
  
    
      
    
  


IN BRIEF



Mark Twain:

IN BRIEF


Collected

Short Works



IN EIGHT VOLUMES.

VOLUME II





[image: ]

Mark Twain, 1907.







  About this Ebook


  
    Mark Twain: IN BRIEF

    Collected Short Works

    (Humorous and Otherwise)


    by Mark Twain

    (Samuel Langhorne Clemens)

    (1835 – 1910)

    


    
      Contents first published 1852 ~ 1946.


      This ebook was created by E.C.M. for MobileRead.com, January 2013.

      Version 2 revised May 2014, with additional content. (Editing notes appear at the end of the book.)


      The text of this book is in the public domain world-wide, because the author died more than 100 years ago.

    

    


    
      Mark Twain is most noted for his novels, The Adventures of Tom Sawyer (1876), and its sequel, Adventures of Huckleberry Finn (1885), the latter often called “the Great American Novel.”


      This extensive collection of 540 short works (none over 7,000 words) includes the short pieces from all the Twain collections that were published 1867 – 1906, selected newspaper and magazine articles published 1852 – 1910, and selected writings which were published posthumously 1910 – 1946. A sampling of pieces from some of his larger works, such as “Innocents Abroad” and “Tom Sawyer,” also insisted on joining the crowd. It includes a scattering of illustrations by the author.
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      As stated by the subtitle, not everything included here is “funny.” There are also thoughtful editorial pieces, heart-felt tributes to persons living and dead, scathing attacks on rival reporters, blistering social and political commentary. But even when Twain is at his most serious, wry satiric humor often bubbles through. You will find quick little smiles and chuckles in the most surprising places...
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1Almost an Item




WHILE “NORATING AROUND” among the wharves yesterday, keeping the Fast, by reason of the last dime having been put into the collection-bag in the morning “for the benefit of the poor of the congregation,” (of which we were one,) we discovered a speck of fire among broken up straw, which had communicated with the wharf timbers and promised fairly for an item. All this was at the corner of Clay and East streets. We took a position to watch the item growing, but alas! for human hopes; an energetic and public spirited young man who possessed an interest in a ready-made clothing store close by, conceived the wretched idea of squelching the item, which he accomplished with accelerated movements, by anointing the burning materials with a basin of water. The fire was doubtless the work of some careless smoker. We didn’t mind the extinguishment, but the indignity of sousing our budding item with dirty water, provoked a profane utterance.







2Collision




ARUNAWAY BUGGY (at any rate the horse attached to it was running away and the buggy was taking a good deal of interest in it,) came into collision with a dray, yesterday, in Montgomery street, and the dray was not damaged any to speak of. The buggy was; the hub was mashed clear out of one wheel, and another wheel was turned inside out– so that it “dished” the wrong way. The cripple was entirely new, and belonged to Duff and Covert, California street. In meeting a dray, or a heavy truck wagon, buggies should always turn out to one side, that being safer than to go between it.







3What a Skyrocket Did




NIGHT BEFORE LAST, a stick six or seven feet long, attached to an exploded rocket of large size came crashing down through the zinc roof of a tenement in Milton Place, Bush street, between Dupont and Kearny, passed through a cloth ceiling, and fetched up on the floor alongside of a gentleman’s bed, with a smash like the disruption of a china shop. We have been told by a person with whom we are not acquainted, and of whose reliability we have now no opportunity of satisfying ourselves, as he has gone to his residence, which is situated on the San Jose road at some distance from the city, that when the rocket tore up the splinters around the bed, the gentleman got up. The person also said that he went out– adding after some deliberation, and with the air of a man who has made up his mind that what he is about to say can be substantiated if necessary, that “he went out quick.” This person also said that after the gentleman went out quick, he ran– and then with a great show of disinterestedness, he ventured upon the conjecture that he was running yet. He hastened to modify this rash conjecture, however, by observing that he had no particular reason for suspecting that the gentleman was running yet– it was only a notion of his, and just flashed on him, like. He then hitched up his team, which he observed parenthetically that he wished they belonged to him, but they didn’t and immediately drove away in the direction of his country seat. The tenement is there yet, though, with the hole through the zinc roof. The tenement is the property of ex-Supervisor Hinckley, and some of the best educated men in the city consider that the hole is also, because it is on his premises. It is a very good hole. If it could be taken from the roof just in the shape it is now, it would be a nice thing to show at the Mechanics’ Fair; any man who would make a pun under circumstances like these, and suggest that it be turned over to the Christian Commission Fair on account of its holy nature, might think himself smart, but would the people– the plodding, thinking, intelligent masses– would these respect him? Far be it. Doubtless. What shadows we are, and what shadows we pursue. The foregoing facts are written to prepare the reader for the announcement that the stick, with the same exploded rocket attached, may be seen at the hall of the Board of Supervisors. It has remained there to this day. The man who set it off, and hung on to it, and went up with it, has not come down yet. The people who live in Milton Place are expecting him, all the time. They have moved their families, and got out of the way, so as to give him a good show when he drops. They have said, but without insisting on it, that if it would be all the same to him, they would rather he would fall in the alley. This would mash him up a good deal, likely, and scatter him around some, but they think they could scrape him up and hold an inquest on him, and inform his parents. The Board of Supervisors will probably pass an ordinance directing that missiles of the dangerous nature of rockets shall henceforth be fired in the direction of the Bay, so as to guard against accidents to life and property.







4Sundries




APILE OF miscellaneous articles was found heaped up at a late hour last night away down somewhere in Harrison street, which attracted the notice of numbers of passers-by, and divers attempts were made to analyze the same without effect, for the reason that no one could tell where to begin, or which was on top. Two Special Policemen dropped in just then and solved the difficulty, showing a clean inventory of one horse, one buggy, two men and an indefinite amount of liquor. The liquor couldn’t be got at to be gauged, consequently the proof of it couldn’t be told; the men, though, were good proof that the liquor was there, for they were as drunk as Bacchus and his brother. A fight had been on hand somewhere, and one of the men had been close to it, for his face was painted up in various hues, sky-blue and crimson being prominent. The order of the buggy was inverted, and the horse beyond a realizing sense of his condition. The men went with some noise to the station-house, and the animal, with attachments, being set to rights, ambled off to a livery stable on Kearny street.







5Man Run Over




AMAN FELL OFF his own dray– or rather it was a large truck-wagon– in Davis street, yesterday, and the fore wheels passed over his body. A bystander stopped the horses and they backed the same wheels over the man’s body a second time; after which he crawled out, jumped on the wagon, muttered something about being “tired of sich d——d foolishness,” and drove off before a surgeon could arrive to amputate him!







6Inexplicable News from San Jose




WE HAVE BEFORE US a letter from an intelligent correspondent, dated “Sarrozay, (San Jose?) Last Sunday;” we had previously ordered this correspondent to drop us a line, in case anything unusual should happen in San Jose during the period of his sojourn there. Now that we have got his chatty letter, however, we prefer, for reasons of our own, to make extracts from it, instead of publishing it in full. Considering the expense we were at in sending a special correspondent so far, we are sorry to be obliged to entertain such a preference. The very first paragraph in this blurred and scrawling letter pictured our friend’s condition, and filled us with humiliation. It was abhorrent to us to think that we, who had so well earned and so proudly borne the appellation of “M. T., The Moral Phenomenon,” should live to have such a letter addressed to us. It begins thus:



“Mr. Mark Twain– Sir: Sarrozay’s beauriful place. Flowers– or maybe it’s me– smells delishs– like sp-sp-sp(ic!)irits turpentine. Hiccups again. Don’ mind them had ’em three days.”




As we remarked before, it is very humiliating. So is the next paragraph:



“Full of newsper men– reporters. One from Alta, one from Flag, one from Bulletin, two from Morning Call, one from Sacramento Union, one from Carson Independent. And all drunk– all drunk but me. By Georshe! I’m stonished.”




The next paragraph is still worse:



“Been out to Leland of the Occidental, and Livingston in the Warrum Springs, and Steve, with four buggies and a horse, which is a sp splennid place splennid place.”




Here follow compliments to Nolan, Conductor of the morning train, for his kindness in allowing the writer to ride on the engine, where he could have “room to enjoy himself strong, you know,” and to the Engineer for his generosity in stopping at nearly every station to give people a “chance to come on board, you understand.” Then his wandering thoughts turn again affectionately to “Sarrozay” and its wonders:



“Sarrozay’s lovely place. Shade trees all down both sides street, and in the middle and elsewhere, and gardens– second street back of Connental Hotel. With a new church in a tall scaffolding– I watched her an hour, but can’t understand it. I don’ see how they got her in– I don’ see how they goin’ to get her out. Corralled for good, praps. Hic! Them hiccups again. Comes from ssociating with drunken beasts.”




Our special next indulges in some maudlin felicity over the prospect of riding back to the city in the night on the back of the fire-breathing locomotive, and this suggests to his mind a song which he remembers to have heard somewhere. That is all he remembers about it, though, for the finer details of its language appear to have caved into a sort of general chaos among his recollections.




The bawr stood on the burring dock,


Whence all but him had f-flowed– f-floored– f-fled—


The f-flumes that lit the rattle’s back


Sh-shone round him o’er the shed——




“I dono what’s the marrer withat song. It don’t appear to have any sense in it, somehow– but she used to be abou the fines’ ffusion—”




Soothing slumber overtook the worn and weary pilgrim at this point, doubtless, and the world may never know what beautiful thought it met upon the threshold and drove back within the portals of his brain, to perish in forgetfulness. After this effort, we trust the public will bear with us if we allow our special correspondent to rest from his exhausting labors for a season– a long season– say a year or two.







7No Earthquake




IN CONSEQUENCE OF the warm, close atmosphere which smothered the city at two o’clock yesterday afternoon, everybody expected to be shaken out of their boots by an earthquake before night, but up to the hour of our going to press the supernatural bootjack had not arrived yet. That is just what makes it so unhealthy– the earthquakes are getting so irregular. When a community get used to a thing, they suffer when they have to go without it. However, the trouble cannot be remedied; we know of nothing that will answer as a substitute for one of those convulsions– to an unmarried man.







8Rain




ONE OF THOSE SINGULAR FREAKS of Nature which, by reference to the dictionary, we find described as “the water or the descent of water that falls in drops from the clouds– shower,” occurred here yesterday, and kept the community in a state of pleasant astonishment for the space of several hours. They would not have been astonished at an earthquake, though. Thus it will be observed that nothing accustoms one to a thing so readily as getting used to it. You will always notice that, in America. We were thinking this refreshing rain would make everybody happy. Not so the cows. An agricultural sharp informs us that yesterday’s rain was a misfortune to California– that it will kill the dry grass upon which the cattle now subsist, and also the young grass upon which they were calculating to subsist hereafter. We know nothing what ever about the matter, but we do know that if what this gentleman says is strictly true, the inevitable deduction is that the cattle are out of luck. We stand to that.







9A Dark Transaction




AGLOOM PERVADED the Police Court, as the sable visages of Mary Wilkinson and Maria Brooks, with their cloud of witnesses, entered within its consecrated walls, each to prosecute and defend respectively in counter charges of assault and battery. The cases were consolidated, and crimination and recrimination ruled the hour. Mary said she was a meek-hearted Christian, who loved her enemies, including Maria, and had prayed for her on the very morning of the day when the latter threw a pail of water and a rock against her. Maria said she didn’t throw; that she wasn’t a Christian herself, and that Mary had the very devil in her. The case would always have remained in doubt, but Mrs. Hammond overshadowed the Court, and flashed defiance at counsel, from her eyes, while indignation and eloquence burst from her heaving bosom, like the long pent up fires of a volcano, whenever anyone presumed to intimate that her statement might be improved in point of credibility, by a slight explanation. Even the gravity of the Court was somewhat disturbed when three-hundred-weight of black majesty, hauteur, and conscious virtue, rolled on to the witness stand, like the fore quarter of a sunburnt whale, a living embodiment of Desdemona, Othello, Jupiter, Josh, and Jewhilikens. She appeared as counsel for Maria Brooks, and scornfully repudiated the relationship, when citizen Sam Platt, Esq. prefaced his interrogation with the endearing, “Aunty.” “I’m not your Aunty,” she roared. “I’m Mrs. Hammond,” upon which the citizen S. P., Esq., repeated his assurances of distinguished regard, and caved a little. Mrs. Hammond rolled off the stand, and out of the Court room, like the fragment of a thunder cloud, leaving the “congregation,” as she called it, in convulsions. Mary Brooks and Maria Wilkinson were both convicted of assault and battery, and ordered to appear for sentence.







10How to Cure Him of It




IN A COURT in Minna Street, between First and Second, they keep a puppy tied up which is insignificant as to size, but formidable as to yelp. We are unable to sleep after nine o’clock in the morning on account of it. Sometimes the subject of these remarks begins at three in the morning and yowls straight ahead for a week. We have lain awake many mornings out of pure distress on account of that puppy– because we know that if he does not break himself of that habit it will kill him; it is bound to do it– we have known thousands and thousands of cases like it. But it is easily cured. Give the creature a double handful of strychnine, dissolved in a quart of Prussic acid, and it will soo– oothe him down and make him as quiet and docile as a dried herring. The remedy is not expensive, and is at least worthy of a trial, even for the novelty of the thing.







11Enthusiastic Hard-Money Demonstration




THE ERA OF OUR PROSPERITY is about to dawn on us. If it don’t it had orter. The jingle of coin will still be heard in our pockets and tills. It’s all right. The Hard Money Association held an adjourned meeting at the Police Courtroom last night, for the express purpose of considering dollars. The meeting was an adjourned one. It stayed adjourned. It wasn’t anything else. The room was dimly lighted. It looked like the Hall of Eolis. Silently sat some ten or a dozen of the galvanized protectors of our prosperity. They looked for all the world like an infernal council in conclave. They were dumb; but what great plans for the suppression of the greenbacked dragon were born in that silence still remains hid in the arcana of the mysterious cabal. They said nothing, they did nothing. Like fixed statues they sat, all wrapped in contemplation of their mighty scheme. They didn’t adjourn, for from the first it was an adjourned meeting, and it stayed adjourned. Soon they all left– parted quietly, mysteriously, awfully. The lights were turned out, and– nothing more. Money is still hard.







12“Shiner No. 1”




THAT INDUSTRIOUS WILD “Shiner” with his heavy brass machine for testing the strength of human muscles, is around again, in his original swallow-tail gray coat. That same wanderer, coat and machine, have been ceaselessly on the move throughout California and Washoe, for a year or more, and still they look none the worse for wear. And still the generous proposition goeth up from the wanderer’s lips, in the by-places and upon the corners of the street: “Wan pull for a bit, jintlemen, an’ anny man that pulls eighteen hundher’ pounds can thry it over agin widout expinse.” And still the wanderer seeketh the eighteen hundred pounder up and down in the earth, and findeth him not; and still the public strive for that gratis pull, and still they are disappointed– still do they fall short of the terms by a matter of half a ton or so. Go your ways, and give the ubiquitous “Shiner” a chance to find the man upon whom it is his mission upon earth to confer the blessing of a second pull “widout expinse.”







13The Cosmopolitan Hotel Besieged




AS A PROOF that it is good policy to advertise, and that nothing that appears in a newspaper is left unread, we will state that the mere mention in yesterday’s papers that the Cosmopolitan Hotel would be thrown open for public inspection, caused that place to be besieged at an early hour yesterday evening, by some thirty thousand men, women and children; and the chances are that more than as many more had read the invitation, but were obliged to forego the pleasure of accepting it. By eight o’clock, the broad halls and stairways of the building, from cellar to roof, were densely crowded, with people of all ages, sexes, characters, and conditions in life; and a similar army were collected in the street outside, unable to gain admission– there was no room for them. The lowest estimate we heard of the number of persons who passed into the Hotel was twenty thousand, and the highest sixty thousand; so we split the difference, and call it thirty thousand. And among this vast assemblage of refined gentlemen, elegant ladies, and tender children, was mixed a lot of thieves, ruffians, and vandals. They stole everything they could get their hands on– silverware from the dining room, handkerchiefs from gentlemen, veils and victorines from ladies, and even gobbled up sheets, shirts, and pillow-cases in the laundry, and made off with them. They wantonly destroyed costly parlor ornaments, and pulled down and trampled under foot the handsome lace curtains of some of the windows. They “went through” Mr. Henning’s room, and left him not even a sock or a boot. (We observed, a day or two ago, that he had a bushel and a half of the latter article stacked up at the foot of his bed.) The masses, wedged together in the halls and on the staircases, grew hot and angry, and smashed each other over the head with canes, and punched each other in the face with their fists, and to stop the thieving and save loss to helpless visitors, and get rid of the pickpockets, the gas had to be turned off in some parts of the house. At ten o’clock, when we were there, there was a constant stream of people passing out of the hotel, and other streams pouring towards it from every direction, to be disappointed in their hopes of seeing the wonders within it, for the proprietors having already suffered to the extent of several thousands of dollars in thefts and damages to furniture, were unwilling to admit decent people any longer, for fear of another invasion of rascals among them. Another grand rush was expected to follow the letting out of the theaters. The Cosmopolitan still stands, however, and today it opens for good, and for the accommodation of all of them that do eat and sleep, and have the wherewithal to pay for it.







14Fine Picture of Rev. Mr. King




CALIFORNIA AND Nevada Territory are flooded with distressed looking abortions done in oil, in watercolors, in crayon, in lithography, in photography, in sugar, in plaster, in marble, in wax, and in every substance that is malleable or chiselable, or that can be marked on, or scratched on, or painted on, or which by its nature can be compelled to lend itself to a relentless and unholy persecution and distortion of the features of the great and good man who is gone from our midst– Rev. Thomas Starr King. We do not believe these misguided artistic lunatics meant to confuse the lineaments, and finally destroy and drive out from our memories the cherished image of our lost orator, but just the contrary. We believe their motive was good, but we know their execution was atrocious. We look upon these blank, monotonous, over-fed and sleepy-looking pictures, and ask, with Dr. Bellows, “Where was the seat of this man’s royalty?” But we ask in vain of these wretched counterfeits. There is no more life or expression in them than you may find in the soggy, upturned face of a pickled infant, dangling by the neck in a glass jar among the trophies of a doctor’s back office, any day. But there is one perfect portrait of Mr. King extant, with all the tenderness and goodness of his nature, and all the power and grandeur of his intellect drawn to the surface, as it were, and stamped upon the features with matchless skill. This picture is in the possession of Dr. Bellows, and is the only one we have seen in which we could discover no substantial ground for fault finding. It is a life-size outline photograph, elaborately wrought out and finished in crayon by Mrs. Frances Molineux Gibson, of this city, and has been presented by her to Rev. Dr. Bellows, to be sold for the benefit of the Sanitary Commission. It will probably be exhibited for a while at the Mechanics’ Fair, after which it will be disposed of, as above mentioned. Dr. Bellows desires to keep it, and will do so if bids for it do not take altogether too high a flight.







15Lost Child




AFAT, CHUBBY INFANT, about two years old, was found by the police yesterday evening, lying fast asleep in the middle of Folsom street, between Sixth and Seventh, and in dangerous proximity to the railroad track. We saw the cheerful youngster in the city jail last night, sitting contentedly in the arms of a negro man who is employed about the establishment. He had been taking another sleep by the stove in the jail kitchen. Possibly the following description of the waif may be recognized by some distressed mother who did not rest well last night: A fat face, serious countenance; considerable dignity of bearing; flaxen hair; eyes dark bluish gray, (by gaslight, at least;) a little soiled red jacket; brown frock, with pinkish squares on it half an inch across; kid gaiter shoes and red-striped stockings; evidently admires his legs, and answers “Dah-dah” to each and all questions, with strict impartiality. Anyone having lost an offspring of the above description can get it again by proving property and paying for this advertisement.



The Lost Child Reclaimed




The child which we mentioned yesterday as having been found asleep in the middle of Folsom street by the Police, and taken to the City Jail, has been called for, collected and carried away by its father. It knew its father in a moment, and we believe that is considered to be a severe test of smartness in a child.







16A Terrible Monster Caged




AMOST WRETCHED CRIMINAL was brought into the Police Court yesterday morning, on a charge of petty larceny. He stands between three and four feet in his shoes, and has arrived at the age of ten years. His name does not appear on the register, so the world must remain in ignorance of that. He is an orphan who has been provided with a home in a respectable family of this city, and is charged with having taken some chips and sticks from about Dr. Toland’s fine new building, which it is supposed he uses in kindling the fires for the family he lives with. The person whose vigilance discovered grounds for suspecting this fatherless and motherless boy of the horrible crime, is a carpenter who works at the building. The county is indebted to him. The little fellow came into Court under a strong guard. He was terrified almost out of his senses, and looked as if he expected the Judge to order his head to be chopped off at once. The matter, if entertained at all, will be heard on Monday, and in the mean time the little boy will anticipate worlds of misery. It is a matter of wonder to some that a deliberate attempt to send an indefinite number of souls to Davy Jones’ locker, by one who occupies a prominent position, escapes Judicial scrutiny, while the whole force conservatorial is hot foot in the chase after some little ragged shaver, some fledgling of St. Giles, unkempt and uncared for, who flits from corner to corner, and from hole to hole, as if fleeing from his own shadow. But such persons don’t understand conservatorial policy. Let the hoary headed sinners go, they can get no worse, and soon will die off, but look sharply after the young crop. The old trunk will decay after a while and fall before the tempest, but the sapling must be hewn down.







17The Hurdle-Race Yesterday




THE GRAND FEATURE at the Bay View Park yesterday, was the hurdle race. There were three competitors, and the winner was Wilson’s circus horse, “Sam.” Sam has lain quiet through all the pacings and trottings and runnings, and consented to be counted out, but this hurdle business was just his strong suit, and he stepped forward promptly when it was proposed. There was a much faster horse (Conflict) in the list, but what is natural talent to cultivation?– Sam was educated in a circus, and understood his business; Conflict would pass him under way, trip and turn a double summerset over the next hurdle, and while he was picking himself up, the accomplished Sam would sail gracefully over the hurdle and slabber past his adversary with the easy indifference of conscious superiority. Conflict made the fastest time, but he fooled away too many summersets on the hurdles. The proverb saith that he that jumpeth fences with ye circus horse will aye come to grief.




18Earthquake




THE REGULAR SEMI-MONTHLY EARTHQUAKE arrived at ten minutes to ten o’clock, yesterday morning. Thirty six hours ahead of time. It is supposed it was sent earlier, to shake up the Democratic State Convention, but if this was the case, the calculation was awkwardly made, for it fell short by about two hours. The Convention did not meet until noon. Either the earthquake or the Convention, or both combined, made the atmosphere mighty dense and sulphurous all day. If it was the Democrats alone, they do not smell good, and it certainly cannot be healthy to have them around.







19Beautiful Work




THE LADIES SHOULD EXAMINE some of those rare specimens of embroidery on exhibition at the Mechanics’ Fair. Among the finest is a tapestry picture of a royal party in a barge– names “unbeknowns” to us– by W. S. Canan, of Healdsburgh; a large portrait of G. Washington, by Mrs. Chapman Yates, of San Jose; and a cat and a pile of kittens, by Mrs. Juliana Bayer. We do not like the expression of the old cat’s countenance, but the kittens are faultless– especially the blind brown one on the right. So perfectly true to nature are those young cats, that it is easy to see that every school-boy who comes along is seized with an earnest desire to drown them.







20Vegetable Bouquets




AT THE NORTH GATE of the Floral Tower at the Mechanics’ Fair, are two handsome bouquets, which have been much admired by the ladies, who usually take them for real flowers, and then smell them and decide that they are ingenious wax-work. But they are not; they are ingenious vegetable work, and were carved out of turnips, beets, etc., by Raphael, the Pavilion Restaurant cook. They smell moderately good, but a little turpentine might improve their flavor.







21Adjectives




WHEN YOU CATCH AN ADJECTIVE, kill it. No, I don’t mean utterly, but kill most of them– then the rest will be valuable. They weaken when they are close together. They give strength when they are wide apart. An adjective habit, or a wordy, diffuse, flowery habit, once fastened upon a person, is as hard to get rid of as any other vice.







22Extraordinary Enterprise




IT IS SAID by those who ought to know, that the law against killing game only suspended operation at midnight on Wednesday, yet there were quails for breakfast at the Occidental at six o’clock the next morning. The man who brought those birds to town will wear himself out, some time or other, in getting up at such unseasonable hours of the night to take advantage of an outgoing law. It would be wrong to suspect him of having captured the quails the day before.







23Due Warning




SOMEONE CARRIED AWAY a costly and beautiful hat from the Occidental Hotel, (where it was doing duty as security for a board bill,) some ten days ago, to the great and increasing unhappiness of its owner. Its return to the place from whence it was ravished, or to this office, will be a kindness which we shall be only too glad to reciprocate if we ever get a precisely similar opportunity, and the victim shall insist upon it. The hat in question was of the “plug” species, and was made by Tiffany; upon its inner surface the name of “J. Smith” had once been inscribed, but could not easily be deciphered, latterly, on account of “Mark Twain” having been written over it. We do not know J. Smith personally, but we remember meeting him at a social party some time ago, and at that time a misfortune similar to the one of which we are now complaining happened to him. He had several virulent cutaneous diseases, poor fellow, and we have somehow acquired them, also. We do not consider that the hat had anything to do with the matter, but we mention the circumstance as being a curious coincidence. However, we do not desire to see the coincidence extend to the whole community, notwithstanding the fact that the contemplation of its progress could not do otherwise than excite a lively and entertaining solicitude on the part of the people, and therefore we hasten, after ten days’ careful deliberation, to warn the public against the calamity by which they are threatened. And we will not disguise a selfish hope, at the same time, that these remarks may have the effect of weaning from our hat the spoiler’s affections, and of inducing him to part with it with some degree of cheerfulness. We do not really want it, but it is a comfort to us in our sorrow to be able thus to make it (as a commodity of barter and sale to other parties,) something of a drug on the market, as it were.







24Cruelty to Animals




PROBABLY THERE IS NO LAW against it. A large truck wagon, with a load on it nearly as heavy as an ordinary church, came to a stand-still on the slippery cobble stones in front of the Russ House, yesterday, simply because the solitary horse attached to it found himself unable to keep up his regular gait with it. A street car and other vehicles were delayed some time by the blockade. It was natural to expect that a “streak” of lightning would come after the driver out of the cloudless sky, but it did not. It is likely Providence wasn’t noticing.







25Accommodating Witness




AMAN WAS SUMMONED to testify in the Police Court, yesterday, and simply because he said he would swear a jackass was a canary, if necessary, his services were declined. It was not generous to crush a liberal spirit like that.







26Advice to Witnesses




WITNESSES in the Police Court, who expect to be questioned on the part of the prosecution, should always come prepared to answer the following questions: “Was you there, at the time?” “Did you see it done, and if you did, how do you know?” “City and County of San Francisco?” “Is your mother living, and if so, is she well?” “You say the defendant struck the plaintiff with a stick. Please state to the Court what kind of a stick it was?” “Did it have the bark on, and if so, what kind of bark did it have on?” “Do you consider that such a stick would be just as good with the bark on, as with it off, or vicy versy?” “Why?” “I think you said it occurred in the City and County of San Francisco?” “You say your mother has been dead seventeen years– native of what place, and why?” “You don’t know anything about this assault and battery do you?” “Did you ever study astronomy?– hard, isn’t it?” “You have seen this defendant before, haven’t you?” “Did you ever slide on a cellar door when you were a boy?” “Well– that’s all.” “Stay: did this occur in the City and County of San Francisco?” The Prosecuting Attorney may mean well enough, but meaning well and doing well are two very different things. His abilities are of the mildest description, and do not fit him for a position like the one he holds, where energy, industry, tact, shrewdness, and some little smattering of law, are indispensable to the proper fulfillment of its duties. Criminals leak through his fingers every day like water through a sieve. He does not even afford a cheerful amount of competition in business to the sharp lawyers over whose heads he was elected to be set up as an ornamental effigy in the Police Court. He affords a great deal less than no assistance to the Judge, who could convict sometimes if the District Attorney would remain silent, or if the law had not hired him at a salary of two hundred and fifty dollars a month to unearth the dark and ominous fact that the “offense was committed in the City and County of San Francisco.” The man means well enough, but he don’t know how; he makes of the proceedings in behalf of a sacred right and justice in the Police Court, a driveling farce, and he ought to show his regard for the public welfare by resigning.







27A Notable Conundrum




THE FAIR CONTINUES, just the same. It is a nice place to hunt for people in. I have hunted for a friend there for as much as two hours of an evening, and at the end of that time found the hunting just as good as it was when I commenced.


If the projectors of this noble Fair never receive a dollar or even a kindly word of thanks for the labor of their hands, the sweat of their brows and the wear and tear of brain it has cost them to plan their work and perfect it, a consciousness of the incalculable good they have conferred upon the community must still give them a placid satisfaction more precious than money or sounding compliments. They have been the means of bringing many a pair of loving hearts together that could not get together anywhere else on account of parents and other obstructions. When you see a young lady standing by the sanitary scarecrow which mutely appeals to the public for quarters and swallows them, you may know by the expectant look upon her face that a young man is going to happen along there presently; and, if you have my luck, you will notice by that look still remaining upon her face that you are not the young man she is expecting. They court a good deal at the Fair, and the young fellows are always exchanging notes with the girls. For this purpose the business cards scattered about the place are found very convenient. I picked up one last night which was printed on both sides, but had been interlined in pencil, by somebody’s Arabella, until one could not read it without feeling dizzy. It ran about in this wise– though the interlineations were not in parentheses in the original:



“John Smith, (My Dearest and Sweetest:) Soap Boiler and Candle Factor; (If you love me, if you love) Bar Soap, Castile Soap and Soft Soap, peculiarly suitable for (your Arabella, fly to the) Pacific coast, because of its non-liability to be affected by the climate. Those who may have kitchen refuse to sell, can leave orders, and our soap-fat carts will visit the (Art Gallery. I will be in front of the big mirror in an hour from now, and will go with you to the) corner designated. For the very best Soap and Candles the market affords, apply at the (Academy of Music. And from there, O joy! how my heart thrills with rapture at the prospect! with souls surcharged with bliss, we will wander forth to the) Soap Factory, or to the office, which is located on the (moon-lit beach,) corner of Jackson street, near the milk ranch. (From Arabella, who sends kisses to her darling) John Smith, Pioneer Soap Boiler and Candle Factor.”




Sweethearts usually treasure up these little affectionate billets, and that this one was lost in the Pavilion, seemed proof to me that its contents were rather distracting to the mind of the young man who received it. He never would have lost it if he had not felt unsettled about something. I think it is likely he got mixed, so to speak, as to whether he was the lucky party, or whether it was the soap-boiler. However, I have possession of her extraordinary document now, and this is to inform Arabella that, in the hope that I may answer for the other young man, and do to fill a void or so in her aching heart, I am drifting about, in an unsettled way, on the lookout for her– sometimes on the Pacific Coast, sometimes at the Art Gallery, sometimes at the soap factory, and occasionally at the moonlit beach and the milk ranch. If she happen to visit either of those places shortly, and will have the goodness to wait a little while, she can calculate on my drifting around in the course of an hour or so.


I cannot say that all visitors to the Fair go there to make love, though I have my suspicions that a good many of them do. Numbers go there to look at the machinery and misunderstand it, and still greater numbers, perhaps, go to criticize the pictures. There is a handsome portrait in the Art Gallery of a pensive young girl. Last night it fell under the critical eye of a connoisseur from Arkansas. She examined it in silence for many minutes, and then she blew her nose calmly, and, says she, “I like it– it is so sad and thinkful.”


Somebody knocked Weller’s bust down from its shelf at the Fair, the other night, and destroyed it. It was wrong to do it, but it gave rise to a very able pun by a young person who has had much experience in such things, and was only indifferently proud of it. He said it was Weller enough when it was a bust, but just the reverse when it was busted. Explanation: He meant that it looked like Weller in the first place, but it did not after it was smashed to pieces. He also meant that it was well enough to leave it alone and not destroy it. The Author of this fine joke is among us yet, and I can bring him around if you would like to look at him. One would expect him to be haughty and ostentatious, but you would be surprised to see how simple and unpretending he is and how willing to take a drink.


But I have been playing the noble game of “Muggins.” In that game, if you make a mistake of any kind, however trivial it may be, you are pronounced a muggins by the whole company, with great unanimity and enthusiasm. If you play the right card in the wrong place, you are a muggins; no matter how you play, in nine cases out of ten you are a muggins. They inform you of it with a shout which has no expression in it of regret. I have played this fine game all the evening, and although I knew little about it at first, I got to be quite a muggins at last. I played it very successfully on a policeman as I went home. I had forgotten my night-key and was climbing in at the window. When he clapped his hand on my shoulder, I smiled upon him and, says I, “Muggins!” with much vivacity. Says he, “How so?” and I said, “Because I live here, and you play the wrong card when you arrest me for entering my own house.” I thought it was rather neat. But then there was nobody at home to identify me, and I had to go all the way to the station-house with him and give bail to appear and answer to a charge of burglary. As I turned to depart, says he “Muggins!” I thought that was rather neat also.


But the conundrum I have alluded to in the heading of this article, was the best thing of the kind that has ever fallen under my notice. It was projected by a young man who has hardly any education at all, and whose opportunities have been very meager, even from his childhood up. It was this: “Why was Napoleon when he crossed the Alps, like the Sanitary cheese at the Mechanics’ Fair?”


It was very good for a young man just starting in life; don’t you think so? He has gone away now to Sacramento. Probably we shall never see him more. He did not state what the answer was.







28Concerning the Answer to that Conundrum




IWENT OUT, several days ago, to see the whale– I speak in the singular number, because there was only one whale on the beach at that time. The day was excessively warm, and my comrade was an invalid; consequently we traveled slowly, and conversed about distressing diseases and such other matters as I thought would be likely to interest a sick man and make him feel cheerful. Instead of commenting on the mild scenery we found on the route, we spoke of the ravages of the cholera in the happy days of our boyhood; instead of talking about the warm weather, we reveled in bilious fever reminiscences; instead of boasting of the extraordinary swiftness of our horse, as most persons similarly situated would have done, we chatted gaily of consumption; and when we caught a glimpse of long white lines of waves rolling in silently upon the distant shore, our hearts were gladdened and our stomachs turned by fond memories of sea-sickness. It was a nice comfortable journey, and I could not have enjoyed it more if I had been sick myself.


When we got to the Cliff House we were disappointed. I had always heard there was such a grand view to be seen there of the majestic ocean, with its white billows stretching far away until it met and mingled with the bending sky; with here and there a stately ship upon its surface, plowing through plains of sunshine and deserts of shadow cast from the clouds above; and, near at hand, piles of picturesque rocks, splashed with angry surf and garrisoned by drunken, sprawling sea-lions and elegant, long-legged pelicans.


It was a bitter disappointment. There was nothing in sight but an ordinary counter, and behind it a long row of bottles with Old Bourbon, and Old Rye, and Old Tom, and the old, old story of man’s falter and woman’s fall, in them. Nothing in the world to be seen but these things. We stayed there an hour and a half, and took observations from different points of view, but the general result was the same– nothing but bottles and a bar. They keep a field-glass there, for the accommodation of those who wish to see the sights, and we looked at the bottles through that, but it did not help the matter any to speak of; we turned it end for end, but instead of increasing the view it diminished it. If it had not been fashionable, I would not have engaged in this trivial amusement; I say trivial, because, notwithstanding they said everybody used the glass, I still consider it trivial amusement, and very undignified, to sit staring at a row of gin bottles through an opera-glass. Finally, we tried a common glass tumbler, and found that it answered just as well, on account of the close proximity of the scenery, and did not seem quite so stupid. We continued to use it, and the more we got accustomed to it, the better we liked it. Although tame enough at first, the effects eventually became really extraordinary. The single row of bottles doubled, and then trebled itself, and finally became a sort of dissolving view of inconceivable beauty and confusion. When Johnny first looked through the tumbler, he said: “It is rather a splendid display, isn’t it?” and an hour afterwards he said: “Thas so– ’s a sp-(ic!)-splennid ’splay!” and set his glass down with sufficient decision to break it.


We went out, then, and saw a sign marked “CHICKEN SHOOTING,” and we sat down and waited a long time, but finally we got weary and discouraged, and my comrade said that perhaps it was no use– maybe the chicken was not going to shoot that day. We did not mind the disappointment so much, but the hiccups were so distressing. I am subject to them when I go abroad.


We left the hotel, then, and drove along the level beach, drowsily admiring the terraced surf, and listening to the tidings it was bringing from other lands in the mysterious language of its ceaseless roar, until we hove in sight of the stranded whale. We thought it was a cliff, an isolated hill, an island– anything but a fish, capable of being cut up and stowed away in a ship. Its proportions were magnified a thousand-fold beyond any conception we had previously formed of them. We felt that we could not complain of a disappointment in regard to the whale, at any rate. But we were not prepared to see a magnified mastodon, also; yet there seemed to be one towering high above the beach not far from the whale. We drove a hundred yards further– it was nothing but a horse.


Then the light of inspiration dawned upon me, and I knew what I would do if I kept the hotel, and the whale belonged to me. I would not permit anyone to approach nearer than six or eight hundred yards to the show, because at that distance the light mists, or the peculiar atmosphere, or something, exaggerates it into a monster of colossal size. It grows smaller as you go towards it. When we got pretty close to it, the island shrunk into a fish– a very large one for a sardine, it is true, but a very small one for a whale– and the mastodon dwindled down to a Cayuse pony. Distance had been lending immensity to the view. We were disappointed again somewhat; but see how things are regulated! The very source of our disappointment was a blessing to us: As it was, there was just as much smell as two of us could stand; and if the fish had been larger there would have been more, wouldn’t there? and where could we have got assistance on that lonely beach to help us smell it? Ah! it was the great law of compensation– the great law that regulates Nature’s heedless agents, and sees that when they make a mistake, they shall at the self-same moment prevent that mistake from working evil consequences. Behold, the same gust of wind that blows a lady’s dress aside, and exposes her ankle, fills your eyes so full of sand that you can’t see it. Marvelous are the works of Nature!


The whale was not a long one, physically speaking– say thirty-five feet– but he smelt much longer; he smelt as much as a mile and a half longer, I should say, for we traveled about that distance beyond him before we ceased to detect his fragrance in the atmosphere. My comrade said he did not admire to smell a whale; and I adopt his sentiments while I scorn his language. A whale does not smell like magnolia, nor yet like heliotrope or “Balm of a Thousand Flowers;” I do not know, but I should judge that it smells more like a thousand pole-cats.


With these few remarks I will now proceed to unfold a conundrum which I consider one of the finest that has ever emanated from the human mind. My invalid comrade produced it while we were driving along slowly in the open country this side of the Ocean House. I think it was just where we crossed the aqueduct of the Spring Valley Water Company, though I will not be certain; it might have been a little to the east of it, or maybe a little to the west, but at any rate it was in the immediate vicinity of it. I remember the time, though, very distinctly, for I was looking at my watch at the moment he commenced speaking, and it was a quarter of a minute after 3 o’clock– I made a memorandum of it afterward in my note-book which I will show you if you will remind me of it when I visit the Californian office. The sun was shining very brightly, but a light breeze was blowing from the sea, which rendered the weather pleasanter than it had been for several hours previously, and as it blew the dust in the same direction in which we were traveling, we experienced no inconvenience from it, although, as a general thing, I do not enjoy dust. It was under these circumstances that my invalid comrade, young John William Skae, who is in the quartz-milling business in Virginia City, now, but was born in the State of Pennsylvania, where his parents, and in fact most of his relatives, still reside, except one of his brothers, who is in the army, and his aunt, who married a minister of the gospel and is living out West, sometimes having an improving season in the vineyard and sometimes chased around considerable by the bushwhackers, who cannot abide preachers, and who stir them up impartially, just the same as they do those who have not yet got religion; and also except his first cousin, James Peterson, who is a skirmisher and is with the parson– he goes through the camp-meetings and skirmishes for raw converts, whom he brings to the front and puts them in the corral, or the mourner’s bench, as they call it in that section, so that the parson can exhort them more handy– it was under these circumstances, as I was saying, that young Skae, who had been ruminating in dead silence for a long time, turned toward me with an unwholesome glare in his eye, at a quarter of a minute after 3 o’clock, while we were in the vicinity of the aqueduct of the Spring Valley Water Company, and notwithstanding the light breeze that was blowing and the filmy dust that was drifting about us, says he: “Why is a whale like a certain bird which has blue feathers and is mostly found in the West, where he is considered a good bird though not remarkable? It is, because he is the Kingfisher– (the king fish, sir.)”


There was no house near by, except an old shed that had been used by some workmen, but I took him to that and did what I could for him; his whole nervous system seemed prostrated; he only raised his head once, and asked in a feeble voice, but with an expression of ineffable satisfaction in it– “How’s that?” I knew he did not want medicine– if anything could save him, it would be rest and quiet. Therefore, I removed the horses to a distance, and then went down the road, and by representing the case fairly and openly to all passengers, I got them to drive by him slowly so that they would make no noise to excite him. My efforts were successful; his pulse was at two hundred and ninety when I put him in the shed, and only forty-two when I took him out.


Now I thought that conundrum would have done honor to the finest mind among us, and I think it especially good for an invalid from Pennsylvania. How does it strike you? It is circumscribed in its action, though, and is applicable only to men; you could not say “Because it is the king fish, madam,” without marring the effect of the joke by rendering the point in a manner obscure.


Some friends of mine of great powers and high intellectual culture, and who naturally take an interest in conundrums, besought me to procure the answer to that one about Napoleon and the Sanitary cheese, and publish it. I have written to the Author of it, and he informs me that he and his mother, who is a woman of extraordinary sagacity and a profound thinker, are ciphering at it night and day, and they confidently expect to have the answer ready in time for your next week’s issue. From what I can understand, they are making very encouraging progress; they have already found out why Napoleon was like the cheese, but thus far they have not been able to ascertain in what respect the cheese resembles Napoleon.







29Still Further Concerning that Conundrum




IN ACCORDANCE WITH your desire, I went to the Academy of Music on Monday evening, to take notes and prepare myself to write a careful critique upon the opera of the Crown Diamonds. That you considered me able to acquit myself creditably in this exalted sphere of literary labor, was gratifying to me, and I should even have felt flattered by it had I not known that I was so competent to perform the task well, that to set it for me could not be regarded as a flattering concession, but, on the contrary, only a just and deserved recognition of merit.


Now, to throw disguise aside and speak openly, I have long yearned for an opportunity to write an operatic diagnostical and analytical dissertation for you. I feel the importance of carefully-digested newspaper criticism in matters of this kind– for I am aware that by it the dramatic and musical tastes of a community are molded, cultivated and irrevocably fixed– that by it these tastes are vitiated and debased, or elevated and ennobled, according to the refinement or vulgarity, and the competency or incompetency of the writers to whom this department of the public training is entrusted. If you would see around you a people who are filled with the keenest appreciation of perfection in musical execution and dramatic delineation, and painfully sensitive to the slightest departures from the true standard of art in these things, you must employ upon your newspapers critics capable of discriminating between merit and demerit, and alike fearless in praising the one and condemning the other. Such a person– although it may be in some degree immodest in me to say so– I claim to be. You will not be surprised, then, to know that I read your boshy criticisms on the opera with the most exquisite anguish– and not only yours, but those which I find in every paper in San Francisco.


You do nothing but sing one everlasting song of praise; when an artist, by diligence and talent, makes an effort of transcendent excellence, behold, instead of receiving marked and cordial attention, both artist and effort sink from sight, and are lost in the general slough of slimy praise in which it is your pleasure to cause the whole company, good, bad and indifferent, to wallow once a week. With this brief but very liberal and hearty expression of sentiment, I will drop the subject and leave you alone for the present, for it behooves me now to set you a model in criticism.


The opera of the Crown Diamonds was put upon the stage in creditable shape on Monday evening, although I noticed that the curtains of the “Queen of Portugal’s” drawing-room were not as gorgeous as they might have been, and that the furniture had a second-hand air about it, of having seen service in the preceding reign. The acting and the vocalization, however, were, in the main, good. I was particularly charmed by the able manner in which Signor Bellindo Alphonso Cellini, the accomplished basso-relievo furniture-scout and sofa-shifter, performed his part. I have before observed that this rising young artist gave evidence of the rarest genius in his peculiar department of operatic business, and have been annoyed at noticing with what studied care a venomous and profligate press have suppressed his name and suffered his sublimest efforts to pass unnoticed and unglorified. Shame upon such groveling envy and malice! But, with all your neglect, you have failed to crush the spirit of the gifted furniture-scout, or seduce from him the affectionate encouragement and appreciation of the people. The moment he stepped upon the stage on Monday evening, to carry out the bandit chieftain’s valise, the upper circles, with one accord, shouted, “Supe! supe!” and greeted him with warm and generous applause. It was a princely triumph for Bellindo; he told me afterwards it was the proudest moment of his life.


I watched Alphonso during the entire performance and was never so well pleased with him before, although I have admired him from the first. In the second act, when the eyes of the whole audience were upon him– when his every movement was the subject of anxiety and suspense– when everything depended upon his nerve and self-possession, and the slightest symptom of hesitation or lack of confidence would have been fatal– he stood erect in front of the cave, looking calmly and unflinchingly down upon the camp-stool for several moments, as one who has made up his mind to do his great work or perish in the attempt, and then seized it and bore it in triumph to the foot-lights! It was a sublime spectacle. There was not a dry eye in the house. In that moment, not even the most envious and uncharitable among the noble youth’s detractors would have had the hardihood to say he was not endowed with a lofty genius.


Again, in the scene where the Prime Minister’s nephew is imploring the female bandit to fly to the carriage and escape impending wrath, and when dismay and confusion ruled the hour, how quiet, how unmoved, how grandly indifferent was Bellindo in the midst of it all!– what solidity of expression lay upon his countenance! While all save himself were unnerved by despair, he serenely put forth his finger and mashed to a shapeless pulp a mosquito that loitered upon the wall, yet betrayed no sign of agitation the while. Was there nothing in this lofty contempt for the dangers which surrounded him that marked the actor destined hereafter to imperishable renown?


Possibly upon that occasion when it was necessary for Alphonso to remove two chairs and a table during the shifting of the scenes, he performed his part with undue precipitation; with the table upside down upon his head, and grasping the corners with hands burdened with the chairs, he appeared to some extent undignified when he galloped across the stage. Generally his conception of his part is excellent, but in this case I am satisfied he threw into it an enthusiasm not required and also not warranted by the circumstances. I think that careful study and reflection will convince him that I am right, and that the author of the opera intended that in this particular instance the furniture should be carried out with impressive solemnity. That he had this in view is evidenced by the slow and stately measure of the music played by the orchestra at that juncture.


But the crowning glory of Cellini’s performance that evening was the placing of a chair for the Queen of Portugal to sit down in after she had become fatigued by earnestly and elaborately abusing the Prime Minister for losing the Crown Diamonds. He did not grab the chair by the hind leg and shove it awkwardly at her Majesty; he did not seize it by the seat and thrust it ungracefully toward her; he did not handle it as though he was undecided about the strict line of his duty or ignorant of the proper manner of performing it. He did none of these things. With a coolness and confidence that evinced the most perfect conception and the most consummate knowledge of his part, he came gently forward and laid hold of that chair from behind, set it in its proper place with a movement replete with grace, and then leaned upon the back of it, resting his chin upon his hand, and in this position smiled a smile of transfigured sweetness upon the audience over the Queen of Portugal’s head. There shone the inspired actor! and the people saw and acknowledged him; they waited respectfully for Miss Richings to finish her song, and then with one impulse they poured forth upon him a sweeping tempest of applause.


At the end of the piece the idolized furniture-scout and sofa-skirmisher was called before the curtain by an enthusiastic shouting and clapping of hands, but he was thrust aside, as usual, and other artists, (who chose to consider the compliment as intended for themselves), swept bowing and smirking along the footlights and received it. I swelled with indignation, but I summoned my fortitude and resisted the pressure successfully. I am still intact.


Take it altogether, the Crown Diamonds was really a creditable performance. I feel that I would not be doing my whole duty if I closed this critique without speaking of Miss Caroline Richings, Miss Jenny Kempton, Mr. Hill, Mr. Seguin and Mr. Peakes, all of whom did fair justice to their several parts, and deserve a passing notice. With study, perseverance and attention, I have no doubt these vocalists will in time achieve a gratifying success in their profession.


I believe I have nothing further to say. I will call around, tomorrow, after you have had time to read, digest and pass your judgment upon my criticism, and, if agreeable, I will hire out to you for some years in that line.


Mark Twain.


P.S.– No answer to that conundrum this week. On account of over-exertion on it the old woman has got to having fits here lately. However, it will be forthcoming yet, when she runs out of them, if she don’t die in the meantime, and I trust she will not. We may as well prepare ourselves for the worst, though, for it is not to be disguised that they are shaking her up mighty lively.






WHEREAS:






30Love’s Bakery!




LOVE’S BAKERY! I am satisfied I have found the place now that I have been looking for all this time. I cannot describe to you the sensation of mingled astonishment, gladness, hope, doubt, anxiety, and balmy, blissful emotion that suffused my being and quivered in a succession of streaky thrills down my backbone, as I stood on the corner of Third and Minna streets, last Tuesday, and stared, spell-bound, at those extraordinary words, painted in large, plain letters on a neighboring window-curtain– “Love’s Bakery.” “God bless my soul!” said I, “will wonders never cease?– are there to be no limits to man’s spirit of invention?-is he to invade the very realms of the immortal, and presume to guide and control the great passions, the impalpable essences, that have hitherto dwelt in the secret chambers of the soul, sacred from all save divine intrusion?”


I read and re-read that remarkable sign with constantly-increasing wonder and interest. There was nothing extraordinary in the appearance of the establishment, and even if it had possessed anything of a supernatural air, it must necessarily have been neutralized by the worldly and substantial look of a pyramid of excellent bread that stood in the window– a sign very inconsistent, it seemed to me, with the character of a place devoted to the high and holy employment of instilling the passion of love into the human heart, although it was certainly in keeping with the atrocious taste which was capable of conferring upon a vice-royalty of heaven itself such an execrable name as “Love’s Bakery.” Why not Love’s Bower, or the Temple of Love, or the Palace of Cupid?– anything– anything in the world would have been less repulsive than such hideous vulgarity of nomenclature as “Love’s Bakery.”


The place seemed very complete, and well supplied with every facility for carrying on the business of creating love successfully. In a window of the second story was a large tin cage with a parrot in it, and near it was a sign bearing the inscription, “Preparatory School for Young Ladies”– that is, of course, a school where they are taught certain things necessary to prepare them for the bakery down below. Not far off is also a “Preparatory School for Young Gentlemen,” which is doubtless connected with Love’s Bakery too. I saw none of the pupils of either of the schools, but my imagination dwelt upon them with a deep and friendly interest. How irksome, I thought, must this course of instruction be to these tender hearts, so impatient to be baked into a state of perfect love!


Greatly moved by the singular circumstances which surrounded me, I fell into a profound and pleasing reverie. Here, I thought, they take a couple of hopeful hearts in the rough, and work them up, with spices and shortening and sweetening enough to last for a lifetime, and turn them out well kneaded together, baked to a turn, and ready for matrimony, and without having been obliged to undergo a long and harrowing courtship, with the desperate chances attendant thereon, of persevering rivals, unwilling parents, inevitable love-quarrels, and all that sort of thing.


Here, I thought, they will bake you up a couple in moderate circumstances, at short notice and at a cheap rate, and turn them out in good enough shape for the money, perhaps, but nevertheless burnt with the fire of jealousy on one side, and flabby and “duffy” with lukewarmness and indifference on the other, and spotted all over with the salaeratus stains of a predisposition to make the conjugal cake bitter and unpalatable for all time to come.


Or they will take an excessively patrician pair, charge them a dozen prices, and deliver them to order in a week, all plastered over with the ghostly vines and flowers of blighted fancies, hopes and yearnings, wrought in chilly ice-work.


Or, perhaps, they will take a brace of youthful, tender hearts and dish them up in no time, into crisp, delicate “lady-fingers,” tempting to contemplate, and suggestive of that serene after-dinner happiness and sociability that come when the gross substantials have been swept from the board and are forgotten in soft dalliance with pastry and ices and sparkling Moselle.


Or maybe they will take two flinty old hearts that have harbored selfishness, envy and all uncharitableness in solitude for half a century, and after a fortnight’s roasting, turn them out the hardest kind of hard-tack, invulnerable to all softening influences for evermore.


Here was a revolution far more extended, and destined to be attended by more momentous consequences to the nations of the earth, than any ever projected or accomplished by the greatest of the world’s military heroes! Love, the master passion of the human heart, which, since the morning of the creation had shaped the destinies of emperors and beggars alike, and had ruled all men as with a rod of iron, was to be hurled from the seat of power in a single instant, as it were, and brought into subjection to the will of an inspired, a sublimely-gifted baker! By some mysterious magic, by some strange and awful invention, the divine emotion was to be confined within set bounds and limits, controlled, weighed, measured, and doled out to God’s creatures in quantities and qualities to suit the purchaser, like vulgar beer and candles!


And in times to come, I thought, the afflicted lover, instead of reading Heuston & Hastings’ omnipresent sign and gathering no comfort from it, will read “Go to Love’s Bakery!” on the dead-walls and telegraph poles, and be saved.




Now I might never have published to the world my discovery of this manufactory of the human affections in a populous thoroughfare of San Francisco, if it had not occurred to me that some account of it would serve as a peculiarly fitting introductory to a story of love and misfortune, which it falls to my lot to relate. And yet even Love’s Bakery could afford no help to the sufferers of whom I shall speak, for they do not lack affection for each other, but are the victims of an accumulation of distressing circumstances against which the efforts of that august agent would be powerless.


The facts in the following case came to me by letter from a young lady who lives in the beautiful city of San Jose; she is perfectly unknown to me, and simply signs herself “Aurelia Maria,” which may possibly be a fictitious name. But no matter, the poor girl is almost heart-broken by the misfortunes she has undergone, and so confused by the conflicting counsels of misguided friends and insidious enemies, that she does not know what course to pursue in order to extricate herself from the web of difficulties in which she seems almost hopelessly involved. In this dilemma she turns to me for help, and supplicates for my guidance and instruction with a moving eloquence that would touch the heart of a statue. Hear her sad story:







31Aurelia’s Unfortunate Young Man




THE FACTS in the following case came to me by letter from a young lady who lives in the beautiful city of San José; she is perfectly unknown to me, and simply signs herself “Aurelia Maria,” which may possibly be a fictitious name. But no matter, the poor girl is almost heartbroken by the misfortunes she has undergone, and so confused by the conflicting counsels of misguided friends and insidious enemies that she does not know what course to pursue in order to extricate herself from the web of difficulties in which she seems almost hopelessly involved. In this dilemma she turns to me for help, and supplicates for my guidance and instruction with a moving eloquence that would touch the heart of a statue. Hear her sad story:


She says that when she was sixteen years old she met and loved, with all the devotion of a passionate nature, a young man from New Jersey, named Williamson Breckinridge Caruthers, who was some six years her senior. They were engaged, with the free consent of their friends and relatives, and for a time it seemed as if their career was destined to, be characterized by an immunity from sorrow beyond the usual lot of humanity. But at last the tide of fortune turned; young Caruthers became infect with smallpox of the most virulent type, and when he recovered from his illness his face was pitted like a waffle-mold, and his comeliness gone forever. Aurelia thought to break off the engagement at first, but pity for her unfortunate lover caused her to postpone the marriage-day for a season, and give him another trial.


The very day before the wedding was to have taken place, Breckinridge, while absorbed in watching the flight of a balloon, walked into a well and fractured one of his legs, and it had to be taken off above the knee. Again Aurelia was moved to break the engagement, but again love triumphed, and she set the day forward and gave him another chance to reform.


And again misfortune overtook the unhappy youth. He lost one arm by the premature discharge of a Fourth of July cannon, and within three months he got the other pulled out by a carding-machine. Aurelia’s heart was almost crushed by these latter calamities. She could not but be deeply grieved to see her lover passing from her by piecemeal, feeling, as she did, that he could not last forever under this disastrous process of reduction, yet knowing of no way to stop its dreadful career, and in her tearful despair she almost regretted, like brokers who hold on and lose, that she had not taken him at first, before he had suffered such an alarming depreciation. Still, her brave soul bore her up, and she resolved to bear with her friend’s unnatural disposition yet a little longer.


Again the wedding-day approached, and again disappointment overshadowed it; Caruthers fell ill with the erysipelas, and lost the use of one of his eyes entirely. The friends and relatives of the bride, considering that she had already put up with more than could reasonably be expected of her, now came forward and insisted that the match should be broken off; but after wavering awhile, Aurelia, with a generous spirit which did her credit, said she had reflected calmly upon the matter, and could not discover that Breckinridge was to blame.


So she extended the time once more, and he broke his other leg.


It was a sad day for the poor girl when, she saw the surgeons reverently bearing away the sack whose uses she had learned by previous experience, and her heart told her the bitter truth that some more of her lover was gone. She felt that the field of her affections was growing more and more circumscribed every day, but once more she frowned down her relatives and renewed her betrothal.


Shortly before the time set for the nuptials another disaster occurred. There was but one man scalped by the Owens River Indians last year. That man was Williamson Breckinridge Caruthers of New Jersey. He was hurrying home with happiness in his heart, when he lost his hair forever, and in that hour of bitterness he almost cursed the mistaken mercy that had spared his head.


At last Aurelia is in serious perplexity as to what she ought to do. She still loves her Breckinridge, she writes, with truly womanly feeling– she still loves what is left of him but her parents are bitterly opposed to the match, because he has no property and is disabled from working, and she has not sufficient means to support both comfortably. “Now, what should she do?” she asked with painful and anxious solicitude.


It is a delicate question; it is one which involves the lifelong happiness of a woman, and that of nearly two-thirds of a man, and I feel that it would be assuming too great a responsibility to do more than make a mere suggestion in the case. How would it do to build to him? If Aurelia can afford the expense, let her furnish her mutilated lover with wooden arms and wooden legs, and a glass eye and a wig, and give him another show; give him ninety days, without grace, and if he does not break his neck in the mean time, marry him and take the chances. It does not seem to me that there is much risk, anyway, Aurelia, because if he sticks to his singular propensity for damaging himself every time he sees a good opportunity, his next experiment is bound to finish him, and then you are safe, married or single. If married, the wooden legs and such other valuables as he may possess revert to the widow, and you see you sustain no actual loss save the cherished fragment of a noble but most unfortunate husband, who honestly strove to do right, but whose extraordinary instincts were against him. Try it, Maria. I have thought the matter over carefully and well, and it is the only chance I see for you. It would have been a happy conceit on the part of Caruthers if he had started with his neck and broken that first; but since he has seen fit to choose a different policy and string himself out as long as possible, I do not think we ought to upbraid him for it if he has enjoyed it. We must do the best we can under the circumstances, and try not to feel exasperated at him.







32A Touching Story of George Washington’s Boyhood




IF IT PLEASE your neighbor to break the sacred calm of night with the snorting of an unholy trombone, it is your duty to put up with his wretched music and your privilege to pity him for the unhappy instinct that moves him to delight in such discordant sounds. I did not always think thus: this consideration for musical amateurs was born of certain disagreeable personal experiences that once followed the development of a like instinct in myself. Now this infidel over the way, who is learning to play on the trombone, and the slowness of whose progress is almost miraculous, goes on with his harrowing work every night, uncursed by me, but tenderly pitied. Ten years ago, for the same offense, I would have set fire to his house. At that time I was a prey to an amateur violinist for two or three weeks, and the sufferings I endured at his hands are inconceivable. He played “Old Dan Tucker,” and he never played anything else; but he performed that so badly that he could throw me into fits with it if I were awake, or into a nightmare if I were asleep. As long as he confined himself to “Dan Tucker,” though, I bore with him and abstained from violence; but when he projected a fresh outrage, and tried to do “Sweet Home,” I went over and burnt him out. My next assailant was a wretch who felt a call to play the clarionet. He only played the scale, however, with his distressing instrument, and I let him run the length of his tether also; but finally, when he branched out into a ghastly tune, I felt my reason deserting me under the exquisite torture, and I sailed forth and burnt him out likewise. During the next two years I burned out an amateur cornet player, a bugler, a bassoon-sophomore, and a barbarian whose talents ran in the bass drum line.


I would certainly have scorched this trombone man if he had moved into my neighborhood in those days. But as I said before, I leave him to his own destruction now, because I have had experience as an amateur myself, and I feel nothing but compassion for that kind of people. Besides, I have learned that there lies dormant in the souls of all men a penchant for some particular musical instrument, and an unsuspected yearning to learn to play on it, that are bound to wake up and demand attention some day. Therefore, you who rail at such as disturb your slumbers with unsuccessful and demoralizing attempts to subjugate a fiddle, beware! for sooner or later your own time will come. It is customary and popular to curse these amateurs when they wrench you out of a pleasant dream at night with a peculiarly diabolical note; but seeing that we are all made alike, and must all develop a distorted talent for music in the fullness of time, it is not right. I am charitable to my trombone maniac; in a moment of inspiration he fetches a snort, sometimes, that brings me to a sitting posture in bed, broad awake and weltering in a cold perspiration. Perhaps my first thought is, that there has been an earthquake; perhaps I hear the trombone, and my next thought is, that suicide and the silence of the grave would be a happy release from this nightly agony; perhaps the old instinct comes strong upon me to go after my matches; but my first cool, collected thought is, that the trombone man’s destiny is upon him, and he is working it out in suffering and tribulation; and I banish from me the unworthy instinct that would prompt me to burn him out.


After a long immunity from the dreadful insanity that moves a man to become a musician in defiance of the will of God that he should confine himself to sawing wood, I finally fell a victim to the instrument they call the accordion. At this day I hate that contrivance as fervently as any man can, but at the time I speak of I suddenly acquired a disgusting and idolatrous affection for it, I got one of powerful capacity, and learned to play “Auld Lang Syne” on it. It seems to me, now, that I must have been gifted with a sort of inspiration to be enabled, in the state of ignorance in which I then was, to select out of the whole range of musical composition the one solitary tune that sounds vilest and most distressing on the accordion. I do not suppose there is another tune in the world with which I could have inflicted so much anguish upon my race as I did with that one during my short musical career.


After I had been playing “Auld Lang Syne” about a week, I had the vanity to think I could improve the original melody, and I set about adding some little flourishes and variations to it, but with rather indifferent success, I suppose, as it brought my landlady into my presence with an expression about her of being opposed to such desperate enterprises. Said she, “Do you know any other tune but that, Mr. Twain?” I told her, meekly, that I did not. “Well, then,” said she, “stick to it just as it is; don’t put any variations to it, because it’s rough enough on the boarders the way it is now.”


The fact is, it was something more than simply “rough enough” on them; it was altogether too rough; half of them left, and the other half would have followed, but Mrs. Jones saved them by discharging me from the premises.


I only stayed one night at my next lodging-house. Mrs. Smith was after me early in the morning. She said, “You can go, sir; I don’t want you here: I have had one of your kind before– a poor lunatic, that played the banjo and danced breakdowns, and jarred the glass all out of the windows. You kept me awake all night, and if you was to do it again, I’d take and mash that thing over your head!” I could see that this woman took no delight in music, and I moved to Mrs. Brown’s.


For three nights in succession I gave my new neighbors “Auld Lang Syne,” plain and unadulterated, save by a few discords that rather improved the general effect than otherwise. But the very first time I tried the variations the boarders mutinied. I never did find anybody that would stand those variations. I was very well satisfied with my efforts in that house, however, and I left it without any regrets; I drove one boarder as mad as a March hare, and another one tried to scalp his mother. I reflected, though, that if I could only have been allowed to give this latter just one more touch of the variations, he would have finished the old woman.


I went to board at Mrs. Murphy’s, an Italian lady of many excellent qualities. The very first time I struck up the variations, a haggard, careworn, cadaverous old man walked into my room and stood beaming upon me a smile of ineffable happiness. Then he placed his hand upon my head, and looking devoutly aloft, he said with feeling unction, and in a voice trembling with emotion, “God bless you, young man! God bless you! for you have done that for me which is beyond all praise. For years I have suffered from an incurable disease, and knowing my doom was sealed and that I must die, I have striven with all my power to resign myself to my fate, but in vain– the love of life was too strong within me. But Heaven bless you, my benefactor! for since I heard you play that tune and those variations, I do not want to live any longer– I am entirely resigned– I am willing to die– in fact, I am anxious to die.” And then the old man fell upon my neck and wept a flood of happy tears, I was surprised at these things; but I could not help feeling a little proud at what I had done, nor could I help giving the old gentleman a parting blast in the way of some peculiarly lacerating variations as he went out at the door. They doubled him up like a jack-knife, and the next time he left his bed of pain and suffering, he was all right, in a metallic coffin.


My passion for the accordion finally spent itself and died out, and I was glad when I found myself free from its unwholesome influence. While the fever was upon me, I was a living, breathing calamity wherever I went, and desolation and disaster followed in my wake. I bred discord in families, I crushed the spirits of the light-hearted, I drove the melancholy to despair, I hurried invalids to premature dissolution, and I fear me I disturbed the very dead in their graves. I did incalculable harm, and inflicted untold suffering upon my race with my execrable music; and yet to atone for it all, I did but one single blessed act, in making that weary old man willing to go to his long home.


Still, I derived some little benefit from that accordion; for while I continued to practice on it, I never had to pay any board– landlords were always willing to compromise, on my leaving before the month was up.


Now, I had two objects in view in writing the foregoing, one of which was to try and reconcile people to those poor unfortunates who feel that they have a genius for music, and who drive their neighbors crazy every night in trying to develop and cultivate it; and the other was to introduce an admirable story about Little George Washington, who could Not Lie, and the Cherry-Tree– or the Apple-Tree– I have forgotten now which, although it was told me only yesterday. And writing such a long and elaborate introductory has caused me to forget the story itself; but it was very touching.







33Daniel in the Lion’s Den

– and Out Again All Right




SOME PEOPLE are not particular about what sort of company they keep. I am one of that kind. Now for several days I have been visiting the Board of Brokers, and associating with brokers, and drinking with them, and swapping lies with them, and being as familiar and sociable with them as I would with the most respectable people in the world. I do this because I consider that a broker goes according to the instincts that are in him, and means no harm, and fulfils his mission according to his lights, and has a right to live, and be happy in a general way, and be protected by the law to some extent, just the same as a better man. I consider that brokers come into the world with souls– I am satisfied they do; and if they wear them out in the course of a long career of stock-jobbing, have they not a right to come in at the eleventh hour and get themselves half-soled, like old boots, and be saved at last? Certainly– the father of the tribe did that, and do we say anything against Barabbas for it today? No! we concede his right to do it; we admire his mature judgment in selling out of a worked-out mine of iniquity and investing in righteousness, and no man denies, or even doubts, the validity of the transaction. Other people may think as they please, and I suppose I am entitled to the same privilege; therefore, notwithstanding what others may believe, I am of the opinion that a broker can be saved. Mind, I do not say that a broker will be saved, or even that is uncommon likely that such a thing will happen– I only say that Lazarus was raised from the dead, the five thousand were fed with twelve loaves of bread, the water was turned into wine, the Israelites crossed the Red Sea dry-shod, and a broker can be saved. True, the angel that accomplishes the task may require all eternity to rest himself in, but has that got anything to do with the establishment of the proposition? Does it invalidate it? Does it detract from it? I think not. I am aware that this enthusiastic and maybe highly-colored vindication of the brokers may lay me open to suspicion of bribery, but I care not; I am a native of Washoe, and I will stand by anybody that stands by Washoe.


The place where stocks are daily bought and sold is called by interested parties the Hall of the San Francisco Board of Brokers, but by the impartial and disinterested the Den of the Forty Thieves; the latter name is regarded as the most poetic, but the former is considered the most polite. The large room is well stocked with small desks, arranged in semi-circular ranks like the seats of an amphitheater, and behind these sit the th– the brokers. The portly President, with his gavel of office in his hand, an abundance of whiskers and moustaches on his face, spectacles on nose, an expression of energy and decision on his countenance and an open plaza on his head, sits, with his three clerks, in a pulpit at the head of the hall, flanked on either hand by two large cases, with glass doors, containing mineralogical specimens from Washoe and California mines– the emblems of the traffic. Facing the President, at the opposite end of the hall, is a blackboard, whereon is written in accusing capitals, “John Smith delinquent to John Jones, $1,550; William Brown delinquent to Jonas White, $475!’ You might think brokers wouldn’t mind that, maybe, but they do; a delinquent loses caste, and that touches his fine moral sensibilities– and he is suspended from active membership for the time being, and even expelled if his delinquency savors of blundering and ungraceful rascality– a thing which the Board cannot abide– and this inflicts exquisite pain upon the delicate nerves and tissues of his pocket, now when a seat in the Den is worth twelve or fifteen hundred dollars, and in brisker times even three thousand.


The session of the Board being duly opened, the roll is rapidly called, the members present responding, and the absentees being noted by the clerks for fines:


“Ackerman, (Here!) Adams, Atchison, (Here!) Babcock, Bocock, (Here!) Badger, Blitzen, Bulger, Buncombe, (Here!) Caxton, (Here!) Cobbler, Crowder, Clutterback, (Here!) Dashaway, Dilson, Dodson, Dummy (Here!)”– and so on, the place becoming lively and animated, and the members sharpening their pencils, disposing their printed stock-lists before them, and getting ready for a sowing of unrighteousness and a harvest of sin.


In a few moments the roll-call was finished, the pencils all sharpened, and the brokers prepared for business– some with a leg thrown negligently over the arms of their chairs, some tilted back comfortably with their knees against their desks, some sitting half upright and glaring at the President, hungry for the contention to begin– but not a rascal of them tapping his teeth with his pencil– only dreamy, absent-minded people do that.


Then the President called “Ophir!” and after some bidding and counter-bidding, “Gould and Curry!” and a Babel arose– an infernal din and clatter of all kinds and tones of voices, inextricably jumbled together like original chaos, and above it all the following observation by the President pealed out clearly and distinctly, and with a rapidity of enunciation that was amazing:


“Fift’naitassfrwahn fift’nseftfive bifferwahn fift’naitfive botherty!”


I said I believed I would go home. My broker friend who had procured my admission to the Board asked why I wanted to go so soon, and I was obliged to acknowledge to him that I was very unfamiliar with the Kanaka language, and could not understand it at all unless a man spoke it exceedingly slow and deliberately.


“Oh,” said he, “sit still; that isn’t Kanaka; it’s English, but he talks so fast and runs one word into another; it is easy SOLD! to understand when you GIVE FIFTEEN-NINETY BUYER TEN NO DEPOSIT! come to get used to it. He always talks so, and sometimes he says THAT’S MINE! JIGGERS SOLD ON SLADDERY’S BID! his words so fast that even some of the members cannot comprehend them readily. Now what he said then was NO SIR! I DIDN’T SAY BUYER THIRTY, I SAID REGULAR WAY! ‘Fifteen-eighty, (meaning fifteen hundred and eighty dollars,) asked for one, (one foot,) fifteen-seventy-five bid for one, fifteen-eighty-five buyer thirty,’ (thirty days’ time on the payment,) ’TWASN’T MY BID, IT WAS SWIGGINS TO BABCOCK! and he was repeating the bids and offers of the members after them as fast as they were made. I’LL TAKE IT, CASH!”


I felt relieved, but not enlightened. My broker’s explanation had got so many strange and incomprehensible interpolations sandwiched into it that I began to look around for a suitable person to translate that for me also, when it occurred to me that those interpolations were bids, offers, etc., which he had been throwing out to the assembled brokers while he was talking to me. It was all clear, then, so I have put his side-remarks in small capitals so that they may be clear to the reader likewise, and show that they have no connection with the subject matter of my friend’s discourse.


And all this time, the clatter of voices had been going on. And while the storm of ejaculations hurtled about their heads, these brokers sat calmly in their several easy attitudes, but when a sale was made– when, in answer to some particularly liberal bid, somebody sung out “Sold!” down came legs from the arms of chairs, down came knees propped against desks, forward shot the heads of the whole tribe with one accord, and away went the long ranks of pencils dancing over the paper! The sale duly recorded by all, the heads, the legs and the knees came up again, and the negligent attitudes were resumed once more.


The din moderated now, somewhat, and for awhile only a random and desultory fire was kept up as the President drifted down the stock-list, calling at intervals, “Savage!” “Uncle Sam!” “Chollar!” “Potosi!” “Hale and Norcross!” “Imperial!” “Sierra Nevada!” “Daney!” the monotony being broken and the uncomfortable attitudes demolished, now and then, by a lucky chance-shot that went to the mark and made a sale. But when the old gentleman called “Burning Moscow!” you should have seen the fiends wake up! you should have heard the racket! you should have been there to behold the metaphorical bull in the China shop! The President’s voice and his mallet went into active service, then, and mingled their noise with the clamors of the mob. The members thus:


“Sell ten forty-five cash!” “Give forty-three for ten, regular way!” “Give forty-one cash for any part fifty!” “Twenty thirty-eight seller sixty!” “Give forty-four for ten buyer thirty!” “Sold!” (Down with your legs again, forward with your heads, and out with your pencils!) “Sell ten forty-three cash!” “Sold!” Then from every part of the house a din like this: “Ten more!” “Sold!” “Ten more!” “SOLD!” “Ten more!” “Sold!” “Ten more!” “Sold!” “Ten—”


President (rap with his gavel)– Silence! Orfuplease, (order if you please,) gentlemen! Higgins ten to Smithers– Dodson ten to Snodgrass—”


Billson– “No, sir! Billson ten to Snodgrass! It was me that sold ’em, sir!”


Dodson– “I didn’t sell, sir, I bought– Jiggers ten to Dodson!”


President– “Billson ten to Snodgrass– Jiggers ten to Dodson– Slushbuster ten to Bladders– Simpson ten to Blivens– Guttersnipe ten to Hogwash– aw-right! go on!”


And they did go on, hotter and heavier than ever. And as they yelled their terms, the President repeated after them– the words flowing in a continuous stream from his mouth with inconceivable rapidity, and melting and mingling together like bottle-glass and cinders after a conflagration:


“Fortwahnasscash fortray bidbortenn fortsix botherty fortsevnoffsetherty fortfourbiffertenn– (smash! with the gavel) whasthat?– aw right! fortfive offranparfortbotherty nodeposit fortfivenaf botherty bid fortsix biglerway!”


Which, translated, means: “Forty-one asked, cash; forty-three bid, buyer ten; forty-six, buyer thirty; forty-seven offered, seller thirty; forty-four bid for ten– (pause)– What’s that? All right– forty-five offered for any part of forty, buyer thirty, no deposit; forty-five and a half, buyer thirty, bid; forty-six bid, regular way!”


And I found out that a “Bull” is a broker who raises the market-price of a stock by every means in his power, and a “Bear” is one who depresses it; that “cash” means that the stock must be delivered and paid for immediately– that is, before the banks close; that “regular way” means that delivery of the stock and payment must be made within two days; that it is the seller who “offers” stock, and the buyer who “bids” for it; that “buyer ten, thirty,” or whatever the specified number may be, signifies the number of days the purchaser is allowed in which to call for the stock, receive it and pay for it, and it implies also that he must deposit in somebody’s hands a fifth part of the price of the stock purchased, to be forfeited to the seller in case the full payment is not made within the time set– full payment must be made, though, notwithstanding the forfeit, or the broker loses his seat if the seller makes complaint to the Board within forty-eight hours after the occurrence of the delinquency; that when the words “no deposit” are added to “buyer thirty,” they imply that the twenty per cent. deposit is not to be made, of course; that “seller thirty” means that any time the seller chooses, during the thirty days, he can present the stock to the buyer and demand payment– the seller generally selling at a figure below the market rate, in the hope that before his time is up a depression may occur that will enable him to pick up the stock at half price and deliver it– and the buyer taking chances on a great advance, within the month, that will accrue to his profit. Think of one of these adventurous “seller thirty’s” “selling short,” at thirty dollars a foot, several feet of a stock that was all corralled and withdrawn from the market within a fortnight and went to about fifteen hundred! It is not worth while to mention names– I suppose you remember the circumstance.


But I digress. Sometimes on the “second call” of stocks– that is, after the list has been gone through with in regular order, and the members are privileged to call up any stock they please– strategy is driven to the utmost limit by the friends of some pet wildcat or other, to effect sales of it to disinterested parties. The seller “offers” at a high figure, and the “bidder” responds with a low one; then the former comes warily down a dollar at a time, and the latter approaches him from below at about the same rate; they come nearer and nearer, skirmish a little in close proximity, get to a point where another bid or another offer would commit the parties to a sale, and then in the imminence of the impending event the seller hesitates a second and is silent. But behold! as has been said of Woman, “The Broker that hesitates is lost!” The nervous and impatient President can brook no silence, no delay, and calls out: “Awstock?” (Any other stock?) Somebody yells “Burning Moscow!” and the tender wildcat, almost born, miscarries. Or perhaps the skirmishers fight shyly up to each other, counter and cross-counter, feint and parry, back and fill, and finally clinch a sale in the center– the bidder is bitten, a smile flits from face to face, down come the legs, forward the ranks of heads, the pencils charge on the stock-lists, and the neat transaction is recorded with a rare gusto.


But twelve pages of foolscap are warning me to cut this thrilling sketch short, notwithstanding it is only half finished. However, I cannot leave the subject without saying I was agreeably disappointed in those brokers; I expected to see a set of villains with the signs of total depravity hung out all over them, but now I am satisfied there is some good in them; that they are not entirely and irredeemably bad; and I have been told by a friend, whose judgment I respect, that they are not any more unprincipled than they look. This was said by a man who would scorn to stoop to flattery. At the same time, though, as I scanned the faces assembled in that hall, I could not help imagining I could see old St. Peter admitting that band of Bulls and Bears into Paradise– see him standing by the half-open gate with his ponderous key pressed thoughtfully against his nose, and his head canted critically to one side, as he looks after them tramping down the gold-paved avenue, and mutters to himself: “Well, you’re a nice lot, any way! Humph! I think you’ll find it sort of lonesome in heaven, for if my judgment is sound, you’ll not find a good many of your stripe in there!”







34The Killing of Julius Cæsar “Localized”


Being the only True and Reliable Account Ever Published; Taken from the Roman “Daily Evening Fasces,” of the Date of that Tremendous Occurrence.




NOTHING IN THE WORLD affords a newspaper reporter so much satisfaction as gathering up the details of a bloody and mysterious murder and writing them up with aggravating circumstantiality. He takes a living delight in this labor of love– for such it is to him, especially if he knows that all the other papers have gone to press, and his will be the only one that will contain the dreadful intelligence. A feeling of regret has often come over me that I was not reporting in Rome when Cæsar was killed– reporting on an evening paper, and the only one in the city, and getting at least twelve hours ahead of the morning-paper boys with this most magnificent “item” that ever fell to the lot of the craft. Other events have happened as startling as this, but none that possessed so peculiarly all the characteristics of the favorite “item” of the present day, magnified into grandeur and sublimity by the high rank, fame, and social and political standing of the actors in it.


In imagination I have seen myself skirmishing around old Rome, button-holing soldiers, senators, and citizens by turns, and transferring “all the particulars” from them to my note-book; and, better still, arriving at the base of Pompey’s statue in time to say persuasively to the dying Cæsar, “Oh! come now, you ain’t so far gone, you know, but what you could stir yourself up a little and tell a fellow just how this thing happened, if you was a mind to, couldn’t you?– now do!” and get the “straight of it” from his own lips, and be envied by the morning paper hounds!


Ah! if I had lived in those days, I would have written up that item gloatingly, and spiced it with a little moralizing here and plenty of blood there; and some dark, shuddering mystery; and praise and pity for some, and misrepresentation and abuse for others (who did not patronize the paper), and gory gashes, and notes of warning as to the tendency of the times, and extravagant descriptions of the excitement in the Senate-house and the street, and all that sort of thing.


However, as I was not permitted to report Cæsar’s assassination in the regular way, it has at least afforded me rare satisfaction to translate the following able account of it from the original Latin of the Roman Daily Evening Fasces of that date– second edition:



Our usually quiet city of Rome was thrown into a state of wild excitement yesterday by the occurrence of one of those bloody affrays which sicken the heart and fill the soul with fear, while they inspire all thinking men with forebodings for the future of a city where human life is held so cheaply and the gravest laws are so openly set at defiance. As the result of that affray, it is our painful duty, as public journalists, to record the death of one of our most esteemed citizens– a man whose name is known wherever this paper circulates, and where fame it has been our pleasure and our privilege to extend, and also to protect from the tongue of slander and falsehood, to the best of our poor ability. We refer to Mr. J. Cæsar, the Emperor-elect.


The facts of the case, as nearly as our reporter could determine them from the conflicting statements of eye-witnesses, were about as follows:– The affair was an election row, of course. Nine-tenths of the ghastly butcheries that disgrace the city nowadays grow out of the bickerings and jealousies and animosities engendered by these accursed elections. Rome would be the gainer by it if her very constables were elected to serve a century; for in our experience we have never even been able to choose a dog-pelter without celebrating the event with a dozen knockdowns and a general cramming of the station-house with drunken vagabonds overnight. It is said that when the immense majority for Cæsar at the polls in the market was declared the other day, and the crown was offered to that gentleman, even his amazing unselfishness in refusing it three times was not sufficient to save him from the whispered insults of such men as Casca, of the Tenth Ward, and other hirelings of the disappointed candidate, hailing mostly from the Eleventh and Thirteenth and other outside districts, who were overheard speaking ironically and contemptuously of Mr. Cæsar’s conduct upon that occasion.


We are further informed that there are many among us who think they are justified in believing that the assassination of Julius Cæsar was a put-up thing– a cut-and-dried arrangement, hatched by Marcus Brutus and a lot of his hired roughs, and carried out only too faithfully according to the program. Whether there be good grounds for this suspicion or not, we leave to the people to judge for themselves, only asking that they will read the following account of the sad occurrence carefully and dispassionately before they render that judgment.


The Senate was already in session, and Cæsar was coming down the street toward the capitol, conversing with some personal friends, and followed, as usual, by a large number of citizens. Just as he was passing in front of Demosthenes and Thucydides’ drug store, he was observing casually to a gentleman, who, our informant thinks, is a fortune-teller, that the Ides of March were come. The reply was, “Yes, they are come, but not gone yet.” At this moment Artemidorus stepped up and passed the time of day, and asked Cæsar to read a schedule or a tract or something of the kind, which he had brought for his perusal. Mr. Decius Brutus also said something about an “humble suit” which he wanted read. Artexnidorus begged that attention might be paid to his first, because it was of personal consequence to Cæsar. The latter replied that what concerned himself should be read last, or words to that effect. Artemidorus begged and beseeched him to read the paper instantly! [1] However, Cæsar shook him off, and refused to read any petition in the street. He then entered the capitol, and the crowd followed him.


About this time the following conversation was overheard, and we consider that, taken in connection with the events which succeeded it, it bears an appalling significance: Mr. Papilius Lena remarked to George W. Cassias (commonly known as the “Nobby Boy of the Third Ward”), a bruiser in the pay of the Opposition, that he hoped his enterprise today might thrive; and when Cassias asked “What enterprise?” he only closed his left eye temporarily and said with simulated indifference, “Fare you well,” and sauntered toward Cæsar. Marcus Brutus, who is suspected of being the ringleader of the band that killed Cæsar, asked what it was that Lena had said. Cassias told him, and added in a low tone, “I fear our purpose is discovered.”


Brutus told his wretched accomplice to keep an eye on Lena, and a moment after Cassias urged that lean and hungry vagrant, Casca, whose reputation here is none of the best, to be sudden, for he feared prevention. He then turned to Brutus, apparently much excited, and asked what should be done, and swore that either he or Cæsar should never turn back– he would kill himself first. At this time Cæsar was talking to some of the back-country members about the approaching fall elections, and paying little attention to what was going on around him. Billy Trebonius got into conversation with the people’s friend and Cæsar’s– Mark Antony– and under some pretense or other got him away, and Brutus, Decius, Casca, Cinna, Metellus Cimber, and others of the gang of infamous desperadoes that infest Rome at present, closed around the doomed Cæsar. Then Metellus Cimber knelt down and begged that his brother might be recalled from banishment, but Cæsar rebuked him for his fawning conduct, and refused to grant his petition. Immediately, at Cimber’s request, first Brutus and then Cassias begged for the return of the banished Publius; but Cæsar still refused. He said he could not be moved; that he was as fixed as the North Star, and proceeded to speak in the most complimentary terms of the firmness of that star and its steady character. Then he said he was like it, and he believed he was the only man in the country that was; therefore, since he was “constant” that Cimber should be banished, he was also “constant” that he should stay banished, and he’d be hanged if he didn’t keep him so!


Instantly seizing upon this shallow pretext for a fight, Casca sprang at Cæsar and struck him with a dirk, Cæsar grabbing him by the arm with his right hand, and launching a blow straight from the shoulder with his left, that sent the reptile bleeding to the earth. He then backed up against Pompey’s statue, and squared himself to receive his assailants. Cassias and Cimber and Cinna rushed, upon him with their daggers drawn, and the former succeeded in inflicting a wound upon his body; but before he could strike again, and before either of the others could strike at all, Cæsar stretched the three miscreants at his feet with as many blows of his powerful fist. By this time the Senate was in an indescribable uproar; the throng of citizens is the lobbies had blockaded the doors in their frantic efforts to escape from the building, the sergeant-at-arms and his assistants were struggling with the assassins, venerable senators had cast aside their encumbering robes, and were leaping over benches and flying down the aisles in wild confusion toward the shelter of the committee-rooms, and a thousand voices were shouting “Po-lice! Po-lice!” in discordant tones that rose above the frightful din like shrieking winds above the roaring of a tempest. And amid it all great Cæsar stood with his back against the statue, like a lion at bay, and fought his assailants weaponless and hand to hand, with the defiant bearing and the unwavering courage which he had shown before on many a bloody field. Billy Trebonius and Caius Legarius struck him with their daggers and fell, as their brother-conspirators before them had fallen. But at last, when Cæsar saw his old friend Brutus step forward armed with a murderous knife, it is said he seemed utterly overpowered with grief and amazement, and, dropping his invincible left arm by his side, he hid his face in the folds of his mantle and received the treacherous blow without an effort to stay the hand that gave it. He only said, “Et tu, Brute?” and fell lifeless on the marble pavement.


We learn that the coat deceased had on when he was killed was the same one he wore in his tent on the afternoon of the day he overcame the Nervii, and that when it was removed from the corpse it was found to be cut and gashed in no less than seven different places. There was nothing in the pockets. It will be exhibited at the coroner’s inquest, and will be damning proof of the fact of the killing. These latter facts may be relied on, as we get them from Mark Antony, whose position enables him to learn every item of news connected with the one subject of absorbing interest of today.


Later: While the coroner was summoning a jury, Mark Antony and other friends of the late Cæsar got hold of the body, and lugged it off to the Forum, and at last accounts Antony and Brutus were making speeches over it and raising such a row among the people that, as we go to press, the chief of police is satisfied there is going to be a riot, and is taking measures accordingly.





[1] Mark that: It is hinted by William Shakespeare, who saw the beginning and the end of the unfortunate affray, that this “schedule” was simply a note discovering to Cæsar that a plot was brewing to take his life.

—M. T.]









35A Full and Reliable Account

of the Extraordinary Meteoric Shower of Last Saturday Night




IFOUND the following paragraph in the morning papers of the 11th inst.:



Virginia, November 10.


Astronomers anticipate a recurrence this year of the November meteoric shower of 1833. The mornings from the 11th to the 15th are all likely to show an unusual number of meteors, especially from the 12th to the 14th. The best time of observation is from half-past one o’clock, A.M., onward. The radiant point is the constellation Leo. Observers in California, Nevada and the Pacific Coast generally, are requested to report their observations to Professor Silliman, Jr., San Francisco, for the American Journal of Science, where they will be published for the good of science.


B. Silliman, Jr.






Prof. B. Silliman, Jr.


Dear Sir: In accordance with the above request, which you so politely extended to all “observers,” I took copious notes of the amazing meteoric phenomena of last Saturday night, and I now hasten to make my report to you for publication in the American Journal of Science “for the good of science.”


I began my observations early in the evening, previously providing myself with the very best apparatus I could find wherewith to facilitate my labors. I got a telescopic glass tumbler, and two costly decanters, (containing eau de vie and Veuve Cliquot to wash out the instrument with whenever it should become clouded), and seated myself in my window, very nearly under the constellation Leo. I then poured about a gill of liquid from each decanter into the telescopic tumbler and slowly elevated it to an angle of about ninety degrees. I did not see anything. The second trial was also a failure, but I had faith in that wash, and I washed out the instrument again. And just here let me suggest to you, Professor, that you can always depend on that mixture; rightly compounded, I expect it is the most powerful aid to human eyesight ever invented; assisted by it I have known a man to see two drinks on the counter before him when in reality there was but one– and so strong was the deception that I have known that man to get drunk on thirteen of these duplicate drinks when he was naturally gauged for twenty-six.


Very well; after I had washed out my glass the third time, three or four stars, of about the nineteenth magnitude, I should judge, shot from the zenith and fell in the general direction of Oakland. During the fourth wash, and while I had one eye sighted on Venus and the other one closed in blissful repose, that planet fell upon the roof of the Russ House and bounced off into Bush street; immediately afterward, Jupiter fell and knocked a watchman’s eye out– at least I think it was that star, because I saw the watchman clap his hand to his eye and say “By Jupiter!” The assertion was positive, and made without hesitation, as if he had the most perfect confidence in the accuracy of his judgment; but at the same time it is possible that he might have been mistaken, and that the damage was not done by Jupiter after all. I maintain, though, that the chances are all in favor of his being correct, because I have noticed that policemen usually know as much about stars as anybody, and take more interest in them than most people.


Up to this time the wind had been north by northeast half west, and I noticed an uncommon dryness in the atmosphere, but it was less marked after I applied the fifth wash. My barometer never having had any experience in falling stars, got hopelessly tangled in trying to get the run of things, and after waltzing frantically between “stormy” and “falling weather” for awhile without being able to make up its mind, it finally became thoroughly demoralized and threw up its commission. My thermometer did not indicate anything; I noted this extraordinary phenomenon, of course, but at the same time I reasoned– and, I think, with considerable sagacity– that it was less owing to the singular condition of the atmosphere than to the fact that there was no quicksilver in the instrument. About this time a magnificent spectacle dazzled my vision– the whole constellation of the Great Menken came flaming out of the heavens like a vast spray of gas-jets, and shed a glory abroad over the universe as it fell! [N.B. I have used the term “Great Menken” because I regard it as a more modest expression than the Great Bear, and consequently better suited to the columns of The Californian, which goes among families, you understand– but when you come to transfer my report to the Journal of Science, Professor, you are at liberty to change it if you like.]


I applied the sixth wash. A sprinkle of sparkling fragments ensued– fragments of some beautiful world that had been broken up and cast out of the blue firmament– and then a radiance of noonday flared out of the zenith, and Mercury, the winged symbol of Progress, came sweeping down like a banished sun, and catching in the folds of the flag that floats from the tall staff in the Plaza, remained blazing in the center of its dim constellation of stars! “Lo, a miracle! the thirty-sixth star furnished from the imperial diadem of heaven! while yet no welcome comes from the old home in the Orient, behold the STATE OF NEVADA is recognized by God!” says I, and seized my telescope, filled her to the brim and washed her out again! The divinity student in the next room came in at this juncture and protested against my swearing with so much spirit, and I had some difficulty in making him understand that I had only made use of a gorgeous metaphor, and that there was really no profanity intended in it.


About this time the wind changed and quite a shower of stars fell, lasting about twenty minutes; a lull ensued, and then came several terrific discharges of thunder and lightning, and how it poured! you couldn’t see the other side of the street for the hurtling tempest of stars! I got my umbrella– which I had previously provided along with my other apparatus– and started down the street. Of course there was plenty of light, although the street lamps were not lit– (you let that sagacious gas company alone, Professor, to make a good thing out of it when the almanac advertises anything of this kind. I put in these parentheses to signify a complicated wink– you understand?) I met Charles Kean, and I expect he was drunk; I drifted down the pavement, tacking from one side of it to the other, and trying to give him a wide berth, but it was no use; he would run into me, and he did– he brought up square against me and fell. “Down goes another star,” I observed and stopped a moment to make a note of it.


The meteoric storm abated gradually, and finally ceased, but by that time the stars had cut my umbrella nearly all to pieces, and there were a dozen or more sticking in it when I lowered it. It was the most furious deluge I ever saw, while it lasted. Pretty soon I heard a great huzzaing in the distance, and immediately afterward I noticed a brilliant meteor streaming athwart the heavens with a train of fire of incredible length appended to it. It swept the sky in a graceful curve, and after I had watched its splendid career a few seconds and was in the act of making the proper entry in my note-book, it descended and struck me such a stunning thump in the pit of the stomach that I was groveling in the dust before I rightly knew what the matter was. When I recovered consciousness, I remarked “Down went a couple of us then,” and made a note of it. I saved the remains of this most remarkable meteor, and I transmit them to you with this report, to be preserved in the National Astronomical Museum. They consist of a fragment of a torn and jagged cylinder the size of your wrist, composed of a substance strongly resembling the pasteboard of this world; to this is attached a slender stick some six feet long, which has something of the appearance of the pine wood so well known to the commerce of this earth, but of such a supernatural fineness of texture, of course, as to enable one to detect its celestial origin at once. There is food here for philosophic contemplation, and a series of interesting volumes might be written upon a question which I conceive to be of the utmost importance to Science, viz.: Do they cultivate pines in Paradise? And if it be satisfactorily demonstrated that they do cultivate pines in Paradise, may we not reasonably surmise that they cultivate cabbages there also? O, sublime thought! O, beautiful dream! The scientific world may well stand speechless and awe-stricken in the presence of these tremendous questions! But may we not hope that the learned German who has devoted half his valuable life to determining what materials a butterfly’s wing is made of, and to writing unstinted books upon the subject, will devote the balance of it to profound investigation of the celestial cabbage question? And is it too much to hope that that other benefactor of our race who has proven in his thirteen inspired volumes that it is exceedingly mixed as to whether the extraordinary bird called the Phoenix ever really existed or not, will lend his assistance to the important work and turn out a few tomes upon the subject, wherewith to enrich our scientific literature? My dear sir, this matter is worthy of the noblest effort; for we know by the past experience of learned men, that whosoever shall either definitely settle this cabbage question, or indefinitely unsettle it with arguments and reasonings and deductions freighted with that odor of stately and incomprehensible wisdom which is so overpowering to the aspiring student and so dazzling and bewildering to the world at large, will be clothed with titles of dignity by our colleges, and receive medals of gold from the Kings and Presidents of the earth.


As I was meandering down the street, pondering over the matters treated of in the preceding paragraph, I ran against another man, and he squared off for a fight. I squared off, also, and dashed out with my left, but he dodged and “cross-countered.” [I have since learned that he was educated at the Olympic Club.] That is to say, he ducked his head to one side and avoided my blow, and at the same time he let go with his right and caved the side of my head in. At this moment I beheld the most magnificent discharge of stars that had occurred during the whole evening. I estimated the number to be in the neighborhood of fifteen hundred thousand. I beg that you will state it at that figure in the Journal of Science, Professor, and throw in a compliment about my wasting no opportunity that seemed to promise anything for the good of the cause. It might help me along with your kind of men if I should conclude to tackle science for a regular business, you know. You see they have elected a new Governor over there in Nevada, and consequently I am not as much Governor of the Third House there as I was. It was a very comfortable berth; I had a salary of $60,000 a year when I could collect it.


While my stranger and myself were staggering under the two terrific blows which we had exchanged– and especially myself, on account of the peculiar nature of the “cross-counter” as above described– a singular star dropped in our midst which I would have liked well to possess, because of its quaint appearance, and because I had never seen anything like it mentioned in Mr. Dick’s astronomy. It emitted a mild silvery luster, and bore upon its face some characters which, in the fervor of my astronomical enthusiasm, I imagined spelt “Police– 18,” but of course this was an absurd delusion. I only mention it to show to what lengths scientific zeal will sometimes carry a novice. This marvelous meteor was already in the possession of another enthusiast, and he would not part with it.


On my way home, I met young John William Skae– the inimitable punster of Virginia City, and formerly of Pennsylvania, perhaps you know him?– and I knew from his distraught and pensive air that he was building a joke. I was anxious not to intrude any excitement upon him, which might have the effect of bringing the half-finished edifice down about my ears, but my very caution precipitated the catastrophe I was trying to avert. Said I, “Are you out looking for meteors, too?” His eye instantly lighted with a devilish satisfaction, and says he: “Well, sorter; I’m looking for my Susan– going to meteor by moonlight alone; O Heavens! why this sudden pang, this bursting brain! save me, save me or I perish!”


But I didn’t save him– I let him drop; and I deserted him and left him moaning there in the gutter. A man cannot serve me that way twice and expect me to stand by him and chafe his temples and blow his nose and sand-paper his legs and fetch him round again. I would let him perish like an outcast first, and deny him Christian burial afterwards. That Skae has always been following me around trying to make me low-spirited with his dismal jokes, but since that time he caught me out in the lonely moor on the Cliff House road, and intimidated me into listening to that execrable pun on the Kingfisher, I have avoided him as I would a pestilence.


I will now close my report, Professor. If you had not just happened to print that assurance in your little notice that these things should be published in the American Journal of Science, “for the good of Science,” I expect it never would have occurred to me to make any meteorological observations at all; but you see that remark corralled me. It has been the dearest wish of my life to do something for the good of Science and see it in print in such a paper as the one you mention, and when I saw this excellent opportunity presented, I thought it was now or never with me. It is a pity that the astonishing drawings which accompany this report cannot be published in the Californian; it could not be helped, though: the artist who was to have engraved them was not healthy, and he only took one look at them and then went out in the back yard and destroyed himself. But you can print them in the Journal of Science, anyhow, just the same; get an artist whose sensibilities have been toned down by chiseling melancholy devices on tombstones all his life, and let him do them up for you. He would probably survive the job.







36Lucretia Smith’s Soldier




IAM AN ARDENT ADMIRER of those nice, sickly war stories which have lately been so popular, and for the last three months I have been at work upon one of that character, which is now completed. It can be relied upon as true in every particular, inasmuch as the facts it contains were compiled from the official records in the War Department of Washington. It is but just, also, that I should confess that I have drawn largely on Jomini’s Art of War, the “Message of the President and Accompanying Documents,” and sundry maps and military works, so necessary for reference in building a novel like this. To the accommodating Directors of the Overland Telegraph Company I take pleasure in returning my thanks for tendering me the use of their wires at the customary rates. And finally, to all those kind friends who have by good deeds or encouraging words, assisted me in my labors upon this story of “Lucretia Smith’s Soldier,” during the past three months, and whose names are too numerous for special mention, I take this method of tendering my sincerest gratitude.




CHAPTER I.


On a balmy May morning in 1861. the little village of Bluemass, in Massachusetts, lay wrapped in the splendor of the newly-risen sun. Reginald de Whittaker, confidential and only clerk in the house of Bushrod and Ferguson, general dry goods and grocery dealers and keepers of the post-office, rose from his bunk under the counter, and shook himself. After yawning and stretching comfortably, he sprinkled the floor and proceeded to sweep it. He had only half finished his task, however, when he sat down on a keg of nails and fell into a reverie. “This is my last day in this shanty,” said he. “How it will surprise Lucretia when she hears I am going for a soldier! How proud she will be, the little darling!” He pictured himself in all manner of warlike situations; the hero of a thousand extraordinary adventures; the man of rising fame; the pet of Fortune at last; and beheld himself, finally, returning to his own home, a bronzed and scarred brigadier-general, to cast his honors and his matured and perfect love at the feet of his Lucretia Borgia Smith.


At this point a thrill of joy and pride suffused his system; but he looked down and saw his broom, and blushed. He came toppling down from the clouds he had been soaring among, and was an obscure clerk again, on a salary of two dollars and a half a week.




CHAPTER II.


At eight o’clock that evening, with a heart palpitating with the proud news he had brought for his beloved, Reginald sat in Mr. Smith’s parlor awaiting Lucretia’s appearance. The moment she entered, he sprang to meet her, his face lighted by the torch of love that was blazing in his head somewhere and shining through, and ejaculated, “Mine own!” as he opened his arms to receive her.


“Sir!” said she, and drew herself up like an offended queen.


Poor Reginald was stricken dumb with astonishment. This chilling demeanor, this angry rebuff, where he had expected the old, tender welcome, banished the gladness from his heart as the cheerful brightness is swept from the landscape when a dark cloud drifts athwart the face of the sun. He stood bewildered a moment, with a sense of goneness on him like one who finds himself suddenly overboard upon a midnight sea, and beholds the ship pass into shrouding gloom, while the dreadful conviction falls upon his soul that he has not been missed. He tried to speak, but his pallid lips refused their office. At last he murmured;


“O Lucretia! what have I done? what is the matter? why this cruel coldness? Don’t you love your Reginald any more?”


Her lips curled in bitter scorn, and she replied, in mocking tones:


“Don’t I love my Reginald any more? No, I don’t love my Reginald any more! Go back to your pitiful junk-shop and grab your pitiful yardstick, and stuff cotton in your ears, so that you can’t hear your country shout to you to fall in and shoulder arms. Go!” And then, unheeding the new light that flashed from his eyes, she fled from the room and slammed the door behind her.


Only a moment more! Only a single moment more, he thought, and he could have told her how he had already answered the summons and signed the muster-roll, and all would have been well; his lost bride would have come back to his arms with words of praise and thanksgiving upon her lips. He made a step forward, once, to recall her, but he remembered that he was no longer an effeminate dry goods student, and his warrior soul scorned to sue for quarter. He strode from the place with martial firmness, and never looked behind him.




CHAPTER III.


When Lucretia awoke next morning, the faint music of fife and the roll of a distant drum came floating upon the soft spring breeze, and as she listened the sounds grew more subdued, and finally passed out of hearing. She lay absorbed in thought for many minutes, and then she sighed, and said: “Oh! if he were only with that band of fellows, how I could love him!”


In the course of the day a neighbor dropped in, and when the conversation turned upon the soldiers, the visitor said:


“Reginald de Whittaker looked rather downhearted, and didn’t shout when he marched along with the other boys this morning. I expect it’s owing to you, Miss Loo, though when I met him coming here yesterday evening to tell you he’d enlisted; he thought you’d like it and be proud of— Mercy! what in the nation’s the matter with the girl?”


Nothing, only a sudden misery had fallen like a blight upon her heart, and a deadly pallor telegraphed it to her countenance. She rose up without a word, and walked with a firm step out of the room; but once within the sacred seclusion of her own chamber her strong will gave way, and she burst into a flood of passionate tears. Bitterly she upbraided herself for her foolish haste of the night before, and her harsh treatment of her lover at the very moment that he had come to anticipate the proudest wish of her heart, and to tell her that he had enrolled himself under the battle-flag, and was going forth to fight as her soldier. Alas! other maidens would have soldiers in those glorious fields, and be entitled to the sweet pain of feeling a tender solicitude for them, but she would be unrepresented. No soldier in all the vast armies would breathe her name as he breasted the crimson tide of war! She wept again– or rather, she went on weeping where she left off a moment before. In her bitterness of spirit she almost cursed the precipitancy that had brought all this sorrow upon her young life. “Drat it!” The words were in her bosom, but she locked them there, and closed her lips against their utterance.


For weeks she nursed her grief in silence, while the roses faded from her cheeks. And through it all she clung to the hope that some day the old love would bloom again in Reginald’s heart, and he would write to her; but the long summer days dragged wearily along, and still no letter came. The newspapers teemed with stories of battle and carnage, and eagerly she read them, but always with the same result: the tears welled up and blurred the closing lines– the name she sought was looked for in vain, and the dull aching returned to her sinking heart. Letters to the other girls sometimes contained brief mention of him, and presented always the same picture of him– a morose, unsmiling, desperate man, always in the thickest of the fight, begrimed with powder, and moving calm and unscathed through tempests of shot and shell, as if he bore a charmed life.


But at last, in a long list of maimed and killed, poor Lucretia read these terrible words, and fell fainting to the floor: “R. D. Whittaker, private soldier, desperately wounded!”




CHAPTER IV.


On a couch in one of the wards of a hospital at Washington lay a wounded soldier; his head was so profusely bandaged that his features were not visible: but there was no mistaking the happy face of the young girl who sat beside him– it was Lucretia Borgia Smith’s. She had hunted him out several weeks before, and since that time she had patiently watched by him and nursed him, coming in the morning as soon as the surgeon had finished dressing his wounds, and never leaving him until relieved at nightfall. A ball had shattered his lower jaw, and he could not utter a syllable; through all her weary vigils she had never once been blessed with a grateful word from his dear lips; yet she stood to her post bravely and without a murmur, feeling that when he did get well again she would hear that which would more than reward her for all her devotion.


At the hour we have chosen for the opening of this chapter, Lucretia was in a tumult of happy excitement; for the surgeon had told her that at last her Whittaker had recovered sufficiently to admit of the removal of the bandages from his head, and she was now waiting with feverish impatience for the doctor to come and disclose the loved features to her view. At last he came, and Luoretia, with beaming eyes and fluttering heart, bent over the couch with anxious expectancy. One bandage was removed, then another and another, and lo! the poor wounded face was revealed to the light of day.


“O my own dar—”


What have we here! What is the matter! Alas! it was the face of a stranger!


Poor Lucretia! With one hand covering her upturned eyes, she staggered back with a moan of anguish. Then a spasm of fury distorted her countenance as she brought her fist down with a crash that made the medicine bottles on the table dance again, and exclaimed:


“Oh! confound my cats, if I haven’t gone and fooled away three mortal weeks here, snuffling and slobbering over the wrong soldier!”


It was a sad, sad truth. The wretched but innocent and unwitting impostor was R. D., or Richard Dilworthy Whittaker, of Wisconsin, the soldier of dear little Eugenie Le Mulligan, of that State, and utterly unknown to our unhappy Lucretia B. Smith.


Such is life, and the tail of the serpent is over us all. Let us draw the curtain over this melancholy history– for melancholy it must still remain, during a season at least, for the real Reginald de Whittaker has not turned up yet.







37Literature in the Dry Diggings




ALTHOUGH A RESIDENT of San Francisco, I never heard much about the “Art Union Association” of that city until I got hold of some old newspapers during my three months’ stay in the Big Tree region of Calaveras county. Up there, you know, they read everything, because in most of those little camps they have no libraries, and no books to speak of, except now and then a patent office report or a prayer-book, or literature of that kind, in a general way, that will hang on and last a good while when people are careful with it, like miners; but as for novels, they pass them around and wear them out in a week or two. Now there was Coon, a nice, bald-headed man at the hotel in Angel’s Camp, I asked him to lend me a book, one rainy day; he was silent a moment, and a shade of melancholy flitted across his fine face, and then he said: “Well, I’ve got a mighty responsible old Webster Unabridged, what there is left of it, but they started her sloshing around and sloshing around and sloshing around the camp before ever I got a chance to read her myself; and next she went to Murphy’s, and from there she went to Jackass Gulch, and now she’s gone to San Andreas, and I don’t expect I’ll ever see that book again. But what makes me mad is, that for all they’re so handy about keeping her sashaying around from shanty to shanty and from camp to camp, none of ’em’s ever got a good word for her. Now Coddington had her a week, and she was too many for him– he couldn’t spell the words; he tackled some of them regular busters, tow’rd the middle, you know, and they throwed him; next. Dyer, he tried her a jolt, but he couldn’t pronounce ’em– Dyer can hunt quail or play seven-up as well as any man, understand, but he can’t pronounce worth a cuss; he used to worry along well enough, though, till he’d flush one of them rattlers with a clatter of syllables as long as a string of sluice-boxes, and then he’d lose his grip and throw up his hand; and so, finally, Dick Stoker harnessed her, up there at his cabin, and sweated over her and cussed over her and rastled with her for as much as three weeks, night and day, till he got as far as R, and then passed her over to ’Lige Pickerell, and said she was the all-firedest dryest reading that ever he struck. Well, well, if she’s come back from San Andreas, you can get her, and prospect her, but I don’t reckon there’s a good deal left of her by this time, though time was when she was as likely a book as any in the State, and as hefty, and had an amount of general information in her that was astonishing, if any of these cattle had known enough to get it out of her.” And ex-corporal Coon proceeded cheerlessly to scout with his brush after the straggling hairs on the rear of his head and drum them to the front for inspection and roll-call, as was his usual custom before turning in for his regular afternoon nap.







38An Unbiased Criticism


The California Art Union– Its Moral Effects upon the Youth of Both Sexes Carefully Considered and Candidly Commented Upon.




THE EDITOR OF The Californian ordered me to go to the rooms of the California Art Union and write an elaborate criticism upon the pictures upon exhibition there, and I beg leave to report that the result is hereunto appended, together with bill for same.


I do not know anything about Art and very little about music or anatomy, but nevertheless I enjoy looking at pictures and listening to operas, and gazing at handsome young girls, about the same as people do who are better qualified by education to judge of merit in these matters.


After writing the above rather neat heading and preamble on my foolscap, I proceeded to the new Art Union rooms last week to see the paintings, about which I had read so much in the papers during my recent three months’ stay in the Big Tree region of Calaveras county; they read everything, up there, and consequently all the Art criticisms, and the “Parlor Theatricals vs. Christian Commission” controversy, and even the quarrels in the advertising columns between rival fire-proof safe and sewing-machine companies were devoured with avidity. Why, they eventually became divided on these questions, and discussed them with a spirit of obstinacy and acrimony that I have seldom seen equaled in the most important religious and political controversies. I have known a Grover & Baker fanatic to cut his own brother dead because he went for the Florence. As you have already guessed, perhaps, the county and township elections were carried on these issues alone, almost. I took sides, of course– every man had to– there was no shirking the responsibility; a man must be one thing or the other, either Florence or Grover & Baker, unless, of course, he chose to side with some outside machine faction, strong enough to be somewhat formidable. I was a bitter Florence man, and I think my great speech in the bar-room of the Union Hotel, at Angel’s, on the night of the 13th of February, will long be remembered as the deadliest blow the unprincipled Grover & Baker cabal ever got in that camp, and as having done more to thwart their hellish designs upon the liberties of our beloved country than any single effort of any one man that was ever made in that county. And in that same speech I administered a scathing rebuke to the “Lillie Union and Constitution Fire and Burglar Proof Safe Party,” (for I was a malignant Tilton & McFarland man and would break bread and eat salt with none other,) that made even the most brazen among them blush for the infamous and damnable designs they had hatched and were still hatching against the Palladium of Freedom in Calaveras county. The concluding passage of my speech was considered to have been the finest display of eloquence and power ever heard in that part of the country, from Rawhide Ranch to Deadhorse Flat. I said:


“FELLOW-CITIZENS: A word more, and I am done. Men of Calaveras– men of Coyote Flat– men of Jackass– BEWARE OF CODDINGTON! [Cheers.] Beware of this atrocious ditch-owner– this vile water-rat– this execrable dry-land shrimp– this bold and unprincipled mud-turtle, who sells water to Digger, Chinaman, Greaser and American alike, and at the self-same prices– who would sell you, who would sell me, who would SELL US ALL, to carry out the destructive schemes of the ‘Enlightened [Bah!] Freedom & Union Grover & Baker Loop-Stitch Sewing Machine Party’ [groans] of which wretched conglomeration of the ruff-scruff and rag-tag-and-bob-tail of noble old Calaveras he is the appropriate leader– BEWAR-R-E of him! [Tremendous applause.] Again I charge you as men whom future generations will hold to a fearful responsibility, to BEWARE OF CODDINGTON! [Tempests of applause.] Beware of this unsavory remnant of a once pure and high-minded man! [2] [Renewed applause.] Beware of this faithless modern Esau, who would sell his birthright of freedom and ours, for a mess of pottage!– for a mess of tripe!– for a mess of sauerkraut and garlic!– for a mess of anything under the sun that a Christian Florence patriot would scorn and a Digger Indian turn from with loathing and disgust! [3] [Thunders of applause.] Remember Coddington on election day! and remember him but to damn him! I appeal to you, sovereign and enlightened Calaverasses, and my heart tells me that I do not appeal in vain! I have done. [Earthquakes of applause that made the welkin tremble for many minutes, and finally died away in hoarse demands for the villain Coddington, and threats to lynch him.]


I felt exhausted, and in need of rest after my great effort, and so I tore myself from my enthusiastic friends and went home with Coddington to his hospitable mansion, where we partook of an excellent supper and then retired to bed, after playing several games of seven-up for beer and booking


The contest on election day was bitter, and to the last degree exciting, but principles triumphed over party jugglery and chicanery, and we carried everything but the Constable, (Unconditional Button-Hole Stitch and Anti-Parlor Theatrical candidate,) and Tax Collector, (Moderate Lillie Fire-Proof and Fusion Grover & Button-Hole Stitch Machines,) and County Assessor, (Radical Christian Commission and Independent Sewing Machine candidate,) and we could have carried these, also, but at the last moment fraudulent handbills were suddenly scattered abroad containing sworn affidavits that a Tilton & McFarland safe, on its way from New York, had melted in the tropical sunshine after fifteen minutes’ exposure on the Isthmus; also, that the lock stitch, back-stitch, fore-and-aft, forward-and-back, down-the-middle, double-and-twist, and the other admirable stitches and things upon which the splendid reputation of the Florence rests, had all been cabbaged from the traduced and reviled Button-Hole Stitch and Grover & Baker machines; also, that so far from the Parlor-Theatrical-Christian-Commission controversy being finished, it had sprung up again in San Francisco, and by latest advices the Opposition was ahead. What men could do, we did, but although we checked the demoralization that had broken out in our ranks, we failed to carry all our candidates. We sent express to San Andreas and Columbia, and had strong affidavits– sworn to by myself and our candidates– printed, denouncing the other publications as low and disreputable falsehoods and calumnies, whose shameless authors ought to be driven beyond the pale of civilized society, and winding up with the withering revelation that the rain had recently soaked through one of Lillie’s Fire and Burglar-Proof safes in San Francisco, and badly damaged the books and papers in it; and that, in the process of drying, the safe warped so that the door would not swing on its hinges, and had to be “prized” open with a butter-knife. O, but that was a rough shot! It blocked the game and saved the day for us– and just at the critical moment our reserve (whom we had sent for and drummed up in Tuolumne and the adjoining counties, and had kept out of sight and full of chain-lightning, sudden death and scorpion-bile all day in Tom Deer’s back-yard,) came filing down the street as drunk as loons, with a drum and fife and lighted transparencies, (daylight and dark were all the same to them in their condition,) bearing such stirring devices as:



“The Florence is bound to rip, therefore,

LET HER RIP!”


“Grover & Baker, how are you Now?”


“Nothing can keep the Opposition cool in the other world but Tilton & McFarland’s Chilled Iron Safes!” etc., etc.




A vast Florence machine on wheels led the van, and a sick Chinaman bearing a crippled Grover & Baker brought up the rear. The procession reeled up to the polls with deafening cheers for the Florence and curses for the “loop stitch scoun’rels,” and deposited their votes like men for freedom of speech, freedom of the press and freedom of conscience in the matter of sewing machines, provided they are Florences.


I had a very comfortable time in Calaveras County, in spite of the rain, and if I had my way I would go back there, and argue the sewing machine question around Coon’s bar-room stove again with the boys on rainy evenings. Calaveras possesses some of the grandest natural features that have ever fallen under the contemplation of the human mind-such as the Big Trees, the famous Morgan gold mine which is the richest in the world at the present time, perhaps, and “straight” whisky that will throw a man a double somersault and limber him up like boiled macaroni before he can set his glass down. Marvelous and incomprehensible is the straight whisky of Angel’s Camp!


But I digress to some extent, for maybe it was not really necessary to be quite so elaborate as I have been in order to enable the reader to understand that we were in the habit of reading everything thoroughly that fell in our way at Angel’s, and that consequently we were familiar with all that had appeared in print about the new Art Union rooms. They get all the papers regularly every evening there, 24 hours out from San Francisco.


However, now that I have got my little preliminary point established to my satisfaction, I will proceed with my Art criticism.


The rooms of the California Art Union are pleasantly situated over the picture store in Montgomery street near the Eureka Theatre, and the first thing that attracts your attention when you enter is a beautiful and animated picture representing the Trial Scene in the Merchant of Venice. They did not charge me anything for going in there, because the Superintendent was not noticing at the time, but it is likely he would charge you or another man twenty-five cents– I think he would, because when I tried to get a dollar and a half out of a fellow I took for a stranger, the new-comer said the usual price was only two bits, and besides he was a heavy life-member and not obliged to pay anything at all– so I had to let him in for a quarter, but I had the satisfaction of telling him we were not letting life-members in free, now, as much as we were. It touched him on the raw. I let another fellow in for nothing, because I had cabined with him a few nights in Esmeralda several years ago, and I thought it only fair to be hospitable with him now that I had a chance. He introduced me to a friend of his named Brown, (I was hospitable to Brown also,) and me and Brown sat down on a bench and had a long talk about Washoe and other things, and I found him very entertaining for a stranger. He said his mother was a hundred and thirteen years old, and he had an aunt who died in her infancy, who, if she had lived, would have been older than his mother, now. He judged so because, originally, his aunt was born before his mother was. That was the first thing he told me, and then we were friends in a moment. It could not but be flattering to me, a stranger, to be made the recipient of information of so private and sacred a nature as the age of his mother and the early decease of his aunt, and I naturally felt drawn towards him and bound to him by a stronger and a warmer tie than the cold, formal introduction that had previously passed between us. I shall cherish the memory of the ensuing two hours as being among the purest and happiest of my checkered life. I told him frankly who I was, and where I came from, and where I was going to, and when I calculated to start, and all about my uncle Ambrose, who was an Admiral, and was for a long time in command of a large fleet of canal boats, and about my gifted aunt Martha, who was a powerful poetess, and a dead shot with a brickbat at forty yards, and about myself and how I was employed at good pay by the publishers of The Californian to come up there and write an able criticism upon the pictures in the Art Union– indeed I concealed nothing from Brown, and in return he concealed nothing from me, but told me everything he could recollect about his rum old mother, and his grandmother, and all his relations, in fact. And so we talked, and talked, and exchanged these tender heart-reminiscences until the sun drooped far in the West, and then Brown said “Let’s go down and take a drink.”



[2] He used to belong to the Florence at first

—M. T.


[3] I grant you that that last part was a sort of a strong figure, seeing that that tribe are not over-particular in the matter of diet, and don’t usually go back on anything that they can chaw.

—M. T.









39Important Correspondence


Between Mr. Mark Twain of San Francisco, and Rev. Bishop Hawks, D.D., Of New York, Rev. Phillips Brooks of Philadelphia, and Rev. Dr. Cummings of Chicago, Concerning the Occupancy of Grace Cathedral.




FOR A LONG TIME I have taken a deep interest in the efforts being made to induce the above-named distinguished clergymen– or, rather, some one of them– to come out here and occupy the pulpit of the noble edifice known as Grace Cathedral. And when I saw that the vestry were uniformly unsuccessful, although doing all that they possibly could to attain their object, I felt it my duty to come forward and throw the weight of my influence– such as it might be– in favor of the laudable undertaking. That by so doing I was not seeking to curry favor with the vestry– and that my actions were prompted by no selfish motive of any kind whatever– is sufficiently evidenced by the fact that I am not a member of Grace Church, and never had any conversation with the vestry upon the subject in hand, and never even hinted to them that I was going to write to the clergymen. What I have done in the matter I did of my own free will and accord, without any solicitation from anybody, and my actions were dictated solely by a spirit of enlarged charity and good feeling toward the congregation of Grace Cathedral. I seek no reward for my services; I desire none but the approval of my own conscience and the satisfaction of knowing I have done that which I conceived to be my duty, to the best of my ability.


M. T.




The correspondence which passed between myself and the Rev. Dr. Hawks was as follows:


LETTER FROM MYSELF TO BISHOP HAWKS.



San Francisco, March, 1865.


Rev. Dr. Hawks.


Dear Doctor.– Since I heard that you have telegraphed the vestry of Grace Cathedral here, that you cannot come out to San Francisco and carry on a church at the terms offered you, viz: $7,000 a year, I have concluded to write you on the subject myself. A word in your ear: say nothing to anybody– keep dark– but just pack up your traps and come along out here– I will see that it is all right. That $7,000 dodge was only a bid– nothing more. They never expected you to clinch a bargain like that. I will go to work and get up a little competition among the cloth, and the result of it will be that you will make more money in six months here than you would in New York in a year. I can do it. I have a great deal of influence with the clergy here, and especially with the Rev. Dr. Wadsworth and the Rev. Mr. Stebbins– I write their sermons for them. (This latter fact is not generally known, however, and maybe you had as well not mention it.) I can get them to strike for higher wages any time.


You would like this berth. It has a greater number of attractive features than any I know of. It is such a magnificent field, for one thing,– why, sinners are so thick that you can’t throw out your line without hooking several of them; you’d be surprised– the flattest old sermon a man can grind out is bound to corral half a dozen. You see, you can do such a land-office business on such a small capital. Why, I wrote the most rambling, incomprehensible harangue of a sermon you ever heard in your life for one of the Episcopalian ministers here, and he landed seventeen with it at the first dash; then I trimmed it up to suit Methodist doctrine, and the Rev. Mr. Thomas got eleven more; I tinkered the doctrinal points again, and Stebbins made a lot of Unitarian converts with it; I worked it over once more, and Dr. Wadsworth did almost as well with it as he usually does with my ablest compositions. It was passed around, after that, from church to church, undergoing changes of dress as before, to suit the vicissitudes of doctrinal climate, until it went the entire rounds. During its career we took in, altogether, a hundred and eighteen of the most abject reprobates that ever traveled on the broad road to destruction.


You would find this a remarkably easy berth– one man to give out the hymns, another to do the praying, another to read the chapter from the Testament– you would have nothing in the world to do but read the litany and preach– no, not read the litany, but sing it. They sing the litany here, in the Pontifical Grand Mass style, which is pleasanter and more attractive than to read it. You need not mind that, though; the tune is not difficult, and required no more musical taste or education than is required to sell “Twenty-four– self-sealing– envelopes– for f-o-u-r cents,” in your city. I like to hear the litany sung. Perhaps there is hardly enough variety in the music, but still the effect is very fine. Bishop Kip never could sing worth a cent, though. However, he has gone to Europe now to learn. Yes, as I said before, you would have nothing in the world to do but preach and sing that litany; and, between you and me, Doc, as regards the music, if you could manage to ring in a few of the popular and familiar old tunes that the people love so well you would be almost certain to create a sensation. I think I can safely promise you that. I am satisfied that you could do many a thing that would attract less attention than would result from adding a spirited variety to the music of the litany.


Your preaching will be easy. Bring along a barrel of your old obsolete sermons; the people here will never know the difference.


Drop me a line, Hawks; I don’t know you, except by reputation, but I like you all the same. And don’t you fret about the salary. I’ll make that all right, you know. You need not mention to the vestry of Grace Cathedral, though, that I have been communicating with you on this subject. You see, I do not belong to their church, and they might think I was taking too much trouble on their account– though I assure you, upon my honor, it is no trouble in the world to me; I don’t mind it; I am not busy now, and I would rather do it than not. All I want is to have a sure thing that you get your rights. You can depend upon me. I’ll see you through this business as straight as a shingle; I haven’t been drifting around all my life for nothing. I know a good deal more than a boiled carrot, though I may not appear to. And although I am not of the elect, so to speak, I take a strong interest in these things, nevertheless, and I am not going to stand by and see them come any seven-thousand-dollar arrangement over you. I have sent them word in your name that you won’t take less than $18,000, and that you can get $25,000 in greenbacks at home. I also intimated that I was going to write your sermons– I thought it might have a good effect, and every little helps, you know. So you can just pack up and come along– it will be all right– I am satisfied of that. You needn’t bring any shirts, I have got enough for us both. You will find there is nothing mean about me– I’ll wear your clothes, and you can wear mine, just the same as so many twin brothers. When I like a man, I like him, and I go to my death for him. My friends will all be fond of you, and will take to you as naturally as if they had known you a century. I will introduce you, and you will be all right. You can always depend on them. If you were to point out a man and say you did not like him, they would carve him in a minute.


Hurry along, Bishop. I shall be on the lookout for you, and will take you right to my house and you can stay there as long as you like, and it shan’t cost you a cent.


Very truly yours,


Mark Twain.






REPLY OF BISHOP HAWKS.



New York,

April, 1865.


My Dear Mark.– I had never heard of you before I received your kind letter, but I feel acquainted with you now as if I had known you for years. I see that you understand how it is with us poor laborers in the vineyard, and feel for us in our struggles to gain a livelihood. You will be blessed for this– you will have your reward for the deeds done in the flesh– you will get your deserts hereafter. I am really sorry I cannot visit San Francisco, for I can see now that it must be a pleasant field for the earnest worker to toil in; but it was ordered otherwise, and I submit with becoming humility. My refusal of the position at $7,000 a year was not precisely meant to be final, but was intended for what the ungodly term a “flyer”– the object being, of course, to bring about an increase of the amount. That object was legitimate and proper, since it so nearly affects the interests not only of myself, but of those who depend upon me for sustenance and support. Perhaps you remember a remark made once to a vestry who had been solicited to increase my salary, my family being a pretty large one: they declined, and said it was promised that Providence would take care of the young ravens. I immediately retorted, in my happiest vein, that there was no similar promise concerning the young Hawks, though! I thought it was very good, at the time. The recollection of it has solaced many a weary hour since then, when all the world around me seemed dark and cheerless, and it is a source of tranquil satisfaction to me to think of it even at this day.


No; I hardly meant my decision to be final, as I said before, but subsequent events have compelled that result in spite of me. I threw up my parish in Baltimore, although it was paying me very handsomely, and came to New York to see how things were going in our line. I have prospered beyond my highest expectations. I selected a lot of my best sermons– old ones that had been forgotten by everybody– and once a week I let one of them off in the Church of the Annunciation here. The spirit of the ancient sermons bubbled forth with a bead on it and permeated the hearts of the congregation with a new life, such as the worn body feels when it is refreshed with rare old wine. It was a great hit. The timely arrival of the “call” from San Francisco insured success to me. The people appreciated my merits at once. A number of gentlemen immediately clubbed together and offered me $10,000 a year, and agreed to purchase for me the Church of St. George the Martyr, up town, or to build a new house of worship for me if I preferred it. I closed with them on these terms, my dear Mark, for I feel that so long as not even the little sparrows are suffered to fall to the ground unnoted, I shall be mercifully cared for; and besides, I know that come what may, I can always eke out an existence so long as the cotton trade holds out as good as it is now. I am in cotton to some extent, you understand, and that is one reason why I cannot venture to leave here just at present to accept the position offered me in San Francisco. You see I have some small investments in that line which are as yet in an undecided state, and must be looked after.


But time flies, Mark, time flies; and I must bring this screed to a close and say farewell– and if forever, then forever fare thee well. But I shall never forget you, Mark– never!


Your generous solicitude in my behalf– your splendid inventive ability in conceiving of messages to the vestry calculated to make them offer me a higher salary– your sublime intrepidity in tendering those messages as having come from me– your profound sagacity in chaining and riveting the infatuation of the vestry with the intimation that you were going to write my sermons for me– your gorgeous liberality in offering to divide your shirts with me and to make common property of all other wearing apparel belonging to both parties– your cordial tender of your friends’ affections and their very extraordinary services– your noble hospitality in providing a home for me in your palatial mansion– all these things call for my highest admiration and gratitude, and call not in vain, my dearest Mark. I shall never cease to pray for you and hold you in kindly and tearful remembrance. Once more, my gifted friend, accept the fervent thanks and the best wishes of


Your obliged servant,


Rev. Dr. Hawks.






Writes a beautiful letter, don’t he?


But when the Bishop uses a tabooed expression, and talks glibly about doing a certain thing “just for a flyer,” don’t he shoulder the responsibility of it on to “the ungodly,” with a rare grace?


And what a solid comfort that execrable joke has been to his declining years, hasn’t it? If he goes on thinking about it and swelling himself up on account of it, he will be wanting a salary after a while that will break any church that hires him. However, if he enjoys it, and really thinks it was a good joke, I am very sure I don’t want to dilute his pleasure in the least by dispelling the illusion. It reminds me, though, of a neat remark which the editor of Harper’s Magazine made three years ago, in an article wherein he was pleading for charity for the harmless vanity of poor devil scribblers who imagine they are gifted with genius. He said they didn’t know but what their writing was fine– and then he says: “Don’t poor Martin Farquhar Tupper fondle his platitudes and think they are poems?” That’s it. Let the Bishop fondle his little joke– no doubt it is just as good to him as if it were the very soul of humor.


But I wonder who in the mischief is “St.-George-the-Martyr-Up-Town?” However, no matter– the Bishop is not going to take his chances altogether with St.-George-the-Martyr-Up-Town, or with the little sparrows that are subject to accidents, either– he has a judicious eye on cotton. And he is right, too. Nobody deserves to be helped who don’t try to help himself, and “faith without works” is a risky doctrine.


Now, what is your idea about his last paragraph? Don’t you think he is spreading it on rather thick?– as “the ungodly” would term it. Do you really think there is any rain behind all that thunder and lightning? Do you suppose he really means it? They are mighty powerful adjectives– uncommonly powerful adjectives– and sometimes I seem to smell a faint odor of irony about them. But that could hardly be. He evidently loves me. Why, if I could be brought to believe that that reverend old humorist was discharging any sarcasm at me, I would never write to him again as long as I live. Thinks I will “get my deserts hereafter”– I don’t hardly like the ring of that, altogether.


He says he will pray for me, though. Well, he couldn’t do anything that would fit my case better, and he couldn’t find a subject who would thank him more kindly for it than I would. I suppose I shall come in under the head of “sinners at large”– but I don’t mind that; I am no better than any other sinner and I am not entitled to especial consideration. They pray for the congregation first, you know– and with considerable vim; then they pray mildly for other denominations; then for the near relations of the congregation; then for their distant relatives; then for the surrounding community; then for the State; then for the Government officers; then for the United States; then for North America; then for the whole Continent; then for England, Ireland and Scotland; France, Germany and Italy; Russia, Prussia and Austria; then for the inhabitants of Norway, Sweden and Timbuctoo; and those of Saturn, Jupiter and New Jersey; and then they give the niggers a lift, and the Hindoos a lift, and the Turks a lift, and the Chinese a lift; and then, after they have got the fountain of mercy baled out as dry as an ash-hopper, they be-speak the sediment left in the bottom of it for us poor “sinners at large.”


It ain’t just exactly fair, is it? Sometimes, (being a sort of a Presbyterian in a general way, and a brevet member of one of the principal churches of that denomination,) I stand up in devout attitude, with downcast eyes, and hands clasped upon the back of the pew before me, and listen attentively and expectantly for awhile; and then rest upon one foot for a season; and then upon the other; and then insert my hands under my coat-tails and stand erect and look solemn; and then fold my arms and droop forward and look dejected; and then cast my eye furtively at the minister; and then at the congregation; and then grow absent-minded, and catch myself counting the lace bonnets; and marking the drowsy members; and noting the wide-awake ones; and averaging the bald heads; and afterwards descend to indolent conjectures as to whether the buzzing fly that keeps stumbling up the window-pane and sliding down backwards again will ever accomplish his object to his satisfaction; and, finally, I give up and relapse into a dreary reverie– and about this time the minister reaches my department, and brings me back to hope and consciousness with a kind word for the poor “sinners at large.”


Sometimes we are even forgotten altogether and left out in the cold– and then I call to mind the vulgar little boy who was fond of hot biscuits, and whose mother promised him that he should have all that were left if he would stay away and keep quiet and be a good little boy while the strange guest ate his breakfast; and who watched that voracious guest till the growing apprehension in his young bosom gave place to demonstrated ruin and then sung out: “There! I know’d how it was goin’ to be– I know’d how it was goin’ to be, from the start! Blamed if he hain’t gobbled the last biscuit!”


I do not complain, though, because it is very seldom that the Hindoos and the Turks and the Chinese get all the atoning biscuits and leave us sinners at large to go hungry. They do remain at the board a long time, though, and we often get a little tired waiting for our turn. How would it do to be less diffuse? How would it do to ask a blessing upon the specialities– I mean the congregation and the immediate community– and then include the whole broad universe in one glowing fervent appeal? How would it answer to adopt the simplicity and the beauty and the brevity and the comprehensiveness of the Lord’s Prayer as a model? But perhaps I am wandering out of my jurisdiction.


The letters I wrote to the Rev. Phillips Brooks of Philadelphia, and the Rev. Dr. Cummings of Chicago, urging them to come here and take charge of Grace Cathedral, and offering them my countenance and support, will be published next week, together with their replies to the same.







40Further Of Mr. Mark Twain’s Important Correspondence




IPROMISED, LAST WEEK, that I would publish in the present number of The Californian the correspondence held between myself and Rev. Phillips Brooks of Philadelphia, and Rev. Dr. Cummins of Chicago, but I must now beg you to release me from that promise. I have just received telegrams from these distinguished clergymen suggesting the impolicy of printing their letters; the suggestion is accompanied by arguments, so able, so pointed and so conclusive that, although I saw no impropriety in it before, I am forced now to concede that it would be very impolitic to publish their letters. It could do but little good, perhaps, and might really do harm, in awakening a diseased curiosity in the public mind concerning the private matters of ministers of the gospel. The telegrams and accompanying arguments are as follows:


FROM REV. PHILLIPS BROOKS.



Philadelphia,

Friday, May 12.


Mr. Mick Twine: [4] Am told you have published Bishop Hawks’ letter. You’ll ruin the clergy! Don’t– don’t publish mine. Listen to reason– come, now, don’t make an ass of yourself. Draw on me for five hundred dollars.


Rev. Phillips Brooks.




[Although I feel it my duty to suppress his letter, it is proper to state for the information of the public, that Phil. gets a higher salary where he is, and consequently he cannot come out here and take charge of Grace Cathedral. Mem.– He is in petroleum to some extent, also.

—M. T.]


FROM REV. DR. CUMMINS.



Chicago,

Thursday, May 11.


Mr. MacSwain: [5] Have you really been stupid enough to publish Bishop Hawks’ letter? Gee-whillikins! don’t publish mine. Don’t be a fool, Mike. Draw on me for five or six hundred.


Rev. Dr. Cummins.




[I am conscious that it would be improper to print the Doctor’s letter, but it may be as well to observe that he also gets a higher salary where he is, and consequently he cannot come out here and take charge of Grace Cathedral. Mem.– He is speculating a little in grain.

—M. T.]


I am afraid I was rather hasty in publishing Bishop Hawks’ letter. I am sorry I did it. I suppose there is no chance now to get an Argument out of him, this late in the day.



[4] [5] Excuse the unhappy telegraph– it never spells names right.

—M. T.




FOREIGN CORRESPONDENCE.


I am a suffering victim of my infernal disposition to be always trying to oblige somebody without being asked to do it. Nobody asked me to help the vestry of Grace Cathedral to hire a minister; I dashed into it on my own hook, in a spirit of absurd enthusiasm, and a nice mess I have made of it. I have not succeeded in securing either of the three clergymen I wanted, but that is not the worst of it– I have brought such a swarm of low-priced back-country preachers about my ears that I begin to be a little appalled at the work of my own hands. I am afraid I have evoked a spirit that I cannot lay. A single specimen of the forty-eight letters addressed to me from the interior will suffice to show the interest my late publication has excited:


FROM REV. MR. BROWN.



Grasshopper Chateau, 1865.


Bro. Twain: I feel that the opportunity has arrived at last for me to make a return somewhat in kind for the countless blessings which have been poured– poured, as it were– upon my unworthy head. If you get the vacancy in Grace Cathedral for me, I will accept it at once, and at any price, notwithstanding I should sacrifice so much here in a worldly point of view, and entail so much unhappiness upon my loving flock by so doing– for I feel that I am “called,” and it is not for me, an humble instrument, to disobey. [The splotch you observe here is a tear.] It stirs the deepest emotions in my breast to think that I shall soon leave my beloved flock; bear with this seeming childishness, my friend, for I have reared this dear flock, and tended it for years, and I fed it with spiritual food, and sheared it– ah, me, and sheared it– I cannot go on– the subject is too harrowing. But I’ll take that berth for less than any man on the continent, if you’ll get it for me. I send you specimen sermons– some original and some selected and worked over.


Your humble and obedient servant,


T. St. Matthew Brown.






They all want the berth at Grace Cathedral. They would all be perfectly satisfied with $7,000 a year. They are all willing to sacrifice their dearest worldly interests and break the tenderest ties that bind them to their rural homes, to come and fight the good fight in our stately church. They all feel that they could do more good and serve their master better in a wider sphere of action. They all feel stirring within them souls too vast for confinement in narrow flats and gulches. And they all want to come here and spread. And worse than all, they all devil me with their bosh, and send me their sermons to read, and come and dump their baggage in my hall, and take possession of my bed-rooms by assault, and carry my dinner-table by storm, instead of inflicting these miseries upon the vestry of Grace Cathedral, who are the proper victims, by virtue of their office. Why in thunder do they come harrassing me? What have I got to do with the matter? Why, I do not even belong to the church, and have got no more to do with hiring pastors for it than the Dey of Algiers has. I wish they would ease up a little on me; I mixed into this business a little too brashly– so to speak– and without due reflection; but if I get out of it once all right, I’ll not mix in any more; now that’s honest– I never will.


I have numerous servants, but they are all worked down. My housekeeper is on the verge of open rebellion. Yesterday she said: “I lay I’ll take and hyste some of them preachers out of this mighty soon, now.” And she’ll do it. I shall regret it. I could entertain no sentiment but that of regret to see a clergyman “hysted” out of my establishment, but what am I to do? I cannot help it. If I were to interfere I should get “hysted” myself.


My clerical guests are healthy. Their appetites are good. They are not particular as to food. They worry along very well on spring chickens. I don’t feel safe with them, though, because if it is considered that a steamboat on the Mississippi is inviting disaster when she ventures to carry more than two ministers at a time, isn’t it likely that the dozen I have got in my house will eventually produce an earthquake? The tradition goes that three clergymen on a steamboat will ground her, four will sink her, and five and a gray mare added will blow her up. If I had a gray mare in my stable, I would leave this city before night.







41How I Went to the Great Race between Lodi and Norfolk




THERE CAN BE NO USE in my writing any account whatever of the great race, because that matter has already been attended to in the daily papers. Therefore, I will simply describe to you how I went to the race. But before I begin, I would like to tell you about Homestead– Benj. W. Homestead, of the Incidental Hotel. [I do not wish to be too severe, though, and so I use fictitious names, to prevent your finding out who it is I refer to, and where his place of business is.]


It will ease my mind to tell you about him. You know Homestead, clerk at the Incidental Hotel, and you know he has the reputation of being chatty, and sociable, and accommodating– a man, in fact, eminently fitted to make a guest feel more at home in the hotel than in his own house with his own wife, and his own mother, and his wife’s mother, and her various friends and relatives, and all the other little comforts that go to make married life a blessing, and create what is known as “Sweet Home,” and which is so deservedly popular– I mean among people who have not tried it. You know Homestead as that kind of a man. Therefore, you would not suppose that attractive exterior of his, and that smiling visage, and that seductive tongue capable of dark and mysterious crimes.


Very well, I will ask you to listen to a plain, unprejudiced statement of facts:


On or about the 21st of the present month, it became apparent to me that the forthcoming race between Norfolk and Lodi was awakening extraordinary attention all over the Pacific coast, and even far away in the Atlantic States. I saw that if I failed to see this race I might live a century, perhaps, without ever having an opportunity to see its equal. I went at once to a livery stable– the man said his teams had all been engaged a week before I called. I got the same answer at all the other livery stables, except one. They told me there that they had a nice dray, almost-new, and a part of a horse– they said part of a horse because a good deal of him was gone, in the way of a tail, and one ear and a portion of the other, and his upper lip, and one eye; and, inasmuch as his teeth were exposed, and he had a villainous cast in his remaining eye, these defects, added to his damaged ears and departed tail, gave him an extremely “gallus” and unprepossessing aspect– but they only asked two hundred and forty dollars for the turn-out for the day.


I resisted the yearning I felt to hire this unique establishment. Then they said they had a capacious riding-horse left, but all the seats on him except one had been engaged; they said he was an unusually long horse, and he could seat seven very comfortably; and that he was very gentle, and would not kick up behind; and that one of the choicest places on him for observation was still vacant, and I could have it for nineteen dollars– and so on and so on; and while the passenger agent was talking, he was busy measuring off a space of nine inches for me pretty high up on the commodious animal’s neck.


It seemed to me that the prospect of going to the races was beginning to assume a very “neck-or-nothing” condition, but nevertheless I steadfastly refused the supercargo’s offer, and he sold the vacancy to a politician who was used to being on the fence and would naturally consider a seat astride a horse’s neck in the light of a pleasant variety.


I then walked thoughtfully down to the Incidental, turning over in my mind various impossible expedients for getting out to the Ocean Race-Course. I thought of the horse-cars and the steam-cars, but without relief, for neither of these conveyances could carry me within four miles of the place. At the hotel I met the abandoned Homestead, and as nearly as I can recollect, the following conversation ensued:


“Ah, Mark, you’re the very man I was looking for. Take a drink? “


I cannot be positive, but it is my impression that I either stated that I would, or else signified assent by a scarcely perceptible eagerness of manner common to me under circumstances of this nature.


While we were drinking, Homestead remarked, with considerable vivacity:


“Yes, I was just looking for you. I am going out to the great race on Tuesday, and I’ve a vacancy and want company. I’d like to have you go along with me if you will.”


I set my glass down with a suddenness and decision unusual with me on such occasions, and seizing his hand, I wrung it with heartfelt warmth and cordiality. It is humiliating to me to reflect, now, that at that moment I even shed some tears of gratitude, and felt them coursing down the backbone of my nose and dripping from the end of it.


Never mind the remainder of the conversation– suffice it that I was charged to be at the Incidental punctually at ten o’clock on Tuesday morning, and that I promised to do so.


Well, at the appointed time, I was there. That is, I was as near as I could get– I was on the outskirts of a crowd that occupied all the pavement outside and filled the office inside. Young Smith, of Buncombe and Brimstone, approached me with an air of superiority, and remarked languidly that he guessed he would go to the races. He dropped his airs, though, very suddenly, and came down to my level when I told him I was going to the races also. He said he thought all the conveyances in town had been secured a week ago. I assumed a crushing demeanor of wealthy indifference, and remarked, rather patronizingly, that I had seen greater races– in Europe and other places– and did not care about seeing this one, but then Homestead had insisted so on my going with him that—


“The very devil!” says young Smith, “give us your hand! we’re compangyongs dew vo-yaj!” (he affects the French, does young Smith,)– “I’m going with Homestead, too, my boy!”


We grew cordial in a moment, and went around, arm-in-arm, patronizing the balance of the crowd. But somehow, every man we accosted silenced our batteries as I had silenced young Smith’s in the first place– they were all going with Homestead. I tell you candidly, and in all seriousness, that when I came to find out that there were a hundred and fifty men there, all going to the races, and all going with Homestead, I began to think it was– was– singular, at the very least, not to say exceedingly strange.


But I am tired of this infamous subject– I am tired of this disgraceful narrative, and I shall not finish it.


However, as I have gone this far, I will quote from a conversation that occurred in front of the hotel at ten o’clock. The degraded Homestead stepped out at the door, and bowed, and smiled his hated smile, and said, blandly:


“Ah, you are all here, I see. I am glad you are so punctual, for there is nothing that worries me so much when I am going on a little trip like this for recreation, as to be delayed. Well, boys, time presses– let’s make a start.”


“I guess we’re all ready, Mr. Homestead,” said one gentleman, “but– but how are you going?”


The depraved Homestead smiled, as if he were going to say something very smart, and then, “Oh,” says he, “I’m going to walk!”


I have made a plain, simple statement of the facts connected with this outrage, and they can be substantiated by every man who was present upon that occasion. I will now drop this subject forever.







42Just “One More Unfortunate”




IMMORALITY IS NOT DECREASING in San Francisco. I saw a girl in the city prison last night who looked as much out of place there as I did myself– possibly more so. She was petite and diffident, and only sixteen years and one month old. To judge by her looks, one would say she was as sinless as a child. But such was not the case. She had been living with a strapping young nigger for six months! She told her story as artlessly as a school-girl, and it did not occur to her for a moment that she had been doing anything unbecoming; and I never listened to a narrative which seemed more simple and straightforward, or more free from ostentation and vain-glory. She told her name, and her age, to a day; she said she was born in Holborn, City of London; father living, but gone back to England; was not married to the negro, but she was left without anyone to take care of her, and he had taken charge of that department and had conducted it since she was fifteen and a half years old very satisfactorily. All listeners pitied her, and said feelingly: “Poor heifer! poor devil!” and said she was an ignorant, erring child, and had not done wrong willfully and knowingly, and they hoped she would pass her examination for the Industrial School and be removed from the temptation and the opportunity to sin. Tears– and it was a credit to their manliness and their good feeling– tears stood in the eyes of some of those stern policemen.


O, woman, thy name is humbug! Afterwards, while I sat taking some notes, and not in sight from the women’s cell, some of the old blisters fell to gossiping, and lo! young Simplicity chipped in and clattered away as lively as the vilest of them! It came out in the conversation that she was hail fellow well met with all the old female rapscallions in the city, and had had business relations with their several establishments for a long time past. She spoke affectionately of some of them, and the reverse of others; and dwelt with a toothsome relish upon numberless reminiscences of her social and commercial intercourse with them. She knew all manner of men, too– men with quaint and suggestive names, for the most part– and liked “Oyster-eyed Bill,” and “Bloody Mike,” and “The Screamer,” but cherished a spirit of animosity toward “Foxy McDonald” for cutting her with a bowie-knife at a strumpet ball one night. She a poor innocent kitten! Oh! She was a scallawag whom it would be base flattery to call a prostitute! She a candidate for the Industrial School! Bless you, she has graduated long ago. She is competent to take charge of a University of Vice. In the ordinary branches she is equal to the best; and in the higher ones, such as ornamental swearing, and fancy embroidered filigree slang, she is a shade superior to any artist I ever listened to.







43Answers to Correspondents


-I-




“Discarded Lover.”– “I loved, and still love, the beautiful Edwitha Howard, and intended to marry her. Yet, during my temporary absence at Benicia, last week, alas! she married Jones. Is my happiness to be thus blasted for life? Have I no redress?”


Of course you have. All the law, written and unwritten, is on your side. The intention and not the act constitutes crime– in other words, constitutes the deed. If you call your bosom friend a fool, and intend it for an insult, it is an insult; but if you do it playfully, and meaning no insult, it is not an insult. If you discharge a pistol accidentally, and kill a man, you can go free, for you have done no murder; but if you try to kill a man, and manifestly intend to kill him, but fail utterly to do it, the law still holds that the intention constituted the crime, and you are guilty of murder. Ergo, if you had married Edwitha accidentally, and without really intending to do it, you would not actually be married to her at all, because the act of marriage could not be complete without the intention. And ergo, in the strict spirit of the law, since you deliberately intended to marry Edwitha, and didn’t do it, you are married to her all the same– because, as I said before, the intention constitutes the crime. It is as clear as day that Edwitha is your wife, and your redress lies in taking a club and mutilating Jones with it as much as you can. Any man has a right to protect his own wife from the advances of other men. But you have another alternative– you were married to Edwitha first, because of your deliberate intention, and now you can prosecute her for bigamy, in subsequently marrying Jones. But there is another phase in this complicated case: You intended to marry Edwitha, and consequently, according to law, she is your wife– there is no getting around that; but she didn’t marry you, and if she never intended to marry you, you are not her husband, of course. Ergo, in marrying Jones, she was guilty of bigamy, because she was the wife of another man at the time; which is all very well as far as it goes– but then, don’t you see, she had no other husband when she married Jones, and consequently she was not guilty of bigamy. Now, according to this view of the case, Jones married a spinster, who was a widow at the same time and another man’s wife at the same time, and yet who had no husband and never had one, and never had any intention of getting married, and therefore, of course, never had been married; and by the same reasoning you are a bachelor, because you have never been anyone’s husband; and a married man, because you have a wife living; and to all intents and purposes a widower, because you have been deprived of that wife; and a consummate ass for going off to Benicia in the first place, while things were so mixed. And by this time I have got myself so tangled up in the intricacies of this extraordinary case that I shall have to give up any further attempt to advise you– I might get confused and fail to make myself understood. I think I could take up the argument where I left off, and by following it closely awhile, perhaps I could prove to your satisfaction, either that you never existed at all, or that you are dead now, and consequently don’t need the faithless Edwitha– I think I could do that, if it would afford you any comfort.




“Nomme De Plume.” writes as follows:



Mr. Mark Twain—


Sir: I wish to call your attention to a matter which has come to my notice frequently, but before doing so, I may remark, en passant, that I don’t see why your parents should have called you Mark Twain; had they known your ardent nature, they would doubtless have named you Water-less Twain. However, Mark what I am about to call your attention to, and I do so knowing you to be “capable and honest” in your inquiries after truth, and that you can fathom the mysteries of Love. Now I want to know why, (and this is the object of my enquiry,) a man should proclaim his love in large gilt letters over his door and in his windows. Why does he do so? You may have noticed in the Russ House Block, one door south of the hotel entrance an inscription thus: “I Love Land.” Now if this refers to real estate he should not say “love;” he should say “like.” Very true, in speaking of one’s native soil, we say, “Yes, my native land I love thee,” but I am satisfied that even if you could suppose this inscription had any remote reference to a birthplace, it does not mean a ranch or eligibly-situated town site. Why does he do it? Why does he?


Yours, without prejudice,


Nomme De Plume.




Now, did it never strike this sprightly Frenchman that he could have gone in there and asked the man himself “why he does it,” as easily as he could write to me on the subject? But no matter– this is just about the weight of the important questions usually asked of editors and answered in the “Correspondents’ Column;” sometimes a man asks how to spell a difficult word– when he might as well have looked in the dictionary; or he asks who discovered America– when he might have consulted history; or he asks who in the mischief Cain’s wife was– when a moment’s reflection would have satisfied him that nobody knows and nobody cares– at least, except himself. The Frenchman’s little joke is good, though, for doubtless “Quarter-less twain,” would sound like “Water-less twain,” if uttered between two powerful brandy punches. But as to why the man in question loves land– I cannot imagine, unless his constitution resembles mine, and he don’t love water.




“Arabella.”– No, neither Mr. Dan Setchell nor Mr. Gottschalk are married. Perhaps it will interest you to know that they are both uncommonly anxious to marry, however. And perhaps it will interest you still more to know that in case they do marry, they will doubtless wed females; I hazard this, because, in discussing the question of marrying, they have uniformly expressed a preference for your sex. I answer your inquiries concerning Miss Adelaide Phillips in the order in which they occur, by number, as follows: I. No. II. Yes. III. Perhaps. IV “Scasely.”




“Persecuted Unfortunate.”– You say you owe six months’ board, and you have no money to pay it with, and your landlord keeps harassing you about it, and you have made all the excuses and explanations possible, and now you are at a loss what to say to him in future. Well, it is a delicate matter to offer advice in a case like this, but your distress impels me to make a suggestion, at least, since I cannot venture to do more. When he next importunes you, how would it do to take him impressively by the hand and ask, with simulated emotion, “Monsieur Jean, voire chien, comme se porte-il?” Doubtless that is very bad French, but you will find that it will answer just as well as the unadulterated article.




“Arthur Augustus.”– No; you are wrong; that is the proper way to throw a brickbat or a tomahawk; but it doesn’t answer so well for a bouquet; you will hurt somebody if you keep it up. Turn your nosegay upside down, take it by the stems, and toss it with an upward sweep. Did you ever pitch quoits? that is the idea. The practice of recklessly heaving immense solid bouquets, of the general size and weight of prize cabbages, from the dizzy altitude of the galleries, is dangerous and very reprehensible. Now, night before last, at the Academy of Music, just after Signorina had finished that exquisite melody, “The Last Rose of Summer,” one of these floral pile-drivers came cleaving down through the atmosphere of applause, and if she hadn’t deployed suddenly to the right, it would have driven her into the floor like a shingle nail. Of course that bouquet was well meant; but how would you like to have been the target? A sincere compliment is always grateful to a lady, so long as you don’t try to knock her down with it.



These six “Answers to Correspondents” are the complete text as originally published in The Californian in 1865, not the excerpts appearing in the original Twain collections.

—ecm









44Answers to Correspondents


-II-




“Amateur Serenader.”– Yes, I will give you some advice, and do it with a good deal of pleasure. I live in a neighborhood which is well stocked with young ladies, and consequently I am excruciatingly sensitive upon the subject of serenading. Sometimes I suffer. In the first place, always tune your instruments before you get within three hundred yards of your destination. This will enable you to take your adored unawares, and create a pleasant surprise by launching out at once upon your music. It astonishes the dogs and cats out of their presence of mind, too, so that if you hurry you can get through before they have a chance to recover and interrupt you; besides, there is nothing captivating in the sounds produced in tuning a lot of melancholy guitars and fiddles, and neither does a group of able-bodied sentimental young men so engaged look at all dignified. Secondly, clear your throats and do all the coughing you have got to do before you arrive at the seat of war. I have known a young lady to be ruthlessly startled out of her slumbers by such a sudden and direful blowing of noses and “h’m-h’m-ing” and coughing, that she imagined the house was beleaguered by victims of consumption from the neighboring hospital. Do you suppose the music was able to make her happy after that? Thirdly, don’t stand right under the porch and howl, but get out in the middle of the street, or better still, on the other side of it. Distance lends enchantment to the sound. If you have previously transmitted a hint to the lady that she is going to be serenaded, she will understand whom the music is for; besides, if you occupy a neutral position in the middle of the street, maybe all the neighbors round will take stock in your serenade, and invite you to take wine with them. Fourthly, don’t sing a whole opera through; enough of a thing’s enough. Fifthly, don’t sing “Lily Dale.” The profound satisfaction that most of us derive from the reflection that the girl treated of in that song is dead, is constantly marred by the resurrection of the lugubrious ditty itself by your kind of people. Sixthly, don’t let your screaming tenor soar an octave above all the balance of the chorus, and remain there setting everybody’s teeth on edge for four blocks around; and, above all, don’t let him sing a solo; probably there is nothing in the world so suggestive of serene contentment and perfect bliss as the spectacle of a calf chewing a dishrag; but the nearest approach to it is your reedy tenor, standing apart, in sickly attitude, with head thrown back and eyes uplifted to the moon, piping his distressing solo. Now do not pass lightly over this matter, friend, but ponder it with that seriousness which its importance entitles it to. Seventhly, after you have run all the chickens and dogs and cats in the vicinity distracted, and roused them into a frenzy of crowing, and cackling, and yawling, and caterwauling, put up your dreadful instruments and go home. Eighthly, as soon as you start, gag your tenor– otherwise he will be letting off a screech every now and then, to let the people know he is around. Your amateur tenor is notoriously the most self-conceited of all God’s creatures. Tenthly, don’t go serenading at all; it is a wicked, unhappy, and seditious practice, and a calamity to all souls that are weary and desire to slumber and would be at rest. Eleventhly and lastly, the father of the young lady in the next block says that if you come prowling around his neighborhood again, with your infamous scraping and tooting and yelling, he will sally forth and deliver you into the hands of the police. As far as I am concerned myself, I would like to have you come, and come often; but as long as the old man is so prejudiced, perhaps you had better serenade mostly in Oakland, or San José, or around there somewhere,




“St. Clair Higgins.” Los Angeles.– “My life is a failure; I have adored, wildly, madly, and she whom I love has turned coldly from me and shed her affections upon another. What would you advise me to do?”


You should set your affections on another also– or on several, if there are enough to go round. Also, do everything you can to make your former flame unhappy. There is an absurd idea disseminated in novels, that the happier a girl is with another man, the happier it makes the old lover she has blighted. Don’t allow yourself to believe any such nonsense as that. The more cause that girl finds to regret that she did not marry you, the more comfortable you will feel over it. It isn’t poetical, but it is mighty sound doctrine.




“Arithmeticus.” Virginia, Nevada.– “If it would take a cannon-ball 3 and 1/3 seconds to travel four miles, and 3 and 3/8 seconds to travel the next four, and 3 and 5/8 to travel the next four, and if its rate of progress continued to diminish in the same ratio, how long would it take it to go fifteen hundred million miles?”


I don’t know.




“Ambitious Learner,” Oakland.– Yes; you are right, America was not discovered by Alexander Selkirk.




“Julia Maria.”– Fashions? It is out of my line, Maria. How am I to know anything about such mysteries– I that languish alone? Sometimes I am startled into a passing interest in such things, but not often. Now, a few nights ago, I was reading the Dramatic Chronicle at the opera, between the acts– reading a poem in it, and reading it after my usual style of ciphering out the merits of poetry, which is to read a line or two near the top, a verse near the bottom and then strike an average, (even professional critics do that)– when– well, it had a curious effect, read as I happened to read it:



“What shall I wear?” asked Addie St. Clair,


As she stood by her mirror so young and fair—




and then I skipped a line or so, while I returned the bow of a strange young lady, who, I observed too late, had intended that courtesy for a ruffian behind me, instead of for myself, and read:



The modiste replied, “It were wicked to hide


Such peerless perfection that should be your pride”—




and then I skipped to the climax, to get my average, and read:



“My beautiful bride!” a low voice replied,


As handsome Will Vernon appeared at her side,


“If you wish from all others my heart to beguile,


Wear a smile tonight, darling– your own sunny smile.”




Now there’s an airy costume for you! a “sunny smile!” There’s a costume, which, for simplicity and picturesqueness, grand-discounts a Georgia major’s uniform, which is a shirt-collar and a pair of spurs. But when I came to read the remainder of the poem, it appeared that my new Lady Godiva had other clothes beside her sunny smile, and so– it is not necessary to pursue a subject further which no longer possesses any startling interest. Ask me no questions about fashions, Julia, but use your individual judgment in the matter– “wear your own sunny smile,” and such millinery traps and trimmings as may be handy and will be likely to set it off to best advantage.




“Nom De Plume.”– Behold! the Frenchman cometh again, as follows:



Your courteous attention to my last enquiry induces this acknowledgment of your kindness. I availed myself of your suggestions and made the enquiry of the gentleman, and he told me very frankly that it was– none of my business. So you see we do sometimes have to apply to your correspondence column for correct information, after all. I read in the papers a few days since some remarks upon the grammatical construction of the sentences– “Sic semper traditoris” and “Sic semper traditoribus,” and I procured a Latin grammar in order to satisfy myself as to the genative, dative and ablative cases of traitors– and while wending my weary way homewards at a late hour of the night, thinking over the matter, and not knowing what moment some cut-throat would knock me over, and, as he escaped, flourishing my watch and portmanteau, exclaim, “Sic semper tyrannis,” I stumbled over an individual lying on the sidewalk, with a postage stamp pasted on his hat in lieu of a car ticket, and evidently in the objective case to the phrase “how come you so?” As I felt in his pockets to see if his friends had taken care of his money, lest he might be robbed, he exclaimed, tragically, “Si(hic) semper tarantula-juice!” Not finding the phrase in my grammar, which I examined at once, I thought of your advice and asked him what he meant, said he “I mean jis what I say, and I intend to sti-hic to it.” He was quarter-less, Twain; when I sounded him he hadn’t a cent, although he smelled strong of a 5-scent shop.






“Melton Mowbray,” Dutch Flat.– This correspondent sends a lot of doggerel, and says it has been regarded as very good in Dutch Flat. I give a specimen verse:



The Assyrian came down like a wolf on the fold,


And his cohorts were gleaming with purple and gold;


And the sheen of his spears was like stars on the sea,


When the blue wave rolls nightly on deep Galilee. [6]




There, that will do. That may be very good Dutch Flat poetry, but it won’t do in the metropolis. It is too smooth and blubbery; it reads like buttermilk gurgling from a jug. What the people ought to have is something spirited– something like “Johnny Comes Marching Home.” However, keep on practicing, and you may succeed yet. There is genius in you, but too much blubber.



[6] This piece of pleasantry, published in a San Francisco paper, was mistaken by the country journals for seriousness, and many and loud were the denunciations of the ignorance of author and editor, in not knowing that the lines in question were “written by Byron.”

—M.T.




CHARMING SIMPLICITY.


I once read the following paragraph in a newspaper:



POWERFUL METAPHOR.– A Western editor, speaking of a quill-driving contemporary, says “his intellect is so dense that it would take the auger of common sense longer to bore into it than it would to bore through Mont Blanc with a boiled carrot!”




I have found that man. And I have found him– not in Stockton– not in Congress– not even in the Board of Education– but in the editorial sanctum of the Gold Hill News. Hear him:



BYRON BUSTED.– The most fearful exhibition of literary ignorance– to say nothing of literary judgment– that we have had occasion to notice in many a year, is presented by the San Francisco Californian, a professedly literary journal. It is among the “Answers to Correspondents.” Lord Byron’s magnificent and universally admired verses on the Destruction of Sennacherib, are sent from Dutch Flat to the Californian, and are there not recognized, but denounced as a “lot of doggerel.” Ye Gods! Perhaps the editor will try to get out of his “fix” by saying it was all in fun– that it is a Dutch Nix joke!




Come, now, friend, about what style of joke would suit your capacity?– because we are anxious to come within the comprehension of all. Try a good old one; for instance: “Jones meets Smith; says Smith, ‘I’m glad it’s raining, Jones, because it’ll start everything out of the ground.’ ‘Oh, Lord, I hope not,’ says Jones, ‘because then it would start my first wife out!’” How’s that? Does that “bore through?”




“Laura Matilda.”– No, Mr. Dan Setchell has never been in the House of Correction. That is to say he never went there by compulsion; he remembers going there once to visit a very dear friend– one of his boyhood’s friends– but the visit was merely temporary, and he only stayed five or six weeks.




“Professional Beggar.”– NO; you are not obliged to take greenbacks at par.




NOTE.– Several letters, chiefly from young ladies and young bachelors, remain over, to be answered next week, want of space precluding the possibility of attending to them at present. I always had an idea that most of the letters written to editors were written by the editors themselves. But I find, now, that I was mistaken.
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“Moral Statistician.”– I don’t want any of your statistics; I took your whole batch and lit my pipe with it. I hate your kind of people. You are always ciphering out how much a man’s health is injured, and how much his intellect is impaired, and how many pitiful dollars and cents he wastes in the course of ninety-two years’ indulgence in the fatal practice of smoking; and in the equally fatal practice of drinking coffee; and in playing billiards occasionally; and in taking a glass of wine at dinner, etc., etc., etc. And you are always figuring out how many women have been burned to death because of the dangerous fashion of wearing expansive hoops, etc., etc., etc. You never see more than one side of the question. You are blind to the fact that most old men in America smoke and drink coffee, although, according to your theory, they ought to have died young; and that hearty old Englishmen drink wine and survive it, and portly old Dutchmen both drink and smoke freely, and yet grow older and fatter all the time. And you never by to find out how much solid comfort, relaxation, and enjoyment a man derives from smoking in the course of a lifetime (which is worth ten times the money he would save by letting it alone), nor the appalling aggregate of happiness lost in a lifetime your kind of people from not smoking. Of course you can save money by denying yourself all the little vicious enjoyments for fifty years; but then what can you do with it? What use can you put it to? Money can’t save your infinitesimal soul. All the use that money can be put to is to purchase comfort and enjoyment in this life; therefore, as you are an enemy to comfort and enjoyment, where is the use of accumulating cash? It won’t do for you say that you can use it to better purpose in furnishing a good table, and in charities, and in supporting tract societies, because you know yourself that you people who have no petty vices are never known to give away a cent, and that you stint yourselves so in the matter of food that you are always feeble and hungry. And you never dare to laugh in the daytime for fear some poor wretch, seeing you in a good humor, will try to borrow a dollar of you; and in church you are always down on your knees, with your eyes buried in the cushion, when the contribution-box comes around; and you never give the revenue officer: full statement of your income. Now you know these things yourself, don’t you? Very well, then what is the use of your stringing out your miserable lives to a lean and withered old age? What is the use of your saving money that is so utterly worthless to you? In a word, why don’t you go off somewhere and die, and not be always trying to seduce people into becoming as “ornery” and unlovable as you are yourselves, by your villainous “moral statistics”? Now I don’t approve of dissipation, and I don’t indulge in it, either; but I haven’t a particle of confidence in a man who has no redeeming petty vices, and so I don’t want to hear from you any more. I think you are the very same man who read me a long lecture last week about the degrading vice of smoking cigars, and then came back, in my absence, with your reprehensible fireproof gloves on, and carried off my beautiful parlor stove.




“Simon Wheeler,” Sonora.– The following simple and touching remarks and accompanying poem have just come to hand from the rich gold-mining region of Sonora:



To Mr. Mark Twain: The within parson, which I have set to poetry under the name and style of “He Done His Level Best,” was one among the whitest men I ever see, and it ain’t every man that knowed him that can find it in his heart to say he’s glad the poor cuss is busted and gone home to the States. He was here in an early day, and he was the handiest man about takin’ holt of anything that come along you most ever see, I judge. He was a cheerful, stirrin’ cretur, always doin’ somethin’, and no man can say he ever see him do anything by halvers. Preachin’ was his nateral gait, but he warn’t a man to lay back an’ twidle his thumbs because there didn’t happen to be nothin’ do in his own especial line– no, sir, he was a man who would meander forth and stir up something for hisself. His last acts was to go his pile on “Kings-and” (calklatin’ to fill, but which he didn’t fill), when there was a “flush” out agin him, and naterally, you see, he went under. And so he was cleaned out as you may say, and he struck the home-trail, cheerful but flat broke. I knowed this talonted man in Arkansaw, and if you would print this humbly tribute to his gorgis abilities, you would greatly obleege his onhappy friend.


Sonora, Southern Mines,

June, 1865.




HE DONE HIS LEVEL BEST



Was he a mining on the flat—


He done it with a zest;


Was he a leading of the choir—


He done his level best.





If he’d a reg’lar task to do,


He never took no rest;


Or if ’twas off-and-on– the same—


He done his level best.





If he was preachin’ on his beat,


He’d tramp from east to west,


And north to south– in cold and heat—


He done his level best.





He’d yank a sinner outen (Hades),[6]


And land him with the blest;


Then snatch a prayer’n waltz in again,


And do his level best.





He’d cuss and sing and howl and pray,


And dance and drink and jest,


And lie and steal– all one to him—


He done his level best.





Whate’er this man was sot to do,


He done it with a zest;


No matter what his contract was,


HE’D DO HIS LEVEL BEST.




Verily, this man was gifted with “gorgis abilities,” and it is a happiness to me to embalm the memory of their luster in these columns. If it were not that the poet crop is unusually large and rank in California this year, I would encourage you to continue writing, Simon Wheeler; but, as it is, perhaps it might be too risky in you to enter against so much opposition.



[6] You observe that I have taken the liberty to alter a word for you, Simon– to tone you down a little, as it were. Your language was unnecessarily powerful.

—M. T.]




“Inquirer” wishes to know which is the best brand of smoking tobacco, and how it is manufactured. The most popular– mind, I do not feel at liberty to give an opinion as to the best, and so I simply say the most popular– smoking tobacco is the miraculous conglomerate they call “Killikinick.” It is composed of equal parts of tobacco stems, chopped straw, “old soldiers,” fine shavings, oak-leaves, dog-fennel, corn shucks, sunflower petals, outside leaves of the cabbage plant, and any refuse of any description whatever that costs nothing and will burn. After the ingredients are thoroughly mixed together, they are run through a chopping machine and soaked in a spittoon. The mass is then sprinkled with fragrant Scotch snuff, packed into various seductive shapes, labeled “Genuine Killikinick, from the old original manufactory at Richmond,” and sold to consumers at a dollar a pound. The choicest brands contain a double portion of “old soldiers,” and sell at a dollar and a half. “Genuine Turkish” tobacco contains a treble quantity of “old soldiers,” and is worth two or three dollars, according to the amount of service the said “old soldiers” have previously seen. N.B.– This article is preferred by the Sultan of Turkey; his picture and autograph are on the label. Take a handful Of “Killikinick,” crush it as fine as you can, and examine it closely, and you will find that you can make as good an analysis of it as I have done; you must not expect to discover any particles of genuine tobacco by this rough method, however– to do that it will be necessary to take your specimen to the mint and subject it to a fire-assay. A good article of cheap tobacco is now made of chopped pine straw and Spanish moss; it contains one “old soldier” to the ton, and is called “Fine Old German Tobacco.”




“Anna Maria” says as follows:



We have got such a nice literary society, O! you can’t think! It is made up of members of our church, and we meet and read poetry and sketches and essays, and such things– mostly original– in fact, we have got talent enough among ourselves, without having to borrow reading matter from books and newspapers. We met a few evenings since at a dwelling on Howard, between Seventh and Eighth, and ever so many things were read. It was a little dull, though, until a young gentleman, (who is a member of our church, and oh, so gifted!) unrolled a bundle of manuscript and read such a funny thing about “Love’s Bakery,” where they prepare young people for matrimony, and about a young man who was engaged to be married, and who had the small-pox, and the erysipelas, and lost one eye and got both legs broken, and one arm, and got the other arm pulled out by a carding-machine, and finally got so damaged that there was scarcely anything of him left for the young lady to marry. You ought to have been there to hear how well he read it, and how they all laughed. We went right to work and nominated him for the Presidency of the Society, and he only lost it by two votes.




Yes, dear, I remember that “such a funny thing” which he read– I wrote it myself, for The Californian, last October. But as he read it well, I forgive him– I can’t bear to hear a good thing read badly. You had better keep an eye on that gifted young man, though, or he will be treating you to Washington’s Farewell Address in manuscript the first thing you know– and if that should pass unchallenged, nothing in the world could save him from the Presidency.




“Literary Connoisseur” asks “Who is the author of these fine lines?



‘Let dogs delight to bark and bite,


For God hath made them so!’”




Here is a man gone into ecstasies of admiration over a nursery rhyme! Truly, the wonders of this new position of mine do never cease. The longer I hold it the more I am astonished, and every new applicant for information, who comes to me, leaves me more helplessly stunned than the one who went before him. No, I don’t know who wrote those “fine lines,” but I expect old Wat’s-’is-name, who wrote old Watt’s hymns, is the heavy gun you are after. However, it may be a bad guess, and if you find it isn’t him, why then lay it on Tupper. That is my usual method. It is awkward to betray ignorance. Therefore, when I come across anything in the poetry line, which is particularly mild and aggravating, I always consider it pretty safe to lay it on Tupper. The policy is subject to accidents, of course, but then it works pretty well, and I hit oftener than I miss. A “connoisseur” should never be in doubt about anything. It is ruinous. I will give you a few hints. Attribute all the royal blank verse, with a martial ring to it, to Shakespeare; all the grand ponderous ditto, with a solemn luster as of holiness about it, to Milton; all the ardent love poetry, tricked out in affluent imagery, to Byron; all the scouring, dashing, descriptive warrior rhymes to Scott; all the sleepy, tiresome, rural stuff, to Thomson and his eternal Seasons; all the genial, warm-hearted jolly Scotch poetry, to Burns; all the tender, broken-hearted song-verses to Moore; all the broken-English poetry to Chaucer or Spenser– whichever occurs to you first; all the heroic poetry, about the impossible deeds done before Troy, to Homer; all the nauseating rebellion mush-and-milk about young fellows who have come home to die– just before the battle, mother– to George F. Root and kindred spirits; all the poetry that everybody admires and appreciates, but nobody ever reads or quotes from, to Dryden, Cowper and Shelley; all the grave-yard poetry to Elegy Gray or Wolfe, indiscriminately; all the poetry that you can’t understand, to Emerson; all the harmless old platitudes, delivered with a stately and oppressive pretense of originality, to Tupper, and all the “Anonymous” poetry to yourself. Bear these rules in mind, and you will pass muster as a connoisseur; as long as you can talk glibly about the “styles” of authors, you will get as much credit as if you were really acquainted with their works. Throw out a mangled French phrase occasionally, and you will pass for an accomplished man, and a Latin phrase dropped now and then will gain you the reputation of being a learned one. Many a distinguished “connoisseur” in belles lettres and classic erudition travels on the same capital I have advanced you in this rather lengthy paragraph. Make a note of that “Anonymous” suggestion– never let a false modesty deter you from “cabbaging” anything you find drifting about without an owner. I shall publish a volume of poems, shortly, over my signature, which became the “children of my fancy” in this unique way.




“Etiquetticus,” Monitor Silver Mines.– “If a lady and gentleman are riding on a mountain trail, should the lady precede the gentleman, or the gentleman precede the lady?”


It is not a matter of politeness at all– it is a matter of the heaviest mule. The heavy mule should keep the lower side, so as to brace himself and stop the light one should he lose his footing. But to my notion you are worrying yourself a good deal more than necessary about etiquette, up there in the snow belt. You had better be skirmishing for bunch-grass to feed your mule on, now that the snowy season is nearly ready to set in.
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“True Son Of The Union.”– Very well, I will publish the following extract from one of the dailies, since you seem to consider it necessary to your happiness, and since your trembling soul has found in it evidence of lukewarm loyalty on the part of the Collector– but candidly, now, don’t you think you are in rather small business? I do, anyhow, though I do not wish to flatter you:



BATTLE OF BUNKER HILL.


San Francisco, June 17, 1865.


Messrs. Editors: Why is it that on this day, the greatest of all in the annals of the rights of man– viz: the Glorious Anniversary of the Battle of Bunker Hill– our Great Ensign of Freedom does not appear on the Custom House? Perhaps our worthy Collector is so busy Senator-making that it might have escaped his notice. You will be pleased to assign an excuse for the above official delinquency, and oblige


A New England Mechanic.




. . . . . .


Why was that published? I think it was simply to gratify a taste for literary pursuits which has suddenly broken out in the system of the artisan from New England; or perhaps he has an idea, somehow or other, in a general way, that it would be a showing of neat and yet not gaudy international politeness for Collectors of ports to hoist their flags in commemoration of British victories, (for the physical triumph was theirs, although we claim all the moral effect of a victory;) or perhaps it struck him that “this day, the greatest of all in the annals of the rights of man,” (whatever that may mean, for it is a little too deep for me,) was a fine, high-sounding expression, and yearned to get it off in print; or perhaps it occurred to him that “the Glorious Anniversary,” and “our Great Ensign of Freedom,” being new and startling figures of speech, would probably create something of a sensation if properly marshaled under the leadership of stunning capitals, and so he couldn’t resist the temptation to trot them out in grand dress parade before the reading public; or perhaps, finally, he really did think the Collector’s atrocious conduct partook of the character of a devilish “official delinquency,” and imperatively called for explanation or “excuse.” And still, after all this elaborate analysis, I am considerably “mixed” as to the actual motive for publishing that thing.


But observe how quibbling and fault-finding breed in a land of newspapers. Yesterday I had the good fortune to intercept the following bitter communication on its way to the office of a contemporary, and I am happy in being able to afford to the readers of The Californian the first perusal of it:



Editors of the Flaming Loyalist: What does it mean? The extraordinary conduct of Mr. John Doe, one of the highest Government officials among us, upon the anniversary of the battle of Bunker Hill– that day so inexpressibly dear to every loyal American heart because our patriot forefathers got worsted upon that occasion– is matter of grave suspicion. It was observed (by those who have closely watched Mr. Doe’s actions ever since he has been in office, and who have thought his professions of loyalty lacked the genuine ring,) that this man, who has uniformly got drunk, heretofore, upon all the nation’s great historical days, remained thoroughly sober upon the hallowed 17th of June. Is not this significant? Was this the pardonable forgetfulness of a loyal officer, or rather, was it not the deliberate act of a malignant and a traitorous heart? You will be pleased to assign an excuse for the above official delinquency, and oblige


A Sentinel Agriculturist upon the National Watchtower.




Now isn’t that enough to disgust any man with being an officeholder? Here is a drudging public servant who has always served his masters patiently and faithfully, and although there was nothing in his instructions requiring him to get drunk on national holidays, yet with an unselfishness, and an enlarged public spirit, and a gushing patriotism that did him infinite credit, he did always get as drunk as a loon on these occasions– ay, and even upon any occasion of minor importance when an humble effort on his part could shed additional luster upon his country’s greatness, never did he hesitate a moment to go and fill himself full of gin. Now observe how his splendid services have been appreciated– behold how quickly the remembrance of them hath passed away– mark how the tried servant has been rewarded. This grateful officer– this pure patriot– has been known to get drunk five hundred, times in a year for the honor and glory of his country and his country’s flag, and no man cried “Well done, thou good and faithful servant”– yet the very first time he ventures to remain sober on a battle anniversary (exhausted by the wear and tear of previous efforts, no doubt,) this spying “Agriculturist,” who has deserted his onion-patch to perch himself upon the National Watch-Tower at the risk of breaking his meddlesome neck, discovers the damning fact that he is firm on his legs, and sings out: “He don’t keep up his lick!– he’s DISLOYAL!”


Oh, stuff! a public officer has a hard enough time of it, at best, without being constantly hauled over the coals for inconsequential and insignificant trifles. If you must find fault, go and ferret out something worth while to find fault with– if John Doe or the Collector neglect the actual business they are required by the Government to transact, impeach them. But pray allow them a little poetical license in the choice of occasions for getting drunk and hoisting the National flag. If the oriental artisan and the sentinel agriculturalist held the offices of these men, would they ever attend to anything else but the flag-flying and gin-soaking outward forms of patriotism and official industry?




“Socrates Murphy.”– You speak of having given offense to a gentleman at the opera by unconsciously humming an air which the tenor was singing at the time. Now, part of that is a deliberate falsehood. You were not doing it “unconsciously;” no man does such a mean, vulgar, egotistical thing as that unconsciously. You were doing it to “show off;” you wanted the people around you to know you had been to operas before, and to think you were not such an ignorant, self-conceited, supercilious ass as you looked. I can tell you Arizona opera-sharps, any time; you prowl around beer cellars and listen to some howling-dervish of a Dutchman exterminating an Italian air, and then you come into the Academy and prop yourself up against the wall with the stuffy aspect and the imbecile leer of a clothing store dummy, and go to droning along about half an octave below the tenor, and disgusting everybody in your neighborhood with your beery strains. [N.B.– If this rough-shod eloquence of mine touches you on a raw spot occasionally, recollect that I am talking for your good. Murphy, and that I am simplifying my language so as to bring it clearly within the margin of your comprehension; it might be gratifying to you to be addressed as if you were an Oxford graduate, but then you wouldn’t understand it, you know.] You have got another abominable habit, my sage-brush amateur. When one of those Italian footmen in British uniform comes in and sings “O tol de rol!– O Signo-o-o-ra!– loango– congo– Venezue-e-e-la! whack fol de rol!” (which means, “noble madame! here’s one of them dukes from the palace, out here, come to borrow a dollar and a half,”) you always stand with expanded eyes and mouth, and one pile-driver uplifted, and your sprawling hands held apart in front of your face, like a couple of canvas-covered hams, and when he gets almost through, how you do uncork your pent-up enthusiasm, and applaud with hoof and palm! You have it pretty much to yourself, and then you look sheepish when you find everybody staring at you. But how very idiotic you do look when something really fine is sung– you generally keep quiet, then. Never mind, though, Murphy, entire audiences do things at the opera that they have no business to do; for instance, they never let one of those thousand-dollar singers finish– they always break in with their ill-timed applause, just as he or she, as the case may be, is preparing to throw all his or her concentrated sweetness into the final strain, and so all that sweetness is lost. Write me again. Murphy, I shall always be happy to hear from you.




“Arithmeticus.” Virginia, Nevada.– “I am an enthusiastic student of mathematics, and it is so vexatious to me to find my progress constantly impeded by these mysterious arithmetical technicalities. Now do tell me what the difference is between geometry and conchology?”


Here you come again with your arithmetical conundrums, when I am suffering death with a cold in the head. If you could have seen the expression of scorn that darkened my countenance a moment ago, and was instantly split from the center in every direction like a fractured looking-glass by my last sneeze, you never would have written that disgraceful question. Conchology is a science which has nothing to do with mathematics; it relates only to shells. At the same time, however, a man who opens oysters for a hotel, or shells a fortified town, or sucks eggs, is not, strictly speaking, a conchologist– a fine stroke of sarcasm that, but it will be lost on such an unintellectual clam as you. Now compare conchology and geometry together, and you will see what the difference is, and your question will be answered. But don’t torture me with any more arithmetical horrors until you know I am rid of my cold. I feel the bitterest animosity toward you at this moment– bothering me in this way, when I can do nothing but sneeze and rage and snort pocket-handkerchiefs to atoms. If I had you in range of my nose now I would blow your brains out.




“Young Mother.”– And so you think a baby is a thing of beauty and a joy forever? Well, the idea is pleasing, but not original; every cow thinks the same of its own calf. Perhaps the cow may not think it so elegantly, but still she thinks it nevertheless. I honor the cow for it. We all honor this touching maternal instinct wherever we find it, be it in the home of luxury or in the humble cow-shed. But really, madam, when I come to examine the matter in all its bearings, I find that the correctness of your assertion does not assert itself in all cases. A soiled baby, with a neglected nose, cannot be conscientiously regarded as a thing of beauty; and inasmuch as babyhood spans but three short years, no baby is competent to be a joy “forever.” It pains me thus to demolish two-thirds of your pretty sentiment in a single sentence; but the position I hold in this chair requires that I shall not permit you to deceive and mislead the public with your plausible figures of speech. I know a female baby, aged eighteen months, in this city, which cannot hold out as a “joy” twenty-four hours on a stretch, let alone “forever.” And it possesses some of the most remarkable eccentricities of character and appetite that have ever fallen under my notice. I will set down here a statement of this infant’s operations (conceived, planned, and earned out by itself, and without suggestion or assistance from its mother or anyone else), during a single day; and what I shall say can be substantiated by the sworn testimony of witnesses.


It commenced by eating one dozen large blue-mass pills, box and all; then it fell down a flight of stairs, and arose with a blue and purple knot on its forehead, after which it proceeded in quest of further refreshment and amusement. It found a glass trinket ornamented with brass-work– smashed up and ate the glass, and then swallowed the brass. Then it drank about twenty drops of laudanum, and more than a dozen tablespoonfuls of strong spirits of camphor. The reason why it took no more laudanum was because there was no more to take. After this it lay down on its back, and shoved five or six, inches of a silver-headed whalebone cane down its throat; got it fast there, and it was all its mother could do to pull the cane out again, without pulling out some of the child with it. Then, being hungry for glass again, it broke up several wine glasses, and fell to eating and swallowing the fragments, not minding a cut or two. Then it ate a quantity of butter, pepper, salt, and California matches, actually taking a spoonful of butter, a spoonful of salt, a spoonful of pepper, and three or four lucifer matches at each mouthful. (I will remark here that this thing of beauty likes painted German lucifers, and eats all she can get of them; but she prefers California matches, which I regard as a compliment to our home manufactures of more than ordinary value, coming, as it does, from one who is too young to flatter.) Then she washed her head with soap and water, and afterward ate what soap was left, and drank as much of the suds as she had room for; after which she sallied forth and took the cow familiarly by the tail, and got kicked heels over head. At odd times during the day, when this joy forever happened to have nothing particular on hand, she put in the time by climbing up on places, and falling down off them, uniformly damaging her self in the operation. As young as she is, she speaks many words tolerably distinctly; and being plain spoken in other respects, blunt and to the point, she opens conversation with all strangers, male or female, with the same formula, “How do, Jim?”


Not being familiar with the ways of children, it is possible that I have been magnifying into matter of surprise things which may not strike anyone who is familiar with infancy as being at all astonishing. However, I cannot believe that such is the case, and so I repeat that my report of this baby’s performances is strictly true; and if anyone doubts it, I can produce the child. I will further engage that she will devour anything that is given her (reserving to myself only the right to exclude anvils), and fall down from any place to which she may be elevated (merely stipulating that her preference for alighting on her head shall be respected, and, therefore, that the elevation chosen shall be high enough to enable her to accomplish this to her satisfaction). But I find I have wandered from my subject; so, without further argument, I will reiterate my conviction that not all babies are things of beauty and joys forever.




“Blue-Stocking,” San Francisco.– Do I think the writer in the Golden Era quoted Burns correctly when he attributed this language to him?



“O, wad the power the gift tae gie us.”




No, I don’t. I think the proper reading is—



“O, wad some power the giftie gie us.”




But how do you know it is Burns? Why don’t you wait till you hear from the Gold Hill News? Why do you want to rush in ahead of the splendid intellect that discovered as by inspiration that the “Destruction of the Sennacherib” was not written in Dutch Flat?




“Agnes St. Clair Smith.”– This correspondent writes as follows: “I suppose you have seen the large oil painting (entitled ‘St. Patrick preaching at Tara, A. D. 432,’) by J. Harrington, of San Francisco, in the window of the picture store adjoining the Eureka Theatre, on Montgomery street. What do you think of it?”


Yes, I have seen it. I think it is a petrified nightmare. I have not time to elaborate my opinion.
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“Young Actor.”– This gentleman writes as follows:



I am desperate. Will you tell me how I can possibly please the newspaper critics? I have labored conscientiously to achieve this, ever since I made my debut upon the stage, and I have never yet entirely succeeded in a single instance. Listen: The first night I played after I came among you, I judged by the hearty applause that was frequently showered upon me, that I had made a “hit”– that my audience were satisfied with me– and I was happy accordingly. I only longed to know if I had been as successful with the critics. The first thing I did in the morning was to send for the papers. I read this: “Mr. King Lear Macbeth made his first appearance last night, before a large and fashionable audience, as ‘Lord Blucher,’ in Bilgewater’s great tragedy of Blood, Hair and the Ground Tore Up. In the main, his effort may be set down as a success– a very gratifying success. His voice is good, his manner easy and graceful, and his enunciation clear and distinct; his conception of the character he personated was good, and his rendition of it almost perfect. This talented young actor will infallibly climb to a dizzy elevation upon the ladder of histrionic fame, but it rests with himself to say whether this shall be accomplished at an early day or years hence. if the former, then he must at once correct his one great fault– we refer to his habit of throwing extraordinary spirit into passages which do not require it– his habit of ranting, to speak plainly. It was this same unfortunate habit which caused him to spoil the noble scene between ‘Lord Blucher’ and ‘Viscount Cranberry,’ last night, in that portion of the third act where the latter unjustly accuses the former of attempting to seduce his pure and honored grandmother. His rendition of ‘Lord Blucher’s’ observation—


‘Speak but another syllable, vile, hell-spawned miscreant, and thou diest the death of a ter-r-raitor!’


was uttered with undue excitement and unseemly asperity– there was too much rant about it. We trust Mr. Macbeth will consider the hint we have given him.” That extract, Mr. Twain, was from the Morning Thunderbolt. The Daily Battering-Ram gave me many compliments, but said that in the great scene referred to above, I gesticulated too wildly and too much-and advised me to be more circumspect in future, in these matters. I played the same piece that night, and toned myself down, considerably in the matter of ranting and gesticulation. The next morning neither the Thunderbolt or the Battering-Ram gave me credit for it, but the, one said my “Lord Blucher” overdid the pathetic in the scene where his sister died, and the other said I laughed too boisterously in the one where my servant fell in the dyer’s vat and came out as green as a meadow in Spring-time. The Daily American Earthquake said I was too tame in the great scene with the “Viscount.” I felt a little discouraged, but I made a note of these suggestions and fell to studying harder than ever. That night I toned down my grief and my mirth, and worked up my passionate anger and my gesticulation just the least in the world. I may remark here that I began to perceive a moderation, both in quantity and quality, of the applause vouchsafed me by the audience. The next morning the papers gave me no credit for my efforts at improvement, but the Thunderbolt said I was too loving in the scene with my new bride, the Battering-Ram said I was not loving enough, and the Earthquake said it was a masterly performance and never surpassed upon these boards. I was check-mated. I sat down and considered how I was going to engineer that love-scene to suit all the critics, until at last I became stupefied with perplexity. I then went down town, much dejected, and got drunk. The next day the Battering-Ram said I was too spiritless in the scene with the “Viscount,” and remarked sarcastically that I threatened the “Viscount’s” life with a subdued voice and manner eminently suited to conversation in a funeral procession. The Thunderbolt said my mirth was too mild in the dyer’s vat scene, and observed that instead of laughing heartily, as it was my place to do, I smiled as blandly– and as guardedly, apparently as an undertaker in the cholera season. These mortuary comparisons had a very depressing effect upon my spirits, and I turned to the Earthquake for comfort. That authority said “Lord Blucher” seemed to take the death of his idolized sister uncommonly easy, and suggested with exquisite irony that if I would use a toothpick, or pretend to pare my nails, in the death-bed scene, my attractive indifference would be the perfection of acting. I was almost desperate, but I went to work earnestly again to apply the newspaper hints to my “Lord Blucher.” I ranted in the “Viscount” scene (this at home in my private apartments) to suit the Battering-Ram, and then toned down considerably, to approach the Earthquake’s standard; I worked my grief up strong in the death-bed scene to suit the latter paper, and then modified it a good deal to comply with the Thunderbolt’s hint; I laughed boisterously in the dyer’s vat scene, in accordance with the suggestion of the Thunderbolt, and then toned down toward the Battering-Ram’s notion of excellence. That night my audience did not seem to know whether to applaud or not, and the result was that they came as near doing neither one thing nor the other as was possible. The next morning the Semi-Monthly Literary Bosh said my rendition of the character of “Lord Blucher” was faultless– that it was stamped with the seal of inspiration; the Thunderbolt said I was an industrious, earnest and aspiring young dramatic student, but I was possessed of only ordinary merit, and could not hope to achieve more than a very moderate degree of success in my profession– and added that my engagement was at an end for the present; the Battering-Ram said I was a tolerably good stock-actor, but that the practice of managers in imposing such people as me upon the public as stars, was very reprehensible– and added that my engagement was at an end for the present; the Earthquake critic said he had seen worse actors, but not much worse– and added that my engagement was at an end for the present. So much for newspapers. The Monthly Magazine of Literature and Art (high authority,) remarked as follows: “Mr. King Lear Macbeth commenced well, but the longer he played, the worse he played. His first performance of ‘Lord Blucher’ in Blood, Hair and the Ground Tore Up, may be entered upon the record as a remarkably fine piece of acting– but toward the last he got to making it the most extraordinary exhibition of theatrical lunacy we ever witnessed. In the scene with the ‘Viscount,’ which calls for sustained, vigorous, fiery declamation, his manner was an incomprehensible mixture of ‘fever-heat’ and ‘zero’– to borrow the terms of the thermometer; in the dyer’s vat scene he was alternately torn by spasms of mirth and oppressed by melancholy; in the death-bed scene his countenance exhibited profound grief one moment and blank vacancy in the next; in the love scene with his bride– but why particularize? throughout the play he was a mixture– a conglomerations miracle of indecision– an aimless, purposeless dramatic lunatic. In a word, his concluding performances of the part of ‘Lord Blucher’ were execrable. We simply assert this, but do not attempt to account for it– we know his first performance was excellence itself, but how that excellence so soon degenerated into the pitiable exhibition of last night, is beyond our ability to determine.” Now, Mr. Twain, you have the facts in this melancholy case– and any suggestion from you as to how I can please these critics will be gratefully received.




I can offer no suggestion, “Young Actor,” except that the ordinary run of newspaper criticism will not do to depend upon. If you keep on trying to shape yourself by such models, you will go mad, eventually. Several of the critics you mention probably never saw you play an entire act through in their lives, and it is possible that the balance were no more competent to decide upon the merits of a dramatic performance than of a sermon. Do you note how unconcernedly and how pitilessly they lash you as soon as your engagement is ended? Sometimes those “criticisms” are written and in type before the curtain rises. Don’t you remember that the New York Herald once came out with a column of criticism upon Edwin Forrest’s “Hamlet,” when unfortunately the bill had been changed at the last moment, and Mr. Forrest played “Othello” instead of the play criticized? And only lately didn’t the same paper publish an elaborate imaginary description of the funeral ceremonies of the late Jacob Little, unaware that the obsequies had been postponed for twenty-four hours? It is vastly funny, your “working yourself up” to suit the Thunderbolt, and “toning yourself down” to suit the Battering-Ram, and doing all sorts of similarly absurd things to please a lot of “critics” who had probably never seen you play at all, but who threw in a pinch of instruction or censure among their praise merely to give their “notices” a candid, impartial air. Don’t bother yourself any more in that way. Pay no attention to the papers, but watch the audience. A silent crowd is damning censure– good, hearty, enthusiastic applause is a sure sign of able acting. It seems you played well at first– I think you had better go back and start over again at the point where you began to instruct yourself from the newspapers. I have often wondered, myself, when reading critiques in the papers, what would become of an actor if he tried to follow all the fearfully conflicting advice they contained.




“Mary,” Rincon School.– Sends a dainty little note, the contents whereof I take pleasure in printing, as follows, (suppressing, of course, certain expressions of kindness and encouragement which she intended for my eye alone): “Please spell and define gewhilikins for me.”


Geewhillikins is an ejaculation or exclamation, and expresses surprise, astonishment, amazement, delight, admiration, disappointment, deprecation, disgust, sudden conviction, incredulity, joy, sorrow– well, it is capable of expressing pretty nearly any abrupt emotion that flashes through one’s heart. For instance, I say to Jones, “Old Grimes is dead!” Jones knowing old Grimes was in good health the last time he heard from him, is surprised, and he naturally exclaims, “Geewhillikins! is that so?” In this case the word simply expresses surprise, mixed with neither joy nor sorrow, Grimes’ affairs being nothing to Jones. I meet Morgan, and I say, “Well, I saw Johnson, and he refuses to pay that bill.” Johnson exclaims, “Geewhillikins! is that so?” In this case the word expresses astonishment and disappointment, together with a considerable degree of irritation. I meet young Yank, and I observe, “The country is safe now– peace is declared!” Yank swings his hat and shouts, “Geewhillikins! is that so?”– which expresses surprise and extreme delight. I stumble on Thompson, and remark, “There was a tornado in Washoe yesterday which picked up a church in Virginia and blew it to Reed’s Station, on the Carson river, eighteen miles away!” Thompson says, “Gee-e-e-Whillikins!” with a falling inflection and strong emphasis on that portion of the word which I have italicized– thus, with discriminating judgment, imbuing the phrase with the nicest shades of amazement, wonder, and mild incredulity. Stephens, who is carrying home some eggs in his “hind-coat pocket,” sits down on them and mashes them– exclaiming, as he rises, gingerly exploring the mucilaginous locality of his misfortune with his hand, “Gee-whillikins!”– with strong emphasis and falling inflection on the first syllable, and falling inflection on the last syllable also-thus expressing an extremity of grief and unmitigated disgust which no other word in our whole language is capable of conveying. That will do, I suppose– you cannot help understanding my definition, now, and neither will you fail to appreciate the extraordinary comprehensiveness of the word. We will now consider its orthography. You perceive that I spell it with two e’s and two l’s, which I think is the proper method, though I confess the matter is open to argument. Different people spell it in different ways. Let us give a few examples:



The horse ‘raired’ up with a furious neigh,


And over the hills he scoured away!


Mazeppa closed his despairing eye,


And murmured, ‘Alas! and must I die!


‘GEE-WHILLIKINS!’

– [Byron’s Mazeppa.]





Sir Hilary charged at Agincourt—


Sooth ’twas an awful day!


And though in that old age of sport


The mufflers of the camp and court


Had little time to pray,


’Tis said Sir Hilary muttered there


Four syllables by way of prayer:


‘GEE-WHILLIKINS!’

– [Winthrop Mackworth Praed.]




If the Gold Hill News or the American Flag say the above excerpts are misquotations, pay no attention to them– they are anything but good authority in matters of this kind. The Flag does not spell the word we are speaking of properly, either, in my opinion. I have in my mind a communication which I remember having seen in that paper the morning the result of the presidential election was made known, It possessed something of an exulting tone, and was addressed to a heavy gun among the Copperheads– the editor of the late Democratic Press, I think– and read as follows:



“Beriah Brown, Esq.– Dear Sir: How are you now?


“Yours, truly,


G. Whillikins.”




You will have to accept my definition, Mary, for want of a better. As far as the spelling is concerned, you must choose between Mr. Praed and myself on the one hand, and Lord Byron and the American Flag on the other, bearing in mind that the two last named authorities disagree, and that neither of them ever knew much about the matter in dispute, anyhow.




“Anxiety.”– S. F.– Need have no fear of General Halleck. There is no truth in the report that he will compel approaching maternity to take the oath of allegiance.

—Golden Era.


Another impenetrable conundrum– or, to speak more properly, another fathomless riddle. I shall have to refer to Webster:



“APPROACHING, ppr. Drawing nearer; advancing toward.”


“MATERNITY, n. The character or relation of a mother.”




Consequently, “approaching maternity” means the condition of being about to become a mother. And according to the profound, the deep, the bottomless expounder who instructs “Anxiety” in my text, General Halleck “will not compel” that condition to “take the oath of allegiance.” Any numskull could have told that– because how can an insensible, impalpable, invisible condition take an oath? That expounder comes as near being a “condition” as anybody, no doubt, but still he cannot take an oath in his character as a “condition,” he must take it simply in his character as a man. None but human beings can take the oath of allegiance under our constitution. But didn’t you mean that women in the said condition would not be required to take the oath merely because they happened to be in that condition?– or didn’t you mean that the woman wouldn’t have to take it on behalf of her forthcoming progeny?– or didn’t you mean that the forthcoming progeny wouldn’t be required to take it itself, either before or immediately after it was born? Or, what in the very mischief did you mean?– what were you driving at?– what were you trying to ferry across the trackless ocean of your intellect? Now you had better stop this sort of thing, because it is becoming a very serious matter. If you keep it up, you will eventually get some of your subscribers so tangled up that they will seek relief from their troubles and perplexities in the grave of the suicide.




Mark Twain.– ’Twas a burning shame to misquote Burns. The wretch who deliberately substituted italic for the original would, we verily believe, enjoy martyrdom. Previous thereto his eyes should be stuck full of exclamation points!

—Golden Era.


Are you wool-gathering, or is it I? I have read that paragraph fourteen or fifteen times, very slowly and carefully, but I can’t see that it means anything. Does the point lie in a darkly suggested pun upon “original would” (original wood?)– or in the “exclamation points?”– or in the bad grammar of the last sentence?– or in– Come, now– explain your ingenious little riddle, and don’t go on badgering and bullyragging people in this mysterious way.




Gold Hill News.– This old scoundrel calls me an “old humbug from Dutch Nick’s.” Now this is not fair. It is highly improper for gentlemen of the press to descend to personalities, and I never permit myself to do it. However, as this abandoned outcast evidently meant his remark as complimentary, I take pleasure in so receiving it, in consideration of the fact that the fervent cordiality of his language fully makes up for its want of elegance.
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“Inquirer,” Sacramento.– At your request I have been down and walked under and around and about the grand, gaudy and peculiar


INDEPENDENCE ARCH


which rears its awful form at the conjunction of Montgomery and California streets, and have taken such notes as may enable me to describe it to you and tell you what I think of it. [N. B. I am writing this on Monday, the day preceding the Glorious Fourth.] My friend, I have seen arch-traitors and arch-deacons and architects, and archeologists, and archetypes, and arch-bishops, and, in fact, nearly all kinds of arches, but I give you the word of an honest man that I never saw an arch like this before. I desire to see one more like it and then die. I am the more anxious in this respect because it is not likely that I shall ever get a chance to see one like it in the next world, for something tells me that there is not such an arch as this in any of the seven heavens, and there certainly cannot be anything half as gay in the other place.


I am calling this one arch all the time, but in reality it is a cluster of four arches; when you pass up Montgomery street you pass under two of them, and when you pass up California street you pass under the other two. These arches spring from the tops of four huge square wooden pillars which are about fifteen or twenty feet high and painted with dull, dead, blue mud or blue-mass, or something of that kind. Projecting from each face of these somber columns are bunches of cheap flags adorned with tin spear-heads. The contrast between the dark melancholy blue of the pillars and the gorgeous dyes of the flags is striking and picturesque. The arches reach as high as the eaves of an ordinary three-story house, and they are wide in proportion, the pillars standing nearly the width of the street apart. A flagstaff surmounts each of the pillars. The Montgomery street arches are faced with white canvas, upon which is inscribed the names of the several States in strong black paint; as there is a “slather” of gory red and a “slather” of ghostly white on each side of these black names, a cheerful barber-pole contrast is here presented. The broad tops of the arches are covered (in the barber-pole style, also, which seems to have been the groundwork of this fine conception,) with alternate patches of white and sickly pink cotton, and these patches having a wrinkled and disorderly appearance, remind me unpleasantly of a shirt I “done up” once in the Humboldt country, beyond the Sierras. The general effect of this open, airy, summer-house combination of arches, with its splashes and dashes of blue and red and pink and white, is intensely streaky and stripy; and altogether, if the colossal bird-cage were only “weatherboarded” it would just come up to one’s notion of what a grand metropolitan barber-shop ought to be. Or if it were glazed it would be a neat thing in the way of a show-lamp to set up before a Brobdignag theatre. Surmounting the centers of two of the arches– those facing up and down Montgomery street– are large medallion portraits of Lincoln and Washington– daubs– apparently executed in whitewash, mud and brick-dust, with a mop. in these, also, the barber-shop ground-plan is still adhered to with a discriminating and sensitive regard to consistency; Washington is clean-shaved, but he is not done getting shampooed yet; his white hair is foamy with lather, and his countenance bears the expectant aspect of a man who knows that the cleansing shower-bath is about to fall. Good old Father Abe, whose pictured face, heretofore, was always serious, but never unhappy, looks positively worn and dejected and tired out, in the medallion– has exactly the expression of one who has been waiting a long time to get shaved and there are thirteen ahead of him yet. I cannot help admiring how the eternal fitness of things has been preserved in the execution of these portraits. To one who delights in “the unities” of art, could anything be more ravishing than the appropriate appearance and expression of the two countenances, overtopped as they are by sheaves of striped flags and surrounded on all sides by the glaring, tinted bars that symbol the barber’s profession? I believe I have nothing left to describe in connection with the two arches which span Montgomery street. However, upon second thought, I forgot to mention that over each of the two sets of portraits stoops a monstrous painted eagle, with wings uplifted over his back, neck stretched forward, beak parted, and eager eye, as if he were on the very point of grabbing a savory morsel of some kind– an imaginary customer of the barber-shop, maybe.


The arch which fronts up California street is faced with white canvas, prominently sewed together in squares, and upon this broad white streak is inscribed in large, plain, black, “horse-type,” this inscription:


Honor to the Founders and saviours of the Republic.


For some unexplained reason, the “Founders” of the Republic are aggrandized with a capital “F,” and the equally meritorious Saviors of it snubbed with a small “S.” True, they gave the Saviors a “u”– a letter more than is recommended by Webster’s dictionary– but I consider that a lame apology and an illiberal and inadequate compensation for “nipping” their capital S. The center-piece of this arch consists of an exceedingly happy caricature of the coat-of-arms of California, done in rude imitation of fresco. The female figure is a placid, portly, straight-haired squaw in complete armor, sitting on a recumbent hog, and so absorbed in contemplation of the cobble-stones that she does not observe that she has got her sack of turnips by the wrong end, and that dozens of them are rolling out at the other; neither does she observe that the hog has seized the largest turnip and has got it in his mouth; neither does she observe that her great weight is making it mighty uncomfortable for the hog; she does not notice that she is mashing the breath out of him and making his eyes bulge out with a most agonized expression– nor that it is as much as he can do to hold on to his turnip. There is nothing magnanimous in this picture. Any true-hearted American woman, with the kindly charity and the tenderness that are inseparable from the character, would get up for a minute and give the hog a chance to eat his turnip in peace.


The center-piece of the opposite arch is a copy of the one just described, except that the woman is a trifle heavier, and of course the distress of the hog is aggravated in a corresponding degree. The motto is—


Mine Eyes Have Seen the Glory of the Coming of the Lord.


This is an entirely abstract proposition, and does not refer to the surrounding splendors of the situation.


I have now described the arch of which you have heard such glowing accounts (set afloat in the first place by incendiary daily prints, no doubt,) and have thus satisfied your first request. Your second– that I would tell you what I think of it, can be done in a few words. It cost $3,000, and I think it cost a great deal too much, considering the unhappy result attained. I think the taste displayed was very bad– I might even say barbarous, only the tone of some of my preceding paragraphs might lead people to think I was making a pun. If you will notice me you will observe that I never make a pun intentionally– I never do anything like that in cold blood. To proceed– I think the same money expended with better judgment would have procured a set of handsome, graceful arches which could be re-trimmed and used again, perhaps; but I think these can’t, as we have no ferry slips now that require gateways resplendent with cheap magnificence; I think the whole affair was gotten up in too great a hurry to be done well– the committee was appointed too late in the day; I suppose the appointing power did not know sooner that the Fourth of July was coming this year; I think the committee did as well as they could under the circumstances, because a member of it told me so, and he could have no object in deceiving me; I think many people considered the cluster of arches, with their Sunday-school-picnic style of ornamentation, pretty, and took a good deal of pride in the same, and therefore I am glad that this article will not be published until the Fourth has come and gone, for I would be sorry that any remarks of mine should mar the pleasure any individual might otherwise take in that truly extraordinary work of art.


Now you have the arches as they looked before the Fourth– the time when the above paragraphs were written. But I must confess– and I don’t do it very reluctantly– that on the morning of the Fourth they were greatly improved in appearance. One cause was that innumerable small flags had been mounted on the arches, and hid the broad red and pink patchwork covering of the latter from sight, and another that the fiery colors so prevalent about the structure had been pleasantly relieved by the addition of garlands and festoons of evergreens to the embellishments, and the suspension of a champagne basket of other greens and flowers from the center of it, chandelier fashion. Also, as by this time all Montgomery street was a quivering rainbow of flags, one could not help seeing that the decorations of the arches had to be pretty strong in coloring to keep up any sort of competition with the brilliant surroundings.


As I have disparaged this work of art before it had a chance to put on its best looks, and as I still don’t think a great deal of it, I will act fairly by it, and print the other side of the question, so that you can form a just estimate of its merits and demerits by comparing the arguments of the prosecution and defense together. I will republish here the opinion entertained of it by the reporter of the Alta, one of its most fanatical, and I may even say, rabid admirers. I will go further and endorse a portion of what he says, but not all, by a good deal. I don’t endorse the painting “in the highest style of the decorative art,” (although it sounds fine– I may say eloquent,) nor the “magnificent basket,” either:



........




“The most noticeable feature of the display on this street was the


GRAND TRIUMPHAL ARCH,


at the intersection of California and Montgomery streets, designed by M. F. Butler, Esq., the architect; erected by A. Snyder; painted, in the highest style of the decorative art, by Hopps & Son; and draped and adorned with flags and flowers by Chas. M. Plum, upholsterer, and A. Barbier, under the management and supervision of a Committee, consisting of John Sime, W. W. Dodge and M. E. Hughes. This arch was one of the chief attractions throughout the day and evening. On Montgomery street, distributed on both north and south sides, were the names of the thirty-six sovereign States of the Union, to each one a separate shield, and the names of the leading Generals of the Revolution, side by side with those of the War for the Union, and on the California street side the names of officers of the Army and Navy, past and present, the face of the arch on the east side bearing the words:


‘Mine eyes have seen the glory of the coming of the Lord,’


And on the west side—


‘Honor to the Founders and Saviours of our Republic.’


The center of both the arches on Montgomery street were ornamented with portraits of Washington and Lincoln, and surmounted with flags beautifully and tastefully grouped. The flags of various nations were also grouped under the base of the arches at the four comers, and the whole structure was hung with evergreen wreaths and flowers, while a magnificent floral basket hung suspended under the center of the structure by wreaths depending from the arches. As the procession passed under this arch, the petals of the roses and other flowers were constantly falling upon it in showers as the wreaths swung to and fro in the summer breeze.”





........



Now for my side again. The following blast is from the Morning Call. The general felicity of the thing is to be ascribed to the fact that the reporter listened to some remarks of mine used in the course of a private conversation with another man, and turned them to account as a “local item.” He is excusable for taking things from me, though, because I used to take little things from him occasionally when I reported with him on the Call:



STRAIGHTENING UP.– The likenesses of “Pater Patriae,” and “Salvator Patriae,” on the ornamental (!) barber-shop at the corner of Montgomery and California streets, have been straightened up, and now wear a closer similarity to what might be supposed to represent men of steady habits. While we hold in the most profound veneration the memory of those illustrious men, as well as the day we propose to celebrate, yet we defy any person to look at that triumphal structure, its blue pillars and tawdry arches, utterly ignoring architecture and taste– and not laugh.





........



Now for the other side. The following highly-flavored compliment is also from the Morning Call, (same issue as the above extract,) but was written by the chief editor– and editors and reporters will differ in opinion occasionally:



A FINE DISPLAY.– All things promise a fine display today, the finest probably that has ever been witnessed in this city. The splendid triumphal arches at the intersection of Montgomery and California streets, will be especial objects of admiration. They were designed by M. F. Butler, Esq., the architect, have been erected under his supervision, and are at once splendid specimens of his artistic skill as well as of the taste of the Committee who chose his designs over all others presented for the occasion. Mr. B. is the pioneer, as well as among the best architects of this State, and this last work, though of a somewhat ephemeral nature, is worthy of the artist who designed and superintended it, and was properly entrusted to one of our oldest citizens as well as one of the most loyal men of the State.





........



Now for my side. The following is also from the Call, (same issue as both the above extracts:)



THAT ARCH.– The following bit of satire, from a correspondent, is pretty severe on the anomalous structure our Committee have dignified with the name of triumphal arch:


“The grand Patriotic or Union Arch erected at the corner of Montgomery and California streets, is a magnificent affair. I presume it will be retained there for a number of weeks. But isn’t there a very important omission about the structure? Erected in commemoration of the Nation’s birthday and all its subsequent glories, should not the portrait of the author of the Declaration of Independence crown one of its beautiful arches?





........



Now for the other side once more. The following is from the Bulletin. The concluding portion of the first sentence is time-worn and stereotyped, though, and I don’t consider that it ought to count against me. It is always used on such occasions and is never intended to mean anything:



“The triumphal arch which is now being completed under the direction of M. F. Butler, architect, at the junction of Montgomery and California streets, is the most imposing structure of its kind that has ever been erected on this coast. [Here follows a description of it in dry detail.] The arches are beautifully trimmed with evergreen, and the whole structure is to be adorned with a profusion of flags representing all nations, with appropriate mottoes and names of popular Generals scattered here and there among the Stars and Stripes.”





........



And, finally, for my side again. Having this thing all my own way I have decided that I am entitled to the closing argument. The following is from the American Flag:



TRIUMPHAL ARCH.– A triumphal arch had been erected at the intersection of California and Montgomery streets, at a cost of $3,000. It consisted of four arches, one fronting and spanning each street, and resting upon four large pillars, thirty feet in height, painted a dingy blue, festooned with flags of various nations, and exhibiting upon each side, painted upon shields, the names, two upon each shield of the heroes of 1776 and 1865,– Grant, Greene; Sheridan, Montgomery; Dahlgren, Decatur; Dupont, Porter, &c. Near the center of each of the arches fronting on Montgomery street, were rather poorly painted portraits, also painted upon a shield, of Washington and Lincoln, surrounded by large spread eagles, and bearing beneath, the initials “W. L;” upon these arches were inscribed upon red and white shields, the names of all the States; the arch facing California street, west, bore the inscription “Honor to the Founders and to the saviors of the Republic;” and that opposite, “Mine eyes have seen the glory of the coming of the Lord;” and near the center of both was a picture of a female of rather a lugubrious countenance, seated upon a lion couchant, bearing in her left hand a staff, and upon her head something bearing a striking resemblance to the metallic caps worn by the mail-clad warriors of ancient Greece, all of which, we presume, was intended to represent the “Goddess of Liberty victorious over the British Lion,” but as we were unable to read the name of the damsel upon the shield which she held in her right hand, we will not be positive on that point. The whole affair was finely decorated with evergreens, flowers, wreaths, flags, etc., and would have been creditably ornamented, had more taste and skill been displayed in the paintings.





........



The prosecution “rests” here. And the defense will naturally have to “rest” also, because I have given them all the space I intend to. The case may now go to the jury, and while they are out I will give judgment in favor of the plaintiff. I learned that trick from the Washoe judges, long ago. But it stands to reason that when a thing is so frightfully tawdry and devoid of taste that the Flag can’t stand it, and when a painting is so diabolical that the Flag can’t admire it, they must be wretched indeed. Such evidence as this is absolutely damning.




“Student of Etiquette”– Asks: “If I step upon one end of a narrow bridge just at the moment that a mad bull rushes upon the other, which of us is entitled to precedence– which should give way and yield the road to the other?”


I decline to answer– leave it to the bull to decide. I am shrouded in doubts upon the subject, but the bull’s mind will probably be perfectly clear. At a first glance it would seem that this “Student of Etiquette” is asking a foolish and unnecessary question, inasmuch as it is one which naturally answers itself– yet his inquiry is no more absurd than a dozen I can find any day gravely asked and as gravely answered in the “Correspondents’ Column” of literary papers throughout the country. John Smith meets a beautiful girl on the street and falls in love with her, but as he don’t know her name, nor her position in society, nor where she lives, nor in fact anything whatever about her, he sits down and writes these particulars to the Weekly Literary Bushwhacker, and gravely asks what steps he ought first to take in laying siege to that girl’s affections– and is as gravely answered that he must not waylay her when she is out walking alone, nor write her anonymous notes, nor call upon her unendorsed by her friends, but his first move should be to procure an introduction in due form. That editor, with a grand flourish of wisdom, would have said: “Give way to the bull!” I, with greater wisdom, scorn to reply at all. If I were in a sarcastic vein, though, I might decide that it was Smith’s privilege to butt the bull off the bridge– if he could. Again– John Jones finds a young lady stuck fast in the mud, but never having been introduced to her, he feels a delicacy about pulling her out, and so he goes off, with many misgivings, and writes to the Diluted Literary Sangaree about it, craving advice: he is seriously informed that it was not only his privilege, but his duty, to pull the young lady out of the mud, without the formality of an introduction. Inspired wisdom! He too, would have said: “Back down, and let the bull cross first.” William Brown writes to the Weekly Whangdoodle of Literature and Art that he is madly in love with the divinest of her sex, but unhappily her affections and her hand are already pledged to another– how must he proceed? With supernatural sagacity the editor arrives at the conclusion that it is Brown’s duty, as a Christian and gentleman, to go away and let her alone. Marvelous! He, too, would have said: “Waive etiquette, and let the bull have the bridge.” However, we will drop the subject for the present. if these editors choose to go on answering foolish questions in the grandiloquent, oracular style that seems to afford them so much satisfaction, I suppose it is no business of mine.




“Mary,” Rincon School.– No, you are mistaken– bilk is a good dictionary word. True, the newspapers generally enclose it in quotation marks, (thus: “bilk,”) Which is the usual sign made use of to denote an illegitimate or slang phrase, but as I said before, the dictionaries recognize the word as good, pure English, nevertheless. I perfectly agree with you, however, that there is not an uglier or more inelegant word in any language, and I appreciate the good taste that ignores its use in polite conversation. For your accommodation and instruction, I have been looking up authorities in the Mercantile Library, and beg leave to offer the result of my labors, as follows:


From Webster’s Dictionary, edition of 1828.


BILK, v. t. [Goth. bilaikan, to mock or deride. This Gothic word appears to be compound, bi and laikan, to leap or exult.]


To frustrate or disappoint; to deceive or defraud, by non-fulfilment of engagement; as, to bilk a creditor. Dryden.


BILKED, pp. Disappointed; deceived; defrauded.




From Walker’s Dictionary.


BILK, v. a. To cheat; to deceive.




From Wright’s Universal Pronouncing Dictionary.


BILK. To deceive; to defraud.




From Worcester’s Dictionary.


BILK, v. a. [Goth. bilaikan, to scoff, to deride.] To cheat; to defraud; to deceive; to elude.


But be sure, says he, don’t you bilk me. Spectator




From Spiers and Surenne’s French Pronouncing Dictionary.


BILK, v. a. 1. frustrer; 2. (argot) flouer (escroquer, duper).




From Adler’s German and English Dictionary.


To BILK, ?. schnellen, prellen, betrugen, im Stiche lassen, (besonders um die [mit der] Bezahlung); joc. einen Husaren machen.




From Seoane’s Spanish Dictionary.


To BILK. va. Engafiar, defrauder, pegarla, chasquear, no pagar lo que se debe.




From Johnson’s Dictionary.


To BILK. v. a. [derived by Mr. Lye from the Gothick bilaican.] To cheat; to defraud, by running in debt, and avoiding payment.





Bilk’d stationers for yeomen stood prepared.

—Dryden.





What comedy, what farce can more delight,


Than grinning hunger, and the pleasing sight


Of your bilk’d hopes?

—Dryden.




From Richardson’s Dictionary.


BILK. Mr. Gifford says, “Bilk seems to have become a cant word about this (Ben Jonson’s) time, for the use of it is ridiculed by others, as well as Jonson. It is thus explained in Cole’s English Dictionary, ‘Bilk, nothing; also to deceive.’” Lye, from the Goth. Bilaikan, which properly signifies insultando illudere.


To cheat, to defraud, to elude.





Tub. Hee will ha’ the last word, though he take bilke for’t.


Hugh. Bilke? what’s that?


Tub. Why nothing, a word signifying nothing; and borrow’d here to express nothing.

—B. Jonson. Tale of a Tub,

Act I. sc. 1.





[He] was then ordered to get into the coach, or behind it, for that he wanted no instructors; but be sure you dog you, says he, don’t you bilk me.

—Spectator, No. 498.





Patrons in days of yore, like patrons now,


Expected that the bard should make his bow


At coming in, and ev’ry now and then


Hint to the world that they were more than men;


But, like the patrons of the present day,


They never bilk’d the poet of his pay.


—Churchill. Independence.




The tabooed word “bilk,” then, is more than two hundred years old, for Jonson wrote the “Tale of a Tub” in his old age– say about the year 1630– and you observe that Mr. Gifford says it “seems to have become a cant word in Jonson’s time.” It must have risen above its vulgar position and become a legitimate phrase afterwards, though, else it would not have been uniformly printed in dictionaries without protest or explanation, almost from Jonson’s time down to our own– for I find it thus printed in the very latest edition of Webster’s Unabridged. Still, two centuries of toleration have not been able to make it popular, and I think you had better reflect awhile before you decide to write to Augustus that he is a bilk.







49Smith Brown Jones –

a New Contributor




WE TAKE PLEASURE in announcing to our readers that we have secured the services of the eminent Smith B. Jones, Esq., whose arrival by the last steamer has already been announced, and who will henceforth contribute weekly to our columns.


Mr. Jones needs no introduction from us. His brilliant effusions have charmed the literati of both Europe and America, and are familiar to all. Although the literary services of Mr. Jones have been procured by us only at a large pecuniary outlay– as will be seen by the subjoined correspondence– yet we heartily congratulate ourselves as well as our readers on the acquisition of our new contributor.


On Tuesday last, we addressed Mr. Jones the following note:



Editorial Rooms,

Golden Era,


San Francisco,

June 27th, 1865.


Smith Brown Jones, Esq.,

Consequental Hotel.



Dear Sir: Seeing your name in the list of arrivals by the steamship Sacramento, we take the liberty of addressing you at this early moment, to secure, if possible, the productions of your pen for the columns of the Era.


Pardon us for the business tenor of this note, and for any seeming intrusion upon your privacy. We are aware that the immense literary labors to which you have been subjected for years past have somewhat impaired your health, and that you have come to our golden shores to seek, in quiet and retirement, that rest so much needed; but our standing as the first literary paper of the Pacific coast– if not of the world– demands of us that we should not allow the opportunity to pass unheeded.


What we ask is but a mere dash of your pen. Our readers will be grateful for a weekly contribution– half a column or more in length– to suit your own convenience of course– and for which we will be glad to pay you at the rate of two hundred and fifty dollars per week.


We hope other engagements will not preclude your acceptance of our offer. Should our terms not meet your approval, please bind yourself to no periodical until we have had an interview.




Very Respectfully,


Editors Golden Era.




In reply, we received the following somewhat incomprehensible production, which, however, we place before our readers, conscious that what flows from the pen of the gifted Jones– however erratic– must be esteemed as beyond price.



Consequental Hotel,

San Francisco, June 28th, 1865.


Editors Golden Era—



Gentlemen: In reply to your kind and flattering note, allow me to say at once that I accept your offer of the Senatorship. I do it advisedly, and without fear of contradiction.


Hon. John C———s says, “close at once with them!” John is a friend of mine– came out on the steamer– and, as I before remarked, advised me to appoint you next Senator– no– I mean you remarked me to advise you to appoint him in succession to Senator to be me. I am afraid that is not quite clear. The fact is, I’m laboring under a slight indisposition, arising from change of water, I presume, although I’ve taken but very little. It’s funny about that water. I felt the change before we got in sight of the Heads. C———s affects me in the same way, too. I mean, he affects the water in the same way. No, that’s not it, either. What I mean to say is, the water affects him. I know it does. Said he, with tears in his eyes, “Jones, I love you. You are the apple of my eye– may we always be friends! Jones, vote for me!”


I assured him I would– that I always had from infancy. Shook my hand affectionately and asked me to go below. Immediately descended to his state room, in second cabin, and took a glass of lemonade at my expense. Talked of old times– of our adventures on the voyage– last day board ship– grew convivial, and took a glass of lemonade for which I paid. Said he was our only sober Senator, and sent for some lemonade– kindly allowed me to pay for it. Went on deck. John said, “There Jones! Can you see the Heads?”


Felt annoyed– thought John was too familiar– was indignant– rebuked him. “Lemonade doesn’t affect me in that way, of course I can see ahead!”


Think that went home. John smiled sarcastic– said, “Don’t mean can you see ahead,– but can you see the Heads?”


Told him “couldn’t see anything else unless I stood on tip-toe, or went on upper deck”– which Cap’n didn’t allow to second-class passengers.


Saw at once lemonade affected my friend– laughed immoderately– said I had made a joke. Abjured me above all things to vote for him. Called my attention to Lime Point. Said he was concerned in the swindle– or at least he thought ’twas him. Said United States wanted to buy Lime Point– owners anxious to sell– in fact very anxious to sell– big price– big thing– pulled wool over U.S.– U.S. agreed to buy. Then he and Broderick– but especially he– thought so at least– stepped in– advised U.S. not to buy– stood by U.S. like a brother. U.S. backed out– didn’t buy– saved millions– didn’t make a cent out of himself– didn’t, ’pon his word.


Asked me if I saw Meiggs’ wharf on right– Meiggs his friend, but unfortunate. Said that was Alcatraz on my left. Immediately turned to gentleman on my left– Mr. Alcatraz– was happy to meet him– sorry friend John hadn’t introduced him before. Think gentleman on left had a pain in stomach. Said intoxicated beast made him sick. Looked for intoxicated beast– didn’t see him– saw John– John looked silly– asked me if I was sick, and if I didn’t want to go ashore– said he’d introduce Gov. Low to me– Gov. was friend of his– anxious to see him– I could vote for him, but he was tricky. Thought we’d better take a hack and he could dumfoozle Gov. every time.


Called hack. Hack said twenty dollars. Told him I’d see him first! John said to hush– said he’d make contract with hack– was great on contracts. Then we made contract. Hack said where did he want to go. Told him yes, we would, and how did he know it? Man said we would take him, ten dollars and the Russ House to us for three trunks– best carriage in State– both white– had preference for fast carriages that were white– always drove ’em.


Told man ten horses too much, would he give us fifteen. Man with carriage impertinent. Think man intoxicated. Said he was no member of Congress, and had no poor relations. Know man was intoxicated. Tried to be funny– said I was drunk. John asked him to sing– carriage and I was to come in heavy on the chorus. Man failed to come to time. Said he couldn’t sing except on flute. All of him laughed– thought he was funny carriage– fact was, all six of him too drunk.


John said ’twas time to go home– but would have one more game– ten cent ante and his deal. Low’s chance wasn’t worth a copper– he’d taken his straight. Also said he was sick– wished he hadn’t come, and asked policeman if he was on it and to beware of bowl– intoxication was best policy, and he’d been a missionary once himself. Policeman very attentive. John wanted policeman to sing. Had great difficulty in getting policeman in carriage. John felt bad– wanted to know where Gov. Low was– said policeman was dearest friend– gave policeman his spectacles. Began to think John was ’toxicated. Said never min’ ole boy– may be happy yet. Wanted to know if Russ Hotel dead-headed me– didn’t cost him cent– asked policeman to dine with him. Said if I paid, I’d better go to Consequental Hotel– chock up house– and pay greenbacks. Said he was glad the war was over and would call policeman Gen. McDowell and was glad to see him.


Gen. McDowell– I mean policeman– borrowed two and half of me and said I was all right, Think he had been drinking some, but apologized to him. Consequental House arrived– said good-bye to John– John wept bitterly, and I am here, some sickly, but




Truly Yours,


S. B. Jones.









50S. Browne Jones

a Fraud!


An Astounding Fraud Practiced upon Us.– The Editor of the “Bohemian” the Guilty Party.– Criminal Proceedings Instituted Against Him.




IN OUR ISSUE of last week we announced to our readers that we had made an engagement with S. Browne Jones Esq., for weekly contributions to the Era, and gave the correspondence that passed between the editors of this paper and that gentleman.


We have since discovered that the answer published over the signature of Mr. Jones was written by Mr. Mark Twain, the Editor of the Bohemian, who by accident obtained information of the contents of our note to Mr. Jones, and basely took advantage of the knowledge so acquired, to not only impose upon us, but to injure the reputation of several gentlemen of high position. Mr. Mark Twain may think that he has done something very funny. We shall endeavor to teach him, however, that such practical jokes cannot be played upon us with impunity. We intend to follow the matter up.


Immediately upon the discovery of this imposition, we had Mr. Mark Twain placed under arrest. He is now at liberty, on bail. His examination will take place sometime this week. We shall place before our readers, in our next issue, a full report of the proceedings, taken down by one of our corps of phonographic reporters.


The following note from Mr. Jones will be of interest under the circumstances



Consequental Hotel,

San Francisco, July 5th, 1865.


Editors Golden Era.


Gentlemen: I have the pleasure of acknowledging the receipt of your note of the 27th ultimo, and should have replied long before this, had my health permitted.


When I assure you that this is the first day that I have been able to leave my room since my arrival in California, you will be able to imagine my astonishment upon seeing in your issue of the 2d inst., a most singular communication purporting to have come from me.


Your well-known character as journalists at once forbids the idea that you have taken the liberty of using my name in an improper manner, and I am therefore led to believe that someone has imposed upon you and abused my confidence. I regret this from the fact that it not only places both you and myself in a ridiculous light, but also tends to bring odium upon a gentleman, whom I have every reason to esteem– a gentleman whose character in private life is untarnished– one who has passed through the seething corruptions of public life and has come out undefiled– one whom his most bitter party antagonists confess to be without blemish, and who has so nobly and so zealously represented the interests of your glorious Golden State at our Nation’s Capital. Add to all these virtues the remembrance of many personal acts of kindness, and you can appreciate my distress upon reading the communication referred to.


I am happy to add, however, that I have traced out the impostor. To certain circumstances that occurred shortly after the receipt of your note, and which have been recalled to my memory, I am indebted for the discovery. But here allow me the use of your columns to correct an injustice done in the moment of excitement at seeing my name so unceremoniously dragged before the public, and which I fear has caused a worthy gentleman of this community serious annoyance. An hour or two after I had received your note, my friend Mr. Conness called at my apartments, as usual, to inquire after my health, and brought with him a Mr. Pixley– a gentleman of no little distinction in your city, I have since ascertained– and introduced him to me as his friend, stating that Mr. Pixley was an aspirant for Senatorial honors and would be glad of my support.


Informed Mr. Pixley that, owing to my recent arrival, I was necessarily ignorant upon the local politics of the State, and hence could not consistently enter into the approaching Senatorial contest. That otherwise, the mere fact of his endorsement by my friend Conness, was sufficient recommendation to me, and that I should have been pleased to render him any aid in my power.


Mr. Pixley, I thought, felt somewhat piqued; at any rate, there was an awkward silence that I at once proceeded to overcome by changing the subject, and my eye happening to fall on your communication, I passed it to Mr. Conness and asked his advice.


At this moment, a servant presented a card and immediately ushered in a gentleman, whom I requested to be seated for a moment. Mr. Conness read your letter aloud and advised me to accept your offer at once, saying that he had been a constant reader of the Era since it was established, and that he frequently contributed to its columns. Other topics of conversation followed rapidly, until Mr. Conness and his friend Pixley took their leave.


Now, when I saw the absurd production attributed to me, in your paper, on Sunday last, it immediately occurred to me that Mr. Pixley was the only person besides Mr. Conness and myself, who was aware of the contents of the note you addressed me, and that he must have written the article referred to, and I at once concluded that a petty spirit of revenge for the refusal of my support to his political schemes, prompted him to bring me into public ridicule by means of the imposition practiced upon you. I was all the more confirmed in this view of the matter upon calling to mind his irritated manner during the latter portion of our interview. Accordingly I addressed him a note, expressing in terms not to be mistaken my indignation at his conduct, and demanding an explanation or the satisfaction due a gentleman. Mr. Pixley replied immediately through our mutual friend, Mr. Conness, who hastened to my apartments with flushed face, and assured me that I had made some terrible mistake, that Mr. Pixley was a gentleman of high tone, and far above such a dastardly proceeding, and hinting that he thought I had shown undue haste, and called upon me to substantiate my charges against Mr. Pixley.


I immediately called the attention of Mr. Conness to the circumstances above related; thinking, of course, that he would agree with me in attributing the authorship of the obnoxious communication to Mr. Pixley.


He replied: “You seem to forget there was a fourth person present at that interview. I have occasion to mention it, as, the very next day, that individual called and desired me to lend my name to some swindling operation in petroleum stocks, and when I refused, threatened to ‘show me up.’ It is to him we are indebted for the scandalous letter in the Era.”


It was immediately clear to me that I had deeply wronged Mr, Pixley by my hasty and unjust conclusions. The presence of a fourth person at the interview had entirely escaped my memory.


I begged Mr. Conness to make– in my name– the most ample apologies for my conduct, and to offer any reparation to Mr. Pixley. The latter gentleman– to his honor be it said– was so magnanimous as to perceive the error into which I had fallen, and desired– as public mention had been made of his name– that I should make an explanation through your columns.


Now to the real author of this silly communication.


After Mr. Conness and Mr. Pixley had left my apartments, I gave my attention to the individual who had entered as Mr. Conness was about to read your note. This person– whose card I have unfortunately mislaid– gave his name as Swain or Twain– the latter I think– Mr. Marcus Twain– and represented himself to be the editor of the Bohemian newspaper, and said that he had called to solicit contributions for which he would pay liberally.


In reply to some questions as to the general character of the Bohemian, he said that paper was a religious journal, now in the forty-third year of its existence, and had a circulation throughout the world. I expressed some surprise at this, as I had not even heard the paper mentioned before, although I thought myself well posted in the literary world, but he assured me such was the fact.


He said he had necessarily overheard the contents of your letter, and that he would not be able to pay me so large a sum as was offered by you, as the Bohemian endeavored to live up to its principles, and gave away much in charity, and, therefore, had to depend to a great extent upon the charity of its contributors.


Mr. Twain suggested that I take as a topic for my introductory article to the Bohemian, “Death, Hell, and the Grave”; stating that owing to the evil days into which we have fallen, many of the readers of the Bohemian had backslidden and needed to be frightened back into the walls of righteousness; and that a few words of timely warning from a person of my known ability would help on the good work.


With shame I confess that I was completely deceived by this plausible young man, with his sanctimonious air and conversation, and I told him that I would give his application serious consideration.


I have since ascertained that the Bohemian is not a religious paper; and the bold impudence of this Mr. Marcus Twain astounds me. It seems he is in some way connected with that newspaper.


I do not know what course you intend to pursue. Be assured I shall not let this matter rest here. I intend to prosecute this Mr. Marcus Twain, and have already entered a complaint against him in your municipal Court.


In closing this lengthy but unavoidable explanation, I cannot but express my surprise that gentlemen of your well known information and literary attainments should have been for a moment deceived by this glaring imposition, and can only attribute it to the hurry and confusion attendant on the issue of a journal of the size and circulation of the Era.


I must also add my regrets at being unable to appear before the good people of your city on the Fourth. The committee on the celebration waited on me and honored me with a request to deliver the Oration at the Metropolitan theatre. I thankfully accepted their kind offer and prepared the Oration, but on Monday last I was so unwell that I gave my manuscript to John H. Dwinelle, Esq., who kindly volunteered to read it for me. I here return my thanks to Mr. Dwinelle; his masterly delivery added much to the beauty of the Oration.


Allow me to say Messrs. editors, that I shall accept your offer with thanks, and shall be happy to be numbered among your contributors.


I see you have fallen into the common error in regard to my name. I spell the Brown with a final e, and never write my Christian name in full, I am,


Very Respectfully,


S. Browne Jones.









51S. Browne Jones

Goes to Court


Full Report of the Proceedings upon the Examination of Mark Twain on the Charge of Fraud, in the Police Court.– The Defendant Found Guilty and Sentenced to Forty-eight Hours in the City Prison.




PROBABLY THE LARGEST and most respectable audience that was ever seen in San Francisco on a similar occasion, met at the Police Court Boom, on Thursday last, to witness the proceedings in the examination of Mr. Mark Twain, one of the editors of the Bohemian, upon the charge of unlawfully and maliciously defrauding the editors and proprietors of this paper, by writing, and transmitting to them for publication, a communication purporting to come from the pen of the eminent S. Browne Jones, Esq., by means of which the proprietors of this paper were placed in a false position before the public, and ridicule brought upon S. Browne Jones, Esq., and other distinguished gentlemen of this community.


Mr. Mark Twain, who, upon giving bond, had been released from arrest, appeared with his usual unblushing effrontery, and bold-faced impudence, attended by his counsel U.S. District Attorney Delos Freshwater– who, it is said, writes nearly all of the editorial matter of the Bohemian, as well as the News Note, and Philosophic Mining Press.


We do not know but that we ought to do the Bohemian people the justice to say that they are heartily ashamed of the conduct of Mr. Mark Twain, and have endeavored to induce us to drop the prosecution of this matter. Even Mr. Mark Twain himself has tried– in an indifferent way, it is true– to buy us off. We rejected his offer with scorn. We deemed it due our readers, as well as ourselves, that this matter should be thoroughly investigated and the evil doers be brought to justice.


Below we give a full report of the testimony elicited on the examination, taken down by one of our efficient corps of phonographic reporters.


The Prosecuting Attorney was assisted by Messrs. Hall McCannister, Samuel M. Williamson and John W. Dwindle, who had been retained in the case of Mr. S. Browne Jones, Esq.


Among the spectators, we observed the Hon. Schuyler Colfax and party, who, being personal friends of Mr. S. Browne Jones, Esq., took great interest in the proceedings.


S. Browne Jones, Esq., was the first witness called on the part of the prosecution, and testified as follows:



“Am devoted to literature. Have been in California about two weeks, only. Arrived on the steamship Sacramento. A few days after my arrival, I received a note from the Editors of the Golden Era, requesting me to write for that paper. The note read as follows– [published in full in our issue of July 2d.– Eds. Era.] I was unwell at the time; confined to my apartments. While holding the offer under consideration, my friends, Conness and Pixley, called on me. Mentioned the matter to them. While Mr. Conness was reading the note, the defendant, Mark Twain, called. Know the defendant at the bar to be the same person who called. Identify him by his sanctimonious air; also the strawberry mark on his left eyelid. Mark on his nose is not a strawberry mark. Don’t know the facts, but should think that resulted from drinking. The simon-pure strawberry marks are usually found under the left arm– some exceptions. Think defendant’s true name is not Mark Twain. Have been told that it is one of many aliases. Can’t say of my own knowledge.


“No one else was present at the time referred to, except Mr. Conness, Mr. Pixley, the defendant, and myself. No one else knew of the contents of the note.


“Defendant said he had overheard the contents of the letter. He wanted me to write for the Bohemian. Said he was editor of the paper.”


On Cross Examination:– “’Twas about eleven o’clock in the forenoon when Mr. Mark Twain called. I had never seen him before. I had not been drinking. Seldom drink anything stronger than raw brandy.


“The mark on defendant’s left eyelid is a true strawberry mark. Know all about strawberry marks. Wrote a treatise on them once.


When Edward Everett and I wrote for the New York Ledger, at $10,000.00 an article, we had frequent use for strawberry marks. Used them in historical characters. I made researches on the subject. Don’t know of my own knowledge that defendant is addicted to drinking.”


One of the Editors of the Golden Era was the next witness called. He testified that as soon as the arrival of Mr. S. Browne Jones, Esq., was announced, he addressed him the note before referred to. “Received a reply next evening. Did not read it until it was in type. Thought ’twas singular that Mr. Jones should write such a letter. The Era was just going to press. Didn’t notice particularly the person who brought the manuscript to the Era office. ’Twas a boy. Think he is employed in the Bohemian office. Can’t swear to it.


“Am familiar with Mark Twain’s handwriting. It’s very scrawly– very much like this (referring to manuscript in question). Can’t swear that this is Mr. Mark Twain’s writing.


“Defendant was at one time employed by the proprietors of the Era to compile and condense news items. Never trusted him with anything original, except obituary notices. He had a morbid desire to write such notices. He overdid the matter. Had to drop him. Defendant had three volumes of manuscript obituary notices. His object was, I believe, to have one ready for any emergency. The names of the deceased, as well as the dates, were left blank, ready to be filled in at a moment’s notice.”




Mr. Conness was then called, as witness for the prosecution.



“Called on my friend S. Browne Jones, Esq., at Consequental Hotel, in this city and county (in reply to a question of Mr. Louderback’s).


“Mr. Jones had just received a note from the editors of the Golden Era. Saw the note. Read it aloud. While I was reading, defendant came in. Defendant must have heard me read the note. There was no one else present except Mr. Pixley.


“Recognize the defendant as the same person who subsequently called on me and desired me to lend my name to a Petroleum stock operation. He offered me five hundred shares of stock to induce me to become a trustee. He said ’twas a big thing, could make lots of money if I would only go in. I refused to have anything to do with it. Defendant said that was ‘played out,’ I for he knew I ’was on it.’ Threatened to ‘blow on me,’ or something to that effect.”


On Cross Examination:– “I might have drank with defendant. Don’t remember. Don’t make it a rule to drink every hour. Am a Senator. Hope to be re-elected. Low’s chances for succeeding McDougall are not good. Low wouldn’t do as I told him. Knew he’d slip up. I have nothing to do with the Alta newspaper. I appointed Perkins Postmaster. He does about as I direct; if he didn’t, he’d lose his head. ’Tis not true that he edits the Bulletin.


“I have nothing to do with the Flag now. Did at one time. Wrote all the political articles. I paid for the use of the columns. They wanted more; so they oppose me now. The paper has no influence; has not, since I ceased writing for it. Would like to see my friend Pixley, or Sargent, succeed McDougall.”




Mr. Pixley was then sworn.



“Said he called with Mr. Conness on Mr. S. Browne Jones, Esq. Was anxious to obtain his support. He was before the people as candidate for the U.S. Senate. Hadn’t a doubt but that he’d be elected. Mr. Jones thought that he ought not to interfere, as he had come to this coast so recently.


“While Mr. Conness and myself were at Mr. S. Browne Jones’ apartments, defendant came in. Mr. Conness was reading a letter from the publishers of some literary paper, asking Mr. S. Browne Jones to write for them. Don’t remember the name of the paper. Had my mind on other things. Was thinking of the Senatorship. Think the paper was the Golden Era; am not certain. Have written for that paper myself.


“Don’t know much about defendant. He offered to come out for me in the Bohemian for a consideration. Among other things, I was to pay for his drinks at the Bank Exchange during the campaign. I paid the bill for one month. ’Twas very large. He had not come out for me according to promise, and I refused to pay more. That was about two months ago.”


Cross-Examined:– “It is some time since I wrote anything for the Golden Era. The last contribution I made to that paper was a pastoral poem in thirty-nine stanzas of eight lines each, entitled ‘Pixley and his Mule.’ Would like to read it; ’twould not take long. Shall be pleased to send the court a copy with compliments of the author.


“At present I write the ‘funny’ articles in the News Note and Philosophical Mining Press, and also the communications in the Bulletin entitled, ‘Personal Reminiscences of the War, by a California Lady.’ Edited the Flag at one time. Never had a contract to supply dogs to Gridley’s Hog Ranch. Am still a candidate for the U. S. Senate. Know I will be elected. Don’t care to say how much I paid for the place.”




The Prosecution here rested, and Defendant’s Counsel called Mr. C. H. W. Inigo to testify to the good character of the defendant.



“Witness knew defendant. Had been associated with him on the Bohemian newspaper. Defendant had a good character as far as he knew. Was generous to a fault. Knew the latter fact of his own knowledge. On one occasion he borrowed my best cotton shirt to go to the opera, and had it sent to the laundry before he returned it; he also paid one half the bill.


“He can play draw poker equal to any man. Consider myself some at draw poker, but he can discount me every time. He won those sleeve buttons that he has on from me at draw poker. We are both interested in the Nicholson pavement. The defendant does not write the ‘Answers to Correspondents’ in the Bohemian. I write them myself– that is– the funny ones. Never wrote anything that wasn’t funny.”




At this stage of the proceedings, the Defendant’s Counsel arose and said that after consultation, his client had concluded to withdraw his plea of not guilty, and would throw himself on the mercy of the Court. Whereupon the Court required the Defendant to appear for sentence on Saturday, July 15th.


On Saturday morning, the Court said it had carefully reviewed the evidence, and taking into consideration all the facts, and it being the first offense charged against the Defendant, and also taking into consideration Defendant’s tender years, he had concluded to punish this first offense lightly– more so, perhaps, than it deserved– and admonished the Defendant to beware of a second departure from the paths of honor and rectitude. And then the Court proceeded to sentence him to forty-eight hours in the City Prison, on bread and water.


The Defendant seemed to have come to a sense of his position, for he shed tears profusely.


We hope this will be a lesson to him that will not have to be repeated.


S. Browne Jones.







52Advice for Good Little Girls




GOOD LITTLE GIRLS ought not to make mouths at their teachers for every trifling offense. This kind of retaliation should only be resorted to under peculiarly aggravating circumstances.


If you have nothing but a rag doll stuffed with saw-dust, while one of your more fortunate little playmates has a costly china one, you should treat her with a show of kindness nevertheless. And you ought not to attempt to make a forcible swap with her unless your conscience would justify you in it, and you know you are able to do it.


You ought never to take your little brother’s “chawing-gum” away from him by main force: it is better to rope him in with the promise of the first two dollars and a half you find floating down the river on a grindstone. In the artless simplicity natural to his time of life, he will regard it as a perfectly fair transaction. In all ages of the world this eminently plausible fiction has lured the obtuse infant to financial ruin and disaster.


If at any time you find it necessary to correct your brother, do not correct him with mud– never on any account throw mud at him, because it will soil his clothes. It is better to scald him a little; for then you attain two desirable results– you secure his immediate attention to the lesson you are inculcating, and at the same time, your hot water will have a tendency to remove impurities from his person– and possibly the skin also, in spots.


If your mother tells you to do a thing, it is wrong to reply that you won’t. It is better and more becoming to intimate that you will do as she bids you, and then afterwards act quietly in the matter according to the dictates of your better judgment.


You should ever bear in mind that it is to your kind parents that you are indebted for your food and your nice bed and your beautiful clothes, and for the privilege of staying home from school when you let on that you are sick. Therefore you ought to respect their little prejudices and humor their little whims, and put up with their little foibles, until they get to crowding you too much.


Good little girls should always show marked deference for the aged. You ought never to “sass” old people– unless they “sass” you first.







53Advice for Good Little Boys




YOU OUGHT NEVER to take anything that don’t belong to you– if you can not carry it off.


If you unthinkingly set up a tack in another boy’s seat, you ought never to laugh when he sits down on it– unless you can’t “hold in.”


Good little boys must never tell lies when the truth will answer just as well. In fact, good little boys will never tell lies– not at all– except in case of the most urgent necessity.


It is wrong to put a sheepskin under your shirt when you know that you are going to get a licking. It is better to retire swiftly to a secret place and weep over your bad conduct until the storm blows over.


You should never do anything wicked and then lay it on your brother, when it is just as convenient to lay it on another boy.


You ought never to call your aged grandpapa a “rum old file”– except when you want to be unusually funny.


You ought never to knock your little sisters down with a club. It is better to use a cat, which is soft. In doing this, you must be careful to take the cat by the tail in such a manner that she cannot scratch you.







54The Facts


Concerning the Recent Trouble Between Mr. Mark Twain and Mr. John William Skae, of Virginia City– Wherein It Is Attempted to Be Proved that the Former Was Not to Blame in the Matter.




OUR ESTEEMED FRIEND, Mr. John William Skae, of Virginia City, walked into the office where we are sub-editor at a late hour last night, with an expression of profound and heartfelt suffering upon his countenance, and, sighing heavily, laid the following item reverently upon the desk, and walked slowly out again. He paused a moment at the door, and seemed struggling to command his feelings sufficiently to enable him to speak, and then, nodding his head toward his manuscript, ejaculated in a broken voice, “Friend of mine– oh! how sad!” and burst into tears. We were so moved at his distress that we did not think to call him back and endeavor to comfort him until he was gone, and it was too late. The paper had already gone to press, but knowing that our friend would consider the publication of this item important, and cherishing the hope that to print it would afford a melancholy satisfaction to his sorrowing heart, we stopped the press at once and inserted it in our columns:



Distressing Accident.– Last evening, about six o’clock, as Mr. William Schuyler, an old and respectable citizen of South Park, was leaving his residence to go down-town, as has been his usual custom for many years with the exception only of a short interval in the spring of 1850, during which he was confined to his bed by injuries received in attempting to stop a runaway horse by thoughtlessly placing himself directly in its wake and throwing up his hands and shouting, which if he had done so even a single moment sooner, must inevitably have frightened the animal still more instead of checking its speed, although disastrous enough to himself as it was, and rendered more melancholy and distressing by reason of the presence of his wife’s mother, who was there and saw the sad occurrence notwithstanding it is at least likely, though not necessarily so, that she should be reconnoitering in another direction when incidents occur, not being vivacious and on the lookout, as a general thing, but even the reverse, as her own mother is said to have stated, who is no more, but died in the full hope of a glorious resurrection, upwards of three years ago; aged eighty-six, being a Christian woman and without guile, as it were, or property, in consequence of the fire of 1849, which destroyed every single thing she had in the world. But such is life. Let us all take warning by this solemn occurrence, and let us endeavor so to conduct ourselves that when we come to die we can do it. Let us place our hands upon our heart, and say with earnestness and sincerity that from this day forth we will beware of the intoxicating bowl.

—First Edition of the Californian.






(Second Edition of the Californian)


The boss-editor has been in here raising the mischief, and tearing his hair and kicking the furniture about, and abusing me like a pickpocket. He says that every time he leaves me in charge of the paper for half an hour I get imposed upon by the first infant or the first idiot that comes along. And he says that that distressing item of Mr. Skae’s is nothing but a lot of distressing bosh, and has no point to it, and no sense in it, and no information in it, and that there was no sort of necessity for stopping the press to publish it. He says every man he meets has insinuated that somebody about The Californian office has gone crazy.


Now all this comes of being good-hearted. If I had been as unaccommodating and unsympathetic as some people, I would have told Mr. Skae that I wouldn’t receive his communication at such a late hour, and to go to blazes with it; but no, his snuffling distress touched my heart, and I jumped at the chance of doing something to modify his misery. I never read his item to see whether there was anything wrong about it, but hastily wrote the few lines which preceded it, and sent it to the printers. And what has my kindness done for me? It has done nothing but bring down upon me a storm of abuse and ornamental blasphemy.


Now I will read that item myself, and see if there is any foundation for all this fuss. And if there is, the author of it shall hear from me.



........



I have read it, and I am bound to admit that it seems a little mixed at a first glance. However, I will peruse it once more.



........



I have read it again, and it does really seem a good deal more mixed than ever.



........



I have read it over five times, but if I can get at the meaning of it I wish I may get my just deserts. It won’t bear analysis. There are things about it which I cannot understand at all. It don’t say whatever became of William Schuyler. It just says enough about him to get one interested in his career, and then drops him. Who is William Schuyler, anyhow, and what part of South Park did he live in, and if he started down-town at six o’clock, did he ever get there, and if he did, did anything happen to him? Is he the individual that met with the “distressing accident”? Considering the elaborate circumstantiality of detail observable in the item, it seems to me that it ought to contain more information than it does. On the contrary, it is obscure and not only obscure, but utterly incomprehensible. Was the breaking of Mr. Schuyler’s leg, fifteen years ago, the “distressing accident” that plunged Mr. Skae into unspeakable grief, and caused him to come up here at dead of night and stop our press to acquaint the world with the circumstance? Or did the “distressing accident” consist in the destruction of Schuyler’s mother-in-law’s property in early times? Or did it consist in the death of that person herself three years ago (albeit it does not appear that she died by accident)? In a word, what did that “distressing accident” consist in? What did that driveling ass of a Schuyler stand in the wake of a runaway horse for, with his shouting and gesticulating, if he wanted to stop him? And how the mischief could he get run over by a horse that had already passed beyond him? And what are we to take “warning” by? And how is this extraordinary chapter of incomprehensibilities going to be a “lesson” to us? And, above all, what has the intoxicating “bowl” got to do with it, anyhow? It is not stated that Schuyler drank, or that his wife drank, or that his mother-in-law drank, or that the horse drank– wherefore, then, the reference to the intoxicating bowl? It does seem to me that if Mr. Skae had let the intoxicating bowl alone himself, he never would have got into so much trouble about this exasperating imaginary accident. I have read this. absurd item over and over again, with all its insinuating plausibility, until my head swims; but I can make neither head nor tail of it. There certainly seems to have been an accident of some kind or other, but it is impossible to determine what the nature of it was, or who was the sufferer by it. I do not like to do it, but I feel compelled to request that the next time anything happens to one of Mr. Skae’s friends, he will append such explanatory notes to his account of it as will enable me to find out what sort of an accident it was and whom it happened to. I had rather all his friends should die than that I should be driven to the verge of lunacy again in trying to cipher out the meaning of another such production as the above.


But now, after all this fuss that has been made by the chief cook about this item, I do not see that it is any more obscure than the general run of local items in the daily papers after all. You don’t usually find out much by reading local items, and you don’t in the case of Johnny Skae’s item. But it is just The Californian’s style to be so disgustingly particular and so distressingly hypercritical. If Stiggers throws off one of his graceful little jokes, ten to one The Californian will come out the very next Saturday and find fault with it, because there ain’t any point to it– find fault with it because there is no place in it where you can laugh– find fault with it because a man feels humiliated after reading it. They don’t appear to know how to discriminate. They don’t appear to understand that there are different kinds of jokes, and that Stiggers’ jokes may be of that kind. No; they give a man no credit for originality– for striking out into new paths and opening up new domains of humor; they overlook all that, and just cramp an Alta joke down to their own narrow and illiberal notion of what a joke ought to be, and then if they find it hasn’t got any point to it, they turn up their noses and say it isn’t any joke at all. I do despise such meanness.


And they are just the same way with the Flag’s poetry. They never stop to reflect that the author may be striking out into new fields of poetry– no; they simply say, “Stuff! this poem’s got no sense in it; and it hasn’t got any rhyme to it to speak of; and there is no more rhythm about it than there is to a Chinese oration”– and then, just on this evidence alone, they presume to say it’s not poetry at all.


And so with the Call’s grammar. If the local of the Call gets to branching out into new and aggravating combinations of words and phrases, they don’t stop to think that maybe he is humbly trying to start something fresh in English composition and thus make his productions more curious and entertaining– not they; they just bite into him at once, and say he isn’t writing grammar. And why? We repeat: And why? Why, merely because he don’t choose to be the slave of their notions and Murray’s.


And just so with the Bulletin’s country correspondents. Because one of those mild and unoffending dry-goods clerks with his hair parted in the middle writes down to the Bulletin in a column and a half how he took the stage for Calistoga; and paid his fare; and got his change; stating the amount of the same; and that he had thought it would be more; but unpretentiously intimates that it could be a matter of no consequence to him one way or the other; and then goes on to tell about who he found at the Springs; and who he treated; and who treated him; and proceeds to give the initials of all the ladies of quality sojourning there; and does it in such a way as to conceal, as far as possible, how much they dote on his society; and then tells how he took a bath; and how the soap escaped from his fingers; and describes with infinite humor the splashing and scrambling he had to go through with before he got it again; and tells how he took a breezy gallop in the early morning at 9 A.M. with Gen. E. B. G.’s charming and accomplished daughter, and how the two, with souls overcharged with emotions too deep for utterance, beheld the glorious sun bathing the eastern hills with the brilliant magnificence of his truly gorgeous splendor, thus recalling to them tearful reminiscences of other scenes and other climes, when their hearts were young and as yet unseared by the cold clammy hand of the vain, heartless world-dreaming thus, in blissful unconsciousness, he of the stream of ants traveling up his body and down the back of his neck, and she of the gallinipper sucking the tip-end of her nose– because one of these inoffensive pleasure-going correspondents writes all this to the Bulletin, I say, The Californian gets irritated and acrimonious in a moment, and says it is the vilest bosh in the world; and says there is nothing important about it, and wonders who in the nation cares if that fellow did ride in the stage, and pay his fare, and take a bath, and see the sun rise up and slobber over the eastern hills four hours after daylight; and asks with withering scorn, “Well, what does it all amount to?” and wants to know who is any wiser now than he was before he read the long winded correspondence; and intimates that the Bulletin had better be minding the commercial interests of the land than afflicting the public with such wishy-washy trash. That is just the style of The Californian. No correspondence is good enough for its hypercritical notions unless it has got something in it. The Californian sharps don’t stop to consider that maybe that disbanded clerk was up to something– that maybe he was sifting around after some new realm or other in literature– that maybe perhaps he was trying to get something through his head– well, they don’t stop to consider anything; they just say, because it is trivial, and awkwardly written, and stupid, and devoid of information, that it is Bosh, and that is the end of it! The Californian hates originality– that is the whole thing in a nutshell. They know it all. They are the only authority– and if they don’t like a thing, why of course it won’t do. Certainly not. Now who but The Californian would ever have found fault with Johnny Skae’s item. No daily paper in town would, anyhow. It is after the same style, and is just as good, and as interesting and as luminous as the articles published every day in the city papers. It has got all the virtues that distinguish those articles and render them so acceptable to the public. it is not obtrusively pointed, and in this it resembles the jokes of Stiggers; it warbles smoothly and easily along, without rhyme or rhythm or reason, like the Flag’s poetry; the eccentricity of its construction is appalling to the grammatical student, and in this it rivals the happiest achievements of the Call; it furnishes the most laborious and elaborate details to the eye without transmitting any information whatever to the understanding, and in this respect it will bear comparison with the most notable specimens of the Bulletin’s country correspondence; and finally, the mysterious obscurity that curtains its general intent and meaning could not be surpassed by all the newspapers in town put together.




(Third Edition of the Californian)


More trouble. The chief hair-splitter has been in here again raising a dust. It appears that Skae’s item has disseminated the conviction that there has been a distressing accident somewhere, of some kind or other, and the people are exasperated at the agonizing uncertainty of the thing. Some have it that the accident happened to Schuyler; others say that inasmuch as Schuyler disappeared in the first clause of the item, it must have been the horse; again, others say that inasmuch as the horse disappeared in the second clause without having up to that time sustained any damage, it must have been Schuyler’s wife; but others say that inasmuch as she disappeared in the third clause all right and was never mentioned again, it must have been the old woman, Schuyler’s mother-in-law; still others say that inasmuch as the old woman died three years ago, and not necessarily by accident, it is too late in the day to mention it now, and so it must have been the house; but others sneer at the latter idea, and say if the burning of the house sixteen years ago was so “distressing” to Schuyler, why didn’t he wait fifty years longer before publishing the incident, and then maybe he could bear it easier. But there is trouble abroad, at any rate. People are satisfied that there has been an accident, and they are furious because they cannot find out who it has happened to. They are ridiculously unreasonable. They say they don’t know who Schuyler is, but that’s neither here nor there– if anything has happened to him they are going to know all about it or somebody has got to suffer.


That is just what it has come to– personal violence. And it is all bred out of that snivelling lunatic’s coming in here at midnight, and enlisting my sympathies with his infamous imaginary misfortune, and making me publish his wool-gathering nonsense. But this is throwing away time. Something has got to be done. There has got to be an accident in the Schuyler family, and that without any unnecessary delay. Nothing else will satisfy the public. I don’t know any man by the name of Schuyler, but I will go out and hunt for one. All I want now is a Schuyler. And I am bound to have a Schuyler if I have to take Schuyler Colfax. If I can only get hold of a Schuyler, I will take care of the balance of the program– will see that an accident happens to him as soon as possible. And failing this, I will try and furnish a disaster to the stricken Skae.



This is the complete text from The Californian, August 26, 1865.


Also sometimes titled as “An Item Which the Editor Himself Could Not Understand,” “Johnny Skae’s Item,” or “Mr. Bloke’s Item.”









55The Great Earthquake in San Francisco




San Francisco,

Oct. 8, 1865.


Editors Review:


Long before this reaches your city, the telegraph will have mentioned to you, casually, that San Francisco was visited by an earthquake today, and the daily prints will have conveyed the news to their readers with the same air of indifference with which it was clothed by the unimpassioned lightning, and five minutes afterward the world will have forgotten the circumstance, under the impression that just such earthquakes are every-day occurrences here, and therefore not worth remembering. But if you had been here you would have conceived very different notions from these. Today’s earthquake was no ordinary affair. It is likely that future earthquakes in this vicinity, for years to come, will suffer by comparison with it.


I have tried a good many of them here, and of several varieties– some that came in the form of a universal shiver; others that gave us two or three sudden upward heaves from below; others that swayed grandly and deliberately from side to side; and still others that came rolling and undulating beneath our feet like a great wave of the sea. But today’s specimen belonged to a new, and I hope, a very rare, breed of earthquakes. First, there was a quick, heavy shock; three or four seconds elapsed, and then the city and county of SF darted violently from north-west to south-east, and from south-east to north-west five times with extraordinary energy and rapidity. I say “darted,” because that word comes nearest to describing the movement.


I was walking along Third street, and facing north, when the first shock came; I was walking fast, and it “broke up my gait” pretty completely– checked me– just as a strong wind will do when you turn a corner and face it suddenly. That shock was coming from the north-west, and I met it half-way. I took about six or seven steps (went back and measured the distance afterwards to decide a bet about the interval of time between the first and second shocks), and was just turning the corner into Howard street when those five angry “darts” came. I suppose the first of them proceeded from the south-east, because it moved my feet toward the opposite point of the compass– to the left– and made me stagger against the corner house on my right. The noise accompanying the shocks was a tremendous rasping sound, like the violent shaking and grinding together of a block of brick houses. It was about the most disagreeable sound you can imagine.


I will set it down here as a maxim that the operations of the human intellect are much accelerated by an earthquake. Usually I do not think rapidly– but I did upon this occasion. I thought rapidly, vividly, and distinctly. With the first shock of the five, I thought– “I recognize that motion– this is an earthquake.” With the second, I thought, “Well, my boy, you had better be getting out of this.” Each of these thoughts was only the hundredth part of a second in passing through my mind. There is no incentive to rapid reasoning like an earthquake. I then sidled out toward the middle of the street– and I may say that I sidled out with some degree of activity, too. There is nothing like and earthquake to hurry up a man when he starts to go anywhere. As I went I glanced down to my left and saw the whole front of a large four-story brick building spew out and “spatter” abroad over the street in front of it. Another thought streamed through my brain. I thought this was going to be the greatest earthquake of the century, and that the city was going to be destroyed entirely, and I took out my watch and timed the event. It was twelve minutes to one o’clock, P.M. This showed great coolness and presence of mind on my part– most people would have been hunting for something to climb, instead of looking out for the best interests of history.


As I walked down the street– down the middle of the street– frequently glancing up with a sagacious eye at the houses on either side to see which way they were going to fall, I felt the earth shivering gently under me, and grew moderately sea-sick (and remained so for nearly an hour; others became excessively sleepy as well as sea-sick, and were obliged to go to bed, and refresh themselves with a sound nap.) A minute before the earthquake I had three or four streets pretty much to myself, as far as I could see down them (for we are a Sunday-respecting community, and go out of town to break the Sabbath) but five seconds after it I was lost in a swarm of crying children, and coatless, hatless men and shrieking women. They were all in motion, to, and no two of them trying to run in the same direction. They charged simultaneously from opposite rows of houses, like opposing regiments from ambuscades, and came together with a crash and a yell in the center of the street. Then came chaos and confusion, and a general digging out for somewhere else, they didn’t know where, and didn’t care.


Everything that was done, was done in the twinkling of an eye– there was no apathy visible anywhere. A street car stopped close at hand, and disgorged its passengers so suddenly that they all seemed to flash out at the self-same instant of time.


The crowd was in danger from outside influences for a while. A horse was coming down Third street, with a buggy attached to him, and following after him– either by accident or by design– and the horse was either frightened at the earthquake or a good deal surprised– I cannot say which, because I do not know how horses are usually affected by such things– but at any rate he must have been opposed to earthquakes, because he started to leave there, and took the buggy and his master with him, and scattered them over a piece of ground as large as an ordinary park, and finally fetched up against a lamp-post with nothing hanging to him but a few strips of harness suitable for fiddle-strings. However he might have been affected previously, the expression upon his countenance at this time was one of unqualified surprise. The driver of the buggy was found intact and unhurt, but to the last degree dusty and blasphemous. As the crowds along the street had fortunately taken chances on the earthquake and opened out to let the horse pass, no one was injured by his stampede.


When I got to the locality of the shipwrecked four-story building before spoken of, I found that the front of it, from eaves to pavement, had fallen out, and lay in ruins on the ground. The roof and floors were broken down and dilapidated. It was a new structure and unoccupied, and by rare good luck it damaged itself alone by its fall. The walls were only three bricks thick, a fact which, taking into account the earthquakiness of the country, evinces an unquestioning trust in Providence, on the part of the proprietor, which is as gratifying as it is impolitic and reckless.


I turned into Mission street and walked down to Second without finding any evidences of the great ague, but in Second street itself I traveled half a block on shattered window glass. The large hotels, farther down town, were all standing, but the boarders were all in the street. The plastering had fallen in many of the rooms, and a gentleman who was in an attic chamber of the Cosmopolitan at the time of the quake, told me the water “sloshed” out of the great tanks on the roof, and fell in sheets of spray to the court below. He said the huge building rocked like a cradle after the first grand spasms; the walls seemed to “belly” inward like a sale; and flakes of plastering began to drop on him. He then went out and slid, feet foremost, down one or two hundred feet of banisters– partly for amusement, but chiefly with an eye to expedition. He said he flashed by the frantic crowds in each succeeding story like a telegraphic dispatch.


Several ladies felt a faintness and dizziness in the head, and one, (incredible as it may seem) weighing over two hundred and fifty pounds, fainted all over. They hauled her out of her room, and deluged her with water, but for nearly half an hour all efforts to resuscitate her were fruitless. It is said that the noise of the earthquake on the ground floor of the hotel, which is paved with marble, was as if forty freight trains were thundering over it. The large billiard saloon in the rear of the office was full of people at the time, but a moment afterward numbers of them were seen flying up the street with their billiard-cues in their hands, like a squad of routed lancers. Three jumped out of a back window into the central court, and found themselves imprisoned– for the tall, spike-armed iron gates which bars the passage-way for coal and provision wagons was locked.


“What did you do then?” I asked.


“Well, Conrad, from Humboldt– you know him– Conrad said, ‘let’s climb over, boys, and be devilish quick about it, too’– and he made a dash for it– but Smith and me started in last and were first over– because the seat of Conrad’s pants caught on the spikes at the top, and we left him hanging there and yelling like an Injun.”


And then my friend called my attention to the gate and said: “There’s the gate– ten foot high, I should think, and nothing to catch hold of to climb by– but don’t you know I went over that gate like a shot out of a shovel, and took my billiard-cue along with me?– I did it, as certain as I am standing here– but if I could do it again for fifteen hundred thousand dollars, I’ll be d——d– not unless there was another earthquake, anyway.”


From the fashionable barber-shops in the vicinity gentlemen rushed into the thronged streets in their shirt-sleeves, with towels round their necks, and with one side of their faces smoothly shaved, and the other side foamy with lather.


One gentleman was having his corns cut by a barber, when the premonitory shock came. The barber’s under-jaw dropped, and he stared aghast at the dancing furniture. The gentleman winked complacently at the by-standers, and said with fine humor, “Oh, go on with your surgery, John– it’s nothing but an earthquake; no use to run, you know, because if you’re going to the devil anyhow, you might as well start from here as outside.” Just then the earth commenced its hideous grinding and surging movement, and the gentleman retreated toward the door, remarking, “However, John, if we’ve got to go, perhaps we’d as well start from the street, after all.”


On North Beach, men ran out of the bathing houses attired like the Greek Slave, and mingled desperately with ladies and gentlemen who were as badly frightened as themselves, but more elaborately dressed.


The City Hall, which is a large building, was so dismembered, and its walls sprung apart from each other, that the structure will doubtless have to be pulled down. The earthquake rang a merry peal on the City Hall bell, the “clapper” of which weighs seventy-eight pounds. It is said that several [fire] engine companies turned out, under the impression that the alarm was struck by the fire-telegraph.


Bells of all sorts and sizes were rung by the shake throughout the city, and from what I can learn the earthquake formally announced its visit on every door-bell in town. One gentleman said: “My door-bell fell to ringing violently, but I said to myself, ‘I know you– you are an Earthquake; and you appear to be in a hurry; but you’ll jingle that bell considerably before I let you in– on the contrary, I’ll crawl under this sofa and get out of the way of the plastering.’”


I went down toward the city front and found a brick warehouse mashed in as if some foreigner from Brobdignag had sat down on it.


All down Battery street the large brick wholesale houses were pretty universally shaken up, and some of them badly damaged, the roof of one being crushed in, and the fire-walls of one or two being ripped off even with the tops of the upper windows, and dumped into the street below.


The tall shot tower in First street weathered the storm, but persons who watched it respectfully from a distance said it swayed to and fro like a drunken giant.


I saw three chimneys which were broken in two about three feet from the top, and the upper sections slewed around until they sat corner-wise on the lower ones.


The damage done to houses by this earthquake is estimated at over half a million of dollars.


But I had rather talk about the “incidents.” The Rev. Mr. Harmon, Principal of the Pacific Female Seminary, at Oakland, just across the Bay from here, had his entire flock of young ladies at church– and also his wife and children– and was watching and protecting them jealously, like one of those infernal scaly monsters with a pestilential breath that were employed to stand guard over imprisoned heroines in the days of chivalry, and who always proved inefficient in the hour of danger– he was watching them, I say, when the earthquake came, and what do you imagine he did, then? Why, that confiding trust in Providence which had sustained him through a long ministerial career all at once deserted him, and he got up and ran like a quarter-horse. But that was not the misfortune of it. the exasperating feature of it was that his wife and children and all the school-girls remained bravely in their seats and sat the earthquake through without flinching. Oakland talks and laughs again at the Pacific Female Seminary.


The Superintendent of the Congregational Sunday School in Oakland had just given out the text, “And the earth shook and trembled,” when the earthquake came along and took up the text and preached the sermon for him.


The Pastor of Starr King’s church, the Rev. Mr. Stebbins, came down out his pulpit after the first shock and embraced a woman. It was an instance of great presence of mind. Some say the woman was his wife, but I regard the remark as envious and malicious. Upon occasions like this, people who are too much scared to seize upon an offered advantage, are always ready to depreciate the superior judgment and sagacity of those who profited by the opportunity they lost themselves.


In a certain aristocratic locality up-town, the wife of a foreign dignitary is the acknowledged leader of fashion, and whenever she emerges from her house all the ladies in the vicinity fly to the windows to see what she has “got on,” so they may make immediate arrangements to procure similar costumes for themselves. Well, in the midst of the earthquake, the beautiful foreign woman (who had just indulged in a bath) appeared on the street with a towel around her neck. It was all the raiment she had on. Consequently, in that vicinity, a towel around the neck is considered the only orthodox “earthquake costume.” Well, and why not? It is elegant, and airy, and simple, and graceful, and pretty, and are not these the chief requisites in female dress? If it were generally adopted it would go far toward reconciling some people to these dreaded earthquakes.


An enterprising barkeeper down town who is generally up with the times, has already invented a sensation drink to meet the requirements of our present peculiar circumstances. A friend in whom I have confidence, thus describes it to me: “A tall ale-glass is nearly filled with California brandy and Angelica wine– one part of the former to two of the latter; fill to the brim with champagne; charge the drink with electricity from a powerful galvanic battery, and swallow it before the lightning cools. Then march forth– and before you have gone a hundred yards you will think you are occupying the whole street; a parlor clock will look as big as a church; to blow your nose will astonish you like the explosion of a mine, and the most trivial abstract matter will seem as important as the Day of Judgment. When you want this extraordinary drink, disburse your twenty-five cents, and call for an ‘EARTHQUAKE.’”







56My First Earthquake




AMONTH AFTERWARD I enjoyed my first earthquake. It was one which was long called the “great” earthquake, and is doubtless so distinguished till this day. It was just after noon, on a bright October day. I was coming down Third street. The only objects in motion anywhere in sight in that thickly built and populous quarter, were a man in a buggy behind me, and a street car wending slowly up the cross street. Otherwise, all was solitude and a Sabbath stillness. As I turned the corner, around a frame house, there was a great rattle and jar, and it occurred to me that here was an item!– no doubt a fight in that house. Before I could turn and seek the door, there came a really terrific shock; the ground seemed to roll under me in waves, interrupted by a violent joggling up and down, and there was a heavy grinding noise as of brick houses rubbing together. I fell up against the frame house and hurt my elbow. I knew what it was, now, and from mere reportorial instinct, nothing else, took out my watch and noted the time of day; at that moment a third and still severer shock came, and as I reeled about on the pavement trying to keep my footing, I saw a sight! The entire front of a tall four-story brick building in Third street sprung outward like a door and fell sprawling across the street, raising a dust like a great volume of smoke! And here came the buggy– overboard went the man, and in less time than I can tell it the vehicle was distributed in small fragments along three hundred yards of street.


One could have fancied that somebody had fired a charge of chair-rounds and rags down the thoroughfare. The street car had stopped, the horses were rearing and plunging, the passengers were pouring out at both ends, and one fat man had crashed half way through a glass window on one side of the car, got wedged fast and was squirming and screaming like an impaled madman. Every door, of every house, as far as the eye could reach, was vomiting a stream of human beings; and almost before one could execute a wink and begin another, there was a massed multitude of people stretching in endless procession down every street my position commanded. Never was solemn solitude turned into teeming life quicker.


Of the wonders wrought by “the great earthquake,” these were all that came under my eye; but the tricks it did, elsewhere, and far and wide over the town, made toothsome gossip for nine days.


The destruction of property was trifling– the injury to it was wide-spread and somewhat serious.


The “curiosities” of the earthquake were simply endless. Gentlemen and ladies who were sick, or were taking a siesta, or had dissipated till a late hour and were making up lost sleep, thronged into the public streets in all sorts of queer apparel, and some without any at all. One woman who had been washing a naked child, ran down the street holding it by the ankles as if it were a dressed turkey. Prominent citizens who were supposed to keep the Sabbath strictly, rushed out of saloons in their shirt-sleeves, with billiard cues in their hands. Dozens of men with necks swathed in napkins, rushed from barber-shops, lathered to the eyes or with one cheek clean shaved and the other still bearing a hairy stubble. Horses broke from stables, and a frightened dog rushed up a short attic ladder and out on to a roof, and when his scare was over had not the nerve to go down again the same way he had gone up.


A prominent editor flew down stairs, in the principal hotel, with nothing on but one brief undergarment– met a chambermaid, and exclaimed:


“Oh, what shall I do! Where shall I go!”


She responded with naïve serenity:


“If you have no choice, you might try a clothing-store!”


A certain foreign consul’s lady was the acknowledged leader of fashion, and every time she appeared in anything new or extraordinary, the ladies in the vicinity made a raid on their husbands’ purses and arrayed themselves similarly. One man who had suffered considerably and growled accordingly, was standing at the window when the shocks came, and the next instant the consul’s wife, just out of the bath, fled by with no other apology for clothing than– a bath-towel! The sufferer rose superior to the terrors of the earthquake, and said to his wife:


“Now that is something like! Get out your towel, my dear!”


The plastering that fell from ceilings in San Francisco that day, would have covered several acres of ground. For some days afterward, groups of eyeing and pointing men stood about many a building, looking at long zig-zag cracks that extended from the eaves to the ground. Four feet of the tops of three chimneys on one house were broken square off and turned around in such a way as to completely stop the draft.


A crack a hundred feet long gaped open six inches wide in the middle of one street and then shut together again with such force, as to ridge up the meeting earth like a slender grave. A lady sitting in her rocking and quaking parlor, saw the wall part at the ceiling, open and shut twice, like a mouth, and then– drop the end of a brick on the floor like a tooth. She was a woman easily disgusted with foolishness, and she arose and went out of there. One lady who was coming down stairs was astonished to see a bronze Hercules lean forward on its pedestal as if to strike her with its club. They both reached the bottom of the flight at the same time,– the woman insensible from the fright. Her child, born some little time afterward, was club-footed. However– on second thought,– if the reader sees any coincidence in this, he must do it at his own risk.


The first shock brought down two or three huge organ-pipes in one of the churches. The minister, with uplifted hands, was just closing the services. He glanced up, hesitated, and said:


“However, we will omit the benediction!”– and the next instant there was a vacancy in the atmosphere where he had stood.


After the first shock, an Oakland minister said:


“Keep your seats! There is no better place to die than this”—


And added, after the third:


“But outside is good enough!” He then skipped out at the back door.


Such another destruction of mantel ornaments and toilet bottles as the earthquake created, San Francisco never saw before. There was hardly a girl or a matron in the city but suffered losses of this kind. Suspended pictures were thrown down, but oftener still, by a curious freak of the earthquake’s humor, they were whirled completely around with their faces to the wall! There was great difference of opinion, at first, as to the course or direction the earthquake traveled, but water that splashed out of various tanks and buckets settled that. Thousands of people were made so sea-sick by the rolling and pitching of floors and streets that they were weak and bed-ridden for hours, and some few for even days afterward.– Hardly an individual escaped nausea entirely.


The queer earthquake-episodes that formed the staple of San Francisco gossip for the next week would fill a much larger book than this, and so I will diverge from the subject.







57The Cruel Earthquake





Singular Effects of the Shock on the Rev. Mr. Stebbins




NOW THE REV. MR. STEBBINS acted like a sensible man– a man with his presence of mind about him– he did precisely what I thought of doing myself at the time of the earthquake, but had no opportunity– he came down out of his pulpit and embraced a woman. Some say it was his wife. Well, and so it might have been his wife– I’m not saying it wasn’t, am I? I am not going to intimate anything of that kind– because how do I know but what it was his wife? I say it might have been his wife– and so it might– I was not there, and I do not consider that I have any right to say it was not his wife. In reality I am satisfied it was his wife– but I am sorry, though, because it would have been so much better presence of mind to have embraced some other woman. I was in Third street. I looked around for some woman to embrace, but there was none in sight. I could have expected no better fortune, though, so I said, “O certainly– just my luck.”


A Singular Illustration


WHEN THE EARTHQUAKE ARRIVED in Oakland, the commanding officer of the Congregational Sabbath School was reading these words, by way of text: “And the earth shook and trembled!” In an instant the earthquake seized the text and preached a powerful sermon on it. I do not know whether the commanding officer resumed the subject again where the earthquake left off or not, but if he did I am satisfied that he has got a good deal of “cheek.” I do not consider that any modest man would try to improve on a topic that had already been treated by an earthquake.


A Model Artist Strikes an Attitude


A YOUNG GENTLEMAN who lives in Sacramento street, rushed down stairs and appeared in public with no raiment on save a knit undershirt, which concealed his person about as much as its tin foil cap conceals a champagne bottle. He struck an attitude such as a man assumes when he is looking up, expecting danger from above, and bends his arm and holds it aloft to ward off possible missiles– and standing thus he glared fiercely up at the fire-wall of a tall building opposite, from which a few bricks had fallen. Men shouted at him to go in the house, people seized him by the arm and tried to drag him away– even tender-hearted women, (O, Woman!– O ever noble, unselfish, angelic woman!– O, Woman, in our hours of ease uncertain, coy, and hard to please– when anything happens to go wrong with our harness, a ministering angel thou), women, I say, averted their faces, and nudging the paralyzed and impassible statue in the ribs with their elbows beseeched him to take their aprons– to take their shawls– to take their hoop-skirts– anything, anything, so that he would not stand there longer in such a plight and distract people’s attention from the earthquake. But he wouldn’t budge– he stood there in his naked majesty till the last tremor died away from the earth, and then looked around on the multitude– and stupidly enough, too, until his dull eye fell upon himself. He went back upstairs, then. He went up lively.


What Happened To A Few Virginians


BUT WHERE IS THE USE in dwelling on these incidents? There are enough of them to make a book. Joe Noques, of your city, was playing billiards in the Cosmopolitan Hotel. He went through a window into the court and then jumped over an iron gate eighteen feet high, and took his billiard cue with him. Sam Witgenstein took refuge in a church– probably the first time he was ever in one in his life. Judge Bryan climbed a telegraph pole. Pete Hopkins narrowly escaped injury. He was shaken abruptly from the summit of Telegraph Hill and fell on a three-story brick house ten feet below. I see that the morning papers (always ready to smooth over things), attribute the destruction of the house to the earthquake. That is newspaper magnanimity– but an earthquake has no friends. Extraordinary things happened to everybody except me. No one even spoke to me– at least only one man did, I believe– a man named Robinson– from Salt Lake, I think– who asked me to take a drink. I refused.


Popper Defieth ye Earthquake.


WHERE’S AJAX NOW, with his boasted defiance of the lightning? Who is Ajax to Popper, and what is lightning to an earthquake? It is taking no chances to speak of to defy the lightning, for it might pelt away at you for a year and miss you every time– but I don’t care what corner you hide in, if the earthquake comes it will shake you; and if you will build your house weak enough to give it a fair show, it will melt it down like butter. Therefore, I exalt Popper above Ajax, for Popper defieth the earthquake. The famous shake of the 8th of October snatched the front out of Popper’s great four-story shell of a house on the corner of Third and Mission as easily as if it had been mere pastime; yet I notice that the reckless Popper is rebuilding it again just as thin as it was before, and using the same old bricks. Is this paying proper respect to earthquakes? I think not. If I were an earthquake, I would never stand for such insolence from Popper. I am confident that I would shake that shell down, even if it took my last shake.







58A Page from a Californian Almanac




AT THE INSTANCE of several friends who feel a boding anxiety to know beforehand what sort of phenomena we may expect the elements to exhibit during the next month or two, and who have lost all confidence in the various patent medicine almanacs, because of the unaccountable reticence of those works concerning the extraordinary event of the 8th inst., I have compiled the following almanac expressly for the latitude of San Francisco:



Oct. 17. – Weather hazy; atmosphere murky and dense. An expression of profound melancholy will be observable upon most countenances.


Oct. 18. – Slight earthquake. Countenances grow more melancholy.


Oct. 19. – Look out for rain. It would be absurd to look in for it. The general depression of spirits increased.


Oct. 20. – More weather.


Oct. 21. – Same.


Oct. 22. – Light winds, perhaps. If they blow, it will be from the “eastward, or the nor’ard, or the west’ard, or the south’ard,” or from some general direction approximating more or less to these points of the compass or otherwise. Winds are uncertain– more especially when they blow from whence they cometh and whither they listeth, N.B.– Such is the nature of winds.


Oct. 23. – Mild, balmy earthquakes.


Oct. 24. – Shaky.


Oct. 25. – Occasional shakes, followed by light showers of bricks and plastering. N.B.– Stand from under!


Oct. 26. – Considerable phenomenal atmospheric foolishness. About this time expect more earthquakes; but do not look for them, on account of the bricks.


Oct. 27. – Universal despondency, indicative of approaching disaster. Abstain from smiling, or indulgence in humorous conversation, or exasperating jokes.


Oct. 28. – Misery, dismal forebodings, and despair. Beware of all light discourse– a joke uttered at this time would produce a popular outbreak.


Oct. 29. – Beware!


Oct. 30. – Keep dark!


Oct. 31. – Go slow!


Nov. 1. – Terrific earthquake. This is the great earthquake month. More stars fall and more worlds are slathered around carelessly and destroyed in November than in any other month of the twelve.


Nov. 2. – Spasmodic but exhilarating earthquakes, accompanied by occasional showers of rain and churches and things.


Nov. 3. – Make your will.


Nov. 4. – Sell out.


Nov. 5. – Select your “last words.” Those of John Quincy Adams will do, with the addition of a syllable, thus: “This is the last of earthquakes.”


Nov. 6. – Prepare to shed this mortal coil.


Nov. 7. – Shed!


Nov. 8. – The sun will rise as usual, perhaps; but if he does, he will doubtless be staggered some to find nothing but a large round hole eight thousand miles in diameter in the place where he saw this world serenely spinning the day before.









59Bob Roach’s Plan for Circumventing a Democrat




WHERE DID ALL THESE Democrats come from? They grow thicker and thicker and act more and more outrageously at each successive election. Now yesterday they had the presumption to elect S. H. Dwinelle to the Judgeship of the Fifteenth District Court, and not content with this, they were depraved enough to elect four out of the six Justices of the Peace! Oh, ’Enery Villiam, where is thy blush! Oh, Timothy Hooligan, where is thy shame! It’s out. Democrats haven’t got any. But Union men stayed away from the election– they either did that or else they came to the election and voted Democratic tickets– I think it was the latter, though the Flag will doubtless say it was the former. But these Democrats didn’t stay away– you never catch a Democrat staying away from an election. The grand end and aim of his life is to vote or be voted for, and he accommodates to circumstances and does one just as cheerfully as he does the other. The Democracy of America left their native wilds in England and Connaught to come here and vote– and when a man, and especially a foreigner, who don’t have any voting at home any more than an Arkansas man has ice-cream for dinner, comes three or four thousand miles to luxuriate in occasional voting, he isn’t going to stay away from an election any more than the Arkansas man will leave the hotel table in “Orleans” until he has destroyed most of the ice cream. The only man I ever knew who could counteract this passion on the part of Democrats for voting, was Robert Roach, carpenter of the steamer Aleck Scott, “plying to and from St. Louis to New Orleans and back,” as her advertisement sometimes read. The Democrats generally came up as deck passengers from New Orleans, and the yellow fever used to snatch them right and left– eight or nine a day for the first six or eight hundred miles; consequently Roach would have a lot on hand to “plant” every time the boat landed to wood– “plant” was Roach’s word. One day as Roach was superintending a burial the Captain came up and said:


“God bless my soul, Roach, what do you mean by shoving a corpse into a hole in the hill-side in this barbarous way, face down and its feet sticking out?”


“I always plant them foreign Democrats in that manner, sir, because, damn their souls, if you plant ’em any other way they’ll dig out and vote the first time there’s an election– but look at that fellow, now– you put ’em in head first and face down and the more they dig the deeper they’ll go into the hill.”


In my opinion, if we do not get Roach to superintend our cemeteries, enough Democrats will dig out at the next election to carry their entire ticket. It begins to look that way.







60Real Estate versus Imaginary Possessions, Poetically Considered




My Kingdom



I HAVE a kingdom of unknown extent,


Treasures great, its wealth without compare;


And all the pleasures men in pride invent


Are not like mine, so free from pain and care.





’Tis all my own: no hostile power may rise


To force me outward from its rich domain;


It hath a strength that time itself defies,


And all invaders must assail in vain.





’Tis true sometimes its sky is overcast,


And troublous clouds obscure the peaceful light;


Yet these are transient and so quickly past


Its radiance seems to glow more clear and bright.





It hath a queen– my queen– whose loving reign


No daring subject ever may dispute;


Her will is mine, and all my toil her gain,


And when she speaks my heart with love is mute.





She sits beside me, and her gentle hand


Guides all my hopes in this estate below;


The joys of life, the products of the land,


Beneath her smiles in ceaseless pleasures flow,





My heart, her subject, throbs beneath her eyes,


And sends its tides full with unbounded love,


As ocean’s waters swell beneath the skies


Drawn by the placid moon that rolls above.





What king or ruler hath a state like mine,


That death or time can never rend apart,


Where hopes and pleasures are almost divine?


Yet all this kingdom– One True Woman’s Heart.




—[Evening Bulletin.] Paul Duoir.




Oh, stuff! Is that all? I like your poetry, Mr. D., but I don’t “admire” to see a man raise such a thundering smoke on such a very small capital of fire. I may be a little irritated, because you fooled me, D., you fooled me badly. I read your ramifications– I choose the word, D., simply because it has five syllables, and I desire to flatter you up a little before I abuse you; I don’t know the meaning of it myself– I noticed your grandiloquent heading, “My Kingdom,” and it woke me up; so I commenced reading your Ramifications with avidity, and I said to myself, with my usual vulgarity, “Now here’s a man that’s got a good thing.” I read along, and read along, thinking sure you were going to turn out to be King of New Jersey, or King of the Sandwich Islands, or the lucky monarch of a still more important kingdom, maybe– but how my spirits fell when I came to your cheap climax! And so your wonderful kingdom is– “A True Woman’s Heart!”– with capital letters to it! Oh, my! Now what do you want to go and make all that row about such a thing as that for, and fool people? Why, you put on as many frills, and make as much fuss about your obscure “kingdom” as if it were a magnificent institutions first-class power among the nations– and contained a population of forty million souls, (and maybe it does, for all you know– most kingdoms of that kind are pretty well tenanted, my innocent royal friend.) And what does your majesty suppose you can do with your extraordinary “kingdom? “You can’t sell it; you can’t hire it out; you can’t raise money on it. Bah! You ought to be more practical. You can keep your boasted “kingdom,” since it appears to be such a comfort to you; don’t come around trying to trade with me– I am very well content with


My Ranch



I HAVE a ranch of quite unknown extent,


Its turnips great, its oats without compare;


And all the ranches other men may rent


And not like mine– so not a dern [7] I care





’Tis all my own– no turnstile power may rise


To keep me outward from its rich domain;


It hath a fence that time itself defies,


And all invaders must climb out again.





’Tis true sometimes with stones ’tis overcast,


And troublous clods offend the sens’tive sight;


Yet from the furrows I these so quickly blast,


Their radiant seams do show more clear and bright.





It hath a sow– my sow– whose love for grain


No swearing subject will dispute;


Her swill is mine, and all my slops her gain,


And when she squeaks my heart with love is mute.




[Here the machine “let down.”]


Mark Twain.



[7] This imprecation is a favorite one out in the ranching districts, and is generally used in the society of ladies, where only mild forms of expression may be indulged in.

—M.T.









61Fashion Notes




A Love of a Bonnet Described




WELL, YOU OUGHT TO SEE the new style of bonnets, and then die. You see, everybody has discarded ringlets and bunches of curls, and taken to the clod of compact hair on the “after-guard,” which they call a “waterfall,” though why they name it so I cannot make out, for it looks no more like one’s general notion of a waterfall than a cabbage looks like a cataract. Yes, they have thrown aside the bunches of curls which necessitated the wearing of a bonnet with a back-door to it, or rather, a bonnet without any back to it at all, so that the curls bulged out from under an overhanging spray of slender feathers, sprigs of grass, etc. You know the kind of bonnet I mean; it was as if a lady spread a diaper on her head, with two of the corners brought down over her ears, and the other trimmed with a bunch of graceful flummery and allowed to hang over her waterfall– fashions are mighty tanglesome things to write– but I am coming to it directly. The diaper was the only beautiful bonnet women have worn within my recollection– but as they have taken exclusively to the waterfalls, now, they have thrown it aside and adopted, ah me, the infernalest, old-fashionedest, ruralest atrocity in its stead you ever saw. It is perfectly plain and hasn’t a ribbon, or a flower, or any ornament whatever about it; it is severely shaped like the half of a lady’s thimble split in two lengthwise– or would be if that thimble had a perfectly square end instead of a rounded one– just imagine it– glance at it in your mind’s eye– and recollect, no ribbons, no flowers, no filigree– only the plainest kind of plain straw or plain black stuff. It don’t come forward as far as the hair, and it fits to the head as tightly as a thimble fits, folded in a square mass against the back of the head, and the square end of the bonnet half covers it and fits as square and tightly against it as if somebody had hit the woman in the back of the head with a tombstone or some other heavy and excessively flat projectile. And a woman looks as distressed in it as a cat with her head fast in a tea-cup. It is infamous.



More Fashions–

Exit “Waterfall”




IAM TOLD that the Empress Eugenie is growing bald on the top of her head, and that to hide this defect she now combs her “back hair” forward in such a way as to make her look all right. I am also told that this mode of dressing the hair is already fashionable in all the great civilized cities of the world, and that it will shortly be adopted here. Therefore let your ladies “standby” and prepare to drum their ringlets to the front when I give the word. I shall keep a weather eye out for this fashion, for I am an uncompromising enemy of the popular “waterfall,” and I yearn to see it in disgrace. Just think of the disgusting shape and appearance of the thing. The hair is drawn to a slender neck at the back, and then commences a great fat, oblong ball, like a kidney covered with a net; and sometimes this net is so thickly bespangled with white beads that the ball looks soft, and fuzzy, and filmy and gray at a little distance– so that it vividly reminds you of those nauseating garden spiders in the States that go about dragging a pulpy, grayish bag-full of young spiders slung to them behind; and when I look at these suggestive waterfalls and remember how sea-sick it used to make me to mash one of those spider-bags, I feel sea-sick again, as a general thing. Its shape alone is enough to turn one’s stomach. Let’s have the back-hair brought forward as soon as convenient. N. B.– I shall feel much obliged to you if you can aid me in getting up this panic. I have no wife of my own and therefore as long as I have to make the most of other people’s it is a matter of vital importance to me that they should dress with some degree of taste.







62“After” Jenkins



A grand affair of a ball– the Pioneers’– came off at the Occidental some time ago. The following notes of the costumes worn by the belles of the occasion may not be uninteresting to the general reader, and Jenkins may get an idea therefrom:






IT WAS ESTIMATED that four hundred persons were present at the ball. The gentlemen wore the orthodox costume for such occasions, and the ladies were dressed the best they knew how. N. B.– Most of these ladies were pretty, and some of them absolutely beautiful. Four out of every five ladies, present were pretty. The ratio at the Colfax party was two out of every five. I always keep the run of these things. While upon this department of the subject, I may as well tarry a moment and furnish you with descriptions of some of the most noticeable costumes.


Mrs. W. M. was attired in an elegant pâté de foie gras, made expressly for her, and was greatly admired.


Miss S. had her hair done up. She was the center of attraction for the envy of all the ladies.


Mrs. G. W. was tastefully dressed in a tout ensemble, and was greeted with deafening applause wherever she went.


Mrs. C. N. was superbly arrayed in white kid gloves. Her modest and engaging manner accorded well with the unpretending simplicity of her costume and caused her to be regarded with absorbing interest by everyone.


The charming Miss M. M. B. appeared in a thrilling waterfall, whose exceeding grace and volume compelled the homage of pioneers and emigrants alike. How beautiful she was!


The queenly Mrs. L. R. was attractively attired in her new and beautiful false teeth, and the bon jour effect they naturally produced was heightened by her enchanting and well-sustained smile. The manner of the lady is charmingly pensive and melancholy, and her troops of admirers desired no greater happiness than to get on the scent of her sozodont-sweetened sighs, and track her through her sinuous course among the gay and restless multitude.


Miss R. P., with that repugnance to ostentation in dress which is so peculiar to her, was attired in a simple white lace collar, fastened with a neat pearl-button solitaire. The fine contrast between the sparkling vivacity of her natural optic, and the steadfast attentiveness of her placid glass eye, was the subject of general and enthusiastic remark.


The radiant and sylph-like Mrs. T. wore hoops. She showed to great advantage, and created a sensation wherever she appeared. She was the gayest of the gay.


Miss C. L. B. had her fine nose elegantly enameled, and the easy grace with which she blew it from time to time marked her as a cultivated and accomplished woman of the world; its exquisitely modulated tone excited the admiration of all who had the happiness to hear it.


Being offended with Miss X., and our acquaintance having ceased permanently, I will take this opportunity of observing to her that it is of no use for her to be slopping off to every ball that takes place, and flourishing around with a brass oyster-knife skewered through her waterfall, and smiling her sickly smile through her decayed teeth, with her dismal pug nose in the air. There is no use in it– she don’t fool anybody. Everybody knows she is old; everybody knows she is repaired (you might almost say built) with artificial bones and hair and muscles and things, from the ground up– put together scrap by scrap; and everybody knows, also, that all one would have to do would be to pull out her key-pin, and she would go to pieces like a Chinese puzzle. There, now, my faded flower, take that paragraph home with you and amuse yourself with it ; and if ever you turn your wart of a nose up at me again, I will sit down and write something that will just make you rise up and howl.







63The Ballad Infliction




IT IS BOUND TO COME! There is no help for it. I smell it afar off– I see the signs in the air! Every day and every hour of every day I grow more and more nervous, for with every minute of waning time the dreadful infliction comes nearer and nearer in its inexorable march! In another week, maybe, all San Francisco will be singing “Wearing of the Green!” I know it. I have suffered before, and I know the symptoms. This holds off long, but it is partly that the calamity may gather irresistible worrying-power, and partly because it is harder to learn than Chinese. But that is all the worse; for when the people do learn it they will learn it bad– and terrible will be the distress it will bring upon the community. A year ago “Johnny came marching home!” That song was sung by everybody, in every key, in every locality, at all hours of the day and night, and always out of tune. It sent many unoffending persons to the Stockton asylum. There was no stopping the epidemic, and so it had to be permitted to run its course and wear itself out. Short was our respite, and then a still more malignant distemper broke out in the midst of this harried and suffering community. It was “You’ll not forget me, mother, mother, mother, mother!” with an ever-accumulating aggravation of expression upon each successive “mother.” The fire-boys sat up all night to sing it; and bands of sentimental stevedores and militia soldiers patrolled the streets and howled its lugubrious strains. A passion for serenading attacked the youth of the city, and they sang it under verandahs in the back streets until the dogs and cats destroyed their voices in unavailing efforts to lay the devilish spirit that was driving happiness from their hearts. Finally there came a season of repose, and the community slowly recovered from the effects of the musical calamity. The respite was not long. In an unexpected moment they were attacked, front and rear, by a new enemy– “When we were marching through Georgia!” Tongue cannot tell what we suffered while this frightful disaster was upon us. Young misses sang it to the guitar and the piano; young men sang it to the banjo and the fiddle; the un-bloodstained soldier yelled it with enthusiasm as he marched through the imaginary swamps and cotton plantations of the drill-room; the firemen sang it as they trundled their engines home from conflagrations; and the hated serenader tortured it with his damned accordion. Some of us survived, and some have gone the old road to a haven of rest at Stockton, where the wicked cease from troubling and the popular songs are not allowed. For the space of four weeks the survivors have been happy.


But as I have said before, it is bound to come! Arrah-na-Pogque is breeding a song that will bedeck some mountain with new-made graves! In another week we shall be “Wearing of the Green,” and in a fortnight some will be wearing of the black in consequence. Three repetitions of this song will produce lunacy, and five will kill– it is that much more virulent than its predecessors. People are finding it hard to learn, but when they get it learned they will find it potent for harm. It is Wheatleigh’s song. He sings it in Arrah-na-Pogque, with a sprig of shamrock in his hat. Wheatleigh sings it with such aggravated solemnity as to make an audience long for the grave. It is doled out slowly, and every note settles deliberately to its place on one’s heart like a solid iceberg– and by the time it is finished the temperature of the theater has fallen to twenty degrees. Think what a dead-cold winter we shall have here when this Arctic funeral melody becomes popular! Think of it being performed at midnight, in lonely places, upon the spirit-depressing accordion! Think of being driven to blow your brains out under such circumstances, and then dying to the grave-yard cadences of “Wearing of the Green!” But it is bound to come, and we may as well bow our heads and submit with such degree of Christian resignation as we are able to command.



Note: The name of the play Charles Wheatleigh performed in is correctly spelled Arrah-na-Pogue.









64Uncle Lige


(Mark Twain Overpowered)




IWILL NOW RELATE an affecting incident of my meeting with Uncle Lige, as a companion novelette to the one published by Dan the other day, entitled “Uncle Henry.”


A day or two since– before the late stormy weather– I was taking a quiet stroll in the western suburbs of the city. The day was sunny and pleasant. In front of a small but neat “bit house,” seated upon a bank– a worn out and discarded faro bank– I saw a man and a little girl. The sight was too much for me, and I burst into tears. Oh, God! I cried, this is too rough! After the violence of my emotion had in a manner spent itself, I ventured to look once more upon that touching picture. The left hand of the girl (how well I recollect which hand it was! by the warts on it)– a fair-haired, sweet-faced child of about eight years of age– rested upon the right shoulder (how perfectly I remember it was his right shoulder, because his left shoulder had been sawed off in a saw-mill) of the man by whose side she was seated. She was gazing toward the summit of Lone Mountain, and prating of the gravestones on the top of it and of the sunshine and Diggers resting on its tomb-clad slopes. The head of the man drooped forward till his face almost rested upon his breast, and he seemed intently listening. It was only a pleasing pretence, though, for there was nothing for him to hear save the rattling of the carriages on the gravel road beside him, and he could have straightened himself up and heard that easy enough, poor fellow. As I approached, the child observed me, notwithstanding her extreme youth, and ceasing to talk, smilingly looked at me, strange as it may seem. I stopped, again almost overpowered, but after a struggle I mastered my feelings sufficiently to proceed. I gave her a smile– or rather, I swapped her one in return for the one I had just received, and she said:


“This is Uncle Lige– poor blind-drunk Uncle Lige.”


This burst of confidence from an entire stranger, and one so young withal, caused my subjugated emotions to surge up in my breast once more, but again, with a strong effort, I controlled them. I looked at the wine-bred cauliflower on the poor man’s nose and saw how it had all happened.


“Yes,” said he, noticing by my eloquent countenance that I had seen how it had all happened, notwithstanding nothing had been said yet about anything having happened, “Yes, it happened in Reeseriv’ a year ago; since tha(ic)at time been living here with broth– Robert’n lil Addie (e-ick.’).”


“Oh, he’s the best uncle, and tells me such stories!” cried the little girl.


“At’s aw-ri, you know (ick!)– at’s aw ri,” said the kind hearted, gentle old man, spitting on his shirt bosom and slurring it off with his hand.


The child leaned quickly forward and kissed his poor blossomy face. We beheld two great tears start from the man’s sightless eyes, but when they saw what sort of country they had got to travel over, they went back again. Kissing the child again and again and once more and then several times, and afterwards repeating it, he said:


“H(o-ook!)– oorah for Melical eagle star-spalgle baller! At’s aw-ri, you know– (ick!)– at’s aw-ri”– and he stroked her sunny curls and spit on his shirt bosom again.


This affecting scene was too much for my already over-charged feelings, and I burst into a flood of tears and hurried from the spot.


Such is the touching story of Uncle Lige. It may not be quite as sick as Dan’s, but there is every bit as much reasonable material in it for a big calf like either of us to cry over. Cannot you publish the two novelettes in book form and send them forth to destroy such of our fellow citizens as are spared by the cholera?







65Another Lazarus




THE LAMENTED Lazarus departed this life about a year ago, and from that time until recently poor Bummer has mourned the loss of his faithful friend in solitude, scorning the sympathy and companionship of his race with that stately reserve and exclusiveness which has always distinguished him since he became a citizen of San Francisco. But, for several weeks past, we have observed a vagrant black puppy has taken up with him, and attends him in his promenades, bums with him at the restaurants, and watches over his slumbers as unremittingly as did the sainted Lazarus of other days. Whether that puppy really feels an unselfish affection for Bummer, or whether he is actuated by unworthy motives, and goes with him merely to ring in on the eating houses through his popularity at such establishments, or whether he is one of those fawning sycophants that fasten upon the world’s heroes in order that they may be glorified by the reflected light of greatness, we can not yet determine. We only know that he hangs around Bummer, and snarls at intruders upon his repose, and looks proud and happy when the old dog condescends to notice him. He ventures upon no puppyish levity in the presence of his prince, and essays no unbecoming familiarity, but in all respects conducts himself with the respectful decorum which such a puppy so situated should display. Consequently, in time, he may grow into high favor.







66Exit “Bummer”



As we have devoted but little space to an event which has filled our local contemporaries with as much sorrow (judging from the columns of lamentations it has called forth) as would the decease of the best biped in the city, we give “Mark Twain’s” view of the occurrence as recorded in the Enterprise of the 8th. Strangely enough, Mark, who can’t stand “ballad infliction” seems to think there has not been quite enough of “Bummer.”

—Ed. Californian






THE OLD VAGRANT “Bummer” is really dead at last; and although he was always more respected than his obsequious vassal, the dog ‘Lazarus,’ his exit has not made half as much stir in the newspaper world as signalized the departure of the latter. I think it is because he died a natural death: died with friends around him to smooth his pillow and wipe the death-damps from his brow, and receive his last words of love and resignation; because he died full of years, and honor, and disease, and fleas. He was permitted to die a natural death, as I have said, but poor Lazarus ‘died with his boots on’– which is to say, he lost his life by violence; he gave up the ghost mysteriously, at dead of night, with none to cheer his last moments or soothe his dying pains. So the murdered dog was canonized in the newspapers, his shortcomings excused and his virtues heralded to the world; but his superior, parting with his life in the fullness of time, and in the due course of nature, sinks as quietly as might the mangiest cur among us. Well, let him go. In earlier days he was courted and caressed; but latterly he has lost his comeliness– his dignity had given place to a want of self-respect, which allowed him to practice mean deceptions to regain for a moment that sympathy and notice which had become necessary to his very existence, and it was evident to all that the dog had had his day; his great popularity was gone forever. In fact, Bummer should have died sooner: there was a time when his death would have left a lasting legacy of fame to his name. Now, however, he will be forgotten in a few days. Bummer’s skin is to be stuffed and placed with that of Lazarus.







67The Old Thing




AS USUAL, the Alta reporter fastens the mysterious What Cheer robbery on the same horrible person who knocked young Meyers in the head with a slung-shot a year ago and robbed his father’s pawnbroker shop of some brass jewelry and crippled revolvers, in broad daylight; and he laid that exploit on the horrible wretch who robbed the Mayor’s Clerk, who half-murdered detective officer Rose in a lonely spot below Santa Clara; and he proved that this same monster killed the lone woman in a secluded house up a dark alley with a carpenter’s chisel, months before; and he demonstrated by inspired argument that the same villain, who chiselled the woman, tomahawked a couple of defenseless women in the most mysterious manner up another dark alley a few months before that. Now, the perpetrator of these veiled crimes has never been discovered, yet this wicked reporter has taken the whole batch and piled them coolly and relentlessly upon the shoulders of one imaginary scoundrel, with a comfortable, “Here, these are yours,” and with an air that says plainly that no denial, and no argument in the case, will be entertained. And every time anything happens that is unlawful and dreadful, and has a spice of mystery about it, this reporter, without waiting to see if maybe somebody else didn’t do it, goes off at once and jams it on top of the old pile, as much as to say, “Here– here’s some more of your work.” Now this isn’t right, you know. It is all well enough for Mr. Smythe to divert suspicion from himself– nobody objects to that– but it is not right for him to lay every solitary thing on this mysterious stranger, whoever he is– it is not right, you know. He ought to give the poor devil a show. The idea of accusing “The Mysterious” of the What Cheer burglary, considering who was the last boarder to bed and the first one up!


Smythe is endeavoring to get on the detective police force. I think it will be wronging the community to give this man such a position as that– now you know that yourself, don’t you? He would settle down on some particular fellow, and every time there was a rape committed, or a steamship stolen, or an oyster cellar rifled, or a church burned down, or a family massacred, or a black-and-tan pup stolen, he would march off with portentous mien and snatch that fellow and say, “Here, you are at it again, you know,” and snake him off to the Station House.







68The Launch of the Steamer “Capital”


I Get Mr. Muff Nickerson to go with Me and Assist in Reporting the Great Steamboat Launch.– He Relates the Interesting History of the Traveling Panoramist.




IWAS JUST STARTING OFF to see the launch of the great steamboat Capital, on Saturday week, when I came across Mulph, Mulff, Muff, Mumph, Murph, Mumf, Murf, Mumford, Mulford, Murphy Nickerson– (he is well known to the public by all these names, and I cannot say which is the right one)– bound on the same errand.


This was the man I wanted.


We set out in a steamer whose decks were crowded with persons of all ages, who were happy in their nervous anxiety to behold the novelty of a steamboat launch.


As we approached the spot where the launch was to take place, a gentleman from Reese River, by the name of Thompson, came up, with several friends, and said he had been prospecting on the main deck, and had found an object of interest– a bar. This was all very well, and showed him to be a man of parts; but like many another man who produces a favorable impression by an introductory remark replete with wisdom, he followed it up with a vain and unnecessary question– Would we take a drink? This to me!– This to M. M. M., etc. Nickerson!


We proceeded, two by two, arm-in-arm, down to the bar in the nether regions, chatting pleasantly and elbowing the restless multitude. We took pure, cold, health-giving water, with some other things in it, and clinked our glasses together, and were about to drink, when Smith, of Excelsior, drew forth his handkerchief and wiped away a tear; and then, noticing that the action had excited some attention, he explained it by recounting a most affecting incident in the history of a venerated aunt of his– now deceased– and said that, although long years had passed since the touching event he had narrated, he could never take a drink without thinking of the kind-hearted old lady.


Mr. Nickerson blew his nose, and said with deep emotion that it gave him a better opinion of human nature to see a man who had had a good aunt, eternally and forever thinking about her.


This episode reminded Jones, of Mud Springs, of a circumstance which happened many years ago in the home of his childhood, and we held our glasses untouched and rested our elbows on the counter, while we listened with rapt attention to his story.


There was something in it about a good-natured, stupid man, and this reminded Thompson, of Reese River, of a person of the same kind whom he had once fallen in with while traveling through the back settlements of one of the Atlantic States, and we postponed drinking until he should give us the facts in the case. The hero of the tale had unintentionally created some consternation at a camp meeting by one of his innocent asinine freaks; and this reminded Mr. M. Nickerson of a reminiscence of his temporary sojourn in the interior of Connecticut some months ago; and again our uplifted glasses were stayed on their way to our lips, and we listened attentively to


The Entertaining History of the Scriptural Panoramist.


(I give the history in Mr. Nickerson’s own language.)


There was a fellow traveling around in that country (said Mr. Nickerson) with a moral-religious show– a sort of scriptural panorama– and he hired a wooden-headed old slab to play the piano for him. After the first night’s performance the showman says:


“My friend, you seem to know pretty much all the tunes there are, and you worry along first rate. But then, didn’t you notice that sometimes last night the piece you happened to be playing was a little rough on the proprieties, so to speak– didn’t seem to jibe with the general gait of the picture that was passing at the time, as it were– was a little foreign to the subject, you know– as if you didn’t either trump or follow suit, you understand?”


“Well, no,” the fellow said; he hadn’t noticed, but it might be; he had played along just as it came handy.


So they put it up that the simple old dummy was to keep his eye on the panorama after that, and as soon as a stunning picture was reeled out he was to fit it to a dot with a piece of music that would help the audience to get the idea of the subject, and warm them up like a camp-meeting revival. That sort of thing would corral their sympathies, the showman said.


There was a big audience that night-mostly middle-aged and old people who belong to the church, and took a strong interest in Bible matters, and the balance were pretty much young bucks and heifers– they always come out strong on panoramas, you know, because it gives them a chance to taste one another’s complexions in the dark.


Well, the showman began to swell himself up for his lecture, and the old mud-Jobber tackled the piano and ran his fingers up and down once or twice to see that she was all right, and the fellows behind the curtain commenced to grind out the panorama. The showman balanced his weight on his right foot, and propped his hands over his hips, and flung his eyes over his shoulder at the scenery, and said:


“Ladies and gentlemen, the painting now before you illustrates the beautiful and touching parable of the Prodigal Son. Observe the happy expression just breaking over the features of the poor, suffering youth– so worn and weary with his long march; note also the ecstasy beaming from the uplifted countenance of the aged father, and the joy that sparkles in the eyes of the excited group of youths and maidens, and seems ready to burst into the welcoming chorus from their lips. The lesson, my friends, is as solemn and instructive as the story is tender and beautiful.”


The mud-dobber was all ready, and when the second speech was finished, struck up:



“Oh, we’ll all get blind drunk


When Johnny comes marching home!”




Some of the people giggled, and some groaned a little. The showman couldn’t say a word; he looked at the pianist sharp, but he was all lovely and serene– he didn’t know there was anything out of gear.


The panorama moved on, and the showman drummed up his grit and started in fresh.


“Ladies and gentlemen, the fine picture now unfolding itself to your gaze exhibits one of the most notable events in Bible history– our Savior and His disciples upon the Sea of Galilee. How grand, how awe-inspiring are the reflections which the subject invokes! What sublimity of faith is revealed to us in this lesson from the sacred writings! The Savior rebukes the angry waves, and walks securely upon the bosom of the deep!”


All around the house they were whispering, “Oh, how lovely, how beautiful!” and the orchestra let himself out again:



“A life on the ocean wave,


And a home on the rolling deep!”




There was a good deal of honest snickering turned on this time, and considerable groaning, and one or two old deacons got up and went out. The showman grated his teeth, and cursed the piano man to himself; but the fellow sat there like a knot on a log, and seemed to think he was doing first-rate.


After things got quiet the showman thought he would make one more stagger at it, anyway, though his confidence was beginning to get mighty shaky. The supes started the panorama grinding along again, and he says:


“‘Ladies and gentlemen, this exquisite painting represents the raising of Lazarus from the dead by our Savior. The subject has been handled with rare ability by the artist, and such touching sweetness and tenderness of expression has he thrown into it that I have known peculiarly sensitive persons to be even affected to tears by looking at it. Observe the half-confused, half-inquiring look upon the countenance of the awakened Lazarus. Observe, also, the attitude and expression of the Savior, who takes him gently by the sleeve of his shroud with one hand, while He points with the other toward the distant city.”


Before anybody could get off an opinion in the case the innocent old ass at the piano struck up:



“Come rise up, William Ri-i-ley,


And go along with me!”




Whe-ew! It was rough on the audience, you bet you. All the solemn old flats got up in a huff to go, and everybody else laughed till the windows rattled.


The showman went down and grabbed the orchestra and shook him up and says:


“‘That lets you out, you know, you chowder-headed old clam! Go to the doorkeeper and get your money, and cut your stick– vamose the ranch! Ladies and gentlemen, circumstances over which I have no control compel me prematurely to dismiss—”



“By George! it was splendid! Come! all hands! let’s take a drink!”


It was Phelim O’Flannigan, of San Luis Obispo, who interrupted. I had not seen him before.


“What was splendid?” I inquired.


“The launch!”


Our party clinked glasses once more, and drank in respectful silence.




P.S.– You will excuse me from making a model report of the great launch. I was with Mulf Nickerson, who was going to “explain the whole thing to me as clear as glass;” but, you see, they launched the boat with such indecent haste, that we never got a chance to see it. It was a great pity, because Mulph Nickerson understands launches as well as any man.
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