yet, while the breeze was stiff we held our own.
As soon as it began to slacken she ranged a little ahead, and the
order was given to loose the royals. In an instant the gaskets
were off and the bunt dropped. "Sheet home the fore-royal!"--
"Weat her sheet's hone!"--"Lee sheet's hone!"--"Hoi st away, sir!"
is bawed fromaloft. "Overhaul your clewlines!" shouts the
mate. "Aye-aye, sir, all clear!"--"Taut |eech! belay! Well the

| ee brace; haul taut to windward!" and the royals are set.

What woul d the captain of any sailing-vessel of our time say

to that? He would say, "The nman that wote that didn't learn his
trade out of a book, he has BEEN there!"™ But would this sane
captain be conpetent to sit in judgnent upon Shakespeare's
seamanshi p- - consi deri ng the changes in ships and ship-talk that
have necessarily taken place, unrecorded, unrenmenbered, and | ost
to history in the last three hundred years? It is my conviction
that Shakespeare's sailor-talk would be Choctaw to him For

i nstance--from "The Tenpest":



MASTER. Boat swai n!

BOATSWAIN. Here, nmster; what cheer?

MASTER.  Good, speak to the mariners: fall to 't, yarely,
or we run ourselves to ground; bestir, bestir!

(ENTER MARI NERS. )

BOATSWAIN.  Hei gh, nmy hearts! cheerly, cheerly, ny hearts!

yare, yare! Take in the topsail. Tend to the nmaster's whistle.
Down with the toprmast! yare! lower, lower! Bring her to

try ww' the main course. . . . Lay her a-hold, a-hold! Set her

two courses. Of to sea again; |lay her off.

That will do, for the present; let us yare a little, now,

for a change

If a man should wite a book and in it make one of his

characters say, "Here, devil, enpty the quoins into the standing
gall ey and the inposing-stone into the hell-box; assenble the
conmps around the frisket and let themjeff for takes and be quick
about it," | should recognize a mstake or two in the phrasing
and woul d know that the witer was only a printer theoretically,

not practically.

| have been a quartz nminer in the silver regions--a pretty
hard life; |1 know all the pal aver of that business: | know all
about discovery clains and the subordinate clains; | know all
about | odes, |edges, outcroppings, dips, spurs, angles, shafts,

drifts, inclines, levels, tunnels, air-shafts, "horses,” clay
casings, granite casings; quartz nmills and their batteries;

arastras, and how to charge themwi th quicksilver and sul phate of



copper; and how to clean themup, and how to reduce the resulting
amalgamin the retorts, and how to cast the bullion into pigs;
and finally I know how to screen tailings, and al so how to hunt
for sonething | ess robust to do, and find it. | know the argot
and the quartz-nining and mlling industry famliarly; and so
whenever Bret Harte introduces that industry into a story, the
first tine one of his mners opens his mouth |I recognize fromhis
phrasi ng that Harte got the phrasing by listening--1ike
Shakespeare--1 nean the Stratford one--not by experience. No one
can talk the quartz dialect correctly without learning it with

pi ck and shovel and drill and fuse.

| have been a surface miner--gold--and I know all its

mysteries, and the dialects that belongs with them and whenever
Harte introduces that industry into a story | know by the
phrasing of his characters that neither he nor they have ever

served that trade

I have been a "pocket" mner--a sort of gold mning not
findable in any but one little spot in the world, so far as
know. | know how, with horn and water, to find the trail of a
pocket and trace it step by step and stage by stage up the
mountain to its source, and find the conpact little nest of
yellow netal reposing in its secret home under the ground. |
know t he | anguage of that trade, that capricious trade, that
fascinating buried-treasure trade, and can catch any witer who
tries to use it without having learned it by the sweat of his

brow and the | abor of his hands.

I know several other trades and the argot that goes with
them and whenever a person tries to talk the talk peculiar to
any of themw thout having learned it at its source | can trap

hi m al ways before he gets far on his road.



And so, as | have already remarked, if | were required to
superintend a Bacon- Shakespeare controversy, | would narrow t he
matter down to a single question--the only one, so far as the
previ ous controversies have inforned me, concerning which
illustrious experts of uninpeachabl e conpetency have testified:
WAS THE AUTHOR OF SHAKESPEARE' S WORKS A LAWER?--a | awyer deeply
read and of limtless experience? | would put aside the guesses
and surm ses, and perhapes, and m ght-have-beens, and coul d- have-
beens, and rnust-have-beens, and we-are-justified-in-presunings,

and the rest of those vague specters and shadows and

i ndefi ntenesses, and stand or fall, win or |lose, by the verdict
rendered by the jury upon that single question. |If the verdict
was Yes, | should feel quite convinced that the Stratford

Shakespeare, the actor, manager, and trader who died so obscure,
so forgotten, so destitute of even village consequence, that
sixty years afterward no fellowcitizen and friend of his |ater

days renmenbered to tell anything about him did not wite the Wrks.

Chapter Xl1l of THE SHAKESPEARE PROBLEM RESTATED bears the

headi ng " Shakespeare as a Lawyer," and conprises sone fifty pages
of expert testimony, with commrents thereon, and | will copy the
first nine, as being sufficient all by thenselves, as it seens to
me, to settle the question which | have conceived to be the

mast er-key to the Shakespeare-Bacon puzzle.

VI

Shakespeare as a Lawyer [1]

The Pl ays and Poens of Shakespeare supply anpl e evi dence



that their author not only had a very extensive and accurate
know edge of | aw, but that he was well acquainted with the
manners and custons of nenbers of the Inns of Court and with

legal life generally.

"Wile novelists and dramati sts are constantly making

m stakes as to the laws of marriage, of wills, of inheritance, to
Shakespeare's law, |lavishly as he expounds it, there can neither
be denurrer, nor bill of exceptions, nor wit of error." Such
was the testinony borne by one of the nmpst distinguished | awers
of the nineteenth century who was raised to the high office of
Lord Chief Justice in 1850, and subsequently becane Lord
Chancellor. Its weight will, doubtless, be nore appreciated by

| awyers than by laynen, for only | awers know how i npossible it
is for those who have not served an apprenticeship to the lawto

avoi d displaying their ignorance if they venture to enploy |ega

terns and to discuss |egal doctrines. "There is nothing so
dangerous,"” wote Lord Canpbell, "as for one not of the craft to
tanper with our freemasonry.” A layman is certain to betray

hi nsel f by using sone expression which a | awyer woul d never
enmploy. M. Sidney Lee hinself supplies us with an exanpl e of
this. He wites (p. 164): "On February 15, 1609, Shakespeare
obt ai ned judgnent froma jury agai nst Addenbroke for the
payment of No. 6, and No. 1, 5s. 0d. costs.”" Now a |lawer would
never have spoken of obtaining "judgnment froma jury," for it is
the function of a jury not to deliver judgnent (which is the
prerogative of the court), but to find a verdict on the facts.
The error is, indeed, a venial one, but it is just one of those

little things which at once enable a lawer to knowif the witer

is alayman or "one of the craft."”

But when a | ayman ventures to plunge deeply into | ega

subjects, he is naturally apt to nake an exhibition of his



i nconpetence. "Let a non-professional nman, however acute,"”
wites Lord Canpbell again, "presune to talk law, or to draw
illustrations fromlegal science in discussing other subjects,

and he will speedily fall into | aughabl e absurdity."

And what does the sanme high authority say about Shakespeare?

He had "a deep technical know edge of the law," and an easy
famliarity with "sonme of the npbst abstruse proceedings in
English jurisprudence." And again: "Wenever he indulges this

propensity he uniformy |lays down good law." O "Henry IV., k"

Part 2, he says: "If Lord El don could be supposed to have witten
the play, | do not see how he could be chargeable w th having
forgotten any of his law while witing it." Charles and Mary

Cowden C arke speak of "the narvel ous intinmacy which he displays
with legal terms, his frequent adoption of themin illustration,
and his curiously technical know edge of their formand force."
Mal one, hinself a | awer, wote: "H s know edge of legal terns
is not nerely such as might be acquired by the casual observation
of even his all-conprehending nmind; it has the appearance of
technical skill." Another |awer and well-known Shakespearean

Ri chard Grant Wiite, says: "No dramatist of the time, not even
Beaunont, who was the younger son of a judge of the Common Pl eas,
and who after studying in the Inns of Court abandoned |aw for the
drama, used | egal phrases with Shakespeare's readi ness and
exactness. And the significance of this fact is heightened by
another, that is only to the |anguage of the law that he exhibits
this inclination. The phrases peculiar to other occupations
serve himon rare occasions by way of description, conparison, or
illustration, generally when sonething in the scene suggests
them but |egal phrases flow fromhis pen as part of his
vocabul ary and parcel of his thought. Take the word ' purchase
for instance, which, in ordinary use, neans to acquire by giving

val ue, but applies in lawto all |egal nodes of obtaining



property except by inheritance or descent, and in this peculiar
sense the word occurs five tinmes in Shakespeare's thirty-four

pl ays, and only in one single instance in the fifty-four plays of
Beaunont and Fletcher. It has been suggested that it was in

att endance upon the courts in London that he picked up his | ega
vocabul ary. But this supposition not only fails to account for
Shakespeare's peculiar freedom and exactness in the use of that
phraseol ogy, it does not even place himin the way of | earning
those terms his use of which is nost remarkable, which are not
such as he woul d have heard at ordinary proceedi ngs at N Sl

PRI US, but such as refer to the tenure or transfer of rea

property, 'fine and recovery,' 'statutes nerchant,' 'purchase,
"indenture,' 'tenure,' 'double voucher,' 'fee sinple,' 'fee
farm' 'remainder,' 'reversion,' 'forfeiture,' etc. This

conveyancer's jargon could not have been picked up by hangi ng
round the courts of law in London two hundred and fifty years
ago, when suits as to the title of real property were
conparatively rare. And besides, Shakespeare uses his |aw just
as freely in his first plays, witten in his first London years,
as in those produced at a later period. Just as exactly, too;

for the correctness and propriety with which these terns are

i ntroduced have conpelled the adniration of a Chief Justice and a

Lord Chancellor."

Senator Davis wote: "W seemto have sonething nore than a
sciolist's tenerity of indulgence in the terns of an unfaniliar
art. No legal solecisns will be found. The abstrusest elements
of the conmmon | aw are inpressed into a disciplined service. Over
and over again, where such know edge is unexanpled in witers

unl earned in the | aw, Shakespeare appears in perfect possession
of it. In the law of real property, its rules of tenure and
descents, its entails, its fines and recoveries, their vouchers

and doubl e vouchers, in the procedure of the Courts, the method



of bringing wits and arrests, the nature of actions, the rules
of pleading, the | aw of escapes and of contenpt of court, in the
principles of evidence, both technical and philosophical, in the
di stinction between the tenporal and spiritual tribunals, in the
| aw of attainder and forfeiture, in the requisites of a valid
marriage, in the presunption of legitimcy, in the |earning of
the law of prerogative, in the inalienable character of the

Crown, this nmastership appears with surprising authority."

To all this testinmony (and there is nmuch nore which | have

not cited) nmay now be added that of a great |awyer of our own
times, VIZ.: Sir Janes Plaisted Wlde, QC 1855, created a
Baron of the Exchequer in 1860, pronoted to the post of Judge-
Ordinary and Judge of the Courts of Probate and Divorce in 1863,
and better known to the world as Lord Penzance, to which dignity
he was raised in 1869. Lord Penzance, as all |awers know, and
as the late M. Inderwick, K C, has testified, was one of the
first legal authorities of his day, famous for his "remarkabl e

grasp of legal principles,” and "endowed by nature with a
remarkabl e facility for marshaling facts, and for a clear

expression of his views."

Lord Penzance speaks of Shakespeare's "perfect famliarity

with not only the principles, axions, and naxins, but the
technicalities of English law, a know edge so perfect and
intimate that he was never incorrect and never at fault.

The nmode in which this know edge was pressed into service on all
occasions to express his neaning and illustrate his thoughts was
qui te unexanpl ed. He seens to have had a special pleasure in his
compl ete and ready mastership of it in all its branches. As

mani fested in the plays, this |l egal know edge and | earni ng had
therefore a special character which places it on a wholly

different footing fromthe rest of the nmultifarious know edge



which is exhibited in page after page of the plays. At every
turn and point at which the author required a nmetaphor, sinile,
or illustration, his mnd ever turned FIRST to the |law. He seens
al rost to have THOUGHT in | egal phrases, the comonest of |ega
expressions were ever at the end of his pen in description or
illustration. That he should have descanted in | awer |anguage
when he had a forensic subject in hand, such as Shyl ock's bond,
was to be expected, but the know edge of |law in 'Shakespeare' was
exhibited in a far different manner: it protruded itself on all
occasi ons, appropriate or inappropriate, and mingled itself with
strains of thought wi dely divergent fromforensic subjects.”
Again: "To acquire a perfect faniliarity with legal principles,
and an accurate and ready use of the technical ternms and phrases
not only of the conveyancer's office, but of the pleader's
chanmbers and the Courts at Westninster, nothing short of

enpl oynent in some career involving constant contact with | ega
questions and general |egal work would be requisite. But a

conti nuous enpl oynent involves the el enent of tine, and tinme was
just what the manager of two theaters had not at his disposal

In what portion of Shakespeare's (i.e., Shakspere's) career would
it be possible to point out that tinme could be found for the
interposition of a |egal enploynent in the chanbers or offices of

practicing | awers?"

Stratfordians, as is well known, casting about for sone

possi bl e expl anati on of Shakespeare's extraordi nary know edge of

| aw, have nmade the suggestion that Shakespeare night,

concei vably, have been a clerk in an attorney's office before he
came to London. M. Collier wote to Lord Canpbell to ask his
opinion as to the probability of this being true. H's answer was
as follows: "You require us to believe inmplicitly a fact, of
which, if true, positive and irrefragable evidence in his own

handwriting night have been forthcomng to establish it. Not



havi ng been actually enrolled as an attorney, neither the records
of the local court at Stratford nor of the superior Court at
West m nster woul d present his nane as being concerned in any suit
as an attorney, but it mght reasonably have been expected that
there woul d be deeds or wills witnessed by himstill extant, and

after a very diligent search none such can be di scovered."

Upon this Lord Penzance comends: "It cannot be doubted

that Lord Canmpbell was right in this. No young nman coul d have

been at work in an attorney's office wthout being called upon
continually to act as a witness, and in nany other ways | eaving
traces of his work and nane." There is not a single fact or

incident in all that is known of Shakespeare, even by runor or
tradition, which supports this notion of a clerkship. And after
much argument and surm se which has been indulged in on this subject,
we may, | think, safely put the notion on one side, for no |ess

an authority than M. Grant Wiite says finally that the idea of

hi s having been clerk to an attorney has been "blown to pieces."

It is altogether characteristic of M. Churton Collins that
he, neverthel ess, adopts this exploded nmyth. "That Shakespeare
was in early life enployed as a clerk in an attorney's office may
be correct. At Stratford there was by royal charter a Court of
Record sitting every fortnight, with six attorneys, besides the
town clerk, belonging toit, and it is certainly not straining
probability to suppose that the young Shakespeare may have had
enpl oynent in one of them There is, it is true, no tradition to
this effect, but such traditions as we have about Shakespeare's
occupation between the time of |eaving school and going to London
are so | oose and basel ess that no confidence can be placed in
them It is, to say the |least, nore probable that he was in an

attorney's office than that he was a butcher killing calves '"in a

hi gh style,' and maki ng speeches over them"”



This is a charning specinen of Stratfordian argunent. There

is, as we have seen, a very old tradition that Shakespeare was a
but cher's apprentice. John Dowdall, who nade a tour of

Warwi ckshire in 1693, testifies to it as comng fromthe old
clerk who showed himover the church, and it is unhesitatingly
accepted as true by M. Halliwell-Phillipps. (Vol. I, p. 11, and
Vol. Il, pp. 71, 72.) M. Sidney Lee sees nothing inprobable in
it, and it is supported by Aubrey, who nust have witten his
account some time before 1680, when his manuscript was conpl et ed.
O the attorney's clerk hypothesis, on the other hand, there is
not the faintest vestige of a tradition. It has been evol ved out
of the fertile imaginations of enbarrassed Stratfordi ans, seeking
for sone explanation of the Stratford rustic's nmarvel ous

acquai ntance with law and legal terns and legal life. But M.
Churton Collins has not the | east hesitation in throwi ng over the
tradition which has the warrant of antiquity and setting up in
its stead this ridiculous invention, for which not only is there
no shred of positive evidence, but which, as Lord Canpbell and
Lord Penzance pointed out, is really put out of court by the
negative evi dence, since "no young man coul d have been at work in
an attorney's office wi thout being called upon continually to act
as a witness, and in nmany other ways | eaving traces of his work
and nane." And as M. Edwards further points out, since the day
when Lord Campbel |'s book was published (between forty and fifty
years ago), "every old deed or will, to say nothing of other

| egal papers, dated during the period of WIIiam Shakespeare's
yout h, has been scrutinized over half a dozen shires, and not one

signature of the young nman has been found."

Moreover, if Shakespeare had served as clerk in an attorney's
office it is clear that he nust have served for a considerable

period in order to have gained (if, indeed, it is credible that



he coul d have so gai ned) his renmarkabl e know edge of the | aw
Can we then for a nmonent believe that, if this had been so,
tradition woul d have been absolutely silent on the matter?
That Dowdal |'s old clerk, over eighty years of age,

shoul d have never heard of it (though he was sure enough
about the butcher's apprentice) and that all the other

anci ent w tnesses should be in sinmilar ignorance!

But such are the nmethods of Stratfordian controversy.

Tradition is to be scouted when it is found inconvenient, but
cited as irrefragable truth when it suits the case. Shakespeare
of Stratford was the author of the Plays and Poens, but the

aut hor of the Plays and Poens could not have been a butcher's
apprentice. Anyway, therefore, with tradition. But the author
of the Plays and Poens MJST have had a very large and a very
accurate know edge of the law. Therefore, Shakespeare of
Stratford nust have been an attorney's clerk! The nethod is
sinplicity itself. By similar reasoning Shakespeare has been
made a country school master, a soldier, a physician, a printer
and a good many ot her things besides, according to the
inclination and the exigencies of the coonmentator. It would not
be in the least surprising to find that he was studying Latin as

a schoolmaster and law in an attorney's office at the sane tine.

However, we nmust do M. Collins the justice of saying that

he has fully recognized, what is indeed tolerable obvious, that
Shakespeare nust have had a sound legal training. "It may, of
course, be urged," he wites, "that Shakespeare's know edge of
medi cine, and particularly that branch of it which related to
nmor bi d psychol ogy, is equally remarkable, and that no one has
ever contended that he was a physician. (Here M. Collins is
wong; that contention also has been put forward.) It may be

urged that his acquaintance with the technicalities of other



crafts and callings, notably of marine and mlitary affairs, was
al so extraordi nary, and yet no one has suspected him of being a
sailor or a soldier. (Wong again. Wy, even Messrs. Garnett
and Gosse "suspect" that he was a soldier!) This may be
conceded, but the concession hardly furnishes an anal ogy. To
these and all other subjects he recurs occasionally, and in
season, but with reniniscences of the law his nenory, as is
abundantly clear, was sinply saturated. |In season and out of
season now in nmanifest, now in recondite application, he presses
it into the service of expression and illustration. At least a
third of his nyriad metaphors are derived fromit. It would

i ndeed be difficult to find a single act in any of his dranas,
nay, in some of them a single scene, the diction and i nagery of
whi ch are not colored by it. Mich of his | aw may have been
acquired fromthree books easily accessible to him-nanely,
Tottel | 's PRECEDENTS (1572), Pulton's STATUTES (1578), and
Fraunce's LAWER S LOG KE (1588), works with which he certainly
seens to have been familiar; but nmuch of it could only have cone
fromone who had an intinmate acquai ntance with | egal proceedi ngs.
We quite agree with M. Castle that Shakespeare's |egal know edge
is not what could have been picked up in an attorney's office,
but could only have been | earned by an actual attendance at the
Courts, at a Pleader's Chanbers, and on circuit, or by

associating intimtely with menbers of the Bench and Bar."

This is excellent. But what is M. Collins's explanation?
"Perhaps the sinplest solution of the problemis to accept the
hypothesis that in early life he was in an attorney's office (!),
that he there contracted a |ove for the | aw which never left him
that as a young nman in London he continued to study or dabble in
it for his amusenent, to stroll in leisure hours into the Courts
and to frequent the society of lawers. On no other supposition

is it possible to explain the attracti on which the |aw evidently



had for him and his minute and undeviating accuracy in a subject
where no | ayman who has indul ged i n such copious and ostentatious
di splay of legal technicalities has ever yet succeeded in keeping

himself fromtripping."

A lame conclusion. "No other supposition" indeed! Yes,

there is another, and a very obvious supposition--nanely, that
Shakespeare was hinself a | awer, well versed in his trade,
versed in all the ways of the courts, and living in close

intimcy with judges and nenbers of the Inns of Court.

One is, of course, thankful that M. Collins has appreciated

the fact that Shakespeare nust have had a sound | egal training,
but | rmay be forgiven if | do not attach quite so much inportance
to his pronouncenents on this branch of the subject as to those
of Mal one, Lord Canpbell, Judge Hol nes, M. Castle, K C, Lord
Penzance, M. Grant White, and other |awyers, who have expressed

their opinion on the matter of Shakespeare's |egal acquirenents.

Here it nmay, perhaps, be worth while to quote again from

Lord Penzance's book as to the suggestion that Shakespeare had
somehow or ot her managed "to acquire a perfect famliarity with
| egal principles, and an accurate and ready use of the technical
terns and phrases, not only of the conveyancer's office, but of
the pl eader's chanmbers and the Courts at Westminster." This, as
Lord Penzance points out, "would require nothing short of

enpl oynent in some career involving CONSTANT CONTACT with | ega
questions and general |egal work." But "in what portion of
Shakespeare's career would it be possible to point out that tine
could be found for the interposition of a | egal enploynent in the
chanmbers or offices of practicing lawers? . . . It is beyond

doubt that at an early period he was called upon to abandon his



attendance at school and assist his father, and was soon after,

at the age of sixteen, bound apprentice to a trade. While under
the obligation of this bond he could not have pursued any other
enpl oynent. Then he | eaves Stratford and cones to London. He
has to provide hinself with the means of a livelihood, and this
he did in sone capacity at the theater. No one doubt that. The
hol di ng of horses is scouted by many, and perhaps with justice,
as being unlikely and certainly unproved; but whatever the nature
of his enploynent was at the theater, there is hardly room for
the belief that it could have been other than continuous, for his
progress there was so rapid. Ere |Iong he had been taken into the
conmpany as an actor, and was soon spoken of as a "Johannes
Factotum' His rapid accunul ati on of wealth speaks vol unes for
the constancy and activity of his services. One fails to see
when there could be a break in the current of his life at this
period of it, giving roomor opportunity for legal or indeed any
other enmploynment. 'In 1589,' says Knight, 'we have undeni abl e
evi dence that he had not only a casual engagenent, was not only a
sal aried servant, as may players were, but was a shareholder in
the conpany of the Queen's players with other sharehol ders bel ow
himon the list." This (1589) would be within two years after
his arrival in London, which is placed by Wite and Halliwell -
Philli pps about the year 1587. The difficulty in supposing that,
starting with a state of ignorance in 1587, when he is supposed
to have conme to London, he was induced to enter upon a course of
nmost extended study and nental culture, is alnost insuperable.
Still it was physically possible, provided always that he could
have had access to the needful books. But this legal training
seens to ne to stand on a different footing. It is not only
unaccountabl e and incredible, but it is actually negatived by the
known facts of his career.” Lord Penzance then refers to the
fact that "by 1592 (according to the best authority, M. G ant

White) several of the plays had been witten. 'The Conedy of



Errors' in 1589, 'Love's Labour's Lost' in 1589, 'Two Gentl enen
of Verona' in 1589 or 1590," and so forth, and then asks, "with
this catal ogue of dramatic work on hand . . . was it possible
that he could have taken a | eading part in the managenent and
conduct of two theaters, and if M. Phillipps is to be relied
upon, taken his share in the performances of the provincial tours
of his conmpany--and at the same tine devoted hinself to the study
of the lawin all its branches so efficiently as to make hinself
compl ete naster of its principles and practice, and saturate his

mnd with all its nbost technical terns?"

| have cited this passage from Lord Penzance's book, because

it lay before me, and | had already quoted fromit on the matter
of Shakespeare's |egal know edge; but other witers have stil
better set forth the insuperable difficulties, as they seemto
me, which beset the idea that Shakespeare mi ght have found them
in some unknown period of early life, anmid nmultifarious other
occupations, for the study of classics, literature, and law, to
say nothing of |anguages and a few other matters. Lord Penzance
further asks his readers: "Did you ever neet with or hear of an
instance in which a young man in this country gave hinself up to
| egal studies and engaged in | egal enploynents, which is the only
way of beconming familiar with the technicalities of practice, unless
with the view of practicing in that profession? | do not believe
that it would be easy, or indeed possible, to produce an instance
in which the | aw has been seriously studied in all its branches,

except as a qualification for practice in the I egal profession.”

This testinony is so strong, so direct, so authoritative;
and so uncheapened, unwatered by guesses, and surnises, and
maybe-so's, and m ght-have-beens, and coul d- have- beens, and nust -

have- beens, and the rest of that ton of plaster of Paris out of



whi ch the biographers have built the col ossal brontosaur which
goes by the Stratford actor's nane, that it quite convinces ne
that the man who w ote Shakespeare's Wrks knew all about |aw and
| awyers. Also, that that man could not have been the Stratford

Shakespear e--and WASN T.

Wio did wite these Wrks, then?

I wish | knew.

1. From Chapter X1l of THE SHAKESPEARE PROBLEM RESTATED.

By George G Greenwood, MP. John Lane Conpany, publishers.

Did Francis Bacon wite Shakespeare's Wrks? Nobody knows.

We cannot say we KNOWa thing when that thing has not been
proved. KNOWis too strong a word to use when the evidence is
not final and absolutely conclusive. W can infer, if we want
to, like those slaves. . . . No, | will not wite that word,

it is not kind, it is not courteous. The uphol ders of the

Strat ford- Shakespeare superstition call US the hardest nanes they
can think of, and they keep doing it all the tinme; very well,

if they like to descend to that level, let themdo it, but I

will not so undignify nmyself as to follow them | cannot cal
them harsh nanes; the nost | can do is to indicate themby terns

reflecting nmy disapproval; and this without nmalice, w thout venom

To resunme. What | was about to say was, those thugs have built

their entire superstition upon | NFERENCES, not upon known and



established facts. It is a weak nethod, and poor, and | am
glad to be able to say our side never resorts to it while there

is anything else to resort to.

But when we nust, we nust; and we have now arrived at a
pl ace of that sort. . . . Since the Stratford Shakespeare
couldn't have witten the Wrks, we infer that sonebody did.

Who was it, then? This requires sone nore inferring.

Ordinarily when an unsi gned poem sweeps across the continent

like a tidal wave whose roar and boom and thunder are nade up of
adm ration, delight, and appl ause, a dozen obscure people rise up
and claimthe authorship. Wy a dozen, instead of only one or
two? One reason is, because there are a dozen that are

recogni zably conpetent to do that poem Do you renenber
"Beautiful Snow'? Do you renmenber "Rock Me to Sl eep, Mdther

Rock Me to Sleep"? Do you renenber "Backward, turn, backward, O
Time, in thy flight! Mke nme a child again just for tonight"?
remenber themvery well. Their authorship was clained by nost of
the grown-up people who were alive at the tinme, and every

cl ai mant had one plausible argument in his favor, at least--to

wit, he could have done the authoring; he was conpetent.

Have the Works been clainmed by a dozen? They haven't.

There was good reason. The world knows there was but one nan on
the planet at the time who was conpetent--not a dozen, and not
two. A long time ago the dwellers in a far country used now and
then to find a procession of prodigious footprints stretching
across the plain--footprints that were three nmiles apart, each
footprint a third of a mle long and a furlong deep, and with
forests and villages mashed to nush in it. WAs there any doubt
as to who made that nmighty trail? Wre there a dozen clai mants?

Where there two? No--the people knew who it was that had been



along there: there was only one Hercul es.

There has been only one Shakespeare. There couldn't be two;
certainly there couldn't be two at the sanme tine. It takes ages
to bring forth a Shakespeare, and sonme nore ages to match him
This one was not matched before his tinme; nor during his tineg;
and hasn't been matched since. The prospect of matching himin

our tinme is not bright.

The Baconians claimthat the Stratford Shakespeare was not
qualified to wite the Wrks, and that Francis Bacon was.

They claimthat Bacon possessed the stupendous equi pnent--both
natural and acquired--for the mracle; and that no other
Engl i shman of his day possessed the |ike; or, indeed,

anyt hing closely approaching it.

Macaul ay, in his Essay, has much to say about the spl endor

and hori zonl ess magni tude of that equi pment. Also, he has
synopsi zed Bacon's history--a thing which cannot be done for the
Stratford Shakespeare, for he hasn't any history to synopsize.
Bacon's history is open to the world, fromhis boyhood to his
death in old age--a history consisting of known facts, displayed
in mnute and rmul titudi nous detail; FACTS, not guesses and

conj ectures and m ght - have- beens.

Whereby it appears that he was born of a race of statesnen,

and had a Lord Chancellor for his father, and a nother who was
"di stinguished both as a Iinguist and a theol ogi an: she
corresponded in Geek with Bishop Jewell, and translated his
APOLOJ A fromthe Latin so correctly that neither he nor

Archbi shop Parker could suggest a single alteration.” It is the
atmosphere we are reared in that determ nes how our inclinations
and aspirations shall tend. The atnosphere furnished by the

parents to the son in this present case was an atnosphere



saturated with | earning; wth thinkings and ponderi ngs upon deep
subjects; and with polite culture. It had its natural effect.
Shakespeare of Stratford was reared in a house which had no use
for books, since its owners, his parents, were w thout education
This may have had an effect upon the son, but we do not know,
because we have no history of himof an informng sort. There
were but few books anywhere, in that day, and only the well-to-do
and hi ghly educated possessed them they being al most confined to
the dead | anguages. "All the val uabl e books then extant in al

the vernacul ar dialects of Europe would hardly have filled a

single shelf"--imagine it! The few existing books were in the
Latin tongue mainly. "A person who was ignorant of it was shut
out fromall acquaintance--not nerely with Gcero and Virgil, but

with the nost interesting nenoirs, state papers, and panphl ets of
his own tinme"--a literature necessary to the Stratford |lad, for
his fictitious reputation's sake, since the witer of his Wrks
woul d begin to use it wholesale and in a nost masterly way before
the lad was hardly nore than out of his teens and into his

twenti es.

At fifteen Bacon was sent to the university, and he spent

three years there. Thence he went to Paris in the train of the
Engl i sh Anbassador, and there he mngled daily with the wise, the
cultured, the great, and the aristocracy of fashion, during

anot her three years. A total of six years spent at the sources
of know edge; know edge both of books and of men. The three
spent at the university were coeval with the second and | ast
three spent by the little Stratford lad at Stratford schoo
supposedl y, and perhapsedly, and maybe, and by inference--with
nothing to infer from The second three of the Baconian six were
"presunmabl y* spent by the Stratford lad as apprentice to a
butcher. That is, the thugs presume it--on no evidence of any

kind. Wich is their way, when they want a historical fact.



Fact and presunption are, for business purposes, all the sanme to
them They know the difference, but they also know how to blink
it. They know, too, that while in history-building a fact is
better than a presunption, it doesn't take a presunption long to
bloominto a fact when THEY have the handling of it. They know
by ol d experience that when they get hold of a presunption-
tadpol e he is not going to STAY tadpole in their history-tank;

no, they know how to develop himinto the giant four-I|egged
bul I frog of FACT, and make himsit up on his hans, and puff out
his chin, and | ook inportant and insol ent and come-to-stay; and
assert his genuine sinon-pure authenticity with a thundering

bell ow that will convince everybody because it is so |oud.

The thug is aware that |oudness convinces sixty persons where
reasoni ng convinces but one. | wouldn't be a thug, not even if--
but never nind about that, it has nothing to do with the argunent,
and it is not noble in spirit besides. |If | ambetter than a thug,
is the nerit mne? No, it is H's. Then to H mbe the praise.

That is the right spirit.

They "presune"” the |ad severed his "presuned" connection

with the Stratford school to become apprentice to a butcher.
They al so "presune” that the butcher was his father. They don't
know. There is no witten record of it, nor any other actua
evidence. |If it would have hel ped their case any, they would
have apprenticed himto thirty butchers, to fifty butchers, to a
wi | derness of butchers--all by their patented nethod "presunption.”
If it will help their case they will do it yet; and if it wll
further help it, they will "presume"” that all those butchers

were his father. And the week after, they will SAY it.

Way, it is just |like being the past tense of the compound

refl exi ve adverbi al incandescent hypodermi c irregul ar

accusative Noun of Multitude; which is father to the expression

whi ch the grammarians call Verb. It is Iike a whole ancestry,



with only one posterity.

To resunme. Next, the young Bacon took up the study of |aw,

and mastered that abstruse science. Fromthat day to the end of
his life he was daily in close contact with | awers and judges;
not as a casual onlooker in intervals between hol ding horses in
front of a theater, but as a practicing | awer--a great and
successful one, a renowned one, a Launcelot of the bar, the nost
form dable | ance in the high brotherhood of the | egal Table
Round; he lived in the | aw s atnosphere thenceforth, all his
years, and by sheer ability forced his way up its difficult
steeps to its supremest sunmit, the Lord-Chancell orship, |eaving
behind himno fellowcraftsman qualified to challenge his divine

right to that mmjestic place.

When we read the prai ses bestowed by Lord Penzance and the

other illustrious experts upon the |egal condition and | ega
aptnesses, brilliances, profundities, and felicities so
prodigally displayed in the Plays, and try to fit themto the

hi storyless Stratford stage-nanager, they sound wild, strange,

i ncredi bl e, |udicrous; but when we put themin the nmouth of Bacon
they do not sound strange, they seemin their natural and
rightful place, they seemat hone there. Please turn back and
read themagain. Attributed to Shakespeare of Stratford they are
meani ngl ess, they are inebriate extravaganci es--intenperate

adm rations of the dark side of the moon, so to speak; attributed
to Bacon, they are admirations of the golden glories of the
moon's front side, the noon at the full--and not intenperate, not
overwrought, but sane and right, and justified. "At ever turn
and point at which the author required a netaphor, simle, or
illustration, his mind ever turned FIRST to the | aw; he seens

al rost to have THOUGHT in | egal phrases; the comopnest |ega

phrases, the conmonest of |egal expressions, were ever at the end



of his pen." That could happen to no one but a person whose
TRADE was the law;, it could not happen to a dabbler init.
Veteran mariners fill their conversation with sailor-phrases and
draw all their siniles fromthe ship and the sea and the storm
but no nere PASSENCER ever does it, be he of Stratford or

el sewhere; or could do it with anything resenbling accuracy, if
he were hardy enough to try. Please read again what Lord
Canpbell and the other great authorities have said about Bacon

when t hey thought they were saying it about Shakespeare of Stratford.

The Rest of the Equipnent

The aut hor of the Plays was equi pped, beyond every other man

of his tine, with wisdom erudition, inagination, capaciousness
of mind, grace, and mjesty of expression. Everyone one had said
it, no one doubts it. Also, he had humor, hunor in rich
abundance, and al ways wanting to break out. W have no evidence
of any kind that Shakespeare of Stratford possessed any of these
gifts or any of these acquirenents. The only lines he ever
wote, so far as we know, are substantially barren of them-

barren of all of them

Good friend for |esus sake forbeare
To digg the dust encl oased heare:

Bl est be ye man yt spares thes stones
And curst be he yt nobves ny bones.

Ben Jonson says of Bacon, as orator:



H s | anguage, WHERE HE COULD SPARE AND PASS BY A JEST, was

nobly censorious. No man ever spoke nore neatly, nore pressly,
nmore weightily, or suffered | ess enptiness, less idleness, in
what he uttered. No nenber of his speech but consisted of his
(its) own graces. . . . The fear of every man that heard hi mwas

| est he shoul d nmake an end.

From Macaul ay:

He continued to distinguish hinmself in Parlianent,

particularly by his exertions in favor of one excellent neasure
on which the King's heart was set--the union of England and
Scotland. It was not difficult for such an intellect to discover
many irresistible arguments in favor of such a schene. He
conducted the great case of the POST NATI in the Exchequer
Chamber; and the decision of the judges--a decision the legality
of which may be questioned, but the beneficial effect of which
must be acknow edged--was in a great neasure attributed to his

dext er ous managenent .

Agai n:

Wil e actively engaged in the House of Commons and in the courts
of law, he still found leisure for letters and phil osophy.
The noble treatise on the ADVANCEMENT OF LEARNI NG which at a

| ater period was expanded into the DE AUGVENTI S, appeared in 1605.

The W SDOM OF THE ANCI ENTS, a work which, if it had



proceeded fromany other witer, would have been considered as a

mast erpi ece of wit and learning, was printed in 1609.

In the mean tinme the NOVUM CRGANUM was sl owl y proceedi ng.
Several distinguished men of |earning had been pernmitted to see
portions of that extraordi nary book, and they spoke with the

greatest adnmiration of his genius.

Even Sir Thomas Bodl ey, after perusing the COG TATA ET VI SA

one of the nost precious of those scattered | eaves out of which
the great oracular volune was afterward nade up, acknow edged
that "in all proposals and plots in that book, Bacon showed

hi nsel f a master workman"; and that "it could not be gainsaid but
all the treatise over did abound with choice conceits of the
present state of learning, and with worthy contenpl ati ons of the

means to procure it."

In 1612 a new edition of the ESSAYS appeared, with additions

surpassing the original collection both in bulk and quality.

Nor did these pursuits distract Bacon's attention froma
work the nmost arduous, the nost glorious, and the nost usefu

that even his mighty powers coul d have achi eved, "the reducing

and reconpiling," to use his own phrase, "of the | aws of Engl and.

To serve the exacting and | aborious offices of Attorney-Genera
and Solicitor-General would have satisfied the appetite of any
other man for hard work, but Bacon had to add the vast literary

i ndustries just described, to satisfy his. He was a born worker.

The service which he rendered to letters during the |ast

five years of his life, amd ten thousand distractions and



vexations, increase the regret with which we think on the many
years which he had wasted, to use the words of Sir Thonmas Bodl ey,

"on such study as was not worthy such a student."

He comenced a digest of the Iaws of England, a History of

Engl and under the Princes of the House of Tudor, a body of

Nati onal History, a Philosophical Romance. He nade extensive and
val uabl e additions to his Essays. He published the inestinable

TREATI SE DE AUGVENTI S SCI ENTI ARUM

Did these | abors of Hercules fill up his tinme to his contentnent,

and quiet his appetite for work? Not entirely:

The trifles with which he anused hinself in hours of pain and | anguor
bore the mark of his mind. THE BEST JEST-BOOK I N THE WORLD i s that
whi ch he dictated fromnmenory, without referring to any book

on a day on which illness had rendered himincapabl e of serious study.

Here are some scattered remarks (from Macaul ay) which throw
I i ght upon Bacon, and seemto indicate--and naybe denonstrate--

that he was conpetent to wite the Plays and Poens:

Wth great m nuteness of observation he had an anplitude of conprehension

such as has never yet been vouchsafed to any other human bei ng.

The ESSAYS contai n abundant proofs that no nice feature of
character, no peculiarity in the ordering of a house, a garden
or a court-masque, could escape the notice of one whose m nd was

capabl e of taking in the whole world of know edge.



H s understandi ng resenbled the tent which the fairy
Pari banou gave to Prince Ahnmed: fold it, and it seened a toy for
the hand of a lady; spread it, and the armies of the powerful

Sul tans m ght repose beneath its shade.

The know edge in which Bacon excelled all men was a know edge

of the mutual relations of all departnments of know edge.

In aletter witten when he was only thirty-one, to his uncle,

Lord Burleigh, he said, "I have taken all know edge to be ny province.

Though Bacon did not arm his philosophy with the weapons of | ogic,

he adorned her profusely with all the richest decorations of rhetoric.

The practical faculty was powerful in Bacon; but not, like
his wit, so powerful as occasionally to usurp the place of his

reason and to tyranni ze over the whol e nan.

There are too many places in the Plays where this happens.
Poor ol d dying John of Gaunt volleying second-rate puns at his
own nane, is a pathetic instance of it. "W may assume" that it is

Bacon's fault, but the Stratford Shakespeare has to bear the bl ane.

No i magi nati on was ever at once so strong and so thoroughly

subjugated. It stopped at the first check from good sense.



In truth, nuch of Bacon's life was passed in a visionary world--

am d things as strange as any that are described in the ARABI AN TALES
am d buil di ngs nore sunptuous than the pal ace of Al addin,

fount ai ns nore wonderful than the gol den water of Parizade,

conveyances nore rapid than the hi ppogryph of Ruggiero, arns nore

formi dable than the |l ance of Astol fo, remedies nore effacious

than the bal sam of Fierabras. Yet in his nmagnificent day-dreans

there was nothing wild--nothing but what sober reason sancti oned.

Bacon's greatest performance is the first book of the NOVUM
ORGANUM . . . Every part of it blazes with wit, but with wt
which is enployed only to illustrate and decorate truth. No book
ever made so great a revolution in the node of thinking,

overthrew so nmay prejudices, introduced so nany new opi ni ons.

But what we nost admire is the vast capacity of that

intellect which, without effort, takes in at once all the domains
of science--all the past, the present and the future, all the
errors of two thousand years, all the encouraging signs of the

passing tines, all the bright hopes of the coning age.

He had a wonderful talent for packing thought close and

rendering it portable.

H s el oquence woul d al one have entitled himto a high rank

inliterature.

It is evident that he had each and every one of the nental gifts



and each and every one of the acquirenents that are so prodigally
di splayed in the Plays and Poens, and in much higher and richer
degree than any other man of his tine or of any previous tine.

He was a genius without a nate, a prodigy not matable. There was
only one of him the planet could not produce two of him at

one birth, nor in one age. He could have witten anything that

is in the Plays and Poens. He could have witten this:

The cl oud-cap'd towers, the gorgeous pal aces,
The solem tenples, the great globe itself,
Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve,
And, like an insubstantial pageant faded,
Leave not a rack behind. W are such stuff
As dreans are made of, and our little life

I's rounded with a sl eep

Al so, he could have witten this, but he refrained:

Good friend for |esus sake forbeare
To di gg the dust encl oased heare:
Bl est be ye man yt spares thes stones

And curst be he yt noves ny bones.

When a person reads the noble verses about the cloud-cap'd

towers, he ought not to followit imrediately with Good friend
for lesus sake forbeare, because he will find the transition from
great poetry to poor prose too violent for confort. It will give
hi ma shock. You never notice how commonpl ace and unpoetic

gravel is until you bite into a layer of it in a pie.



Xl

Am | trying to convince anybody that Shakespeare did not

wite Shakespeare's Wrks? Ah, now, what do you take nme for?
Wuld | be so soft as that, after having known the human race
famliarly for nearly seventy-four years? It would grieve ne to
know t hat any one could think so injuriously of ne, so
unconplimentarily, so unadmringly of ne. No, no, | amaware
that when even the brightest mind in our world has been trained
up fromchildhood in a superstition of any kind, it will never be
possible for that mind, inits maturity, to exam ne sincerely,

di spassi onately, and conscientiously any evidence or any
circunstance whi ch shall seemto cast a doubt upon the validity
of that superstition. | doubt if |I could do it nyself. W

al ways get at second hand our notions about systens of

governnent; and high tariff and low tariff; and prohibition and
anti-prohibition; and the holiness of peace and the glories of
war; and codes of honor and codes of norals; and approval of the
duel and di sapproval of it; and our beliefs concerning the nature
of cats; and our ideas as to whether the nmurder of helpless wld
animals is base or is heroic; and our preferences in the nmatter
of religious and political parties; and our acceptance or
rejection of the Shakespeares and the Author Ortons and the Ms.
Eddys. W get themall at second hand, we reason none of them
out for ourselves. It is the way we are made. It is the way we
are all made, and we can't help it, we can't change it. And
whenever we have been furnished a fetish, and have been taught to
believe init, and love it and worship it, and refrain from

examining it, there is no evidence, howsoever clear and strong,



that can persuade us to withdraw fromit our loyalty and our
devotion. In norals, conduct, and beliefs we take the col or of
our environment and associations, and it is a color that can
safely be warranted to wash. Wenever we have been furnished
with a tar baby ostensibly stuffed with jewels, and warned that
it will be dishonorable and irreverent to di senbowel it and test
the jewels, we keep our sacrilegious hands off it. W subnit,
not reluctantly, but rather gladly, for we are privately afraid
we should find, upon exam nation that the jewels are of the sort

that are manufactured at North Adans, Mass.

I haven't any idea that Shakespeare will have to vacate his
pedestal this side of the year 2209. Disbelief in himcannot
come swiftly, disbelief in a healthy and deeply-loved tar baby
has never been known to disintegrate swiftly; it is a very slow
process. It took several thousand years to convince our fine
race--including every splendid intellect in it--that there is no
such thing as a witch; it has taken several thousand years to
convince the same fine race--including every splendid intellect
init--that there is no such person as Satan; it has taken
several centuries to renove perdition fromthe Protestant
Church's program of post-nortementertainnents; it has taken a
weary long tinme to persuade Anerican Presbyterians to give up

i nfant damation and try to bear it the best they can; and it

|l ooks as if their Scotch brethren will still be burning babies in

the everlasting fires when Shakespeare conmes down from his perch

We are The Reasoning Race. W can't prove it by the above
exanpl es, and we can't prove it by the miracul ous "histories"
built by those Stratfordolaters out of a hatful of rags and a
barrel of sawdust, but there is a plenty of other things we can
prove it by, if | could think of them W are The Reasoning

Race, and when we find a vague file of chiprmunk-tracks stringing



through the dust of Stratford village, we know by our reasoning
bowers that Hercul es has been along there. | feel that our
fetish is safe for three centuries yet. The bust, too--there in
the Stratford Church. The precious bust, the pricel ess bust, the
cal m bust, the serene bust, the enotionless bust, with the dandy
must ache, and the putty face, unseaned of care--that face which
has | ooked passionl essly down upon the awed pilgrimfor a hundred
and fifty years and will still ook down upon the awed pilgrim
three hundred nore, with the deep, deep, deep, subtle, subtle,

subt| e expression of a bl adder

Xl

Irreverence

One of the nost trying defects which I find in these--these
--what shall | call then? for | will not apply injurious epithets
to them the way they do to us, such violations of courtesy being
repugnant to my nature and ny dignity. The farthest | can go in
that direction is to call themby nanes of Iimted reverence--
nanes nerely descriptive, never unkind, never offensive, never
tainted by harsh feeling. |If THEY would do like this, they would
feel better in their hearts. Very well, then--to proceed. One
of the nost trying defects which | find in these

Stratfordol aters, these Shakesperiods, these thugs, these

bangal ores, these trogl odytes, these herunfrodites, these

bl at herskites, these buccaneers, these bandol eers, is their
spirit of irreverence. It is detectable in every utterance of
theirs when they are tal king about us. | amthankful that in nme

there is nothing of that spirit. Wen a thing is sacred to ne it



is inpossible for me to be irreverent toward it. | cannot cal

to mnd a single instance where | have ever been irreverent,
except towards the things which were sacred to other people. Am
I intheright? | think so. But | ask no one to take ny
unsupported word; no, look at the dictionary; let the dictionary

decide. Here is the definition

| RREVERENCE. The quality or condition of irreverence toward

God and sacred things.

What does the Hindu say? He says it is correct. He says
irreverence is |ack of respect for Vishnu, and Brahma, and
Chrishna, and his other gods, and for his sacred cattle, and for
his tenples and the things within them He endorses the
definition, you see; and there are 300, 000, 000 Hi ndus or their

equi val ents back of him

The dictionary had the acute idea that by using the capita

Git could restrict irreverence to |ack of reverence for OUR
Deity and our sacred things, but that ingenious and rather sly
idea miscarried: for by the sinple process of spelling HS
deities with capitals the H ndu confiscates the definition and
restricts it to his own sects, thus naking it clearly conpul sory
upon us to revere H S gods and H S sacred things, and nobody's
else. W can't say a word, for he had our own dictionary at his

back, and its decision is final

This law, reduced to its sinplest terns, is this:
1. Whatever is sacred to the Christian nust be held in reverence by
everybody el se; 2. whatever is sacred to the Hindu nust be held

in reverence by everybody else; 3. therefore, by consequence,



| ogically, and indisputably, whatever is sacred to ME nust be

held in reverence by everybody el se.

Now t hen, what aggravates ne is that these troglodytes and
muscovi tes and bandol eers and buccaneers are ALSO trying to crowd
in and share the benefit of the law, and conpel everybody to
revere their Shakespeare and hold him sacred. W can't have
that: there's enough of us already. |If you go on w dening and
spreading and inflating the privilege, it will presently cone to
be conceded that each man's sacred things are the ONLY ones, and
the rest of the human race will have to be hunbly reverent toward
themor suffer for it. That can surely happen, and when it
happens, the word Irreverence will be regarded as the nost
meani ngl ess, and foolish, and self-conceited, and insol ent, and

i mpudent, and dictatorial word in the | anguage. And people wll
say, "VWhose business is it what gods | worship and what things
hol d sacred? Who has the right to dictate to ny consci ence, and

where did he get that right?"

We cannot afford to let that calanmty cone upon us. W nust
save the word fromthis destruction. There is but one way to do
it, and that is to stop the spread of the privilege and strictly
confine it toits present limts--that is, to all the Christian
sects, to all the H ndu sects, and nme. W do not need any nore,

the stock is watered enough, just as it is.

It would be better if the privilege were limted to ne

alone. | think so because | amthe only sect that knows how to
enploy it gently, kindly, charitably, dispassionately. The other
sects lack the quality of self-restraint. The Catholic Church
says the nost irreverent things about natters which are sacred to
the Protestants, and the Protestant Church retorts in kind about

t he confessional and other matters which Catholics hold sacred;



then both of these irreverencers turn upon Thonmas Pai ne and
charge HMwith irreverence. This is all unfortunate, because it
makes it difficult for students equipped with only a | ow grade of

mentality to find out what Irreverence really IS

It will surely be nuch better all around if the privil ege of
regulating the irreverent and keeping themin order shal
eventually be withdrawn fromall the sects but me. Then there
will be no nore quarreling, no nore bandyi ng of disrespectfu

epithets, no nore heartburnings.

There will then be nothing sacred involved in this Bacon-
Shakespeare controversy except what is sacred to ne. That wll
simplify the whole matter, and trouble will cease. There will be
irreverence no |longer, because | will not allowit. The first
time those crimnals charge me with irreverence for calling their
Stratford nyth an Arthur-Orton-Mary-Baker-Thonpson- Eddy- Loui s-

t he- Sevent eent h- Vei | ed- Prophet - of - Khorassan will be the | ast.
Taught by the nethods found effective in extinguishing earlier

of fenders by the Inquisition, of holy nenory, | shall know how to

qui et them

Xl

Isn't it odd, when you think of it, that you may list al

the cel ebrated Englishnmen, Irishnen, and Scotchnmen of nodern
tinmes, clear back to the first Tudors--a list containing five
hundred nanes, shall we say?--and you can go to the histories,
bi ographi es, and cycl opedias and | earn the particulars of the
lives of every one of them Every one of them except one--the

nmost fanous, the nost renowned--by far the nmost illustrious of



them al | - - Shakespeare! You can get the details of the |lives of
all the celebrated ecclesiastics in the list; all the cel ebrated
tragedi ans, conedi ans, singers, dancers, orators, judges,

| awyers, poets, dramatists, historians, biographers, editors,
inventors, reformers, statesnen, generals, admirals, discoverers
prize-fighters, nurderers, pirates, conspirators, horse-jockeys
bunco-steerers, nisers, swindlers, explorers, adventurers by |and
and sea, bankers, financiers, astrononers, naturalists,

claimants, inpostors, chenists, biologists, geologists,
phil ol ogi sts, college presidents and professors, architects,

engi neers, painters, sculptors, politicians, agitators, rebels,
revol utionists, patriots, denagogues, clowns, cooks, freaks,

phi | osophers, burglars, highwaynen, journalists, physicians,
surgeons--you can get the life-histories of all of them but ONE
Just ONE--the nobst extraordinary and the nost cel ebrated of themall--

Shakespear e!

You may add to the list the thousand cel ebrated persons

furni shed by the rest of Christendomin the past four centuries,
and you can find out the life-histories of all those people, too.
You will then have listed fifteen hundred celebrities, and you
can trace the authentic life-histories of the whole of them

Save one--far and away t he nost col ossal prodigy of the entire
accunul ati on- - Shakespeare! About hi myou can find out NOTH NG
Not hi ng of even the slightest inportance. Nothing worth the
trouble of stowing away in your nenory. Nothing that even
renotely indicates that he was ever anything nore than a

di stinctly commonpl ace person--a manager, an actor of inferior
grade, a snmall trader in a small village that did not regard him
as a person of any consequence, and had forgotten all about him
before he was fairly cold in his grave. W can go to the records
and find out the life-history of every renowned RACE- HORSE of

nodern times--but not Shakespeare's! There are many reasons why,



and t hey have been furnished in cart-1oads (of guess and

conj ecture) by those troglodytes; but there is one that is worth
all the rest of the reasons put together, and is abundantly
sufficient all by itself--HE HADN T ANY H STORY TO RECORD. There
is no way of getting around that deadly fact. And no sane way
has yet been di scovered of getting around its fornidable

significance

Its quite plain significance--to any but those thugs (I do

not use the termunkindly) is, that Shakespeare had no prom nence
while he lived, and none until he had been dead two or three
generations. The Plays enjoyed high fame fromthe begi nning; and
if he wote themit seens a pity the world did not find it out.
He ought to have explained that he was the author, and not nerely
a NOM DE PLUME for another man to hide behind. |f he had been

| ess intenperately solicitous about his bones, and nore
solicitous about his Wrks, it would have been better for his
good name, and a kindness to us. The bones were not inportant.
They will rnoul der away, they will turn to dust, but the Wrks

will endure until the last sun goes down.

Mar k Twai n.

P.S. MARCH 25. About two nonths ago | was illum nating

thi s Aut obi ography with sone notions of nine concerning the
Bacon- Shakespeare controversy, and | then took occasion to air
the opinion that the Stratford Shakespeare was a person of no
public consequence or celebrity during his lifetine, but was
utterly obscure and uninportant. And not only in great London

but also inthe little village where he was born, where he |ived



a quarter of a century, and where he died and was buri ed.

argued that if he had been a person of any note at all, aged

vill agers woul d have had much to tell about himmany and many a
year after his death, instead of being unable to furnish
inquirers a single fact connected with him | believed, and
still believe, that if he had been fanous, his notoriety would
have | asted as long as nine has lasted in nmy native village out
in Mssouri. It is a good argunent, a prodigiously strong one,
and nost formnidable one for even the nost gifted and ingenious
and plausible Stratfordolator to get around or explain away.
Today a Hanni bal COURI ER- POST of recent date has reached nme, with
an article in it which reinforces ny contention that a really

cel ebrated person cannot be forgotten in his village in the short

space of sixty years. | wll nake an extract fromit:

Hanni bal, as a city, nay have many sins to answer for, but
ingratitude is not one of them or reverence for the great nen
she has produced, and as the years go by her greatest son, Mark
Twain, or S. L. Clenens as a few of the unlettered call him
grows in the estimation and regard of the residents of the town
he made fanmpus and the town that nmade himfamus. H's nanme is
associated with every old building that is torn down to nake way
for the nodern structures demanded by a rapidly growing city, and
with every hill or cave over or through which he m ght by any
possi bility have roaned, while the many points of interest which
he wove into his stories, such as Holiday HilIl, Jackson's Island,
or Mark Twai n Cave, are now nonunments to his genius. Hannibal is

gl ad of any opportunity to do himhonor as he had honored her

So it has happened that the "old tinmers" who went to schoo
with Mark or were with himon sone of his usual escapades have

been honored with | arge audi ences whenever they were in a



rem ni scent nood and condescended to tell of their intimacy with
the ordinary boy who cane to be a very extraordinary hunorist and
whose every boyish act is now seen to have been indicative of

what was to cone. Like Aunt Becky and Ms. Cenens, they can now
see that Mark was hardly appreci ated when he lived here and that
the things he did as a boy and was whi pped for doing were not al
bad, after all. So they have been in no hesitancy about draw ng
out the bad things he did as well as the good in their efforts to
get a "Mark Twai n" story, all incidents being viewed in the |ight
of his present fane, until the volune of "Twainiana" is already
consi derabl e and growing in proportion as the "old tiners" drop
away and the stories are retold second and third hand by their
descendants. Wth sonme seventy-three years and living in a villa
instead of a house, he is a fair target, and let himincorporate,
copyright, or patent himself as he will, there are sone of his
"works" that will go swooping up Hanni bal chi meys as | ong as
graybeards gather about the fires and begin with, "I've heard
father tell,” or possibly, "Once when I."

The Ms. Clenens referred to is ny nother--WAS ny not her.

And here is another extract froma Hanni bal paper, of date

twenty days ago

M ss Becca Bl ankenship died at the home of WIIliam Di ckason

408 Rock Street, at 2.30 o'clock yesterday afternoon, aged 72
years. The deceased was a sister of "Huckleberry Finn," one of
the famous characters in Mark Twain's TOM SAWER. She had been a
menber of the Dickason famly--the housekeeper--for nearly forty-
five years, and was a highly respected |lady. For the past eight
years she had been an invalid, but was as well cared for by

M. Dickason and his famly as if she had been a near relative.

She was a nenber of the Park Methodi st Church and a Christian wonan.



I remenber her well. | have a picture of her in nmy mnd

whi ch was graven there, clear and sharp and vivid, sixty-three
years ago. She was at that time nine years old, and | was about
el even. | renmenber where she stood, and how she | ooked; and

can still see her bare feet, her bare head, her brown face, and
her short towlinen frock. She was crying. Wat it was about |
have | ong ago forgotten. But it was the tears that preserved the
picture for ne, no doubt. She was a good child, |I can say that
for her. She knew ne nearly seventy years ago. Did she forget
me, in the course of tine? | think not. |If she had lived in
Stratford in Shakespeare's tinme, would she have forgotten hinf
Yes. For he was never fanmous during his lifetime, he was utterly
obscure in Stratford, and there wouldn't be any occasion to

renmenber himafter he had been dead a week.

"I'njun Joe," "Jimy Finn," and "General Gaines" were

prom nent and very intenperate ne' er-do-weels in Hannibal two
generations ago. Plenty of grayheads there renenber themto this
day, and can tell you about them Isn't it curious that two
"town drunkards" and one hal f-breed | oafer should | eave behi nd
them in a renmote Mssourian village, a fane a hundred tines
greater and several hundred tines nore particularized in the

matter of definite facts than Shakespeare |eft behind himin the

vill age where he had lived the half of his lifetinme?

Mar k Twai n.

End



