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1The Jumping Frog


In English. Then in French. Then Clawed Back into a Civilized Language Once More by Patient, Unremunerated Toil.




EVEN A CRIMINAL is entitled to fair play; and certainly when a man who has done no harm has been unjustly treated, he is privileged to do his best to right himself. My attention has just been called to an article some three years old in a French Magazine entitled, ‘Revue des Deux Mondes’ (Review of Some Two Worlds), wherein the writer treats of “Les Humoristes Americaines” (These Humorist Americans). I am one of these humorists American dissected by him, and hence the complaint I am making.


This gentleman’s article is an able one (as articles go, in the French, where they always tangle up everything to that degree that when you start into a sentence you never know whether you are going to come out alive or not). It is a very good article and the writer says all manner of kind and complimentary things about me– for which I am sure I thank him with all my heart; but then why should he go and spoil all his praise by one unlucky experiment? What I refer to is this: he says my Jumping Frog is a funny story, but still he can’t see why it should ever really convulse anyone with laughter– and straightway proceeds to translate it into French in order to prove to his nation that there is nothing so very extravagantly funny about it. Just there is where my complaint originates. He has not translated it at all; he has simply mixed it all up; it is no more like the Jumping Frog when he gets through with it than I am like a meridian of longitude. But my mere assertion is not proof; wherefore I print the French version, that all may see that I do not speak falsely; furthermore, in order that even the unlettered may know my injury and give me their compassion, I have been at infinite pains and trouble to retranslate this French version back into English; and to tell the truth I have well-nigh worn myself out at it, having scarcely rested from my work during five days and nights. I cannot speak the French language, but I can translate very well, though not fast, I being self-educated. I ask the reader to run his eye over the original English version of the Jumping Frog, and then read the French or my retranslation, and kindly take notice how the Frenchman has riddled the grammar. I think it is the worst I ever saw; and yet the French are called a polished nation. If I had a boy that put sentences together as they do, I would polish him to some purpose. Without further introduction, the Jumping Frog, as I originally wrote it, as follows (after it will be found the French version, and after the latter my re-translation from the French).






The Notorious Jumping Frog

of Calaveras County




IN COMPLIANCE WITH the request of a friend of mine, who wrote me from the East, I called on good-natured, garrulous old Simon Wheeler, and inquired after my friend’s friend, Leonidas W. Smiley, as requested to do, and I hereunto append the result. I have a lurking suspicion that Leonidas W. Smiley is a myth; that my friend never knew such a personage; and that he only conjectured that if I asked old Wheeler about him, it would remind him of his infamous Jim Smiley, and he would go to work and bore me to death with some exasperating reminiscence of him as long and as tedious as it should be useless to me. If that was the design, it succeeded.


I found Simon Wheeler dozing comfortably by the bar-room stove of the old, dilapidated tavern in the decayed mining camp of Angel’s, and I noticed that he was fat and bald-headed, and had an expression of winning gentleness and simplicity upon his tranquil countenance. He roused up, and gave me good day. I told him that a friend of mine had commissioned me to make some inquiries about a cherished companion of his boyhood named Leonidas W. Smiley– Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley, a young minister of the Gospel, who he had heard was at one time resident of Angel’s Camp. I added that if Mr. Wheeler could tell me anything about this Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley, I would feel under many obligations to him.


Simon Wheeler backed me into a corner and blockaded me there with his chair, and then sat down and reeled off the monotonous narrative which follows this paragraph. He never smiled, he never frowned, he never changed his voice from the gentle-flowing key to which he tuned his initial sentence, he never betrayed the slightest suspicion of enthusiasm; but all through the interminable narrative there ran a vein of impressive earnestness and sincerity, which showed me plainly that, so far from his imagining that there was anything ridiculous or funny about his story, he regarded it as a really important matter, and admired its two heroes as men of transcendent genius in finesse. I let him go on in his own way, and never interrupted him once.


“Rev. Leonidas W. H’m, Reverend Le– well, there was a feller here, once by the name of Jim Smiley, in the winter of ’49– or maybe it was the spring of ’50– I don’t recollect exactly, somehow, though what makes me think it was one or the other is because I remember the big flume warn’t finished when he first come to the camp; but anyway, he was the curiousest man about always betting on anything that turned up you ever see, if he could get anybody to bet on the other side; and if he couldn’t he’d change sides. Any way that suited the other man would suit him– any way just so’s he got a bet, he was satisfied. But still he was lucky, uncommon lucky; he most always come out winner. He was always ready and laying for a chance; there couldn’t be no solit’ry thing mentioned but that feller’d offer to bet on it, and take any side you please, as I was just telling you. If there was a horse-race, you’d find him flush or you’d find him busted at the end of it; if there was a dog-fight, he’d bet on it; if there was a cat-fight, he’d bet on it; if there was a chicken-fight, he’d bet on it; why, if there was two birds setting on a fence, he would bet you which one would fly first; or if there was a camp-meeting, he would be there reg’lar to bet on Parson Walker, which he judged to be the best exhorter about here, and so he was too, and a good man. If he even see a straddle-bug start to go anywheres, he would bet you how long it would take him to get to– to wherever he was going to, and if you took him up, he would foller that straddle-bug to Mexico but what he would find out where he was bound for and how long he was on the road. Lots of the boys here has seen that Smiley, and can tell you about him. Why, it never made no difference to him– he’d bet on any thing– the dangdest feller. Parson Walker’s wife laid very sick once, for a good while, and it seemed as if they warn’t going to save her; but one morning he come in, and Smiley up and asked him how she was, and he said she was considerable better– thank the Lord for his inf’nite mercy– and coming on so smart that with the blessing of Prov’dence she’d get well yet; and Smiley, before he thought, says, ‘Well, I’ll resk two-and-a-half she don’t anyway.’


“Thish-yer Smiley had a mare– the boys called her the fifteen-minute nag, but that was only in fun, you know, because of course she was faster than that– and he used to win money on that horse, for all she was so slow and always had the asthma, or the distemper, or the consumption, or something of that kind. They used to give her two or three hundred yards’ start, and then pass her under way; but always at the fag end of the race she’d get excited and desperate-like, and come cavorting and straddling up, and scattering her legs around limber, sometimes in the air, and sometimes out to one side among the fences, and kicking up m-o-r-e dust and raising m-o-r-e racket with her coughing and sneezing and blowing her nose– and always fetch up at the stand just about a neck ahead, as near as you could cipher it down.


“And he had a little small bull-pup, that to look at him you’d think he warn’t worth a cent but to set around and look ornery and lay for a chance to steal something. But as soon as money was up on him he was a different dog; his underjaw’d begin to stick out like the fo’castle of a steamboat, and his teeth would uncover and shine like the furnaces. And a dog might tackle him and bully-rag him, and bite him, and throw him over his shoulder two or three times, and Andrew Jackson– which was the name of the pup– Andrew Jackson would never let on but what he was satisfied, and hadn’t expected nothing else– and the bets being doubled and doubled on the other side all the time, till the money was all up; and then all of a sudden he would grab that other dog jest by the j’int of his hind leg and freeze to it– not chaw, you understand, but only just grip and hang on till they throwed up the sponge, if it was a year. Smiley always come out winner on that pup, till he harnessed a dog once that didn’t have no hind legs, because they’d been sawed off in a circular saw, and when the thing had gone along far enough, and the money was all up, and he come to make a snatch for his pet holt, he see in a minute how he’d been imposed on, and how the other dog had him in the door, so to speak, and he ’peared surprised, and then he looked sorter discouraged-like and didn’t try no more to win the fight, and so he got shucked out bad. He give Smiley a look, as much as to say his heart was broke, and it was his fault, for putting up a dog that hadn’t no hind legs for him to take holt of, which was his main dependence in a fight, and then he limped off a piece and laid down and died. It was a good pup, was that Andrew Jackson, and would have made a name for hisself if he’d lived, for the stuff was in him and he had genius– I know it, because he hadn’t no opportunities to speak of, and it don’t stand to reason that a dog could make such a fight as he could under them circumstances if he hadn’t no talent. It always makes me feel sorry when I think of that last fight of his’n, and the way it turned out.


“Well, thish-yer Smiley had rat-terriers, and chicken cocks, and tomcats and all them kind of things, till you couldn’t rest, and you couldn’t fetch nothing for him to bet on but he’d match you. He ketched a frog one day, and took him home, and said he calk’lated to educate him; and so he never done nothing for three months but set in his back yard and learn that frog to jump. And you bet you he did learn him, too. He’d give him a little punch behind, and the next minute you’d see that frog whirling in the air like a doughnut– see him turn one summerset, or maybe a couple, if he got a good start, and come down flat-footed and all right, like a cat. He got him up so in the matter of ketching flies, and kep’ him in practice so constant, that he’d nail a fly every time as fur as he could see him. Smiley said all a frog wanted was education, and he could do ’most anything– and I believe him. Why, I’ve seen him set Dan’l Webster down here on this floor– Dan’l Webster was the name of the frog– and sing out, ‘Flies, Dan’l, flies!’ and quicker’n you could wink he’d spring straight up and snake a fly off’n the counter there, and flop down on the floor ag’in as solid as a gob of mud, and fall to scratching the side of his head with his hind foot as indifferent as if he hadn’t no idea he’d been doin’ any more’n any frog might do. You never see a frog so modest and straightfor’ard as he was, for all he was so gifted. And when it come to fair and square jumping on a dead level, he could get over more ground at one straddle than any animal of his breed you ever see. Jumping on a dead level was his strong suit, you understand; and when it come to that, Smiley would ante up money on him as long as he had a red. Smiley was monstrous proud of his frog, and well he might be, for fellers that had traveled and been everywheres all said he laid over any frog that ever they see.


“Well, Smiley kep’ the beast in a little lattice box, and he used to fetch him down-town sometimes and lay for a bet. One day a feller– a stranger in the camp, he was– come acrost him with his box, and says:


“‘What might it be that you’ve got in the box?’


“And Smiley says, sorter indifferent-like, ‘It might be a parrot, or it might be a canary, maybe, but it ain’t– it’s only just a frog.’


“And the feller took it, and looked at it careful, and turned it round this way and that, and says, ‘H’m– so ’tis. Well, what’s he good for.


“‘Well,’ Smiley says, easy and careless, ‘he’s good enough for one thing, I should judge– he can out-jump any frog in Calaveras County.


“The feller took the box again, and took another long, particular look, and give it back to Smiley, and says, very deliberate, ‘Well,’ he says, ‘I don’t see no p’ints about that frog that’s any better’n any other frog.’


“‘Maybe you don’t,’ Smiley says. ‘Maybe you understand frogs and maybe you don’t understand ’em; maybe you’ve had experience, and maybe you ain’t only a amature, as it were. Anyways, I’ve got my opinion, and I’ll resk forty dollars the he can outjump any frog in Calaveras County.’


“And the feller studied a minute, and then says, kinder sad like, ‘Well, I’m only a stranger here, and I ain’t got no frog; but if I had a frog, I’d bet you.’


“And then Smiley says, ‘That’s all right– that’s all right– if you’ll hold my box a minute, I’ll go and get you a frog.’ And so the feller took the box, and put up his forty dollars along with Smiley’s, and set down to wait.


“So he set there a good while thinking and thinking to hisself, and then he got the frog out and prized his mouth open and took a teaspoon and filled him full of quail shot– filled him pretty near up to his chin– and set him on the floor. Smiley he went to the swamp and slopped around in the mud for a long time, and finally he ketched a frog, and fetched him in, and give him to this feller and says:


“‘Now, if you’re ready, set him alongside of Dan’l, with his forepaws just even with Dan’l’s, and I’ll give the word.’ Then he says, ‘One-two-three– git!’ and him and the feller touched up the frogs from behind, and the new frog hopped off lively but Dan’l give a heave, and hysted up his shoulders– so– like a Frenchman, but it warn’t no use– he couldn’t budge; he was planted as solid as a church, and he couldn’t no more stir than if he was anchored out. Smiley was a good deal surprised, and he was disgusted too, but he didn’t have no idea what the matter was of course.


“The feller took the money and started away; and when he was going out at the door, he sorter jerked his thumb over his shoulder– so– at Dan’l, and says again, very deliberate, ‘Well,’ he says, ‘I don’t see no p’ints about that frog that’s any better’n any other frog.’


“Smiley he stood scratching his head and looking down at Dan’l a long time, and at last he says, ‘I do wonder what in the nation that frog throw’d off for– I wonder if there ain’t something the matter with him– he ’pears to look mighty baggy, somehow.’ And he ketched Dan’l by the nap of the neck, and hefted him, and says, ‘Why blame my cats if he don’t weigh five pound!’ and turned him upside down and he belched out a double handful of shot. And then he see how it was, and he was the maddest man– he set the frog down and took out after that feller, but he never ketched him. And—”


(Here Simon Wheeler heard his name called from the front yard, and got up to see what was wanted.) And turning to me as he moved away, he said: “Just set where you are, stranger, and rest easy– I ain’t going to be gone a second.”


But, by your leave, I did not think that a continuation of the history of the enterprising vagabond Jim Smiley would be likely to afford me much information concerning the Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley, and so I started away.


At the door I met the sociable Wheeler returning, and he button-holed me and recommenced:


“Well, thish-yer Smiley had a yaller one-eyed cow that didn’t have no tail, only just a short stump like a bannanner, and—”


However, lacking both time and inclination, I did not wait to hear about the afflicted cow, but took my leave.



RETURN TO “PRIVATE HISTORY”










Now let the learned look upon this picture and say if iconoclasm can further go:


La Grenouille Santeuse du Comte de Calaveras


From the Revue des Deux Mondes,

of July 15th, 1872.




“—Il y avait, une fois ici un individu connu sous le nom de Jim Smiley: c’était dans l’hiver de 49, peut-être bien au printemps de 50, je ne me reappelle pas exactement. Ce qui me fait croire que c’était l’un ou l’autre, c’est que je me souviens que le grand bief n’était pas achevé lorsqu’il arriva au camp pour la premiére fois, mais de toutes façons il était l’homme le plus friand de paris qui se pût voir, pariant sur tout ce qui se présentait, quand il pouvait trouver un adversaire, et, quand n’en trouvait pas il passait du côté opposé. Tout ce qui convenait à l’autre lui convenait; pourvu qu’il eût un pari, Smiley était satisfait. Et il avait une chance! une chance inouie: presque toujours il gagnait. Il faut dire qu’il était toujours pret à s’exposer, qu’on ne pouvait mentionner la moindre chose sans que ce gaillard offrît de parier là-dessus n’importe quoi et de prendre le côté que l’on voudrait, comme je vous le disais tout à l’heure. S’il y avait des courses, vous le trouviez riche ou ruiné â la fin; s’il y avait un combat de chiens, il apportait son enjeu; il l’apportait pour un combat de chats, pour un combat de coqs;– parbleu! si vous aviez vu deux oiseaux sur une haie il vous aurait offert de parier lequel s’envolerait le premier, et s’il y aviat ‘meeting’ au camp, il venait parier régulièrement pour le curé Walker, qu’il jugeait être le meilleur prédicateur des environs, et qui l’était en effet, et un brave homme. Il aurait rencontré une punaise de bois en chemin, qu’il aurait parié sur le temps qu’il lui faudrait pour aller où elle voudrait aller, et si vous l’aviez pris au mot, it aurait suivi la punaise jusqu’au Mexique, sans se soucier d’aller si loin, ni du temps qu’il y perdrait. Une fois la femme du curé Walker fût très malade pendant longtemps, il semblait qu’on ne la sauverait pas; mais un matin le curé arrive, et Smiley lui demande comment ella va et il dit qu’elle est bien mieux, grâce à l’infinie misèricorde tellement mieux qu’avec la bénédiction de la Providence elle s’en tirerait, et voilá que, sans y penser, Smiley répond:– Eh bien! ye gage deux et demi qu’elle mourra tout de même.


“Ce Smiley avait une jument que les gars appelaient le bidet du quart d’heure, mais seulement pour plaisanter, vous comprenez, parce que, bien entendu, elle était plus vite que ça! Et il avait coutume de gagner de l’argent avec cette bête, quoiqu’elle fût poussive, cornarde, toujours prise d’asthme, de colique ou de consomption, ou de quelque chose d’approchant. On lui donnait 2 ou 300 ‘yards’ au départ, puis on la dépassait sans peine; mais jamais à la fin elle ne manquait de s’échauffer, de s’exaspérer et elle arrivait, s’écartant, se défendant, ses jambes grêles en l’ai devant les obstacles, quelquefois les évitant et faisant avec cela plus de poussière qu’aucun cheval, plus de bruit surtout avec ses éternumens et reniflemens.– crac! elle arrivait donc toujours premiére d’une tête, aussi juste qu’on peut le mesurer. Et il avait un petit bouledogue qui, à le voir, ne valait pas un sou; on aurait cru que parier contre lui c’était voler, tant il était ordinaire; mais aussitôt les enjeux faits, il devenait un autre chien. Sa mâchoire inférieure commençait a ressortir comme un gaillard d’avant, ses dents se découvcraient brillantes commes des fournaises, et un chien pouvait le taquiner, l’exciter, le mordre, le jeter deux ou trois fois par-dessus son épaule, André Jackson, c’était le nom du chien, André Jackson prenait cela tranquillement, comme s’il ne se fût jamais attendu à autre chose, et quand les paris étaient doublés et redoublés contre lui, il vous saisissait l’autre chien juste à l’articulation de la jambe de derrière, et il ne la lâchait plus, non pas qu’il la mâchât, vous concevez, mais il s’y serait tenu pendu jusqu’à ce qu’on jetât l’éponge en l’air, fallût-il attendre un an. Smiley gagnait toujours avec cette bête-la; malheureusement ils ont fini par dresser un chien qui n’avait pas de pattes de derrière, parce qu’on les avait sciées, et quand les choses furent au point qu’il voulait, et qu’il en vint à se jeter sur son morceau favori, le pauvre chien comprit en un instant qu’on s’était moqué de lui, et que l’autre le tenait. Vous n’avez jamais vu personne avoir l’air plus penaud et plus decouragé; il ne fit aucun effort pour gagner le combat et fût rudement secoué, de sorte que, regardant Smiley comme pour lui dire:– Mon coeur est brisé, c’est ta faute; pourquoi m’avoir livré a un chien qui n’a pas de pattes de derrière, puisque c’est par la que je les bats?– il s’en alla en clopinant, et se coucha pour mourir. Ah! c’était un bon chien, cet André Jackson, et il se serait fait un nom, s’il avait vécu, car il y avait de l’etoffe en lui, il avait du génie, je la sais, bien que de grandes occasions lui aient manqué; mais il est impossible de supposer qu’un chien capable de se battre comme lui, certaines circonstances étant données, ait manqué de talent. Je me sens triste toutes les fois que je pense à son dernier combat et au dénoûment qu’il a eu. Eh bien! ce Smiley nourrissait des terriers à rats, et des coqs combat, et des chats, et toute sorte de choses, au point qu’il était toujours en mesure de vous tenir tête, et qu’avec sa rage de paris on n’avait plus de repos. Il attrapa un jour une grenouille et l’emporta chez lui, disant qu’il prétendait faire son éducation; vous me croirez si vous voulez, mais pendant trois mois il n’a rien fait que lui apprendre à sauter dans une cour retirée de sa maison. Et je vous réponds qu’il avait réussi. Il lui donnait un petit coup par derrière, et l’instant d’après vous voyiez la grenouille tourner en l’air comme un beignet au-dessus de la poêle, faire une culbute, quelquefois deux, lorsqu’elle était bien partie, et retomber sur ses pattes comme un chat. Il l’avait dressée dans l’art de gober des mouches, et l’y exerçait continuellement, si bien qu’une mouche, du plus loin qu’elle apparaissait, était une mouche perdue. Smiley avait coutume de dire que tout ce qui manquait à une grenouille, c’était l’éducation, qu’avec l’education elle pouvait faire presque tout, et je le crois. Tenez, je l’ai vu poser Daniel Webster là sur se plancher,– Daniel Webster était le nom de la grenouille,– et lui chanter: Des mouches! Daniel, des mouches!– En un clin d’oeil, Daniel avait bondi et saisi une mouche ici sur le comptoir, puis sauté de nouveau par terre, où il restait vraiment a se gratter la tête avec sa patte de derrière, comme s’il n’avait pas eu la moindre idée de sa superiorité. Jamais vous n’avez grenouille vu de aussi modeste, aussi naturelle, douée comme elle l’était! Et quand il s’agissait de sauter purement et simplement sur terrain plat, elle faisait plus de chemin en un saut qu’aucune bête de son espèce que vous puissiez connaître. Sauter à plat, c’était son fort! Quand il s’agissait de cela, Smiley en tassait les enjeux sur elle tant qu’il lui, restait un rouge liard. Il faut le reconnaître, Smiley était monstrueusement fier de sa grenouille, et il en avait le droit, car des gens qui avaient voyagê, qui avaient tout vu, disaient qu’on lui ferait injure de la comparer à une autre; de façon que Smiley gardait Daniel dans une petite boîte à claire-voie qu’il emporta it parfois à la ville pour quelque pari.


“Un jour, un individu étranger au camp l’arrête aver sa boîte et lui dit:– Qu’est-ce que vous avez donc serré là dedans?


“Smiley dit d’un air indifferent:– Cela pourrait être un perroquet ou un serin, mais ce n’est rien de pareil, ce n’est qu’une grenouille.


“L’individu la prend, la regarde avec soin, la tourne d’un côté et de l’autre puis il dit.– Tiens! en effet! A quoi estelle bonne?


“— Mon Dieu! répond Smiley, toujours d’un air dégagé, elle est bonne pour une chose à mon avis, elle peut battre en sautant toute grenouille du comté de Calaveras.


“L’individu reprend la boîte, l’examine de nouveau longuement, et la rend à Smiley en disant d’un air délibéré:– Eh bien! je ne vois pas que cette grenouille ait rien de mieux qu’aucune grenouille.


“— Possible que vous ne le voyiez paz, dit Smiley, possible que vous vous entendiez en grenouilles, possible que vous ne vous y entendez point, possible qua vous ayez de l’expérience, et possible que vous ne soyez qu’un amateur. De toute manière, je parie quarante dollars qu’elle battra en sautant n’importe quelle grenouille du comté de Calaveras.


“L’individu réfléchit one seconde et dit comma attristé:– Je ne suis qu’un étranger ici, je n’ai pas de grenouille; mais, si j’en avais une, je tiendrais le pari.


“— Fort bien! répond Smiley. Rien de plus facile. Si vous voulez tenir ma boîte une minute, j’irai vous chercher une grenouille.– Voile donc l’individu qui garde la boîte, qui met ses quarante dollars sur ceux de Smiley et qui attend. Il attend assez longtemps, réfléchissant tout seul, et figurez-vous qu’il prend Daniel, lui ouvre la bouche de force at avec une cuiller à thé l’emplit de menu plomb de chasse, mais l’emplit jusqu’au menton, puis il le pose par terre. Smiley pendant ce temps était a barboter dans une mare. Finalement il attrape une grenouille, l’apporte à cet individu et dit:– Maintenant, si vous êtes prêt, mettez-la tout contra Daniel, avec leurs pattes de devant sur la même ligne, et je donnerai le signal; puis il ajoute:– Un, deux, trois, sautez!


“Lui et l’individu touchent leurs grenouilles par derrière, et la grenouille neuve se met à sautiller, mais Daniel se soulève lourdement, hausse les épaules ainsi, comma un Francais; à quoi bon? il ne pouvait bouger, il était planté solide comma une enclume, il n’avançait pas plus que si on l’eut mis á l’ancre. Smiley fut surpris et dégoûté, mais il ne se doutait pas du tour, bien entendu. L’individu empoche l’argent, s’en va, et en s’en allant est-ce qu’il ne donna pas un coup de pouce par-dessus lé’paule, comma ça, au pauvre Daniel, en disant de son air délibéré:– Eh bien! je ne vois pas qua cette grenouille ait rien de muiex qu’une autre.


“Smiley se gratta longtemps la tête, les yeux fixés sur Daniel; jusqu’à ce qu’enfin il dit:– je me demande comment diable il se fait qua cette bête ait refusé. ... Est-ce qu’elle aurait quelque chose? ... On croirait qu’elle est enflée.


“Il empoigne Daniel par la peau du cou, le souléve et dit:– Le loup me croque, s’il ne pèse pas cinq livres.


“Il le retourne, et le malheureux crache deux poignées de plomb. Quand Smiley reconnut ce qui en était, il fut comme fou. Vous le voyez d’ici poser sa grenouille par terra et courir aprés cet individu, mais il ne le rattrapa jamais, et....”






[Translation of the above back from the French:]



The Frog Jumping of the County of Calaveras




THERE WAS ONE TIME here an individual known under the name of Jim Smiley; it was in the winter of ’49, possibly well at the spring of ’50, I no me recollect not exactly. This which me makes to believe that it was the one or the other, it is that I shall remember that the grand flume is not achieved when he arrives at the camp for the first time, but of all sides he was the man the most fond of to bet which one have seen, betting upon all that which is presented, when he could find an adversary; and when he not of it could not, he passed to the side opposed. All that which convenienced to the other to him convenienced also; seeing that he had a bet Smiley was satisfied. And he had a chance! a chance even worthless; nearly always he gained. It must to say that he was always near to himself expose, but one no could mention the least thing without that this gaillard offered to bet the bottom, no matter what, and to take the side that one him would, as I you it said all at the hour (tout à l’heure). If it there was of races, you him find rich or ruined at the end; if it there is a combat of dogs, he bring his bet; he himself laid always for a combat of cats, for a combat of cocks– by-blue! If you have see two birds upon a fence, he you should have offered of to bet which of those birds shall fly the first; and if there is meeting at the camp (meeting au camp) he comes to bet regularly for the curé Walker, which he judged to be the best predicator of the neighborhood (prédicateur des environs) and which he was in effect, and a brave man. He would encounter a bug of wood in the road, whom he will bet upon the time which he shall take to go where she would go– and if you him have take at the word, he will follow the bug as far as Mexique, without himself caring to go so far; neither of the time which he there lost. One time the woman of the curé Walker is very sick during long time, it seemed that one not her saved not; but one morning the curé arrives, and Smiley him demanded how she goes, and he said that she is well better, grace to the infinite misery (lui demande comment elle va, et il dit qu’elle est bien mieux, grâce à l’infinie misèricorde) so much better that with the benediction of the Providence she herself of it would pull out (elle s’en tirerait); and behold that without there thinking Smiley responds: “Well, I gage two-and-half that she will die all of same.”


This Smiley had an animal which the boys called the nag of the quarter of hour, but solely for pleasantry, you comprehend, because, well understand, she was more fast as that! [Now why that exclamation? – M. T.] And it was custom of to gain of the silver with this beast, notwithstanding she was poussive, cornarde, always taken of asthma, of colics or of consumption, or something of approaching. One him would give two or three hundred yards at the departure, then one him passed without pain; but never at the last she not fail of herself èchauffer, of herself exasperate, and she arrives herself écartant, se dèfendant, her legs grêles in the air before the obstacles, sometimes them elevating and making with this more of dust than any horse, more of noise above with his éternumens and reniflemens– crac! she arrives then always first by one head, as just as one can it measure. And he had a small bulldog (boule dogue!) who, to him see, no value, not a cent; one would believe that to bet against him it was to steal, so much he was ordinary; but as soon as the game made, she becomes another dog. Her jaw inferior commence to project like a deck of before, his teeth themselves discover brilliant like some furnaces, and a dog could him tackle (le taquiner), him excite, him murder (le mordre), him throw two or three times over his shoulder, André Jackson– this was the name of the dog– André Jackson takes that tranquilly, as if he not himself was never expecting other thing, and when the bets were doubled and redoubled against him, he you seize the other dog just at the articulation of the leg of behind, and he not it leave more, not that he it masticate, you conceive, but he himself there shall be holding during until that one throws the sponge in the air, must he wait a year. Smiley gained always with this beast-là; unhappily they have finished by elevating a dog who no had not of feet of behind, because one them had sawed; and when things were at the point that he would, and that he came to himself throw upon his morsel favorite, the poor dog comprehended in an instant that he himself was deceived in him, and that the other dog him had. You no have never seen person having the air more penaud and more discouraged; he not made no effort to gain the combat, and was rudely shucked.


Eh bien! this Smiley nourished some terriers à rats, and some cocks of combat, and some cats, and all sorts of things; and with his rage of betting one no had more of repose. He trapped one day a frog and him imported with him (et l’emporta chez lui) saying that he pretended to make his education. You me believe if you will, but during three months he not has nothing done but to him apprehend to jump (apprendre a sauter) in a court retired of her mansion (de sa maison). And I you respond that he have succeeded. He him gives a small blow by behind, and the instant after you shall see the frog turn in the air like a grease-biscuit, make one summersault, sometimes two, when she was well started, and refall upon his feet like a cat. He him had accomplished in the art of to gobble the flies (gober des mouches), and him there exercised continually– so well that a fly at the most far that she appeared was a fly lost. Smiley had custom to say that all which lacked to a frog it was the education, but with the education she could do nearly all– and I him believe. Tenez, I him have seen pose Daniel Webster there upon this plank– Daniel Webster was the name of the frog– and to him sing, “Some flies, Daniel, some flies!”– in a flash of the eye Daniel had bounded and seized a fly here upon the counter, then jumped anew at the earth, where he rested truly to himself scratch the head with his behind foot, as if he no had not the least idea of his superiority. Never you not have seen frog as modest, as natural, sweet as she was. And when he himself agitated to jump purely and simply upon plain earth, she does more ground in one jump than any beast of his species than you can know.


To jump plain-this was his strong. When he himself agitated for that, Smiley multiplied the bets upon her as long as there to him remained a red. It must to know, Smiley was monstrously proud of his frog, and he of it was right, for some men who were traveled, who had all seen, said that they to him would be injurious to him compare, to another frog. Smiley guarded Daniel in a little box latticed which he carried by times to the village for some bet.


One day an individual stranger at the camp him arrested with his box and him said:


“What is this that you have them shut up there within?”


Smiley said, with an air indifferent:


“That could be a paroquet, or a syringe (ou un serin), but this no is nothing of such, it not is but a frog.”


The individual it took, it regarded with care, it turned from one side and from the other, then he said:


“Tiens! in effect!– At what is she good?”


“My God!” respond Smiley, always with an air disengaged, “she is good for one thing, to my notice (à mon avis), she can batter in jumping (elle pent battre en sautant) all frogs of the county of Calaveras.”


The individual retook the box, it examined of new longly, and it rendered to Smiley in saying with an air deliberate:


“Eh bien! I no saw not that that frog had nothing of better than each frog.” (Je ne vois pas que cette grenouille ait rien de mieux qu’aucune grenouille.) [If that isn’t grammar gone to seed, then I count myself no judge.– M. T.]


“Possible that you not it saw not,” said Smiley, “possible that you– you comprehend frogs; possible that you not you there comprehend nothing; possible that you had of the experience, and possible that you not be but an amateur. Of all manner (De toute manière) I bet forty dollars that she better in jumping no matter which frog of the county of Calaveras.”


The individual reflected a second, and said like sad:


“I not am but a stranger here, I no have not a frog; but if I of it had one, I would embrace the bet.”


“Strong well!” respond Smiley; “nothing of more facility. If you will hold my box a minute, I go you to search a frog (j’irai vous chercher).”


Behold, then, the individual, who guards the box, who puts his forty dollars upon those of Smiley, and who attends (et qui attend). He attended enough long times, reflecting all solely. And figure you that he takes Daniel, him opens the mouth by force and with a teaspoon him fills with shot of the hunt, even him fills just to the chin, then he him puts by the earth. Smiley during these times was at slopping in a swamp. Finally he trapped (attrape) a frog, him carried to that individual, and said:


“Now if you be ready, put him all against Daniel with their before feet upon the same line, and I give the signal”– then he added: “One, two, three– advance!”


Him and the individual touched their frogs by behind, and the frog new put to jump smartly, but Daniel himself lifted ponderously, exalted the shoulders thus, like a Frenchman– to what good? he not could budge, he is planted solid like a church, he not advance no more than if one him had put at the anchor.


Smiley was surprised and disgusted, but he no himself doubted not of the turn being intended (mais il ne se doutait pas du tour, bien entendu). The individual empocketed the silver, himself with it went, and of it himself in going is it that he no gives not a jerk of thumb over the shoulder– like that– at the poor Daniel, in saying with his air deliberate– (L’individu empoche l’argent, s’en va et en s’en allant est-ce qu’il ne donne pas un coup d pouce pardessus l’épaule, comme ga, au pauvre Daniel, en disant de son air délibéré):


“Eh bien! I no see not that that frog has nothin of better than another.”


Smiley himself scratched longtimes the head, the eyes fixed upon Daniel, until that which at last he said:


“I me demand how the devil it makes itself that this beast has refused. Is it that she had something? One would believe that she is stuffed.”


He grasped Daniel by the skin of the neck, him lifted and said:


“The wolf me bite if he no weigh not five pounds:”


He him reversed and the unhappy belched two handfuls of shot (et le malheureux, etc.). When Smiley recognized how it was, he was like mad. He deposited his frog by the earth and ran after that individual, but he not him caught never.




Such is the jumping Frog, to the distorted French eye. I claim that I never put together such an odious mixture of bad grammar and delirium tremens in my life. And what has a poor foreigner like me done, to be abused and misrepresented like this? When I say, “Well, I don’t see no p’ints about that frog that’s any better’n any other frog,” is it kind, is it just, for this Frenchman to try to make it appear that I said, “Eh bien! I no saw not that that frog had nothing of better than each frog?” I have no heart to write more. I never felt so about anything before.


Hartford, March, 1875.



RETURN TO “PRIVATE HISTORY”








2Private History of the “Jumping Frog” Story




FIVE OR SIX YEARS AGO a lady from Finland asked me to tell her a story in our negro dialect, so that she could get an idea of what that variety of speech was like. I told her one of Hopkinson Smith’s negro stories, and gave her a copy of Harper’s Monthly containing it. She translated it for a Swedish newspaper, but by an oversight named me as the author of it instead of Smith. I was very sorry for that, because I got a good lashing in the Swedish press, which would have fallen to his share but for that mistake; for it was shown that Boccaccio had told that very story, in his curt and meager fashion, five hundred years before Smith took hold of it and made a good and tellable thing out of it.


I have always been sorry for Smith. But my own turn has come now. A few weeks ago Professor Van Dyke, of Princeton, asked this question:


“Do you know how old your ‘Jumping Frog’ story is?”


And I answered:


“Yes, forty-five years. The thing happened in Calaveras County in the spring of 1849.”


“No; it happened earlier a couple of thousand years earlier; it is a Greek story.”


I was astonished and hurt. I said:


“I am willing to be a literary thief if it has been so ordained; I am even willing to be caught robbing the ancient dead alongside of Hopkinson Smith, for he is my friend and a good fellow, and I think would be as honest as anyone if he could do it without occasioning remark; but I am not willing to antedate his crimes by fifteen hundred years. I must ask you to knock off part of that.”


But the professor was not chaffing; he was in earnest, and could not abate a century. He named the Greek author, and offered to get the book and send it to me and the college text-book containing the English translation also. I thought I would like the translation best, because Greek makes me tired. January 30th he sent me the English version, and I will presently insert it in this article. It is my Jumping Frog tale in every essential. It is not strung out as I have strung it out, but it is all there.


To me this is very curious and interesting. Curious for several reasons. For instance:


I heard the story told by a man who was not telling it to his hearers as a thing new to them, but as a thing which they had witnessed and would remember. He was a dull person, and ignorant; he had no gift as a story-teller, and no invention; in his mouth this episode was merely history– history and statistics; and the gravest sort of history, too; he was entirely serious, for he was dealing with what to him were austere facts, and they interested him solely because they were facts; he was drawing on his memory, not his mind; he saw no humor in his tale, neither did his listeners; neither he nor they ever smiled or laughed; in my time I have not attended a more solemn conference. To him and to his fellow gold-miners there were just two things in the story that were worth considering. One was the smartness of the stranger in taking in its hero, Jim Smiley, with a loaded frog; and the other was the stranger’s deep knowledge of a frog’s nature for he knew (as the narrator asserted and the listeners conceded) that a frog likes shot and is always ready to eat it. Those men discussed those two points, and those only. They were hearty in their admiration of them, and none of the party was aware that a first-rate story had been told in a first-rate way, and that it was brimful of a quality whose presence they never suspected– humor.


Now, then, the interesting question is, did the frog episode happen in Angel’s Camp in the spring of ’49, as told in my hearing that day in the fall of 1865? I am perfectly sure that it did. I am also sure that its duplicate happened in Bœotia a couple of thousand years ago. I think it must be a case of history actually repeating itself, and not a case of a good story floating down the ages and surviving because too good to be allowed to perish.


I would now like to have the reader examine the Greek story and the story told by the dull and solemn Californian, and observe how exactly alike they are in essentials.






[Translation] [1]


The Athenian and the Frog




AN ATHENIAN once fell in with a Bœotian who was sitting by the roadside looking at a frog. Seeing the other approach, the Bœotian said his was a remarkable frog, and asked if he would agree to start a contest of frogs, on condition that he whose frog jumped farthest should receive a large sum of money. The Athenian replied that he would if the other would fetch him a frog, for the lake was near. To this he agreed, and when he was gone the Athenian took the frog, and, opening its mouth, poured some stones into its stomach, so that it did not indeed seem larger than before, but could not jump. The Bœotian soon returned with the other frog, and the contest began. The second frog first was pinched, and jumped moderately; then they pinched the Bœotian frog. And he gathered himself for a leap, and used the utmost effort, but he could not move his body the least. So the Athenian departed with the money. When he was gone the Bœotian, wondering what was the matter with the frog, lifted him up and examined him. And being turned upside down, he opened his mouth and vomited out the stones.




And here is the way it happened in California:



The Jumping Frog of Calaveras County






The resemblances are deliciously exact. There you have the wily Bœotian and the wily Jim Smiley waiting– two thousand years apart– and waiting, each equipped with his frog and “laying” for the stranger. A contest is proposed– for money. The Athenian would take a chance “if the other would fetch him a frog”; the Yankee says: “I’m only a stranger here, and I ain’t got no frog; but if I had a frog I’d bet you.” The wily Bœotian and the wily Californian, with that vast gulf of two thousand years between, retire eagerly and go frogging in the marsh; the Athenian and the Yankee remain behind and work a base advantage, the one with pebbles, the other with shot. Presently the contest began. In the one case “they pinched the Bœotian frog”; in the other, “him and the feller touched up the frogs from behind.” The Bœotian frog “gathered himself for a leap” (you can just see him!), “but could not move his body in the least”; the Californian frog “give a heave, but it warn’t no use he couldn’t budge.” In both the ancient and the modern cases the strangers departed with the money. The Bœotian and the Californian wonder what is the matter with their frogs; they lift them and examine; they turn them upside down and out spills the informing ballast.




Yes, the resemblances are curiously exact. I used to tell the story of the Jumping Frog in San Francisco, and presently Artemus Ward came along and wanted it to help fill out a little book which he was about to publish; so I wrote it out and sent it to his publisher, Carleton; but Carleton thought the book had enough matter in it, so he gave the story to Henry Clapp as a present, and Clapp put it in his Saturday Press, and it killed that paper with a suddenness that was beyond praise. At least the paper died with that issue, and none but envious people have ever tried to rob me of the honor and credit of killing it. The “Jumping Frog” was the first piece of writing of mine that spread itself through the newspapers and brought me into public notice. Consequently, the Saturday Press was a cocoon and I the worm in it; also, I was the gay-colored literary moth which its death set free. This simile has been used before.


Early in ’66 the “Jumping Frog” was issued in book form, with other sketches of mine. A year or two later Madame Blanc translated it into French and published it in the Revue des Deux Mondes, but the result was not what should have been expected, for the Revue struggled along and pulled through, and is alive yet. I think the fault must have been in the translation. I ought to have translated it myself. I think so because I examined into the matter and finally retranslated the sketch from the French back into English, to see what the trouble was; that is, to see just what sort of a focus the French people got upon it. Then the mystery was explained. In French the story is too confused, and chaotic, and unreposeful, and ungrammatical, and insane; consequently it could only cause grief and sickness– it could not kill. A glance at my retranslation will show the reader that this must be true:



The Frog Jumping of the County of Calaveras




It may be that there are people who can translate better than I can, but I am not acquainted with them.




So ends the private and public history of the Jumping Frog of Calaveras County, an incident which has this unique feature about it– that it is both old and new, a “chestnut” and not a “chestnut”; for it was original when it happened two thousand years ago, and was again original when it happened in California in our own time.


[1894]








Further Private History of the Frog




London, July, 1900.– Twice, recently, I have been asked this question:


“Have you seen the Greek version of the ‘Jumping Frog?’”


And twice I have answered– “No.”


“Has Professor Van Dyke seen it?”


“I suppose so.”


“Then your supposition is at fault.”


“Why?”


“Because there isn’t any such version.”


“Do you mean to intimate that the tale is modern, and not borrowed from some ancient Greek book.”


“Yes. It is not permissible for any but the very young and innocent to be so easily beguiled as you and Van Dyke have been.”


“Do you mean that we have fallen a prey to our ignorance and simplicity?”


“Yes. Is Van Dyke a Greek scholar?”


“I believe so.”


“Then he knew where to find the ancient Greek version if one existed. Why didn’t he look? Why did he jump to conclusions?”


“I don’t know. And was it worth the trouble, anyway?”


As it turns out, now, it was not claimed that the story had been translated from the Greek. It had its place among other uncredited stories, and was there to be turned into Greek by students of that language. “Greek Prose Composition”– that title is what made the confusion. It seemed to mean that the originals were Greek. It was not well chosen, for it was pretty sure to mislead.


Thus vanishes the Greek Frog, and I am sorry: for he loomed fine and grand across the sweep of the ages, and I took a great pride in him.


M. T.





Still Further History of the Frog




Note, November, 1903.– When I became convinced that the “Jumping Frog” was a Greek story two or three thousand years old, I was sincerely happy, for apparently here was a most striking and satisfactory justification of a favorite theory of mine– to wit, that no occurrence is sole and solitary, but is merely a repetition of a thing which has happened before, and perhaps often. Still, when I later had a chance to see Professor Sidgwick’s book I was a little staggered, because of two things: the details were a little too faithful to the facts in the Calaveras incident for the comfort of my theory, and I could not help being suspicious of the Greek frog because he was willing to be fed with gravel. One can’t beguile the modern frog with that product.


By and by, in England, after a few years, I learned that there hadn’t been any Greek frog in the business, and no Greek story about his adventures. Professor Sidgwick had not claimed that it was a Greek tale; he had merely synopsized the Calaveras tale and transferred the incident to classic Greece; but as he did not state that it was the same old [Calaveras] frog, the English papers reproved him for the omission. He told me this in England in 1899 or 1900, and was much troubled about that censure, for his act had been innocent, he believing that the story’s origin was so well known as to render formal mention of it unnecessary. I was very sorry for the censure, but it was not I that applied it. I would not have done it.


M. T.



[1] Sidgwick, Greek Prose Composition, page 116.








3A Rich Epigram





Tom Maguire,


Torn with ire,


Lighted on Macdougall,


Grabbed his throat,


Tore his coat,


And split him in the bugle.


Shame! Oh, fie!


Maguire, why


Will you thus skyugle?


Why bang and claw,


And gouge and chaw


The unprepared Macdougall?


Of bones bereft,


See how you’ve left,


Vestvali, gentle Jew gal—


And now you’ve slashed,


And almost hashed,


The form of poor Macdougall.








4Macdougall vs. Maguire




THE TALK OCCASIONED by Maguire’s unseemly castigation of Macdougall, while the latter was engaged in conversation with a lady, was dying out, happily for both parties, but Mr. Macdougall has set it going again by bringing that suit of his for $5,000 for the assault and battery. If he can get the money, I suppose that is at least the most profitable method of settling the matter. But then, will he? Maybe so, and maybe not. But if he feels badly– feels hurt– feels disgraced at being chastised, will $5,000 entirely soothe him and put an end to the comments and criticisms of the public? It is questionable. If he would pitch in and whale Maguire, though, it would afford him real, genuine satisfaction, and would also furnish me with a great deal more pleasing material for a paragraph than I can get out of the regular routine of events that transpire in San Francisco– which is a matter of still greater importance. If the plaintiff in this suit of damages were to intimate that he would like to have a word from me on this subject, I would immediately sit down and pour out my soul to him in verse. I would tune up my muse and sing to him the following pretty


NURSERY RHYME



Come, now, Macdougall!


Say—


Can lucre pay


For thy dismembered coat—


Thy strangulated throat—


Thy busted bugle?


Speak thou! poor W. J.!


And say—


I pray—


If gold can soothe your woes,


Or mend your tattered clothes,


Or heal your battered nose,


Oh bunged-up lump of clay!


No!– arise!


Be wise!


Macdougall, d——n your eyes!


Don’t legal quips devise


To mend your reputation,


And efface the degradation


Of a blow that’s struck in ire!


But ’ware of execration,


Unless you take your station


In a strategic location,


In mood of desperation,


And “lam” like all creation


This infernal Tom Maguire!








5The “Christian Spectator”




REV. O. P. FITZGERALD, of the Minna street Methodist Church South, is fairly under way, now, with his new Christian Spectator. The second number is before me. I believe I can venture to recommend it to the people of Nevada, of both Northern and Southern proclivities. It is not jammed full of incendiary religious matter about hell-fire, and brimstone, and wicked young men knocked endways by a streak of lightning while in the act of going fishing on Sunday. Its contents are not exciting or calculated to make people set up all night to read them. I like the Spectator a great deal better than I expected to, and I think you ought to cheerfully spare room for a short review of it. The leading editorial says: “A journal of the character of the Spectator is always to a great extent the reflex of the editor’s individuality.” Then follows a pleasant moral homily entitled “That Nubbin;” then puffs of a religious college and a Presbyterian church; then some poetical reflections on the happy fact “The War is Over;” then a “hyste” of some old slow coach of a preacher for not getting subscribers for the Spectator fast enough; then a confidential hint to the reader that he turn out and gather subscriptions– and forward the money; then a puff of the Oakland Female Seminary; then a remark that the Spectator’s terms are cash; then a suggestion that the paper would make a gorgeous Christmas present– the only joke in the whole paper, and even this one is written with a fine show of seriousness; then a complimentary blast for Bishop Pierce; then a column of “Personal Items” concerning distinguished Confederates, chiefly; then something about “Our New Dress”– not one of Ward’s shirts for the editor, but the paper’s new dress; then a word about “our publishing house at Nashville, Tenn.;” then a repetition of the fact that “our terms are cash;” then something concerning “our head”– not the editor’s, which is “level,” but the paper’s; then follow two columns of religious news not of a nature to drive one into a frenzy of excitement. On the outside is one of those entertaining novelettes, so popular among credulous Sabbath-school children, about a lone woman silently praying a desperate and blood-thirsty robber out of his boots– he looking on and fingering his clasp-knife and wiping it on his hand, and she calmly praying, till at last he “blanched beneath her fixed gaze, a panic appeared to seize him, and he closed his knife and went out.” Oh, that won’t do, you know. That is rather too steep. I guess she must have scalded him a little. There is also a column about a “remarkable police officer,” and praising him up to the skies, and showing, by facts, sufficient to convince me that if he belonged to our force, Mr. Fitzgerald was drawing it rather strong. I read it with avidity, because I wished to know whether it was Chief Burke, or Blitz, or Lees, the parson was trying to curry favor with. But it was only an allegory, after all; the impossible police man was “Conscience.” It was one of those fine moral humbugs, like some advertisements which seduce you down a column of stuff about General Washington and wind up with a recommendation to “try Peterson’s aromatic soap.”


Subscribe for the vivacious Christian Spectator; C. A. Klose is financial agent.






6Managerial



[Extract of news correspondence pertaining to theater critics and the upcoming visit of actor Edwin Forrest]






THESE MOSQUITOES would swarm around him and bleed dramatic imperfections from him by the column. With their accustomed shameless presumption, they would tear the fabric of his well-earned reputation to rags, and call him a poor, cheap humbug and an overrated concentration of mediocrity.... They would always wind up their long-winded “critiques”– these promoted newsboys and shoemakers would– with the caustic, the cutting, the withering old stand-by which they have used with such blighting effect on so many similar occasions, to wit: “If Mr. Forrest calls that sort of thing acting– very well; but we must inform him, that although it may answer in other places, it will not do here....” Their grand final shot is always a six-hundred pounder, and always comes in the same elegant phraseology: they would pronounce Mr. Forrest a “bilk!” You cannot tell me anything about these ignorant asses who do up what is called “criticism” hereabouts– I know them “by the back.”






7The “Eccentrics”




THE ECCENTRIC Fourteenth Regulars is the gayest crowd of lads that any war ever did produce, I suppose. It is funny to read the accounts of their doings in the papers every day. They are so supremely indifferent to consequences– or public opinion– or law, or gospel, the police, the devil, or anything else! Each happy Fourteener sallies forth in a gang by himself, like Baxter’s hog, and in the course of an hour he has captured a horse, or waylaid a stagecoach, or carried off a showcase, or devastated a dwelling, or snatched a policeman, or got a hundred and fifty people corralled in a narrow court, where he guards the sole exit, and entertains himself by charging on them with his bowie-knife from time to time, and laughing in his hoarse, stormy way when they stampede. Oh, they are gay!


I am really sorry to see that Col. Drumn is about to tone down the exuberance of the Fourteeners, and I am satisfied that my grief is shared by every reporter in town, for three months ago the press oozed columns of the most insipid and resultless runaway beer-wagon items; whereas lately it has scintillated with the most thrilling and readable exploits and adventures of the Fourteeners. Col. Drumn recommends to the Commander of the Department the limiting of passes to the issuance of not more than two at a time– and Chief Burke, I have no doubt, will take care that the whole police force turns out, armed to the teeth, to look after these two. The Fourteeners have been accustomed to carnage and battle in the Eastern wars so long, that they don’t mind a small squad of police at all– look upon such as only a troublesome interruption to their amusements, but not a positive obstruction.






8Thief-catching




ONE MAY EASILY find room to abuse as many as several members of Chief Burke’s civilian army for laziness and uselessness, but the detective department is supplied with men who are sharp, shrewd, always on the alert and always industrious. It is only natural that this should be so. An ordinary policeman is chosen with especial reference to large stature and powerful muscle, and he only gets $125 a month, but the detective is chosen with especial regard to brains, and the position pays better than a lucky faro-bank. A shoemaker can tell by a single glance at a boot whose shop it comes from, by some peculiarity of workmanship; but to a barkeeper all boots are alike; a printer will take a number of newspaper scraps, that show no dissimilarity to each other, and name the papers they were cut from; to a man who is accustomed to being on the water, the river’s surface is a printed book which never fails to divulge the hiding place of the sunken rock, or betray the presence of the treacherous shoal. In ordinary men, this quality of detecting almost imperceptible differences and peculiarities is acquired by long practice, and goes not beyond the limits of their own occupation– but in the detective it is an instinct, and discovers to him the secret signs of all trades, and the faint shades of difference between things which look alike to the careless eye.


Detective Rose can pick up a chicken’s tail feather in Montgomery street and tell in a moment what roost it came from at the Mission; and if the theft is recent, he can go out there and take a smell of the premises and tell which block in Sacramento street the Chinaman lives in who committed it, by some exquisite difference in the stink left, and which he knows to be peculiar to one particular block of buildings.


Mr. McCormick, who should be on the detective force regularly, but as yet is there only by brevet, can tell an obscene photograph by the back, as a sport tells an ace from a jack.


Detective Blitz can hunt down a transgressing hack-driver by some peculiarity in the style of his blasphemy.


The forté of Lees and Ellis, is the unearthing of embezzlers and forgers. Each of these men are best in one particular line, but at the same time they are good in all. And now we have Piper, who takes a cake, dropped in the Lick House by a coat-thief, and sits down to read it as another man would a newspaper. It informs him who baked the cake; who bought it; where the purchaser lives; that he is a Mexican; that his name is Salcero; that he is a thief by profession– and then Piper marches away two miles, to the Presidio, and grabs this foreigner, and convicts him with the cake that cannot lie, and makes him shed his boots and finds $200 in greenbacks in them, and makes him shuck himself and finds upon him stores of stolen gold. And so Salcero goes to the station-house. The detectives are smart, but I remarked to a friend that some of the other policemen were not. He said the remark was unjust– that those “other policemen were as smart as they could afford to be for $125 a month.” It was not a bad idea. Still, I contend that some of them could not afford to be Daniel Websters, maybe, for any amount of money.






9Detective Rose Again




AS FOOLISH A THING as a man can do is to steal anything while officer Rose is in town. A Mrs. Ashley, who lives in Bush between Powell and Mason streets, was robbed of a gold belt-buckle, some silver spoons, etc., on Saturday, the 9th, and yesterday she laid the matter before one of our Police officers, who told her to find officer Rose and give him charge of the matter. She found him, but she was too late for her information to be of any use– he had already recovered the stolen property and tracked the thief to his den also. It is said he follows people by the foot-prints they make on the brick pavements.






10The Story of the Bad Little Boy Who Didn’t Come to Grief




ONCE THERE WAS a bad little boy whose name was Jim– though, if you will notice, you will find that bad little boys are nearly always called James in your Sunday-school books. It was strange, but still it was true, that this one was called Jim.


He didn’t have any sick mother, either– a sick mother who was pious and had the consumption, and would be glad to lie down in the grave and be at rest but for the strong love she bore her boy, and the anxiety she felt that the world might be harsh and cold toward him when she was gone. Most bad boys in the Sunday books are named James, and have sick mothers, who teach them to say, “Now, I lay me down,” etc., and sing them to sleep with sweet, plaintive voices, and then kiss them good night, and kneel down by the bedside and weep. But it was different with this fellow. He was named Jim, and there wasn’t anything the matter with his mother– no consumption, nor anything of that kind. She was rather stout than otherwise, and she was not pious; moreover, she was not anxious on Jim’s account. She said if he were to break his neck it wouldn’t be much loss. She always spanked Jim to sleep, and she never kissed him good night; on the contrary, she boxed his ears when she was ready to leave him.


Once this little bad boy stole the key of the pantry, and slipped in there and helped himself to some jam, and filled up the vessel with tar, so that his mother would never know the difference; but all at once a terrible feeling didn’t come over him, and something didn’t seem to whisper to him, “Is it right to disobey my mother? Isn’t it sinful to do this? Where do bad little boys go who gobble up their good kind mother’s jam?” and then he didn’t kneel down all alone and promise never to be wicked any more, and rise up with a light, happy heart, and go and tell his mother all about it, and beg her forgiveness, and be blessed by her with tears of pride and thankfulness in her eyes. No; that is the way with all other bad boys in the books; but it happened otherwise with this Jim, strangely enough. He ate that jam, and said it was bully, in his sinful, vulgar way; and he put in the tar, and said that was bully also, and laughed, and observed “that the old woman would get up and snort” when she found it out; and when she did find it out, he denied knowing anything about it, and she whipped him severely, and he did the crying himself. Everything about this boy was curious– everything turned out differently with him from the way it does to the bad Jameses in the books.


Once he climbed up in Farmer Acorn’s apple tree to steal apples, and the limb didn’t break, and he didn’t fall and break his arm, and get torn by the farmer’s great dog, and then languish on a sickbed for weeks, and repent and become good. Oh, no; he stole as many apples as he wanted and came down all right; and he was all ready for the dog, too, and knocked him endways with a brick when he came to tear him. It was very strange– nothing like it ever happened in those mild little books with marbled backs, and with pictures in them of men with swallow-tailed coats and bell-crowned hats, and pantaloons that are short in the legs, and women with the waists of their dresses under their arms, and no hoops on. Nothing like it in any of the Sunday-school books.


Once he stole the teacher’s penknife, and, when he was afraid it would be found out and he would get whipped, he slipped it into George Wilson’s cap– poor Widow Wilson’s son, the moral boy, the good little boy of the village, who always obeyed his mother, and never told an untruth, and was fond of his lessons, and infatuated with Sunday-school. And when the knife dropped from the cap, and poor George hung his head and blushed, as if in conscious guilt, and the grieved teacher charged the theft upon him, and was just in the very act of bringing the switch down upon his trembling shoulders, a white-haired, improbable justice of the peace did not suddenly appear in their midst, and strike an attitude and say, “Spare this noble boy– there stands the cowering culprit! I was passing the school door at recess, and, unseen myself, I saw the theft committed!” And then Jim didn’t get whaled, and the venerable justice didn’t read the tearful school a homily, and take George by the hand and say such boy deserved to be exalted, and then tell him come and make his home with him, and sweep out the office, and make fires, and run errands, and chop wood, and study law, and help his wife do household labors, and have all the balance of the time to play and get forty cents a month, and be happy. No it would have happened that way in the books, but didn’t happen that way to Jim. No meddling old clam of a justice dropped in to make trouble, and so the model boy George got thrashed, and Jim was glad of it because, you know, Jim hated moral boys. Jim said he was “down on them milksops.” Such was the coarse language of this bad, neglected boy.


But the strangest thing that ever happened to Jim was the time he went boating on Sunday, and didn’t get drowned, and that other time that he got caught out in the storm when he was fishing on Sunday and didn’t get struck by lightning. Why, you might look, and look, all through the Sunday-school books from now till next Christmas, and you would never come across anything like this. Oh, no; you would find that all the bad boys who go boating on Sunday invariably get drowned; and all the bad boys who get caught out in storms when they are fishing on Sunday infallibly get struck by lightning. Boats with bad boys in them always upset on Sunday, and it always storms when bad boys go fishing on the Sabbath. How this Jim ever escaped is a mystery to me.


This Jim bore a charmed life– that must have been the way of it. Nothing could hurt him. He even gave the elephant in the menagerie a plug of tobacco, and the elephant didn’t knock the top of his head off with his trunk. He browsed around the cupboard after essence of peppermint, and didn’t make a mistake and drink aqua fortis. He stole his father’s gun and went hunting on the Sabbath, and didn’t shoot three or four of his fingers off. He struck his little sister on the temple with his fist when he was angry, and she didn’t linger in pain through long summer days, and die with sweet words of forgiveness upon her lips that redoubled the anguish of his breaking heart. No; she got over it. He ran off and went to sea at last, and didn’t come back and find himself sad and alone in the world, his loved ones sleeping in the quiet churchyard, and the vine-embowered home of his boyhood tumbled down and gone to decay. Ah, no; he came home as drunk as a piper, and got into the station-house the first thing.


And he grew up and married, and raised a large family, and brained them all with an ax one night, and got wealthy by all manner of cheating and rascality; and now he is the infernalest wickedest scoundrel in his native village, and is universally respected, and belongs to the legislature.


So you see there never was a bad James in the Sunday-school books that had such a streak of luck as this sinful Jim with the charmed life.






11The Story of the Good Little Boy Who Didn’t Prosper



The following has been written at the instance of several literary friends, who thought that, if the history of “The Bad Little Boy Who Did Not Come to Grief” (a moral sketch which I published five or six years ago) was worthy of preservation several weeks in print, a fair and unprejudiced companion-piece would deserve a similar immortality.






ONCE THERE WAS a good little boy by the name of Jacob Blivens. He always obeyed his parents, no matter how absurd and unreasonable their demands were; and he always learned his book, and never was late at Sabbath-school. He would not play hooky, even when his sober judgment told him it was the most profitable thing he could do. None of the other boys could ever make that boy out, he acted so strangely. He wouldn’t lie, no matter how convenient it was. He just said it was wrong to lie, and that was sufficient for him. And he was so honest that he was simply ridiculous. The curious ways that that Jacob had, surpassed everything. He wouldn’t play marbles on Sunday, he wouldn’t rob birds’ nests, he wouldn’t give hot pennies to organ-grinders’ monkeys; he didn’t seem to take any interest in any kind of rational amusement. So the other boys used to try to reason it out and come to an understanding of him, but they couldn’t arrive at any satisfactory conclusion. As I said before, they could only figure out a sort of vague idea that he was “afflicted,” and so they took him under their protection, and never allowed any harm to come to him.


This good little boy read all the Sunday-school books; they were his greatest delight. This was the whole secret of it. He believed in the good little boys they put in the Sunday-school book; he had every confidence in them. He longed to come across one of them alive once; but he never did. They all died before his time, maybe. Whenever he read about a particularly good one he turned over quickly to the end to see what became of him, because he wanted to travel thousands of miles and gaze on him; but it wasn’t any use; that good little boy always died in the last chapter, and there was a picture of the funeral, with all his relations and the Sunday-school children standing around the grave in pantaloons that were too short, and bonnets that were too large, and everybody crying into handkerchiefs that had as much as a yard and a half of stuff in them. He was always headed off in this way. He never could see one of those good little boys on account of his always dying in the last chapter.


Jacob had a noble ambition to be put in a Sunday school book. He wanted to be put in, with pictures representing him gloriously declining to lie to his mother, and her weeping for joy about it; and pictures representing him standing on the doorstep giving a penny to a poor beggar-woman with six children, and telling her to spend it freely, but not to be extravagant, because extravagance is a sin; and pictures of him magnanimously refusing to tell on the bad boy who always lay in wait for him around the corner as he came from school, and welted him so over the head with a lath, and then chased him home, saying, “Hi! hi!” as he proceeded. That was the ambition of young Jacob Blivens. He wished to be put in a Sunday-school book. It made him feel a lithe uncomfortable sometimes when he reflected that the good little boys always died. He loved to live, you know, and this was the most unpleasant feature about being a Sunday-school-book boy. He knew it was not healthy to be good. He knew it was more fatal than consumption to be so supernaturally good as the boys in the books were he knew that none of them had ever been able to stand it long, and it pained him to think that if they put him in a book he wouldn’t ever see it, or even if they did get the book out before he died it wouldn’t be popular without any picture of his funeral in the back part of it. It couldn’t be much of a Sunday-school book that couldn’t tell about the advice he gave to the community when he was dying. So at last, of course, he had to make up his mind to do the best he could under the circumstances– to live right, and hang on as long as he could and have his dying speech all ready when his time came.


But somehow nothing ever went right with the good little boy; nothing ever turned out with him the way it turned out with the good little boys in the books. They always had a good time, and the bad boys had the broken legs; but in his case there was a screw loose somewhere, and it all happened just the other way. When he found Jim Blake stealing apples, and went under the tree to read to him about the bad little boy who fell out of a neighbor’s apple tree and broke his arm, Jim fell out of the tree, too, but he fell on him and broke his arm, and Jim wasn’t hurt at all. Jacob couldn’t understand that. There wasn’t anything in the books like it.


And once, when some bad boys pushed a blind man over in the mud, and Jacob ran to help him up and receive his blessing, the blind man did not give him any blessing at all, but whacked him over the head with his stick and said he would like to catch him shoving him again, and then pretending to help him up. This was not in accordance with any of the books. Jacob looked them all over to see.


One thing that Jacob wanted to do was to find a lame dog that hadn’t any place to stay, and was hungry and persecuted, and bring him home and pet him and have that dog’s imperishable gratitude. And at last he found one and was happy; and he brought him home and fed him, but when he was going to pet him the dog flew at him and tore all the clothes off him except those that were in front, and made a spectacle of him that was astonishing. He examined authorities, but he could not understand the matter. It was of the same breed of dogs that was in the books, but it acted very differently. Whatever this boy did he got into trouble. The very things the boys in the books got rewarded for turned out to be about the most unprofitable things he could invest in.


Once, when he was on his way to Sunday-school, he saw some bad boys starting off pleasuring in a sailboat. He was filled with consternation, because he knew from his reading that boys who went sailing on Sunday invariably got drowned. So he ran out on a raft to warn them, but a log turned with him and slid him into the river. A man got him out pretty soon, and the doctor pumped the water out of him, and gave him a fresh start with his bellows, but he caught cold and lay sick abed nine weeks. But the most unaccountable thing about it was that the bad boys in the boat had a good time all day, and then reached home alive and well in the most surprising manner. Jacob Blivens said there was nothing like these things in the books. He was perfectly dumfounded.


When he got well he was a little discouraged, but he resolved to keep on trying anyhow. He knew that so far his experiences wouldn’t do to go in a book, but he hadn’t yet reached the allotted term of life for good little boys, and he hoped to be able to make a record yet if he could hold on till his time was fully up. If everything else failed he had his dying speech to fall back on.


He examined his authorities, and found that it was now time for him to go to sea as a cabin-boy. He called on a ship-captain and made his application, and when the captain asked for his recommendations he proudly drew out a tract and pointed to the words, “To Jacob Blivens, from his affectionate teacher.” But the captain was a coarse, vulgar man, and he said, “Oh, that be blowed! that wasn’t any proof that he knew how to wash dishes or handle a slush-bucket, and he guessed he didn’t want him.” This was altogether the most extraordinary thing that ever happened to Jacob in all his life. A compliment from a teacher, on a tract, had never failed to move the tenderest emotions of ship-captains, and open the way to all offices of honor and profit in their gift it never had in any book that ever he had read. He could hardly believe his senses.


This boy always had a hard time of it. Nothing ever came out according to the authorities with him. At last, one day, when he was around hunting up bad little boys to admonish, he found a lot of them in the old iron-foundry fixing up a little joke on fourteen or fifteen dogs, which they had tied together in long procession, and were going to ornament with empty nitroglycerin cans made fast to their tails. Jacob’s heart was touched. He sat down on one of those cans (for he never minded grease when duty was before him), and he took hold of the foremost dog by the collar, and turned his reproving eye upon wicked Tom Jones. But just at that moment Alderman McWelter, full of wrath, stepped in. All the bad boys ran away, but Jacob Blivens rose in conscious innocence and began one of those stately little Sunday-school-book speeches which always commence with “Oh, sir!” in dead opposition to the fact that no boy, good or bad, ever starts a remark with “Oh, sir.” But the alderman never waited to hear the rest. He took Jacob Blivens by the ear and turned him around, and hit him a whack in the rear with the flat of his hand; and in an instant that good little boy shot out through the roof and soared away toward the sun with the fragments of those fifteen dogs stringing after him like the tail of a kite. And there wasn’t a sign of that alderman or that old iron-foundry left on the face of the earth; and, as for young Jacob Blivens, he never got a chance to make his last dying speech after all his trouble fixing it up, unless he made it to the birds; because, although the bulk of him came down all right in a tree-top in an adjoining county, the rest of him was apportioned around among four townships, and so they had to hold five inquests on him to find out whether he was dead or not, and how it occurred. You never saw a boy scattered so.


Thus perished the good little boy who did the best he could, but didn’t come out according to the books. Every boy who ever did as he did prospered except him. His case is truly remarkable. It will probably never be accounted for.



This glycerin catastrophe is borrowed from a floating newspaper item, whose author’s name I would give if I knew it.

—M. T.








12Enigma


(1865)




IAM COMPOSED of sixteen or seventeen letters.



My 16, 14, 3, 4, 6, 9, 15, is something or other, in a general way.


My 2, 11, 7, 14, is something else.


My 9, 6, 4, 10, 15, 11, is the other thing.


My 6, 16, 8, 14, 9, 3, 2, 1, 11, is most anything.


My 5, 3, 9, 14, 7, 3, 1, 11, 5, 6, 16, 2, 13, is most anything else.


My 4, 2, 16, 9, is a good deal like some of the things referred to above, though in what respect it has baffled even me to determine.


My 9, 3, 8, 12, is – is – well, I suppose it is, although I cannot see why.




Now, if anybody can cipher out that enigma, he is an abler man than I am, notwithstanding I got it up myself. It would be a real favor if someone would try, however. I have figured at it, and worked at it, and sweated over it, until I am disgusted, and I can make neither head nor tail of it. I thought it was rather neat at first, but I do not like it so well, now that I can’t find out the answer to it. It looks rather easy at a first glance, but you will notice that the further you get into it the more it widens out.


This is my first effort in the enigma line, and, to speak the plain truth, I am considerably stunned at my own success. I do not seem to have just got the hang of this sort of thing, somehow. But I offer the entertaining little trifle to your readers for what it is worth – it may serve to amuse an idle year – and it cannot do much harm – it cannot more than drive a man mad, and make him massacre his relations.



For another Enigma, see vol. v, no. 7.








13Editorial Poem




THE FOLLOWING fine Christmas poem appears in the Alta of this morning, in the unostentatious garb of an editorial. This manner of “setting it” robs it of half its beauty. I will arrange it as blank verse, and then it will read much more charmingly:


“Christmas Comes but once a Year”



“The Holidays are approaching. We hear


Of them and see their signs every day.


The children tell you every morn


How long it is until the glad New Year.





The pavements all are covered o’er


With boxes, which have arrived


Per steamer and are being unpacked


In anticipation sweet, of an unusual demand.





The windows of the shops


Montgomery street along,


Do brilliant shine


With articles of ornament and luxury;


The more substantial goods,


Which eleven months now gone


The place have occupied,


Having been put aside for a few revolving weeks,


Silks, satins, laces, articles of gold and silver,


Jewels, porcelains from Sevres,


And from Dresden;


Bohemian and Venetian glass,


Pictures, engravings,


Bronzes of the finest workmanship


And price extravagant, attract


The eye at every step


Along the promenades of fashion.





The hotels


With visitors are crowded, who have come


From the ultimate interior to enjoy


Amusements metropolitan, or to find


A more extensive market, and prices lower


For purchases, than country towns afford.


Abundant early rains a prosperous year


Have promised– and the dry


And sunny weather which prevailed hath


For two weeks past, doth offer


Facilities profound for coming to the city,


And for enjoyment after getting here.





The ocean beach throughout the day,


And theatres, in shades of evening, show


A throng of strangers glad residents as well.





All appearances do indicate


That this blithe time of holiday


In San Francisco will


Be one of liveliness unusual, and brilliancy withal!”




[Exit Chief Editor, bowing low– impressive music.]


I cannot admire the overstrong modesty which impels a man to compose a stately anthem like that and run it together in the solid unattractiveness of a leading editorial.






14“More Wisdom”




THE ALTA IS most unusually and astonishingly brilliant this morning. I cannot do better than give it space and let it illumine your columns. It lets off a level column of editorial to prove that bees eat clover; mice eat bees; cats eat mice; cats bask in the sun; the spots on the sun derange the electric currents; that derangement produces earthquakes; earthquakes make cold weather; and the bees, and the mice, and the cats, and the spots on the sun, and the electric currents, and the earthquakes, and the cold weather, mingling together in one grand fatal combination, produce cholera! Listen to the Alta:


We know that we have sometimes to go a long way around to trace an effect to its cause. Darwin, in The Origin of Species, states a fact which may be used with advantage in illustration, viz.: The presence of a large number of cats in a village is favorable to the spread of red clover. The reader will at once exclaim– what on earth can cats have to do with that species of the genus trifolium? The answer is– the humble-bee, by a peculiarity of its organization, can alone extract the nectar from the flower of the red clover. In passing from flower to flower it conveys the pollen necessary for the fertilization and consequent spread of the plant. The field mice prey upon the humble-bee, break up its nests, and eat its stores of honey, while the cats destroy the mice; hence it follows that in the natural propagation of the plant in question, the feline tribe perform an important part. Bearing such curious revelations as these in mind, it is easy enough to present a theory to cover the case of mother earth at this time, namely: that the spots on the face of the sun derange the electric currents of the earth; that the derangement of the electric currents produces earthquakes; that earthquakes contribute to cold weather, by permitting the escape of some of the caloric of the interior of the globe, and that all these changes, in some way, are the cause of the rinder-pest and cholera.


Solomon’s wisdom was foolishness to this.


Mark Twain.






15Spirit of the Local Press




SAN FRANCISCO is a city of startling events. Happy is the man whose destiny it is to gather them up and record them in a daily newspaper! That sense of conferring benefit, profit and innocent pleasure upon one’s fellow-creatures which is so cheering, so calmly blissful to the plodding pilgrim here below, is his, every day in the year. When he gets up in the morning he can do as old Franklin did, and say, “This day, and all days, shall be unselfishly devoted to the good of my fellow-creatures– to the amelioration of their condition– to the conferring of happiness upon them– to the storing of their minds with wisdom which shall fit them for their struggle with the hard world, here, and for the enjoyment of a glad eternity hereafter. And thus striving, so shall I be blessed!” And when he goes home at night, he can exult and say: “Through the labors of these hands and this brain, which God hath given me, blessed and wise are my fellow-creatures this day!


“I have told them of the wonder of the swindling of the friend of Bain, the unknown Bain from Petaluma Creek, by the obscure Catharine McCarthy, out of $300– and told it with entertaining verbosity in half a column.


“I have told them that Christmas is coming, and people go strangely about, buying things– I have said it in forty lines.


“I related how a vile burglar entered a house to rob, and actually went away again when he found he was discovered. I told it briefly, in thirty-five lines.


“In forty lines I told how a man swindled a Chinaman out of a couple of shirts, and for fear the matter might seem trivial, I made a pretense of only having mentioned it in order to base upon it a criticism upon a grave defect in our laws.


“I fulminated again, in a covert way, the singular conceit that Christmas is at hand, and said people were going about in the most unaccountable way buying stuff to eat, in the markets– 52 lines.


“I glorified a fearful conflagration that came so near burning something, that I shudder even now to think of it. Three thousand dollars worth of goods destroyed by water– a man then went up and put out the fire with a bucket of water. I puffed our fine fire organization– 64 lines.


“I printed some other extraordinary occurrences– runaway horse– 28 lines; dog fight– 30 lines; Chinaman captured by officer Rose for stealing chickens– 90 lines; unknown Chinaman dead on Sacramento steamer– 5 lines; several ‘Fourteener’ items, concerning people frightened and boots stolen– 52 lines; case of soldier stealing a washboard worth fifty cents– three-quarters of a column. Much other wisdom I disseminated, and for these things let my reward come hereafter.”


And his reward will come hereafter– and I am sorry enough to think it. But such startling things do happen every day in this strange city!– and how dangerously exciting must be the employment of writing them up for the daily papers!






16A Graceful Compliment




ONE WOULD HARDLY EXPECT to receive a neat, voluntary compliment from so grave an institution as the United States Revenue Office, but such has been my good fortune. I have not been so agreeably surprised in many a day. The Revenue officers, in a communication addressed to me, fondle the flattering fiction that I am a man of means, and have got “goods, chattels and effects”– and even “real estate!” Gentlemen, you couldn’t have paid such a compliment as that to any man who would appreciate it higher, or be more grateful for it than myself. We will drink together, if you object not.


I am taxed on my income! This is perfectly gorgeous! I never felt so important in my life before. To be treated in this splendid way, just like another William B. Astor! Gentlemen, we must drink.


Yes, I am taxed on my income. And the printed paper which bears this compliment– all slathered over with fierce-looking written figures– looks as grand as a steamboat’s manifest. It reads thus:


COLLECTOR’S OFFICE,


U. S. Internal Revenue,

First Dis’t. Cal.






	

Name




	–

	M. Twain




	

Residence




	–

	At Large




	

List and amount of tax




	–

	$31.25




	Penalty

	–

	3.12




	Warrant

	–

	2.45




	

Total amount




	–

	$36.82




	Date

	

	

November 20, 1865









C. ST GG,

Deputy Collector.


Please present this at the Collector’s office.






Now I consider that really handsome. I have got it framed beautifully, and I take more pride in it than any of my other furniture. I trust it will become an heirloom and serve to show many generations of my posterity that I was a man of consequence in the land– that I was also the recipient of compliments of the most extraordinary nature from high officers of the national government.


On the other side of this complimentary document I find some happy blank verse headed “Warrant,” and signed by the poet “Frank Soule, Collector of Internal Revenue.” Some of the flights of fancy in this Ode are really sublime, and show with what facility the poetic fire can render beautiful the most unpromising subject. For instance: “You are hereby commanded to distrain upon so much of the goods, chattels and effects of the within named person, if any such can be found, etc.” However, that is not so much a flight of fancy as a flight of humor. It is a fine flight, though, anyway. But this one is equal to anything in Shakespeare: “But in case sufficient goods, chattels and effects cannot be found, then you are hereby commanded to seize so much of the real estate of said person as may be necessary to satisfy the tax.” There’s poetry for you! They are going to commence on my real estate. This is very rough. But then the officer is expressly instructed to find it first. That is the saving clause for me. I will get them to take it all out in real estate. And then I will give them all the time they want to find it in.


But I can tell them of a way whereby they can ultimately enrich the Government of the United States by a judicious manipulation of this little bill against me– a way in which even the enormous national debt may be eventually paid off! Think of it! Imperishable fame will be the reward of the man who finds a way to pay off the national debt without impoverishing the land; I offer to furnish that method and crown these gentlemen with that fadeless glory. It is so simple and plain that a child may understand it. It is thus: I perceive that by neglecting to pay my income tax within ten days after it was due, I have brought upon myself a “penalty” of three dollars and twelve cents extra tax for that ten days. Don’t you see?– let her run! Every ten days, $3.12; every month of 31 days, $10; every year, $120; every century, $12,000; at the end of a hundred thousand years, $1,200,000,000 will be the interest that has accumulated....






17Convicts




SOMEONE (I do not know who,) left me a card photograph, yesterday, which I do not know just what to do with. It has the names of Dan De Quille, W. M. Gillespie, Alf. Doten, Robert Lowery and Charles A. Parker on it [friends and fellow-newspapermen well-known to Twain], and appears to be a pictured group of notorious convicts, or something of that kind. I only judge by the countenances, for I am not acquainted with these people, and do not usually associate with such characters. This is the worst lot of human faces I have ever seen. That of the murderer Doten, (murderer, isn’t he?) is sufficient to chill the strongest heart. The cool self-possession of the burglar Parker marks the man capable of performing deeds of daring confiscation at dead of night, unmoved by surrounding perils. The face of the Thug, De Quille, with its expression of pitiless malignity, is a study. Those of the light fingered gentry, Lowery and Gillespie, show that ineffable repose and self-complacency so deftly assumed by such characters after having nipped an overcoat or a pair of brass candlesticks and are aware that officers have suspected and are watching them. I am very glad to have this picture to keep in my room, as a hermit keeps a skull, to remind me what I may some day become myself. I have permitted the Chief of Police to take a copy of it, for obvious reasons.






18Busted, and Gone Abroad




THE TERM– “Busted”– applies to most people here. When a noted speculator breaks, you all hear of it; but when Smith and Jones and Brown go under, they make no stir; they are talked about among a small circle of gratified acquaintances, but they industriously keep up appearances, and the world at large go on thinking them as rich as ever. The lists of rich stock operators of two years ago have quietly sunk beneath the wave and financially gone to the devil. Smithers, who owned a hundred and ninety-six feet in one of the big mines, and gave such costly parties, has sent his family to Europe. Blivens, who owned so much in another big mine, and kept such fast horses, has sent his family to Germany, for their health, where they can sport a princely magnificence on fifty dollars a month. Bloggs, who was high-you-a-muck of another great mine, has sent his family home to rusticate a while with his father-in-law. All the nabobs of ’63 are pretty much ruined, but they send their families foraging in foreign climes, and hide their poverty under a show of “appearances.” If a man’s family start anywhere on the steamer now, the public say: “There’s the death rattle again– another Crœsus has gone in.” These are sad, sad, times. We are all “busted,” and our families are exiled in foreign lands.






19Fitz Smythe’s Horse




YESTERDAY, as I was coming along through a back alley, I glanced over a fence, and there was Fitz Smythe’s horse. I can easily understand, now, why that horse always looks so dejected and indifferent to the things of this world. They feed him on old newspapers. I had often seen Smythe carrying “dead loads” of old exchanges up town, but I never suspected that they were to be put to such a use as this. A boy came up while I stood there, and said, “That hoss belongs to Mr. Fitz Smythe, and the old man– that’s my father, you know– the old man’s going to kill him.”


“Who, Fitz Smythe?”


“No, the hoss– because he et up a litter of pups that the old man wouldn’t a taken forty dol—”


“Who, Fitz Smythe?”


“No, the hoss– and he eats fences and everything– took our gate off and carried it home and et up every dam splinter of it; you wait till he gets done with them old Altas and Bulletins he’s a chawin’ on now, and you’ll see him branch out and tackle a-n-y-thing he can shet his mouth on. Why, he nipped a little boy, Sunday, which was going home from Sunday school; well, the boy got loose, you know, but that old hoss got his bible and some tracts, and them’s as good a thing as he wants, being so used to papers, you see. You put anything to eat anywheres, and that old hoss’ll shin out and get it– and he’ll eat anything he can bite, and he don’t care a dam. He’d climb a tree, he would, if you was to put anything up there for him– cats, for instance– he likes cats– he’s et up every cat there was here in four blocks– he’ll take more chances– why, he’ll bust in anywheres for one of them fellers; I see him snake a old tom cat out of that there flower-pot over yonder, where she was a sunning of herself, and take her down, and she a hanging on and a grabbling for a holt on something, and you could hear her yowl and kick up and tear around after she was inside of him. You see Mr. Fitz Smythe don’t give him nothing to eat but them old newspapers and sometimes a basket of shavings, and so you know, he’s got to prospect or starve, and a hoss ain’t going to starve, it ain’t likely, on account of not wanting to be rough on cats and sich things. Not that hoss, anyway, you bet you. Because he don’t care a dam. You turn him loose once on this town, and don’t you know he’d eat up m-o-r-e goods-boxes, and fences, and clothing-store things, and animals, and all them kind of valuables? Oh, you bet he would. Because that’s his style, you know, and he don’t care a dam. But you ought to see Mr. Fitz Smythe ride him around, prospecting for them items– you ought to see him with his soldier coat on, and his mustashers sticking out strong like a cat-fish’s horns, and them long laigs of his’n standing out so, like them two prongs they prop up a step-ladder with, and a jolting down street at four mile a week– oh, what a guy!– sets up stiff like a close-pin, you know, and thinks he looks like old General Macdowl. But the old man’s a going to hornisswoggle that hoss on account of his goblin up them pups. Oh, you bet your life the old man’s down on him. Yes, sir, coming!” and the entertaining boy departed to see what the “old man” was calling him for. But I am glad that I met the boy, and I am glad I saw the horse taking his literary breakfast, because I know now why the animal looks so discouraged when I see Fitz Smythe rambling down Montgomery street on him– he has altogether too rough a time getting a living to be cheerful and frivolous or anyways frisky.






20A Righteous Judge




JUDGE RIX decides that the word “bilk” is obscene, and has fined a man for using it. He ought to have hanged him; but considering that he had not power to do that, and considering that he punished him as severely as the law permitted him to do, we should all be satisfied, and enter a credit mark in our memories for Judge Rix. That word is in all our dictionaries, and is by all odds the foulest one there. Its sound is against it– just as the reader’s countenance is against him, perhaps, or just as the face or voice of many a man we meet is against the owner, and repels a stranger. The word was popular a hundred years ago, and then it meant swindling, or defrauding, and was applicable to all manner of cheating. Having such a wide significance, perhaps its disgusting sound was forgiven it in consideration of its services. But it went out of date– became obsolete, and slept for nearly a century. And then it woke up ten years ago a different word– a superannuated word shorn of every virtue that made it respectable. The hoary verb woke up in a bawdy house after its Rip Van Winkle sleep of three generations and found itself essentially vulgar and obscene, in that it had but one solitary significance, and that described the defrauding a harlot of the wages she has earned. Since then its jurisdiction has been enlarged somewhat, but nothing can refine it– nothing can elevate it; it is permanently disgraced; it will never get rid of the odor of the bawdy house. The decision of Judge Rix closes respectable lips against its utterance and banishes it to the domain of prostitution, where it belongs. Depart in peace, proscribed Bilk!






21Miseries of Washoe Men




THOSE OF YOU who owe the Russ House for board and expect to save yourselves trouble when you come here by stopping at the Occidental, look out; Mr. Hardenburgh, formerly of the Russ, is in the office of the Occidental now. And you who owe the Cosmopolitan and propose to stop at the Occidental, beware! for Mr. Smith, formerly of the Cosmopolitan, is in the Occidental office now. And you who owe the Occidental and think to shirk calamity by patronizing the Cosmopolitan, go slow! for Mr. Olmstead and Mr. Childs clerk at the latter hotel now, instead of the former. You had better all come down to your work and go and hang out at the Miners’ Restaurant. They have gone and changed things around so now that there is no show for me anywhere. I want to keep my friends out of trouble, though, and so I sound the above note of warning. Amiraux was here from Carson the other day, but he would not stay because his feelings were hurt. He said: “I went to the What Cheer, and I found a fellow from the Brooklyn there; and I went to the Occidental, and I found a fellow from the Russ there; and then I went to the Cosmopolitan and if there was one clerk there from the Occidental there was a thousand. I am not going to stay in this place– you hear me! Damn such a town.”






22Among the Fenians




WISHING TO POST MYSELF on one of the most current topics of the day, I, Mark, hunted up an old friend, Dennis McCarthy, who is editor of the new Fenian journal in San Francisco, The Irish People. I found him sitting on a sumptuous candle-box, in his shirt-sleeves, solacing himself with a whiff at the national dhudeen or caubeen or whatever they call it– a clay pipe with no stem to speak of. I thought it might flatter him to address him in his native tongue, and so I bowed with considerable grace and said:


“Arrahr!”


And he said, “Be jabers!”


“Ooh hone!” said I.


“Mavourneen dheelish, acushla machree,” replied The McCarthy.


“Erin go bragh,” I continued with vivacity.


“Asthore!” responded The McCarthy.


“Tare an’ ouns!” said I.


“Bhe dha husth; fag a rogarah lums!” said the bold Fenian.


“Ye have me there, be me sowl!” said I (for I am not “up” in the niceties of the language, you understand; I only know enough of it to enable me to “keep my end up” in an ordinary conversation.)






23Neodamode




WHAT A COMFORT these reporters do take in that graveyard word! They stick it at the head of an item, in all its native impenetrability, and then slash away cheerfully and finish the paragraph. It is too many for me– that word is, for all it is so handy. Sometimes they write up a fine item about the capture of a chicken-thief– and head it “Neodamode”; or an exciting story of an infant with good clothes on and a strawberry on its little left arm, and a coat of arms stitched on its poor little shirt-tail being left in a market basket on someone’s doorstep– and head it “Neodamode”; or an entertaining account of a crazy man going through his family and making it exceedingly warm for the same– and head it “Neodamode”; or an item about a large funeral; or a banquet; or a ball; or a wedding; or a prayer-meeting– anything, no matter what– all the same. They head it “Neodamode.” It is the handiest heading I ever saw; it appears to fit any subject you please to tack it to. Why here lately they have even got to using it in items concerning the taking out of naturalization papers by foreigners. There is altogether too much Neodamy around to suit me. I would not mind it so much if it were not quite such an ugly word, and if I had a sort of general notion of what in the mischief it means. I would like to hear from one of the Neodamites.


I have got to go now and report a sermon. I trust it will be pleasanter work than writing a letter on Sunday, while the dogs and cats and chickens are glorifying their Maker and raising the mischief.






24Caustic




AH, BUT FITZ SMYTHE can be severe when it suits his humor. He knocks [poetry anthology] “Outcroppings” as cold as a wedge in his last “Amigo” letter to the Gold Hill News, in a single paragraph– yet it cost you a whole page of the Enterprise to express your disapprobation of that volume of poems. He says, “The contents are of course suited to the capacity of children only.” This will make those Eastern papers feel mighty bad, because several of them have spoken highly of the book and thought it was written for men and women to read.


But I attach no weight to Smythe’s criticisms, because he don’t know anything about polite literature; he has had no experience in it further than to write up runaway horse items for the Alta and act as Private Secretary to Emperor Norton. And even in the latter capacity he has never composed the Emperor’s proclamations; his duties extended no further than to copy them for the Gold Hill News, and anybody could do that. As for poetry, he never wrote but two poems in his life. One was entitled, “The Dream of Norton I, Emperor,” which was tolerably good, but not as good as the “Chandos Picture,” and the other was one which he composed when the news came of the assassination of the President. This latter effort was bad, but I do not really think he knows it, else why should he feel so injured because it was not inserted in “Outcroppings”? But perhaps it is not fair in me thus to pass judgment upon that poem, when possibly I am no more competent to discern poetical merit or demerit than I conceive him to be himself. Therefore, rather than do Fitz Smythe an unintentional injustice, I will quote one verse from the poem which I have called “bad,” and leave the people to endorse my criticism or reject it, as shall seem unto them best:


The Martyr



Gone! gone! gone!





Forever and forever! Gone! gone! gone!


The tidings ne’er shall sever! Gone! gone! gone!


Wherever! Oh, wherever! Gone! gone! gone!


Gone to his endeavor!




( RECAPITULATION. )



Gone forever!


To wherever!


Ne’er shall sever!


His endeavor!


From our soul’s high recompense!




I consider that the chief fault in this poem is that it is ill-balanced– lop-sided, so to speak. There is too much “gone” in it, and not enough “forever.” I will do the author the credit to say, however, that there is in it a manifestation of genius of a high order. It is a dangerous kind of genius, however, as two poets here, gifted exactly similar, have lately demonstrated– they both transgressed laws whereof the penalty is capital punishment. I have to be a little severe, now, because I am a friend to “Outcroppings,” and I do not like to see you and Smythe trying to bring the book into disrepute.






25The Righteous Shall Not be Forgotten




NOT WHILE Bancroft publisheth, at any rate. He is going to tender justice unto all that legion of Californian poets who were defrauded of fame in being left out of “Outcroppings.” The number thus wronged has been estimated at eighteen hundred. Bancroft, with a hardihood that commands our admiration and a spirit of enterprise which is a credit to California, is going to publish a book wherein all these poets may sing. Each of them will be allowed a space not exceeding a hundred lines– a page, say. Eighteen hundred pages! – nine volumes of California poetry! Think of it! In poesy, California will advance to the front– to the head of the nation, at a single stride! A litter of nine volumes of “purp– stuff” at a single birth! Can the country stand it? Pray Heaven the Genius of California Literature die not in the pains of labor. This enterprise is eminently Californian, and will be encouraged. We cannot bear to see things done in a mild and unassuming way, here; we delight in dash, boldness, startling effects. We take no pride in anything we do unless it be something that will knock the wind out of the world for a moment and make it stand appalled before us. We like to hear the nations say, “There is no mistaking where that thunderbolt hails from– that’s California, all over!” You will see them hunt their holes when this inundation of “purp– stuff” floods the land. They will say, “Away with your little Outcroppings! – away with your little penny primer of nursery rhymes! – this thing has got the California earmarks on it!”


Bancroft’s book will be issued June 1st. The eighteen hundred must send in their offerings early in March– all who delay beyond that time will be ruled out again. But you needn’t be afraid– they will all be on time. These are the fellows who can jerk you four columns of poetry in a single night.


I am told that Mr. Henry Bush, the daguerrean artist, has already sent in several extracts from his fine epic– his famed “Harp of the Day”– and also a graceful sonnet or so. Fitz Smythe has contributed his stately anthem, “Gone! Gone! Gone!” written in a lucid moment just subsequent to the assassination of the President. That other gifted, but shamefully neglected Alta poet, “K,” has offered his noble verses entitled, “Steamer Out at Sea,” which he wrote that time the Golden City was missing for fifteen days. Emperor Norton is a contributor. Pittsinger is a contributor. Mr. Bloggs, of the Call, is a contributor. The Flag poets are contributors. I am a contributor.


Bancroft has secured the services of an editor for his book who is entirely “uncommitted to any clique;” who is impartial and will judge dispassionately all productions submitted to him. If a poem possesses any merit he will insert it. If it possesses none, he will reject it with tears and lamentation.


Come on, you sniveling thieves! Fall into ranks and blast away with your rotten poetry at an unoffending people! Do your worst and vamose– scatter– git! Say your say and then stop your yowling forevermore!






26More Outcroppings!




I


IFIND the following mysterious notice glaringly displayed in the advertising columns of the Bulletin:



OUTCROPPINGS!–

The second volume, compiled by W——, will be issued next week.




Who is the publisher? There is no name mentioned, and I cannot conjecture. But that is of small consequence– what interests us more is to know who “W——” is. Is it Wentworth (May Wentworth? ) or is it Wash Wright? or is it Washington Second? or is it Winnemucca? or is it the old original Whangdoodle? I shall have to inquire into this matter, unless “W” comes forward with the information himself very soon. If the volume were not promised “next week,” we might suppose it was the first of Bancroft’s forthcoming nine volumes of California verse– but you know we are not to look for any portion of that work before July. This second volume of Outcroppings is a humbug of some kind or other, no doubt.






27More Outcroppings




II


WARD, THE SHIRT MAN, has issued a pamphlet of poems– burlesques of some of the poems in “Outcroppings,” and purporting to be a second edition of that work, I suppose, as it bears the same title. It is simply an advertising affair, of course. It was written by “Trem.” The burlesque of James Linen’s “I Feel I’m Growing Auld,” is the most outlandish combination of untranslatable Scotch phraseology I ever saw. I think it is a pretty good take-off on the fashion some folks have of humbugging Americans with poetry that defies criticism because its extravagant Scotchiness defies comprehension. We have come to think, in our day and generation, that every piece of Scotch verse which we cannot understand is necessarily pure, sweet poetry, and that all prose which is spelled atrociously is necessarily humorous and intensely funny. Perhaps you can dig some meaning out of—


I Feel I’m Growing Mirk


by Jean Lining



I feel I’m growing mirk, gude wife,


I feel I’m growing mirk,


Unsicker girns the graith an’ doup,


An’ aye, the stound is birk.


I’ve fash’d mysel’ wi’ creeshie rax


O’er jouk an’ hallan braw,


An’ now I’ll stowlins pit my duds


An’ gar sark white as snaw.





I feel I’m growing mirk, gude wife,


I feel I’m growing mirk,


An’ wae an’ wae the giglet jinks,


’Tis wheep-ed wi’ my dirk.


My claes are mirk wi’ howdie whangs,


But still my heart is fair,


Though sconnered yowics loup an’ blink,


I’m nae so puir in gear.





I feel I’m growing mirk, gude wife,


I feel I’m growing mirk,


The howdie bicker skeeps my een—


Na mair the coof I’ll shirk.


I’ll get a Ward’s Neat Fitting Shirt—


They’ll glint wi’ pawky een,


There’s sax score Ward’s Shirts sold, gude wife,


Since I called in yestreen.








28The Aged Pilot Man


From “Roughing It.”




I was sorry enough [at the death of the Weekly Occidental newspaper], for I was very proud of being connected with a literary paper – prouder than I have ever been of anything since, perhaps. I had written some rhymes for it – poetry I considered it – and it was a great grief to me that the production was on the “first side” of the issue that was not completed, and hence did not see the light. But time brings its revenges – I can put it in here; it will answer in place of a tear dropped to the memory of the lost Occidental. The idea (not the chief idea, but the vehicle that bears it) was probably suggested by the old song called “The Raging Canal,” but I cannot remember now. I do remember, though, that at that time I thought my doggerel was one of the ablest poems of the age:


The Aged Pilot Man



On the Erie Canal, it was,


All on a summer’s day,


I sailed forth with my parents


Far away to Albany.





From out the clouds at noon that day


There came a dreadful storm,


That piled the billows high about,


And filled us with alarm.





A man came rushing from a house,


Saying, “Snub up your boat I pray,


Snub up your boat, snub up, alas,


Snub up while yet you may.” [2]





Our captain cast one glance astern,


Then forward glanced he,


And said, “My wife and little ones


I never more shall see.”





Said Dollinger the pilot man,


In noble words, but few,—


“Fear not, but lean on Dollinger,


And he will fetch you through.”





The boat drove on, the frightened mules


Tore through the rain and wind,


And bravely still, in danger’s post,


The whip-boy strode behind.





“Come ’board, come ’board,” the captain cried,


“Nor tempt so wild a storm;”


But still the raging mules advanced,


And still the boy strode on.





Then said the captain to us all,


“Alas, ’tis plain to me,


The greater danger is not there,


But here upon the sea.





“So let us strive, while life remains,


To save all souls on board,


And then if die at last we must,


Let . . . . I cannot speak the word!”





Said Dollinger the pilot man,


Tow’ring above the crew,


“Fear not, but trust in Dollinger,


And he will fetch you through.”





“Low bridge! low bridge!” all heads went down,


The laboring bark sped on;


A mill we passed, we passed church,


Hamlets, and fields of corn;


And all the world came out to see,


And chased along the shore


Crying, “Alas, alas, the sheeted rain,


The wind, the tempest’s roar!


Alas, the gallant ship and crew,


Can nothing help them more?”





And from our deck sad eyes looked out


Across the stormy scene:


The tossing wake of billows aft,


The bending forests green,


The chickens sheltered under carts


In lee of barn the cows,


The skurrying swine with straw in mouth,


The wild spray from our bows!





“She balances!


She wavers!


Now let her go about!


If she misses stays and broaches to,


We’re all” – then with a shout,


“Huray! huray!


Avast! belay!


Take in more sail!


Lord, what a gale!


Ho, boy, haul taut on the hind mule’s tail!”





“Ho! lighten ship! ho! man the pump!


Ho, hostler, heave the lead!”


“A quarter-three! – ’tis shoaling fast!


Three feet large! – t-h-r-e-e feet!—


Three feet scant!” I cried in fright


“Oh, is there no retreat?”





Said Dollinger, the pilot man,


As on the vessel flew,


“Fear not, but trust in Dollinger,


And he will fetch you through.”





A panic struck the bravest hearts,


The boldest cheek turned pale;


For plain to all, this shoaling said


A leak had burst the ditch’s bed!


And, straight as bolt from crossbow sped,


Our ship swept on, with shoaling lead,


Before the fearful gale!





“Sever the tow-line! Cripple the mules!”


Too late! There comes a shock!


* * * * * * * * *


Another length, and the fated craft


Would have swum in the saving lock!





Then gathered together the shipwrecked crew


And took one last embrace,


While sorrowful tears from despairing eyes


Ran down each hopeless face;


And some did think of their little ones


Whom they never more might see,


And others of waiting wives at home,


And mothers that grieved would be.





But of all the children of misery there


On that poor sinking frame,


But one spake words of hope and faith,


And I worshipped as they came:


Said Dollinger the pilot man,—


(O brave heart, strong and true!)—


“Fear not, but trust in Dollinger,


For he will fetch you through.”





Lo! scarce the words have passed his lips


The dauntless prophet say’th,


When every soul about him seeth


A wonder crown his faith!


And count ye all, both great and small,


As numbered with the dead:


For mariner for forty year,


On Erie, boy and man,


I never yet saw such a storm,


Or one’t with it began!”





So overboard a keg of nails


And anvils three we threw,


Likewise four bales of gunny-sacks,


Two hundred pounds of glue,


Two sacks of corn, four ditto wheat,


A box of books, a cow,


A violin, Lord Byron’s works,


A rip-saw and a sow.





A curve! a curve! the dangers grow!


“Labboard! – stabboard! – s-t-e-a-d-y! – so!—


Hard-a-port, Dol! – hellum-a-lee!


Haw the head mule! – the aft one gee!


Luff! – bring her to the wind!”





For straight a farmer brought a plank,—


(Mysteriously inspired)—


And laying it unto the ship,


In silent awe retired.





Then every sufferer stood amazed


That pilot man before;


A moment stood. Then wondering turned,


And speechless walked ashore.





[2] Snub up: the customary canal technicality for “tie up.”








29Chief Burke


February 5, 1866




I want to compliment Chief Burke– I do honestly. But I can’t find anything to compliment him about. He is always rushing furiously around, like a dog after his own tail– and with the same general result, it seems to me; if he catches it, it don’t amount to anything, after all the fuss; and if he don’t catch it it don’t make any difference, because he didn’t want it anyhow; he only wanted the exercise, and the happiness of “showing off” before his mistress and the other young ladies. But if the Chief would only do something praiseworthy, I would be the first and most earnest and cordial to give him the credit due. I would sling him a compliment that would knock him down. I mean that it would be such a first-class compliment that it might surprise him to that extent as coming from me.




Explanation of a Mysterious Sentence


February 7, 1866


Editor Examiner:– You published the following paragraph the other day and stated that it was an “extract from a letter to the Virginia Enterprise, from the San Francisco correspondent of that paper.” Please publish it again, and put in the parentheses where I have marked them, so that people who read with wretched carelessness may know to a dead moral certainty when I am referring to Chief Burke, and also know to an equally dead moral certainty when I am referring to the dog:



I want to compliment Chief Burke– I do honestly. But I can’t find anything to compliment him about. He is always rushing furiously around, like a dog after his own tail– and with the same general result, it seems to me; if he (the dog, not the Chief,) catches it, it don’t amount to anything, after all the fuss; and if he (the dog, not the Chief,) don’t catch it it don’t make any difference, because he (the dog, not the Chief,) didn’t want it anyhow; he (the dog, not the Chief,) only wanted the exercise, and the happiness of “showing off” before his (the dog’s, not the Chief’s,) mistress and the other young ladies. But if the Chief (not the dog,) would only do something praiseworthy, I would be the first and the most earnest and cordial to give him (the Chief, not the dog,) the credit due. I would sling him (the Chief, not the dog,) a compliment that would knock him down. I mean that it would be such a first-class compliment that it might surprise him (the Chief, not the dog,) to that extent as coming from me.




I think that even the pupils of the Asylum at Stockton can understand that paragraph now. But in its original state, and minus the explanatory parentheses, there were people with sufficiently gorgeous imaginations to gather from it that it contained an intimation that Chief Burke kept a mistress!– and not only that, but they also imagined that Chief Burke was in the habit of amusing that mistress with an entertainment of the most extraordinary character! I grant you that if you can make the sentence mean that it was the Chief who amused “his mistress and the other young ladies,” it must mean that the same individual went through the truly surprising performance alluded to. I was sorry to learn that anyone had placed so dire a misconstruction upon that sentence; I was genuinely sorry, but the idea was so unspeakably funny that I had to laugh a little, in spite of my tears. Certain friends of the Chief’s were really distressed about this thing, and my object in writing this paragraph now, is to assure them emphatically that I did not intend to hint that he kept a mistress, and to further assure them that I have never heard anyone in the world intimate such a thing. I think that is plain enough. I have written hard things about Chief Burke, in his official capacity, and I have no doubt I shall do it again; but I have not the remotest idea of meddling with his private affairs. Even if he kept a mistress, I would hardly parade it in thc public prints; nor would I object to his performing any gymnastic miracle which might suggest itself to his mind as being calculated to afford her wholesome amusement. I am a little at loggerheads with M. J. Burke, Chief of Police, and I must beg leave to stir that officer up some in the papers from time to time; but M. J. Burke, in his capacity as a private citizen, is a bosom friend of mine, and is safe from my attacks. I would even drink with him, if asked to do so. But Chief Burke don’t keep a mistress. On second thoughts, I only wish he did. I would call it malfeasance in office and publish it in a minute!


Mark Twain.






30Reflections on the Sabbath




THE DAY OF REST comes but once a week, and sorry I am that it does not come oftener. Man is so constituted that he can stand more rest than this. I often think regretfully that it would have been so easy to have two Sundays in a week, and yet it was not so ordained. The omnipotent Creator could have made the world in three days just as easily as he made it in six, and this would have doubled the Sundays. Still it is not our place to criticize the wisdom of the Creator. When we feel a depraved inclination to question the judgment of Providence in stacking up double eagles in the coffers of Michael Reese and leaving better men to dig for a livelihood, we ought to stop and consider that we are not expected to help order things, and so drop the subject. If all-powerful Providence grew weary after six days’ labor, such worms as we are might reasonably expect to break down in three, and so require two Sundays– but as I said before, it ill becomes us to hunt up flaws in matters which are so far out of our jurisdiction. I hold that no man can meddle with the exclusive affairs of Providence and offer suggestions for their improvement, without making himself in a manner conspicuous. Let us take things as we find them– though, I am free to confess, it– goes against the grain to do it, sometimes.


What put me into this religious train of mind, was attending church at Dr. Wadsworth’s this morning. I had not been to church before for many months, because I never could get a pew, and therefore had to sit in the gallery among the sinners. I stopped that because my proper place was down among the elect, inasmuch as I was brought up a Presbyterian, and consider myself a brevet member of Dr. Wadsworth’s church. I always was a brevet. I was sprinkled in infancy, and look upon that as conferring the rank of Brevet Presbyterian. It affords none of the emoluments of the Regular Church– simply confers honorable rank upon the recipient and the right to be punished as a Presbyterian hereafter; that is, the substantial Presbyterian punishment of fire and brimstone instead of this heterodox hell of remorse of conscience of these blamed wildcat religions. The heaven and hell of the wildcat religions are vague and ill defined but there is nothing mixed about the Presbyterian heaven and hell. The Presbyterian hell is all misery; the heaven all happiness– nothing to do. But when a man dies on a wildcat basis, he will never rightly know hereafter which department he is in– but he will think he is in hell anyhow, no matter which place he goes to; because in the good place they pro-gress, pro-gress, pro-gress– study, study, study, all the time– and if this isn’t hell I don’t know what is; and in the bad place he will be worried by remorse of conscience. Their bad place is preferable, though, because eternity is long, and before a man got half through it he would forget what it was he had been so sorry about. Naturally he would then become cheerful again; but the party who went to heaven would go on progressing and progressing, and studying and studying until he would finally get discouraged and wish he were in hell, where he wouldn’t require such a splendid education.


Dr. Wadsworth never fails to preach an able sermon; but every now and then, with an admirable assumption of not being aware of it, he will get off a first rate joke and then frown severely at anyone who is surprised into smiling at it. This is not fair. It is like throwing a bone to a dog and then arresting him with a look just as he is going to seize it. Several people there on Sunday suddenly laughed and as suddenly stopped again, when he gravely gave the Sunday school books a blast and spoke of “the good little boys in them who always went to Heaven, and the bad little boys who infallibly got drowned on Sunday,” and then swept a savage frown around the house and blighted every smile in the congregation.






31On the Fourteenth Regiment




(Editor Salt Lake City Daily Telegraph)—

Mark Twain, writing to the Territorial Enterprise, says the entire Fourteenth Regiment is destined for Arizona, but they have to send the boys forward in small detachments because they go overland, and water is scarce– if they went in a body there would not be enough of the article to go round. This is the military explanation, but it looks weak to me. Those Fourteeners do not care anything about water. All they want is lightning to drink and something to steal. After they pass over the ground between here and Arizona the ground can never be mapped again with any degree of accuracy, because they will steal the very parallels of latitude as they go along and carry them off with them.






32More Cemeterial Ghastliness




ISPOKE THE OTHER DAY of some singular proceedings of a firm of undertakers here, and now I come to converse about one or two more of the undertaker tribe. I begin to think this sort of people have no bowels– as the ancients would say– no heart, as we would express it. They appear to think only of business– business first, last, all the time. They trade in the woes of men as coolly as other people trade in candles and mackerel. Their hearts are ironclad, and they seem to have no sympathies in common with their fellow men.


A prominent firm of undertakers here own largely in Lone Mountain Cemetery and also in the toll-road leading to it. Now if you or I owned that toll-road we would be satisfied with the revenue from a long funeral procession and would “throw in” the corpse– we would let him pass free of toll– we would wink placidly at the gate-keeper and say, “Never mind this gentleman in the hearse– this fellow’s a dead-head.” But the firm I am speaking of never do that– if a corpse starts to Paradise or perdition by their road he has got to pay his toll or else switch off and take some other route. And it is rare to see the pride this firm take in the popularity and respectability of their cemetery, and the interest and even enthusiasm which they display in their business.


A friend of mine was out at Lone Mountain the other day, and was moving sadly among the tombs thinking of departed comrades and recalling the once pleasant faces now so cold, and the once familiar voices now so still, and the once busy hands now idly crossed beneath the turf, when he came upon Mr. Smith, of the firm.


“Ah, good morning,” says Smith, “come out to see us at last, have you?– glad you have! let me show you round– let me show you round. Pretty fine ain’t it?– everything in apple pie order, eh? Everybody says so– everybody says mighty few graveyards go ahead of this. We are endorsed by the best people in San Francisco. We get ’em, sir, we get the pick and choice of the departed. Come, let me show you. Here’s Major-General Jones-distinguished man, he was– very distinguished man– hysted him up on that mound, there, where he’s prominent. And here’s MacSpadden– rich?– Oh, my! And we’ve got Brigadier-General Jollopson here– there he is, over there– keep him trimmed up and spruce as a fresh “ plant,” all the time. And we’ve got Swimley, and Stiggers, the bankers, and Johnson and Swipe, the railroad men, and m-o-r-e Admirals and them kind of people– slathers of ’em! And bless you we’ve got as much as a whole block planted in nothing but hundred thousand-dollar fellows– and—”


(Here Mr. Smith’s face lighted up suddenly with a blaze of enthusiasm, and he rubbed his hands together and ducked his head to get a better view through the shrubbery of the distant toll-road, and then exclaimed):


“Ah! is it another? Yes, I believe it is– yes it is! Third arrival today! Long procession! ’George this is gay! Well, so-long, Thompson, I must go and cache this party!”


And the happy undertaker skipped lightly away to offer the dismal hospitalities of his establishment to the unconscious visitor in the hearse.




33Take the Stand, Fitz Smythe




FITZ SMYTHE (“Amigo,” of the Gold Hill News) is the champion of the police, and is always in a sweat because I find fault with them. Now I don’t find fault with them often, and when I do I sometimes do it honestly; even Fitz Smythe will not have cheek to say he expresses his honest opinions when he invariably and eternally slobbers them over with his slimy praise and can never find them otherwise than pure and sinless in every case. No man is always blameless– Fitz Smythe ought to recollect that and bestow his praise with more judgment. Fitz knows he would abuse them like pirates if they were all to die suddenly. I know it, because he always abuses dead people. He was a firm, unswerving friend of poor Barney Olwell until the man was hanged and buried, and then look what hard names he called him in the last News. Fitz can ruin the reputation of any man with a paragraph or two of his praise. I don’t say it in a spirit of anger, but I am telling it for a plain truth. I have only stirred the police up and irritated them a little with my cheerful abuse, but Fitz Smythe has utterly ruined their character with his disastrous praise. I don’t ask any man to take my evidence alone in this matter– I refer doubters to the police themselves. But for Fitz Smythe’s kindly meant but calamitous compliments, the police of San Francisco would stand as high today as any similar body of men in the world. But you know yourself that you soon cease to attach weight to the compliments of a man whose mouth is an eternally-flowing fountain of flattery. Fitz Smythe praises all alike– makes no distinction. There is that man Ansbro– I don’t know him– never saw him, that I know of– but I know, and so does Fitz Smythe, that he does twice as much work as any other detective on the force– but does Fitz Smythe praise him any more than he praises those pets who never do anything at all? Not he– he makes no discrimination. And Chappell? but why argue the case? When those officers do anything Fitz impartially rings in all the balance of the force to share the credit, sometimes. Fitz, you won’t do. I have told you so fifty times, and I tell you again, that you won’t do. I can warm you up with ten sentences, and make you dance like a hen on a hot griddle, any time, Fitz Smythe. I know your weak spot. I can touch you on the raw whenever I please, make you lose your temper and write the most spiteful, undignified things. You see you will always be a little awkward with a pen, Fitz, because your head isn’t sound– isn’t well balanced; you have good points, you know, but they are kept down and crowded out by bad ones. You don’t know that when a man is in a controversy he is at a great disadvantage when he loses his temper. It leaves him too open to ridicule, you know. And you can’t stand ridicule, Fitz; it cuts you to the quick; it just makes you howl; I know that as well as you do, Fitz, and I am saying these things for your own good; you are young, and you are apt to let the fire of youth drive you into exceedingly unhappy performances. I do not mean that you are so young in years, you know, but young in experience of the world. You ought to be modest; the same wisdom which was so potent in Illinois and the wilds of Texas does not overpower the people of a great city like it used to do there, you know. Ah, no– they read you, attentively– because you write with a certain attractiveness Fitz Smythe– but they say “Oh, this prairie wisdom is too wide– too flat; and this swamp wisdom’s too deep altogether.”


And they don’t attach any weight to your praise of the police. They say, “Oh, this fellow don’t know– he ain’t used to police– they don’t have ’em in the wilds of Texas where this Ranger come from.”


But you are certainly the most interesting subject to write about, Fitzy– I never get hold of you but I want to stay with you and hang on to you just as if you were a jug. I didn’t intend to write two lines this time, Fitz; I only wanted to get you, as Excuser and Explainer-in-Chief to the Police, to go on the witness stand and inform me when it is possible for a man to lug a prisoner about a mile through the thickest settled portion of this city– clear to the station-house– and never come across a policeman. Read this communication from the Morning Call, Fitz– and it is a true version– and then go on and explain it, Fitz– try it, you long-legged rip!


WHERE ARE THE POLICE?



Editors Morning Call: On Thursday night a terrible onslaught was made on the house of a peaceable citizen on Larkin street by a band of soldiers. The man, awakened by this attempt to enter his dwelling, called on his neighbors for help. One came to his aid, the soldiers threatened to fire on the families, but, after a severe fight and long chase, the citizen and his neighbor captured two of the rascals near the Spring Valley School House. They have been held over to appear before the County Court. The citizen, with his prisoner, came from the Presidio Road, along Larkin, down Union, along Stockton, down Broadway to Kearny street, before he met an officer. The neighbor, with his prisoner, came from the same place, down Union to Powell, along that street to Washington, and down to the lower side of the Plaza, before he met an officer. This was between three and four A.M. What I wish to know is, where were the Police, and cannot we, in the remote parts, be protected by at least one officer?








34Remarkable Dream




IDREAMED last night that I was sitting in my room smoking my pipe and looking into the dying embers on the hearth, conjuring up old faces in their changing shapes, and listening to old voices in the moaning winds outside, when there was a knock at the door and a man entered– bowed– walked deliberately forward and sat down opposite me. He was dressed in a queer old garb of I don’t know how many centuries ago. He said, with a perceptible show of vanity:


“My name’s Ananias– may have heard of me, perhaps?”


I said, reflectively, “No– no– I think not, Mr. Anan—


“Never heard of me! Bismillah! Och hone! gewhil—. But you couldn’t have read the Scriptures!”


I rose to my feet in great surprise: “Ah– is it possible?– I remember now– I remember your history. Yes, yes, yes, I remember you made a little statement that wouldn’t wash, so to speak, and they took your life for it. They– they bounced a thunderbolt on your head, or something of that sort, didn’t they?”


“Yes, but drop these matters and let’s to business. The thief sympathizes with the thief, the murderer with the murderer, the vagabond with the vagabond: I, too, feel for my kind– I want to do something for this Fitz Smythe—”


“Give me your hand! – this sentiment does you honor, sir, it does you honor! And this solicitude of the Prince of Liars for the humble disciple Fitz Smythe is well merited, it is indeed– for although, Sire, his efforts may not be brilliant, they make up for that defect in bulk and quantity; such steady persistence as his, such unwearying devotion to his art, are deserving of the highest encomium.”


“You know the man– I see that– and he is worthy of your admiration. As you say, his lies are not brilliant, but they never slack up– they are always on time. Some of them are awkward– very stupid and awkward– but that is to be expected, of course, where a man is at it so constantly and exhaustively as Fitz Smythe– or as we call him in hell, ‘Brother Smythe’– we all take the Alta. But they are strong!– they are awkward and stupid, but they are powerful free from truth! You take his mildest lie– take those he tells about Mark Twain, for instance (who is the only newspaper man I have ever come across who wouldn’t lie and couldn’t lie, shame to him,)– take those lies– take even the very mildest of them, and don’t you know they’d let a man out mighty quick in my time? Why there’d have been more thunder and lightning after him in two seconds! If Fitz Smythe had lived in my time and told that little lie he told about you last– just that little one, even– he’d have been knocked from Jericho to Jacksonville quick as winking! Lord bless you but they were mighty particular in those days! Notice how they hazed me!”


“So they did, sir, so they did– they snatched you very lively indeed, sir.”


“But we’ll come to business, now. No man’s productions are more admired in the regions of the damned than Fitz Smythe’s. We have watched his career with pride and satisfaction, and at a meeting held in Perdition last night a committee of the most distinguished liars the world has ever produced was appointed to visit the earth and confer upon our gifted disciple certain marks of distinction to which we consider him entitled– orders of merit, they are– honors which he has laboriously earned. We wish to confer these compliments upon him through you, his bosom friend. Now, therefore, I, Ananias, Chief of Liars by Seniority, do hereby create our worthy disciple Armand Leonidas Fitz Smythe Amigo Stiggers, a Knight of the Grand Order of the Liars of St. Ananias, and confer upon him the freedom of hell. And the symbol of this order being a horse, I do hereby present him this noble animal, which manifests its preference for falsehood over truth by devouring daily newspapers in preference to any other food.”


I looked at the horse, as he stood there chewing up my last Bulletin, and recognized him as the beast Fitz Smythe rides every day. Ananias now bade me good evening, and said his wife, another member of the Committee, would now call upon me.


The door opened, and the ancient Sapphira, who was stricken with death for telling a lie, ages ago, stood before me. She said:


“I have heard my husband; he has spoken well; it is sufficient. I do hereby create Armand Leonidas Fitz Smythe Amigo Stiggers a Knight of the Order of the Liars of St. Sapphira, and clothe him with the regalia pertaining to the same– this pair of gray pantaloons– a sign and symbol of the matrimonial supremacy which I have enjoyed in my household from time immemorial.”


And she left the gray pantaloons and departed, saying the next member of the Committee who would appear would be the most noble the Baron de Munchausen. The door opened and the world famed liar entered:


“I come to do honor to my son, the inspired Armand Leonidas Fitz Smythe Amigo Stiggers. It ill beseemeth a father to boast at length of his own offspring, wherefore I shall say no more in that respect, but proceed to create him a Knight of the Noble Order of the Liars of St. Munchausen, and invest him with the regalia pertaining to the same– this gray frock coat– which hath been a symbol of depravity in all ages of the world.” And the great Baron shed a few tears of paternal pride and murmured, “Kiss him for his father,” and went away. As he disappeared he remarked that the next and last member of the committee would now wait upon me, in the person of Thomas Pepper. And in a moment the renowned Tom Pepper, who was such a preposterous liar that he couldn’t get to heaven and they wouldn’t have him in hell, was present! He said:


“I have watched the great Armand Leonidas Fitz Smythe Amigo Stiggers with extraordinary interest. So we all have– but how heedless we are! Those who were with you within this hour praised him without stint and mentioned his excellencies– yet not one of them has discovered his crowning grace– his highest gift. It is this– he always tells the truth with such windy, wordy, blundering awkwardness that nobody ever believes it, and so his truths usually pass for his most splendid falsehoods! [I could not help acknowledging to myself that this was so.] A man with such a talent as that is bound to achieve high distinction and do great service in our ranks; and for this talent of his more than for his wonderful abilities in distorting facts, I do hereby confer upon him the Sublime Order of the Knights of the Liars of St. Pepper, and present him with the symbol pertaining to the same– this grim, twisted, sharply-projecting, sunburned mustache, whose fashion and pattern are only permitted to be used by those noble knights whose nature it is to war against truth wherever they find it, and to go a long, long way out of their road to prospect for chances to lie. I am the only man the world ever produced who was so wonderful a romancer that he could neither get a show in heaven nor hell, and Fitz Smythe will be the second one. It will be jolly. It is lonesome now, but when Smythe comes we two will loaf around on the outside of damnation and swap lies and be p-e-rfectly happy. Good day, old Petrified Facts, good day.” And Tom Pepper, the most splendid liar the world ever gave birth to, was gone!


That was my dream. And don’t you know that for as much as six hours afterwards I fully believed it was nothing but a dream? But just before three o’clock today I thought my hair would turn white with amazement when I saw Amigo Fitz Smythe issue from that alley near the Alta office riding the very horse Ananias gave him, and that horse eating a file of the Gold Hill News; and wearing the same gray pantaloons Mrs. Sapphira Ananias gave him; and the gray coat that Baron Munchausen gave him, and with his pensive nose overhanging those two skewers– that absurd sunburned mustache, I mean– which Tom Pepper gave him. So it was reality. It was no dream after all! This lets me out with Fitz Smythe, you know. I cannot associate with that kind of stock. I don’t want the worst characters in hell to be running after me with friendly messages and little testimonials of admiration for Smythe, and blowing about his talents, and bragging on him, and belching their villainous fire and brimstone all through the atmosphere and making my place smell worse than a menagerie. I have too much regard for my good name and my personal comfort, and so this lets me out with Fitz Smythe.






35Ministerial Change



The Rev. Richard F. Putnam, late Rector of the Episcopal Church at Grass Valley, has assumed the pastorate of the Church of the Advent in this City.

—Daily Morning Call.






THIS GENTLEMAN, who was long connected with the editorial department of the Territorial Enterprise, and was latterly employed on the Sacramento Union, was one of the best men I ever knew. He was a man who could not whistle hard tunes– could not whistle easy ones so as to make a person wish him to keep it up long at a time. Some of the printers used to come to listen when he begun, but the more cultured usually went out– but he could swear and make up telegraph news with any man. He was a man who could go down into a beer cellar in the shank of the evening, and curse and swear, and play commercial seven-up with good average luck and without chicanery till dewy morn, and drink beer all the while– all the while. He was a man who was handy with his pen, and would write you a crusher on any subject under the sun, no matter whether he knew anything about it or not– and he would be growling at somebody or other all through; and if everybody went away and left him he would sit there and curse and swear at his lamp till it burned blue; and he cursed that boy that cleaned that lamp till the constitution of the same was permanently impaired. He was a man who would wade through snow up to his neck to serve his friend, and would convey him home when drunk, and peel him and put him to bed if it was a mile and a half. He was a man who was neck and crop and neck and heels for his friends, and blood, hair and the ground tore up to his enemies. Take him how you would, he was an ornament to his species– and there is no man that is more sorry than I am to see him forsake the pleasant fields he was wont to tread and confine himself to a limited beat on the Gospel– to a beat in a town which is small and where he cannot have full swing according to his dimensions, if I may so speak in connection with matters pertaining to the Scriptural line of business.


P.S.– But I find that this Putnam mentioned in the item above, is not the Putnam I have been speaking of. I was talking of C. A. V. Putnam, and I perceive that the above parson is Richard F. Well, I am glad– and it is all the better as it is.






36Spiritual Insanity




I (TOGETHER WITH THE BULLETIN) have watched, with deep concern, the distress being wrought in our midst by spiritualism, during the past week or two; I (like the Bulletin) have done all I could to crush out the destroyer; I have published full reports of the séances of the so called “Friends of Progress,” and the Bulletin has left out three columns of printed paragraphs pasted together by its New York correspondent to make room for a report of the spiritualist Laura Cuppy’s lecture and I have followed in the Bulletin’s wake and shouted every few days “Another Victim of the Wretched Delusion called Spiritualism!” and like that paper, have stated the number of persons it took to hold him and where his mother resided.


In some instances which have come under my notice, these symptoms are peculiarly sad. How touching it was, on Monday evening, in the Board of Supervisors– a body which should be a concentration of the wisdom and intellect of the city– to see Supervisor M———, bereft of his accustomed sprightliness, and subdued, subjugated by spiritualism, rise in his place, and with bowed head, and stooping body, and frightened eyes peering from under overhanging brows, ejaculate in sepulchral tones:



“FEE– FAW– FUM!”




Great Heavens! to hear him say that and then sit down with the air of a man who has settled a mooted question forever, and done the work in a solid, substantial manner.


And it touched me to the very heart to see the Mayor of the city– a man of commanding presence and solemn demeanor– get up and repeat the following, as if it were a part of a litany:



“Three blind mice,


See– how they– run.


The farmer’s wife,


She cut off their tails


With the carving knife,


See– how– they run.”




He then sat down and leaned his face in his hands, and Dr. R——— got up and said:


“Spiritual department– paid spiritual department, when I was a Republican I poisoned rebels– now I am a Democrat, I poison Republicans. Woe, woe, woe, unto the traducers of the new light! woe, woe, woe, to the enemies of the new light! woe, woe, woe, unto them that hear the Cuppy and the Foye and the ministering spirits that fan us with invisible wings as they sweep by, and whisper eternal truths in our ears– woe, woe, woe!”


“Woe-haw, woe-haw, woe-haw-Buck You Duke!” said Mr. A———, impressively.


Mr. M——— (counting on his fingers)– “One ery– o’ery– ickery– Ann; fillisy, fallallacy, Nicholas John; queevy, quavy, English navy– stinklum, stanklum, Buck. Alas, my poor, poor country.”


Mr. S——— said, with deep feeling, but without gesticulation or straining after effect:



“Let dogs delight to bark and bite,


For ’tis their nature thus—


Your little hands were never made


To tear out each other’s eyes with.”




My eyes filled with tears to see this body of really able men driveling in this foolish way, and as I walked sadly out, I said “This is more spiritualism; the Bulletin and I will soon have to record the departure of the Board of Supervisors for Stockton. Poor creatures– to have kept out of the asylum on one pretext or another so long, and then to fall at last through so weak a thing as spiritualism.”






37Among the Spirits




IATTENDED THE SÉANCE last night. After the house was crowded with ladies and gentlemen, Mrs. Foye stepped out upon the stage and said it was usual to elect a committee of two gentlemen to sit up there and see that everything was conducted with perfect honesty and fairness. She said she wished the audience to name gentlemen whose integrity, whose conscientiousness– in a word whose high moral character, in every respect, was notorious in the community. The majority of the audience arose with one impulse and called my name. This handsome compliment was as grateful as it was graceful, and I felt the tears spring to my eyes. I trust I shall never do anything to forfeit the generous confidence San Francisco has thus shown in me. This touching compliment is none the less grateful to me when I reflect that it took me two days to get it up. I “put up” that hand myself. I got all my friends to promise to go there and vote for me to be on that committee– and having reported a good deal in Legislatures, I knew how to do it right. I had a two-thirds vote secured– I wanted enough to elect me over the medium’s veto, you know. I was elected, and I was glad of it. I thought I would feel a good deal better satisfied if I could have a chance to examine into this mystery myself, without being obliged to take somebody else’s word for its fairness, and I did not go on that stand to find fault or make fun of the affair– a thing which would not speak well for my modesty when I reflect that so many men so much older and wiser than I am see nothing in Spiritualism to scoff at, but firmly believe in it as a religion.


Mr. Whiting was chosen as the other committee man, and we sat down at a little table on the stage with the medium, and proceeded to business. We wrote the names of various departed persons. Mr. W. wrote a good many, but I found that I did not know many dead people; however, I put in the names of two or three whom I had known well, and then filled out the list with names of citizens of San Francisco who had been distinguished in life, so that most persons in the audience could tell whether facts stated by such spirits concerning themselves were correct or not. I will remark here that not a solitary spirit summoned by me paid the least attention to the invitation. I never got a word out of any of them. One of Mr. Whiting’s spirits came up and stated some things about itself which were correct. Then some five hundred closely folded slips of paper containing names, were dumped in a pile on the table, and the lady began to lay them aside one by one. Finally a rap was heard. I took the folded paper; the spirit, so-called, seized the lady’s hand and wrote “J. M. Cooke” backwards and upside down on a sheet of paper. I opened the slip I held, and, as Captain Cuttle would say, “J. M. Cooke” was the “dientical” name in it. A gentleman in the audience said he sent up the name. He asked a question or so, and then the spirit wrote “Would like to communicate with you alone.” The privacy of this ghost was respected, and he was permitted to go to thunder again unmolested. “William Nelson” reported himself from the other world, and in answer to questions asked by a former friend of his in the audience, said he was aged 24 when he died; died by violence; died in a battle; was a soldier; had fought both in the infantry and cavalry; fell at Chickamauga; had been a Catholic on earth– was not one now. Then in answer to a pelting volley of questions, the shadowy warrior wrote: “I don’t want to answer any more about it.” Exit Nelson.


About this time it was suggested that a couple of Germans be added to the committee, and it was done. Mr. Wallenstein, an elderly man, came forward, and also Mr. Ollendorf, a spry young fellow, cocked and primed for a sensation. They wrote some names. Then young Ollendorf said something which sounded like:


“Ist ein geist hierans?” (bursts of laughter from the audience.)


Three raps– signifying that there was a geist hierans.


“Vollensie schriehen?” (more laughter). Three raps.


“Einzig stollen, linsowftterowlickter-hairowfterfrowleineruback folderol?” (Oh, this is too rough, you know. I can’t keep the run of this sort of thing.) Incredible as it may seem, the spirit cheerfully answered yes to that astonishing proposition.


Young Ollendorf sprang to his feet in a state of consuming excitement. He exclaimed:


“Laties and shentlemen! I write de name for a man vot lifs! Speerit rabbing dells me he ties in yahr eighteen hoondert und dwelf, but he yoos as live und helty as—”


The Medium– “Sit down, sir!”


Mr. O.– “But de speerit cheat!– dere is no such speerit—” (All this time applause and laughter by turns from the audience.)


Medium– “Take your seat, sir, and I will explain this matter.”


And she explained. And in that explanation she let off a blast which was so terrific that I half expected to see young Ollendorf shoot up through the roof. She said he had come up there with fraud and deceit and cheating in his heart, and a kindred spirit had come from the land of shadows to commune with him! She was terribly bitter. She said in substance, though not in words, that perdition was full of just such fellows as Ollendorf, and they were ready on the slightest pretext to rush in and assume anybody’s name, and rap, and write, and lie, and swindle with a perfect looseness whenever they could rope in a living affinity like poor Ollendorf to communicate with! (Great applause and laughter.)


Ollendorf stood his ground with good pluck, and was going to open his batteries again, when a storm of cries arose all over the house. “Get down! Go on! Speak on– we’ll hear you! Climb down from that platform! Stay where you are– Vamose! Stick to your post– say your say! “


The medium rose up and said if Ollendorf remained, she would not. She recognized no one’s right to come there and insult her by practicing a deception upon her and attempting to bring ridicule upon so solemn a thing as her religious belief.


The audience then became quiet, and the subjugated Ollendorf retired from the platform.


The other German raised a spirit, questioned it at some length in his own language, and said the answers were correct. The medium claims to be entirely unacquainted with the German language.


A spirit seized the medium’s hand and wrote “G. L. Smith” very distinctly. She hunted through the mass of papers, and finally the spirit rapped. She handed me the folded paper she had just picked up. It had “T. J. Smith” in it. (You never can depend on these Smiths; you call for one and the whole tribe will come clattering out of hell to answer you.) Upon further inquiry it was discovered that both these Smiths were present. We chose “T. J.” A gentleman in the audience said that was his Smith. So he questioned him, and Smith said he died by violence; he had been a teacher; not a school-teacher, but (after some hesitation) a teacher of religion, and was a sort of a cross between a Universalist and a Unitarian; has got straightened out and changed his opinion since he left here; said he was perfectly happy. Mr. George Purnell, having been added to the committee, proceeded in connection with myself, Mrs. Foye and a number of persons in the audience, to question this talkative and frolicsome old parson. Among spirits, I judge he is the gayest of the gay. He said he had no tangible body; a bullet could pass through him and never make a hole; rain could pass through him as through vapor, and not discommode him in the least (wherefore I suppose he don’t know enough to come in when it rains– or don’t care enough); says heaven and hell are simply mental conditions– spirits in the former have happy and contented minds; and those in the latter are torn by remorse of conscience; says as far as he is concerned, he is all right– he is happy; would not say whether he was a very good or a very bad man on earth (the shrewd old water-proof nonentity!– I asked the question so that I might average my own chances for his luck in the other world, but he saw my drift); says he has an occupation there– puts in his time teaching and being taught; says there are spheres– grades of perfection– he is making pretty good progress– has been promoted a sphere or so since his matriculation; (I said mentally: “Go slow, old man, go slow– you have got all eternity before you”– and he replied not); he don’t know how many spheres there are (but I suppose there must be millions, because if a man goes galloping through them at the rate this old Universalist is doing, he will get through an infinitude of them by the time he has been there as long as old Sesostris and those ancient mummies; and there is no estimating how high he will get in even the infancy of eternity– I am afraid the old man is scouring along rather too fast for the style of his surroundings, and the length of time he has got on his hands); says spirits cannot feel heat or cold (which militates somewhat against all my notions of orthodox damnation– fire and brimstone); says spirits commune with each other by thought– they have no language; says the distinctions of the sex are preserved there– and so forth and so on.


The old parson wrote and talked for an hour, and showed by his quick, shrewd, intelligent replies, that he had not been sitting up nights in the other world for nothing, he had been prying into everything worth knowing, and finding out everything he possibly could– as he said himself, when he did not understand a thing he hunted up a spirit who could explain it; consequently he is pretty thoroughly posted; and for his accommodating conduct and its uniform courtesy to me, I sincerely hope he will continue to progress at his present velocity until he lands on the very roof of the highest sphere of all, and thus achieves perfection.


I have made a report of those proceedings which every person present will say is correct in every particular. But I do not know any more about the queer mystery than I did before. I could not even tell where the knocks were made, though they were not two feet from me. Sometimes they seemed to be on the corner of the table, sometimes under the center of it, and sometimes they seemed to proceed from the medium’s knee joints. I could not locate them at all, though; they only had a general seeming of being in any one spot; sometimes they even seemed to be in the air. As to where that remarkable intelligence emanates from which directs those strangely accurate replies, that is beyond my reason. I cannot any more account for that than I could explain those wonderful miracles performed by Hindoo jugglers. I cannot tell whether the power is supernatural in either case or not, and I never expect to know as long as I live. It is necessarily impossible to know– and it is mighty hard to fully believe what you don’t know.


But I am going to see it through, now, if I do not go crazy– an eccentricity that seems singularly apt to follow investigations of spiritualism.






38More Spiritual Investigations




ISHALL HAVE this matter of spiritualism “down to a spot,” yet, if I do not go crazy in the meantime. I stumbled upon a private fireside séance a night or two ago, where two old gentlemen and a middle-aged gentleman and his wife were communicating (as they firmly believed) with the ghosts of the departed. They have met for this purpose every week for years. They do not “investigate”– they have long since become strong believers, and further investigations are not needed by them. I knew some of these parties well enough to know that whatever deviltry was exhibited would be honest, at least, and that if there were any humbugging done they themselves would be as badly humbugged as any spectator. We kept the investigations going for three hours, and it was rare fun.


They set a little table, in the middle of the floor, and set up a dial on it which bore the letters of the alphabet instead of the figures of a clock-face. An index like the minute hand of a clock was so arranged that the tipping of the table would cause it to move around the dial and point to any desired letter, and thus spell words. The lady and two gentlemen sat at the table and rested their hands gently upon it, no other portion of their persons touching it. And the spirits, and some other mysterious agency, came and tilted the table back and forth, sometimes lifting two of its legs three or four inches from the floor and causing the minute hand to travel entirely around the dial. These persons did not move the table themselves; because when no one’s hands rested upon it but the lady’s– it tilted just the same, and although she could have borne down her side of the table, by an effort, it was impossible for her to lift up her side with her hands simply resting top of it. And then the hands of these persons lay perfectly impassable– not rose or fell, and not a tendon grew tense or relaxed as the table tilted– whereas, when they removed their hands and I tilted the table with mine, it required such exertion that muscles and tendons rose and fell and stretched and relaxed with every movement. I do not know who tilted that table, but it was not the medium at any rate. It tired my arms to death merely to spell out four long words on the dial, but the lady and the ghosts spelled out long conversations without the least fatigue.


The first ghost that announced his presence spelled this on the dial: “My name is Thomas Tilson; I was a preacher. I have been dead many years. I know this man Mark Twain well!”


I involuntarily exclaimed: “The very devil you do?” That old dead parson took me by surprise when he spelled my name, and I felt the cold chills creep over me. Then the ghost and I continued the conversation:


“Did you know me on earth?”


“No. But I read what you write, every day, almost. I like your writings.


“Thank you. But how do you read it?– do they take the Territorial Enterprise in h—— or rather, in heaven, I beg your pardon?”


“No. I read it through my affinity.”


“Who is your affinity?”


“Mac Crellish of the Alta!”


This excited some laughter, of course– and I will remark here that both ghosts and mediums indulge in jokes, conundrums, doggerel rhymes, and laughter– when the ghost says a good thing he wags the minute hand gaily to and fro to signify laughter.


“Did Mac Crellish ever know you?”


“No. He didn’t know me, and doesn’t suspect that he is my affinity– but he is, nevertheless. I impress him and influence him every day. If he starts to do what I think he ought not to do, I change his mind.”


This ghost then proceeded to go into certain revelations in connection which need not be printed.


William Thompson’s ghost came up. Said he knew me; loved me like a brother; never knew me on earth, though. Said he had been a school teacher in Mott street, New York; was an assistant teacher when he was only fifteen years old, and appeared to take a good deal of pride in the fact. Said he was with me constantly.


“Well,” I said, “you get into some mighty bad company sometimes, Bill, if you travel with me.” He said it couldn’t hurt him.


One of the irrepressible Smiths took the stand, now. He told his name, and said, “I am here!”


“Staunch and true!” said I.


“Colors blue! and liberty forever!” quoth the poetical Smith.


The medium said, “Mr. Smith, Mr. Twain here has been abusing the Smith family– can’t you give him a brush?”


And Smith spelled out, “If I only had a brush!” and wagged the minute hand in a furious burst of laughter. Smith thought that was a gorgeous joke. And it might be so regarded in perdition, where Smith lives, but will not excite much admiration here.


Then Smith asked, “Why don’t you have some whiskey here?” He was informed that the decanter had just been emptied, Mr. Smith said: “I’ll go and fetch some.” In about a minute he came back and said: “Don’t get impatient– just sit where you are and wait till you see me coming with that whiskey!” and then shook a boisterous laugh on the dial and cleared out. And I suppose this old Smarty from h—— is going around in the other world yet, bragging about this cheap joke.


A Mr. Wentworth, a very intelligent person for a dead man, came and spelled out a “lecture” of two foolscap pages, on the subject of “Space,” but I haven’t got space to print it here. It was very beautifully written; the style was smooth, and flowing, the language was well chosen, and the metaphors and similes were apt and very poetical. The only fault I could find about the late Mr. Wentworth’s lecture on “Space” was, that there was nothing in it about space. The essayist seemed to be only trying to reconcile people to the loss of friends, by showing that the lost friends were unquestionably in luck in being lost, and therefore should not be grieved for– and the essayist did the thing gracefully and well but devil a word did he say about “Space.”


Very well; the Bulletin may abuse spiritualism as much as it pleases, but whenever I can get a chance to take a dead and damned Smith by the hand and pass a joke or swap a lie with him, I am going to do it. I am not afraid of such pleasant corpses as these ever running me crazy. I find them better company than a good many live people.






39A Complaint About Correspondents


Dated in San Francisco




WHAT DO YOU TAKE US FOR on this side of the continent? I am addressing myself personally, and with asperity, to every man, woman, and child east of the Rocky Mountains. How do you suppose our minds are constituted, that you will write us such execrable letters– such poor, bald; uninteresting trash? You complain that by the time a man has been on the Pacific coast six months, he seems to lose all concern about matters and things and people in the distant East, and ceases to answer the letters of his friends and even his relatives. It is your own fault. You need a lecture on the subject– a lecture which ought to read about as follows:


There is only one brief, solitary law for letter-writing, and yet you either do not know that law, or else you are so stupid that you never think of it. It is very easy and simple: Write only about things and people your correspondent takes a living interest in.


Can you not remember that law, hereafter, and abide by it? If you are an old friend of the person you are writing to, you know a number of his acquaintances, and you can rest satisfied that even the most trivial things you can write about them will be read with avidity out here on the edge of sunset.


Yet how do you write?– how do the most of you write? Why, you drivel and drivel and drivel along in your wooden-headed way about people one never heard of before, and things which one knows nothing at all about and cares less. There is no sense in that. Let me show up your style with a specimen or so. Here is a paragraph from my Aunt Nancy’s last letter– received four years ago, and not answered immediately– not at all, I may say:



St, Louis, 1862


Dear Mark: We spent the evening very pleasantly at home yesterday; The Rev. Dr. Macklin and his wife, from Peoria, were here. He is an humble laborer in the vineyard and takes his coffee strong. He is also subject to neuralgia– neuralgia in the head– and is so unassuming and prayerful. There are few such men. We had soup for dinner likewise. Although I am not fond of it. Mark! why don’t you try to lead a better life? Read II. Kings, from chap. 2 to chap. 24 inclusive. It would be so gratifying to me if you would experience a change of heart. Poor Mrs. Gabrick is dead. You did not know her. She had fits, poor soul. On the 14th the entire army took up the line of march from—”




I always stopped there, because I knew what was coming– the war news, in minute and dry detail– for I could never drive it into those numskulls that the overland telegraph enabled me to know here in San Francisco every day all that transpired in the United States the day before, and that the pony express brought me exhaustive details of all matters pertaining to the war at least two weeks before their letters could possibly reach me. So I naturally skipped their stale war reports, even at the cost of also skipping the inevitable suggestions to read this, that, and the other batch of chapters in the Scriptures, with which they were interlarded at intervals, like snares wherewith to entrap the unwary sinner.


Now what was the Rev. Macklin to me? Of what consequence was it to me that he was “an humble laborer in the vineyard,” and “took his coffee strong?”– and was “unassuming,” and “neuralgic,” and “prayerful”? Such a strange conglomeration of virtues could only excite my admiration– nothing more. It could awake no living interest. That there are few such men, and that we had soup for dinner, is simply gratifying– that is all. “Read twenty-two chapters of II. Kings” is a nice shell to fall in the camp of a man who is not studying for the ministry. The intelligence that “poor Mrs. Gabrick” was dead, aroused no enthusiasm– mostly because of the circumstance that I had never heard of her before, I presume. But I was glad she had fits– although a stranger.


Don’t you begin to understand, now? Don’t you see that there is not a sentence in that letter of any interest in the world to me? I had the war news in advance of it; I could get a much better sermon, at church, when I needed it; I didn’t care anything about poor Gabrick, not knowing deceased; nor yet the Rev. Macklin, not knowing him either. I said to myself, “Here’s not a word about Mary Ann Smith– I wish there was; nor about Georgiana Brown, or Zeb Leavenworth, or Sam Bowen, or Strother Wiley– or about anybody else I care a straw for.” And so, as this letter was just of a pattern with all that went before it, it was not answered, and one useless correspondence ceased.


My venerable mother is a tolerably good correspondent– she is above the average, at any rate. She puts on her spectacles and takes her scissors and wades into a pile of newspapers, and slashes out column after column– editorials, hotel arrivals, poetry, telegraph news, advertisements, novelettes, old jokes, recipes for making pies, cures for “biles”– anything that comes handy; it don’t matter to her; she is entirely impartial; she slashes out a column, and runs her eye down it over her spectacles– (she looks over them because she can’t see through them, but she prefers them to her more serviceable ones because they have got gold rims to them)– runs her eye down the column, and says, “Well, it’s from a St. Louis paper, any way,” and jams it into the envelope along with her letter. She writes about everybody I ever knew or ever heard of; but unhappily, she forgets that when she tells me that “J. B. is dead,” and that “W. L. is going to marry T. D.,” and that “B. K. and E. M. and L. P. J. have all gone to New Orleans to live,” it is more than likely that years of absence may have so dulled my recollection of once familiar names, that their unexplained initials will be as unintelligible as Hebrew unto me. She never writes a name in full, and so I never know whom she is talking about. Therefore I have to guess: and this was how it came that I mourned the death of Bill Kribben when I should have rejoiced over the dissolution of Ben Kenfuron. I failed to cipher the initials out correctly.


The most useful and interesting letters we get here from home are from children seven or eight years old. This is petrified truth. Happily they have got nothing to talk about but home and neighbors, and family– things their betters think unworthy of transmission thousands of miles. They write simply and naturally, and without straining for effect. They tell all they know, and then stop. They seldom deal in abstractions, or moral homilies. Consequently their epistles are brief; but, treating as they do of familiar scenes and persons, always entertaining. Now, therefore, if you would learn the art of letter-writing, let a little child teach you. I have preserved a letter from a small girl eight years of age– preserved it as a curiosity, because it was the only letter I ever got from the States that had any information in it. It runs thus:



St. Louis, 1865.


“Uncle Mark, if you was here, I could tell you about Moses in the bulrushers again, I know it better now. Mr. Sowerby has got his leg broke off a horse. He was riding it on Sunday. Margaret, that’s the maid, Margaret has took all the spittoons, and slop-buckets, and old jugs out of your room, because she says she don’t think you’re ever coming back any more, you been gone so long. Sissy McElroy’s mother has got another little baby. She has them all the time. It has got little blue eyes, like Mr. Swimley that boards there, and looks just like him. I have got a new doll, but Johnny Anderson pulled one of its legs out. Miss Doosenberry was here today; I give her your picture, but she said she didn’t want it. My cat has got more kittens– oh! you can’t think– twice as many as Lottie Belden’s. And there’s one, such a sweet little buff one with a short tail, and I named it for you. All of them’s got names now– General Grant, and Halleck, and Moses, and Margaret, and Deuteronomy, and Captain Semmes, and Exodus, and Leviticus, and Horace Greeley– all named but one, and I am saving it because the one that I named for You’s been sick all the time since, and I reckon it’ll die.  [It appears to have been mighty rough on the short-tailed kitten, naming it for me– I wonder how the reserved victim will stand it.] Uncle Mark, I do believe Hattie Caldwell likes you, and I know she thinks you are pretty, because I heard her say nothing couldn’t hurt your good looks– nothing at all– she said, even if you was to have the small-pox ever so bad, you would be just as good-looking as you was before. And my ma says she’s ever so smart. [Very.] So no more this time, because General Grant and Moses is fighting.


“Annie.”




This child treads on my toes, in every other sentence, with a perfect looseness, but in the simplicity of her time of life she doesn’t know it.


I consider that a model letter– an eminently readable and entertaining letter, and, as I said before, it contains more matter of interest and more real information than any letter I ever received from the East. I had rather hear about the cats at home and their truly remarkable names, than listen to a lot of stuff about people I am not acquainted with, or read “The Evil Effects of the Intoxicating Bowl,” illustrated on the back with a picture of a ragged scallawag pelting away right and left, in the midst of his family circle, with a junk bottle.






40A San Francisco Millionaire




THEY TELL A STORY of M., a story which shows that once in his life, at any rate, he grew lavish and reckless, and squandered his money with a desperate prodigality.


He had loaned one S. (I cannot recollect his real name,) a thousand dollars or so, at about five per cent a month, and the man invested it in coal, expecting to make a profitable speculation out of it. But the price of coal took a downward track, and went falling, falling, falling, till it was not worth more than half the sum S. had borrowed of M. M. took the place of S.’s shadow, and haunted him day and night. At last the ruined speculator could stand it no longer, and he sought the privacy of his own chamber and blew out his brains. He left M. a heavy loser, and M. abandoned himself to frightful dissipation for a single hour. He was worried by his loss and bothered by the accusation that he was the prime cause of poor S.’s death. He took several friends into a cellar and treated them to a glass of lager apiece. They talked a while, and then got up to leave. The barkeeper reminded them that the beer was not paid for yet. The guests moved up to the counter– each with his hand in his pocket, but M. advanced with a wild light in his eye and waved them impressively aside. He said: “No, I pays for all dis myself! Vot I cares for anydings now? My friend is dead, shentlemen– my friend vot I lofed. Poor S., he’s plode his prains out, and didn’t pay me. Vot I cares for anydings now? I lif, now, after dis, shentlemen– I lif gay und spends my money– I safes no money to loan to people vot go und kill himself before he pay. No, I pays for dis peer myself– I vill be gay und regulus– dam de expensus!”


But that one fearful orgy was his first and his last. The reflections of a cooler moment showed him that the “expensus” were worthy of graver consideration.






41The Fashions




IONCE MADE UP MY MIND to keep the ladies of the State of Nevada posted upon the fashions, but I found it hard to do. The fashions got so shaky that it was hard to tell what was good orthodox fashion, and what heretical and vulgar. This shakiness still obtains in everything pertaining to a lady’s dress except her bonnet and her shoes. Some wear waterfalls, some wear nets, some wear cataracts of curls, and a few go bald, among the old maids; so no man can swear to any particular “fashion” in the matter of hair.


The same uncertainty seems to prevail regarding hoops. Little “high-flyer” schoolgirls of bad associations, and a good many women of full growth, wear no hoops at all. And we suspect these, as quickly and as naturally as we suspect a woman who keeps a poodle. Some who I know to be ladies, wear the ordinary moderate sized hoops, and some who I also know to be ladies, wear the new hoop of the “spread-eagle” pattern– and some wear the latter who are not elegant and virtuous ladies– but that is a thing that may be said of any fashion whatever, of course. The new hoops with a spreading base look only tolerably well. They are not bell-shaped– the “spread” is much more abrupt than that. It is tent-shaped; I do not mean an army tent, but a circus tent– which comes down steep and small half way and then shoots suddenly out horizontally and spreads abroad. To critically examine these hoops– to get the best effect– one should stand on the corner of Montgomery and look up a steep street like Clay or Washington. As the ladies loop their dresses up till they lie in folds and festoons on the spreading hoop, the effect presented by a furtive glance up a steep street is very charming. It reminds me of how I used to peep under circus tents when I was a boy and see a lot of mysterious legs tripping about with no visible bodies attached to them. And what handsome varicolored, gold-clasped garters they wear now-a-days! But for the new spreading hoops, I might have gone on thinking ladies still tied up their stockings with common strings and ribbons as they used to do when I was a boy and they presumed upon my youth to indulge in little freedoms in the way of arranging their apparel which they do not dare to venture upon in my presence now.


But as I intimated before, one new fashion seems to be marked and universally accepted. It is in the matter of shoes. The ladies all wear thick-soled shoes which lace up in front and reach half way to the knees. The shoe itself is very neat and handsome up to the top of the instep– but I bear a bitter animosity to all the surplus leather between that point and the calf of the leg. The tight lacing of this legging above the ankle-bone draws the leather close to the ankle and gives the heel an undue prominence or projection– makes it stick out behind and assume the shape called the “jay bird heel” pattern. It does not look well. Then imagine this tall shoe on a woman with a large, round, fat foot, and a huge, stuffy, swollen-looking ankle. She looks like she had on an elbow of stove pipe. Any foot and ankle that are not the perfection of proportion and graceful contour look surpassingly ugly in these high-water shoes. The pretty and sensible fashion of looping up the dress gives one ample opportunity to critically examine and curse an ugly foot. I wish they would cut down these shoes a little in the matter of leggings.






42The Signal Corps




SAW SOMETHING the other night which surprised me more than my late investigations of spiritualism. It was some examples of the methods the United States Signal Corps to telegraph information from point to point on the battle-fields of the rebellion. The Signal Corps “mediums” were Colonel Wicker, of the Russian Telegraph Expedition, and Mr. Jerome, Secretary of Mr. Conway of the same, both of whom were distinguished officers of Signal Corps throughout the war. Besides these two gentlemen there are only two other members of the corps on the coast.


In the late war a signal party was always stationed on the highest available point on the battle-field, and by waving flags they could telegraph any desired messages, word for word, to other signal stations ten miles off. At night, when torches were used, these messages have been read forty miles away, with a powerful glass. The flag, or torch, is waved right, left, up and down, and each movement represents a letter of the alphabet, I suppose, inasmuch as any villainous combination of letters and syllables you can get up can be readily telegraphed in this way with a good deal of expedition. These gentlemen I speak of sent messages the other night with walking-sticks, with their hands, their fingers, their eyes and even their moustaches! It is a little too deep for me.


One sat on one side of a large room, and the other at the opposite side. I wrote a long sentence and gave it to Jerome– he made a few rapid passes with his right arm like a crazy orchestra leader, and Colonel Wicker called off the sentence word for word. I confess that I suspected there was collusion there. So I whispered my next telegram to Jerome– the passes were made as before, and Colonel Wicker read them without a balk. I selected from a book a sentence which was full of uncommon and unpronounceable foreign words, pointed it out to Colonel Wicker, and he telegraphed it across to Jerome without a blunder. Then I gave Jerome another telegram; he placed two fingers on his knees and raised up one and then the other for a while, and the Colonel read the message. I furnished the latter with the following written telegram:


“General Jackson was wounded at first fire.”


He went through with a series of elaborate winks with his eyes, and that other signal-sharp repeated the sentence correctly. I wrote:


“Thirteen additional cases of cholera reported this morning.”


The accomplished Colonel telegraphed it to his confederate by simply stroking his moustache. There must be a horrible imposition about this thing somewhere, but I cannot get at it. They say that when they are in lecture rooms and parlors whence they are not close enough to speak to each other, they telegraph their comment on the company with their fingers, on their moustaches, or by gently refreshing themselves with a fan.


The signal Corps was one of the most important arms of the military service in the late war. It saved many a battle to the Union that must otherwise have been lost. Yet many of the officers of the army did not believe in its efficiency, regarded it as an ornamental innovation, and bore it strong ill-will. At the battle of Winchester, the officer in command after General Shields was wounded, had pressing need of reinforcements. The reserve were in full view six miles away. The Acting General asked a signal officer if he could order up a brigade. He said he could. “Then do it,” said the General; “but,” said he, “to make everything sure, I will dispatch an orderly for the reinforcements.” The signal officer set his flags waving, and telegraphed: “Send up a brigade on the double-quick.” Before the orderly was a hundred yards off, the anxious General gazing through his field glass, saw a brigade wheel into the plain, peel their coats and knapsacks off and throw them down, and come sweeping across on the double-quick. “By G——. here they come!– send back the orderly,” said the General– “but I didn’t think it could be done.”






43Brief Biographical Sketch of George Washington




THIS DAY, many years ago precisely, George Washington was born. How full of significance the thought! Especially to those among us who have had a similar experience, though subsequently; and still more especially to the young, who should take him for a model, and faithfully try to be like him, undeterred by the frequency with which the same thing has been attempted by American youths before them and not satisfactorily accomplished. George Washington was the youngest of nine children, eight of whom were the offspring of his uncle and his aunt. As a boy, he gave no promise of the greatness he was one day to achieve. He was ignorant of the commonest accomplishments of youth. He could not even lie. But then he never had any of those precious advantages which are within the reach of the humblest of the boys of the present day. Any boy can lie now. I could lie before I could stand– yet this sort of sprightliness was so common in our family that little notice was taken of it. Young George appears to have had no sagacity whatever. It is related of him that he once chopped down his father’s favorite cherry-tree, and then didn’t know enough to keep dark about it. He came near going to sea once, as a midshipman; but when his mother represented to him that he must necessarily be absent when he was away from home, and that this must continue to be the case until he got back, the sad truth struck him so forcibly that he ordered his trunk ashore, and quietly but firmly refused to serve in the navy and fight the battles of his king so long as the effect of it would be to discommode his mother. The great rule of his life was, that procrastination was the thief of time, and that we should always do unto others somehow. This is the golden rule. Therefore, he would never discommode his mother.


Young George Washington was actuated in all things by the highest and purest principles of morality, justice, and right. He was a model in every way worthy of the emulation of youth. Young George was always prompt and faithful in the discharge of every duty. It has been said of him, by the historian, that he was always on hand, like a thousand of brick. And well deserved was this compliment. The aggregate of the building material specified might have been largely increased– might have been doubled, even– without doing full justice to these high qualities in the subject of this sketch. Indeed, it would hardly be possible to express in bricks the exceeding promptness and fidelity of young George Washington. His was a soul whose manifold excellencies were beyond the ken and computation of mathematics, and bricks are, at the least, but an inadequate vehicle for the conveyance of a comprehension of the moral sublimity of a nature so pure as his.


Young George W. was a surveyor in early life– a surveyor of an inland port– a sort of county surveyor; and under a commission from Governor Dinwiddie, he set out to survey his way four hundred miles through trackless forests, infested with Indians, to procure the liberation of some English prisoners. The historian says the Indians were the most depraved of their species, and did nothing but lay for white men, whom they killed for the sake of robbing them. Considering that white men only traveled through the country at the rate of one a year, they were probably unable to do what might be termed a land-office business in their line. They did not rob young G. W.; one savage made the attempt, but failed; he fired at the subject of this sketch from behind a tree, but the subject of this sketch immediately snaked him out from behind the tree and took him prisoner.


The long journey failed of success; the French would not give up the prisoners, and Wash. went sadly back home again. A regiment was raised to go and make a rescue, and he took command of it. He caught the French out in the rain, and tackled them with great intrepidity. He defeated them in ten minutes, and their commander handed in his checks. This was the battle of Great Meadows.


After this, a good while, George Washington became Commander-in-Chief of the American armies, and had an exceedingly dusty time of it all through the Revolution. But every now and then he turned a Jack from the bottom and surprised the enemy. He kept up his lick for seven long years, and hazed the British from Harrisburg to Halifax– and America was free! He served two terms as President, and would have been President yet if he had lived– even so did the people honor the Father of his Country. Let the youth of America take his incomparable character for a model, and try it one jolt, anyhow. Success is possible– let them remember that– success is possible, though there are chances against it.


I could continue this biography with profit to the rising generation, but I shall have to drop the subject at present, because of other matters which must be attended to.






44Remarkable Instances of Presence of Mind




THE STEAMER Ajax encountered a terrible storm on her down trip from San Francisco to the Sandwich Islands. It tore her light spars and rigging all to shreds and splinters, upset all furniture that could he upset, and spilled passengers around and knocked them hither and thither with a perfect looseness. For forty-eight hours no table could be set, and everybody had to eat as best they might under the circumstances. Most of the party went hungry, though, and attended to their praying. But there was one set of “seven-up” players who nailed a card-table to the floor and stuck to their game through thick and thin. Captain F., of a great banking-house in San Francisco, a man of great coolness and presence of mind, was of this party. One night the storm suddenly culminated in a climax of unparalleled fury; the vessel went down on her beam ends, and everything let go with a crash– passengers, tables, cards, bottles– everything came clattering to the floor in a chaos of disorder and confusion. In a moment fifty sore distressed and pleading voices ejaculated, “O Heaven! help us in our extremity!” and one voice rang out clear and sharp above the plaintive chorus and said, “Remember, boys, I played the trey for low!” It was one of the gentlemen I have mentioned who spoke. And the remark showed good presence of mind and an eye to business.


Lewis L., of a great hotel in San Francisco, was a passenger. There were some savage grizzly bears chained in cages on deck. One night, in the midst of a hurricane, which was accompanied by rain and thunder and lightning, Mr. L. came up, on his way to bed. Just as he stepped into the pitchy darkness of the deck and reeled to the still more pitchy motion of the vessel, (bad,) the captain sang out hoarsely through his speaking-trumpet, “Bear a hand aft, there!” The words were sadly marred and jumbled by the roaring wind. Mr. L. thought the captain said, “The bears are after you there!” and he “let go all holts “and went down into his boots. He murmured, “I knew how it was going to be– I just knew it from the start– I said all along that those hears would get loose some time; and now I’ll be the first man that they’ll snatch. Captain! captain!– can’t hear me– storm roars so! God! what a fate! I have avoided wild beasts all my life, and now to be eaten by a grizzly hear in the middle of the ocean, a thousand miles from land! Captain! O captain!– bless my soul, there’s one of them– I’ve got to cut and run!” And he did cut and run, and smashed through the door of the first state room he came to. A gentleman and his wife were in it. The gentleman exclaimed, “Who’s that?” The refugee gasped out, “O great Scotland! those bears are loose, and just raising merry hell all over the ship!” and then sank down exhausted. The gentleman sprang out of bed and locked the door, and prepared for a siege. After a while, no assault being made, a reconnaissance was made from the window, and a vivid flash of lightning revealed a clear deck. Mr. L. then made a dart for his own state-room, gained it, locked himself in, and felt that his body’s salvation was accomplished, and by little less than a miracle. The next day the subject of this memoir, though still very feeble and nervous, had the hardihood to make a joke upon his adventure. He said that when he found himself in so tight a place (as he thought) he didn’t bear it with much fortitude, and when he found himself safe at last in his state-room, he regarded it as the barest escape he had ever had in his life. He then went to bed, and did not get up again for nine days. This unquestionably bad joke cast a gloom over the whole ship’s company, and no effort was sufficient to restore their wonted cheerfulness until the vessel reached her port, and other scenes erased it from their memories.






45The New Wildcat Religion




ANOTHER SPIRITUAL INVESTIGATOR– G. C. DeMerritt– passed his examination today, after a faithful attendance of the séances of the Friends of Progress, and was shipped, a raving maniac, to the insane asylum at Stockton– an institution which is getting to be quite a College of Progress.


People grow exasperated over these frequently occurring announcements of madness occasioned by fighting the tiger of spiritualism, and I think it is not fair. They abuse the spiritualists unsparingly, but I can remember when Methodist camp meetings and Campbellite revivals used to stock the asylums with religious lunatics, and yet the public kept their temper and said never a word. We don’t cut up when madmen are bred by the old legitimate regular stock religions, but we can’t allow wildcat religions to indulge in such disastrous experiments. I do not really own in the old regular stock, but I lean strongly toward it, and I naturally feel some little prejudice against all wildcat religions– still, I protest that it is not fair to excuse the one and abuse the other for the selfsame rascality. I do not love the wildcat, but at the same time I do not like to see the wildcat imposed on merely because it is friendless. I know a great many spiritualists– good and worthy persons who sincerely and devotedly love their wildcat religion (but not regarding it as wildcat themselves, though, of course,)– and I know them to be persons in every way worthy of respect. They are men of business habits and good sense.


Now when I see such men as these, quietly but boldly come forward and consent to be pointed at as supporters of a wildcat religion, I almost feel as if it were presumptuous in some of us to assert without qualification that spiritualism is wildcat. And when I see these same persons cherishing, and taking to their honest bosoms and fondling this wildcat, with genuine affection and confidence, I feel like saying, “Well, if this is a wildcat religion, it pans out wonderfully like the old regular, after all.” No– it goes against the grain; but still, loyalty to my Presbyterian bringing-up compels me to stick to the Presbyterian decision that spiritualism is neither more nor less than wildcat.


I do not take any credit to my better-balanced head because I never went crazy on Presbyterianism. We go too slow for that. You never see us ranting and shouting and tearing up the ground. You never heard of a Presbyterian going crazy on religion. Notice us, and you will see how we do. We get up of a Sunday morning and put on the best harness we have got and trip cheerfully down town; we subside into solemnity and enter the church; we stand up and duck our heads and bear down on a hymn book propped on the pew in front when the minister prays; we stand up again while our hired choir are singing, and look in the hymn book and check off the verses to see that they don’t shirk any of the stanzas; we sit silent and grave while the minister is preaching, and count the waterfalls and bonnets furtively, and catch flies; we grab our hats and bonnets when the benediction is begun; when it is finished, we shove, so to speak. No frenzy– no fanaticism– no skirmishing; everything perfectly serene. You never see any of us Presbyterians getting in a sweat about religion and trying to massacre the neighbors. Let us all be content with the tried and safe old regular religions, and take no chances on wildcat.






46On Linden, etc.




April 7, 1866


AND SPEAKING OF STEAMBOATS reminds me of an incident of my late trip to Sacramento. I want to publish it as showing how going north on the river gradually enfeebles one’s mind, and accounts for the strange imbecility of legislators who leave here sensible men, and become the reverse, to the astonishment of their constituents, by the time they reach their seats in the Capitol at Sacramento. John Paul, Lieutenant Ellis, and myself went up with Captain Poole to his room on the Antelope at ten o’clock last Saturday night, and by way of amusement, John Paul instituted an intellectual game.


He recited the first line of Hohenlinden:

“On Linden, when the sun was low,”


I recited the second:

“All bloodless lay th’ untrodden snow,”


Lieutenant Ellis the third:

“And dark as winter was the flow”


John Paul the fourth:

“Of Iser, rolling rapidly.”


Lieutenant Ellis began the next verse, and we went through it regularly, as before.


Bill Stevenson was umpire. He held the watch, allowed a man ten seconds to recollect his line, and if he couldn’t, called “Time!” and ” passed the deal” to the next, and the delinquent had to send for the whisky. Or if a man misquoted a word, Bill checked the mistake on his memorandum, and it was good for four drinks. Well., we went clear through the whole poem, and only one mistake, of a single little word, was made. The drinks were ordered. We went through it again; result, one mistake, and the drinks. We went through it again; result, one mistake, and whisky. We repeated the operation; result, three misquotations, and three whiskies all round. We stayed with that poem all the way to Sacramento, arriving there at 3 in the morning, and here is the way the first verse of “Hohenlinden ” stood the last time we recited it:


Myself– “On London when the tray was low—”


John Paul– “The curfew tolled the knell of parting day;”


Lieut. Ellis– “This world is but a fleeting show—”


Myself– (“Hic!) Berrer dog’n ole dog Tray!”


Bill Stevenson said: “Texas, bring four quarts of whisky and charge to these gentlemen– such stupidity as this must be severely punished.”


Now just see the effect that traveling in a northerly direction has on a man. The further you go the more idiotic you become. I don’t wonder that those legislators give such frequent evidences of decaying intellect. Most of them go north, you know.






47Honored as a Curiosity




IF YOU GET INTO CONVERSATION with a stranger in Honolulu, and experience that natural desire to know what sort of ground you are treading on by finding out what manner of man your stranger is, strike out boldly and address him as “Captain.” Watch him narrowly, and if you see by his countenance that you are on the wrong track, ask him where he preaches. It is a safe bet that he is either a missionary or captain of a whaler. I became personally acquainted with seventy-two captains and ninety-six missionaries. The captains and ministers form one-half of the population; the third fourth is composed of common Kanakas and mercantile foreigners and their families; and the final fourth is made up of high officers of the Hawaiian Government. And there are just about cats enough for three apiece all around.


A solemn stranger met me in the suburbs one day, and said:


“Good morning, your reverence. Preach in the stone church yonder, no doubt!”


“No, I don’t. I’m not a preacher.”


“Really, I beg your pardon, captain. I trust you had a good season. How much oil—”


“Oil! Why, what do you take me for? I’m not a whaler.”


“Oh! I beg a thousand pardons, your Excellency. Major-General in the household troops, no doubt? Minister of the Interior, likely? Secretary of War? First Gentleman of the Bedchamber? Commissioner of the Royal—”


“Stuff, man! I’m not connected in any way with the government.”


“Bless my life! Then who the mischief are you? what the mischief are you? and how the mischief did you get here? and where in thunder did you come from?”


“I’m only a private personage– an unassuming stranger– lately arrived from America.”


“No! Not a missionary! not a whaler! not a member of his Majesty’s government! not even a Secretary of the Navy! Ah! Heaven! it is too blissful to be true, alas! I do but dream. And yet that noble, honest countenance– those oblique, ingenuous eyes– that massive head, incapable of– of anything; your hand; give me your hand, bright waif. Excuse these tears. For sixteen weary years I have yearned for a moment like this, and—”


Here his feelings were too much for him, and he swooned away. I pitied this poor creature from the bottom of my heart. I was deeply moved. I shed a few tears on him, and kissed him for his mother. I then took what small change he had, and “shoved.”






48The Steed “Oahu”




THE LANDLORD of the American said the party had been gone nearly an hour, but that he could give me my choice of several horses that could overtake them. I said, never mind– I preferred a safe horse to a fast one– I would like to have an excessively gentle horse– a horse with no spirit whatever– a lame one, if he had such a thing. Inside of five minutes I was mounted, and perfectly satisfied with my outfit. I had no time to label him “This is a horse,” and so if the public took him for a sheep I cannot help it. I was satisfied, and that was the main thing. I could see that he had as many fine points as any man’s horse, and so I hung my hat on one of them, behind the saddle, and swabbed the perspiration from my face and started. I named him after this island, “Oahu” (pronounced O-waw-hoo). The first gate he came to he started in; I had neither whip nor spur, and so I simply argued the case with him. He resisted argument, but ultimately yielded to insult and abuse. He backed out of that gate and steered for another one on the other side of the street. I triumphed by my former process. Within the next six hundred yards he crossed the street fourteen times and attempted thirteen gates, and in the meantime the tropical sun was beating down and threatening to cave the top of my head in, and I was literally dripping with perspiration. He abandoned the gate business after that and went along peaceably enough, but absorbed in meditation. I noticed this latter circumstance, and it soon began to fill me with apprehension. I said to my self, this creature is planning some new outrage, some fresh deviltry or other– no horse ever thought over a subject so profoundly as this one is doing just for nothing. The more this thing preyed upon my mind the more uneasy I became, until the suspense became almost unbearable and I dismounted to see if there was anything wild in his eye– for I had heard that the eye of this noblest of our domestic animals is very expressive.


I cannot describe what a load of anxiety was lifted from my mind when I found that he was only asleep. I woke him up and started him into a faster walk, and then the villainy of his nature came out again. He tried to climb over a stone wall, five or six feet high. I saw that I must apply force to this horse, and that I might as well begin first as last. I plucked a stout switch from a tamarind tree, and the moment he saw it, he surrendered. He broke into a convulsive sort of a canter, which had three short steps in it and one long one, and reminded me alternately of the clattering shake of the great earthquake, and the sweeping plunging of the Ajax in a storm.


And now there can be no fitter occasion than the present to pronounce a left-handed blessing upon the man who invented the American saddle. There is no seat to speak of about it– one might as well sit in a shovel– and the stirrups are nothing but an ornamental nuisance. If I were to write down here all the abuse I expended on those stirrups, it would make a large book, even without pictures. Sometimes I got one foot so far through, that the stirrup partook of the nature of an anklet; sometimes both feet were through, and I was handcuffed by the legs; and sometimes my feet got clear out and left the stirrups wildly dangling about my shins. Even when I was in proper position and carefully balanced upon the balls of my feet, there was no comfort in it, on account of my nervous dread that they were going to slip one way or the other in a moment. But the subject is too exasperating to write about.






49Short and Singular Rations




AS MANY WILL REMEMBER, the clipper-ship Hornet, of New-York, was burned at sea on her passage to San Francisco. The disaster occurred in lat. 2 20  north, long. 112 8  west. After being forty-three days adrift on the broad Pacific, in open boats, the crew and passengers succeeded in making Hawaii. A tribute to the courage and brave endurance of these men has been paid in a letter detailing their sufferings, (the particulars being gathered. from their own lips,) from which the following excerpt is made:


On Monday, the thirty-eighth day after the disaster, “we had nothing left,” said the third. mate, “but a pound and a half of ham– the bone was a good deal the heaviest part of it– and one soup-and-bully tin.” These things were divided among the fifteen men, and they ate it all-two ounces of food to each man. I do not count the ham-bone, as that was saved for next day. For some time, now, the poor wretches had been cutting their old boots into small pieces and eating them. They would also pound wet rags to a sort of pulp and eat them.


On the thirty-ninth day the ham-bone was divided up into rations, and scraped with knives and eaten. I said, “You say the two sick men remained sick all through, and after a while two or three had to be relieved from standing watch; how did you get along without medicines?”


The reply was, “Oh! we couldn’t have kept them if we’d had them; if we’d had boxes of pills, or anything like that, we’d have eaten them. It was just as well– we couldn’t have kept them, and we couldn’t have given them to the sick men alone– we’d have shared them around all alike, I guess.” It was said rather in jest, but it was a pretty true jest, no doubt.


After apportioning the ham-bone, the captain cut the canvas cover that had been around the ham into fifteen equal pieces, and each man took his portion. This was the last division of food the captain made. The men broke up the small oaken butter tub, and divided the staves among themselves, and gnawed them up. The shell of a little green turtle was scraped with knives, and eaten to the last shaving. The third mate chewed pieces of boots, and spit them out, but ate nothing except the soft straps of two pairs of boots– ate three on the thirty-ninth day, and saved one for the fortieth.


The men seem to have thought in their own minds of the shipwrecked mariner’s last dreadful resort– cannibalism; but they do not appear to have conversed about it. They only thought of the casting lots and killing one of their number as a possibility; but even when they were eating rags, and bone, and boots, and shell, and hard oak wood, they seem to have still had a notion that it was remote. They felt that some one of the company must die soon– which one they well knew; and during the last three or four days of their terrible voyage they were patiently but hungrily waiting for him. I wonder if the subject of these anticipations knew what they were thinking of? He must have known it– he must have felt it. They had even calculated how long he would last. They said to themselves, but not to each other-I think they said, “He will die Saturday– and then!”


There was one exception to the spirit of delicacy I have mentioned– a Frenchman– who kept an eye of strong personal interest upon the sinking man, and noted his failing strength with untiring care and some degree of cheerfulness. He frequently said to Thomas, “I think he will go off pretty soon now, sir; and then we’ll eat him!” This is very sad.


Thomas, and also several of the men, state that the sick “Portyghee,” during the five days that they were entirely out of provisions, actually ate two silk handkerchiefs and a couple of cotton shirts, besides his share of the boots, and bones, and lumber.


Captain Mitchell was fifty-six years old on the twelfth of June– the fortieth day after the burning of the ship and the third day before the boat’s crew reached land. He said it looked somewhat as if it might be the last one he was going to enjoy. He had no birthday feast except some bits of ham-canvas– no luxury but this, and no substantials save the leather and oaken bucket-staves.


Speaking of the leather diet, one of the men told me he was obliged to eat a pair of boots which were so old and rotten that they were full of holes; and then he smiled gently and said he didn’t know, though, but what the holes tasted about as good as the balance of the boot. This man was very feeble, and after saying this he went to bed.






50A Strange Dream


Dreamed at the Volcano House, Crater of “Kilauea,” Sandwich Islands,

April 1, 1866.




ALL DAY LONG I have sat apart and pondered over the mysterious occurrences of last night... There is no link lacking in the chain of incidents– my memory presents each in its proper order with perfect distinctness, but still—


However, never mind these reflections– I will drop them and proceed to make a simple statement of the facts.


Towards eleven o’clock, it was suggested that the character of the night was peculiarly suited to viewing the mightiest active volcano on the earth’s surface in its most impressive sublimity. There was no light of moon or star in the inky heavens to mar the effect of the crater’s gorgeous pyrotechnics.


In due time I stood, with my companion, on the wall of the vast cauldron which the natives, ages ago, named Hale mau mau– the abyss wherein they were wont to throw the remains of the chiefs, to the end that vulgar feet might never tread above them. We stood there, at dead of night, a mile above the level of the sea, and looked down a thousand feet upon a boiling, surging, roaring ocean of fire!– shaded our eyes from the blinding glare, and gazed far away over the crimson waves with a vague notion that a supernatural fleet, manned by demons and freighted with the damned, might presently sail up out of the remote distance; started when tremendous thunder-bursts shook the earth, and followed with fascinated eyes the grand jets of molten lava that sprang high up toward the zenith and exploded in a world of fiery spray that lit up the somber heavens with an infernal splendor.


“What is your little bonfire of Vesuvius to this?”


My ejaculation roused my companion from his reverie, and we fell into a conversation appropriate to the occasion and the surroundings. We came at last to speak of the ancient custom of casting the bodies of dead chieftains into this fearful cauldron; and my comrade, who is of the blood royal, mentioned that the founder of his race, old King Kamehameha the First– that invincible old pagan Alexander– had found other sepulture than the burning depths of the Hale mau mau. I grew interested at once; I knew that the mystery of what became of the corpse of the warrior king had never been fathomed; I was aware that there was a legend connected with this matter; and I felt as if there could be no more fitting time to listen to it than the present. The descendant of the Kamehamehas said:


“The dead king was brought in royal state down the long, winding road that descends from the rim of the crater to the scorched and chasm-riven plain that lies between the Hale mau mau and those beetling walls yonder in the distance. The guards were set and the troops of mourners began the weird wail for the departed. In the middle of the night came a sound of innumerable voices in the air, and the rush of invisible wings; the funeral torches wavered, burned blue, and went out. The mourners and watchers fell to the ground paralyzed by fright, and many minutes elapsed before anyone dared to move or speak; for they believed that the phantom messengers of the dread Goddess of Fire had been in their midst. When at last a torch was lighted, the bier was vacant– the dead monarch had been spirited away! Consternation seized upon all, and they fled out of the crater. When day dawned, the multitude returned and began the search for the corpse. But not a footprint, not a sign was ever found. Day after day the search was continued, and every cave in the great walls, and every chasm in the plain, for miles around, was examined, but all to no purpose; and from that day to this the resting-place of the lion king’s bones is an unsolved mystery. But years afterward, when the grim prophetess Wiahowakawak lay on her deathbed, the goddess Pele appeared to her in a vision, and told her that eventually the secret would be revealed, and in a remarkable manner, but not until the great Kauhuhu, the Shark god, should desert the sacred cavern Aua Puhi, in the Island of Molokai, and the waters of the sea should no more visit it, and its floors should become dry. Ever since that time the simple, confiding natives have watched for the sign. And now, after many and many a summer has come and gone, and they who were in the flower of youth then have waxed old and died, the day is at hand! The great Shark god has deserted the Aua Puhi: a month ago, for the first time within the records of the ancient legends, the waters of the sea ceased to flow into the cavern, and its stony pavement is become dry! As you may easily believe, the news of this event spread like wildfire through the islands, and now the natives are looking every hour for the miracle which is to unveil the mystery and reveal the secret grave of the dead hero.”




After I had gone to bed I got to thinking of the volcanic magnificence we had witnessed and could not go to sleep. I hunted up a book and concluded to pass the time in reading. The first chapter I came upon related several instances of remarkable revelations, made to men through the agency of dreams– of roads and houses, trees, fences, and all manner of landmarks, shown in visions and recognized afterwards in waking hours, and which served to point the way to some dark mystery or other.


At length I fell asleep, and dreamed that I was abroad in the great plain that skirts the Hale mau mau. I stood in a sort of twilight which softened the outlines of surrounding objects, but still left them tolerably distinct. A gaunt, muffled figure stepped out from the shadow of a rude column of lava, and moved away with a slow and measured step, beckoning me to follow. I did so. I marched down, down, down hundreds of feet, upon a narrow trail which wound its tortuous course through piles and pyramids of seamed and blackened lava, and under overhanging masses of sulphur formed by the artist hand of nature into an infinitude of fanciful shapes. The thought crossed my mind that possibly my phantom guide might lead me down among the bowels of the crater, and then disappear and leave me to grope my way through its mazes, and work out my deliverance as best I might; and so, with an eye to such a contingency, I picked up a stone and “blazed” my course by breaking off a projecting corner, occasionally, from lava walls and festoons of sulphur. Finally we turned into a cleft in the crater’s side, and pursued our way through its intricate windings for many a fathom down toward the home of the subterranean fires, our course lighted all the while by a ruddy glow which filtered up through innumerable cracks and crevices, and which afforded me occasional glimpses of the flood of molten fire boiling and hissing in the profound depths beneath us. The heat was intense, and the sulphurous atmosphere suffocating; but I toiled on in the footsteps of my stately guide, and uttered no complaint. At last we came to a sort of rugged chamber whose somber and blistered walls spake with mute eloquence of some fiery tempest that had spent its fury here in a bygone age. The specter pointed to a great boulder at the farther extremity– stood and pointed silent and motionless for a few fleeting moments, and then disappeared! “The grave of the last Kamehameha!” The words swept mournfully by, from an unknown source, and died away in the distant corridors of my prison-house, and I was alone in the bowels of the earth, in the home of desolation, in the presence of death!


My first frightened impulse was to fly, but a stronger impulse arrested me and impelled me to approach the massive boulder the specter had pointed at. With hesitating step I went forward and stood beside it– nothing there. I grew bolder, and walked around and about it, peering shrewdly into the shadowy half-light that surrounded it– still nothing. I paused to consider what to do next. While I stood irresolute, I chanced to brush the ponderous stone with my elbow, and lo! it vibrated to my touch! I would as soon have thought of starting a kiln of bricks with my feeble hand. My curiosity was excited. I bore against the boulder, and it still yielded; I gave a sudden push with my whole strength, and it toppled from its foundation with a crash that sent the echoes thundering down the avenues and passages of the dismal cavern! And there, in a shallow excavation over which it had rested, lay the crumbling skeleton of King Kamehameha the Great, thus sepulchered in long years by supernatural hands! The bones could be none other; for with them lay the rare and priceless crown of pulamalama coral, sacred to royalty, and tabu to all else beside. A hollow human groan issued out of the—


I woke up. How glad I was to know it was all a dream! “This comes of listening to the legend of the noble lord– of reading of those lying dream revelations– of allowing myself to be carried away by the wild beauty of old Kileana at midnight– of gorging too much pork and beans for supper!” And so I turned over and fell asleep again. And dreamed the same dream precisely as before; followed the phantom– “blazed” my course– arrived at the grim chamber– heard the sad spirit voice– overturned the massy stone– beheld the regal crown and the decaying bones of the great king!


I woke up, and reflected long upon the curious and singularly vivid dream, and finally muttered to myself, “This– this is becoming serious!”


I fell asleep again, and again I dreamed the same dream, without a single variation! I slept no more, but tossed restlessly in bed and longed for daylight. And when it came I wandered forth, and descended to the wide plain in the crater. I said to myself, “I am not superstitious; but if there is anything in that dying woman’s prophecy, I am the instrument appointed to uncurtain this ancient mystery.” As I walked along, I even half expected to see my solemn guide step out from some nook in the lofty wall, and beckon me to come on. At last, when I reached the place where I had first seen him in my dream, I recognized every surrounding object, and there, winding down among the blocks and fragments of lava, saw the very trail I had traversed in my vision! I resolved to traverse it again, come what might. I wondered if, in my unreal journey, I had “blazed” my way, so that it would stand the test of stern reality; and thus wondering, a chill went to my heart when I came to the first stony projection I had broken off in my dream, and saw the fresh new fracture, and the dismembered fragment lying on the ground! My curiosity rose up and banished all fear, and I hurried along as fast as the rugged road would allow me. I looked for my other “blazes” and found them; found the cleft in the wall; recognized all its turnings; walked in the light that ascended from the glowing furnaces visible far below; sweated in the close, hot atmosphere, and breathed the sulphurous smoke– and at last I stood hundreds of feet beneath the peaks of Kileana in the ruined chamber, and in the presence of the mysterious boulder!


“This is no dream,” I said; “this is a revelation from the realm of the supernatural; and it becomes not me to longer reason, conjecture, suspect, but blindly to obey the impulse given me by the unseen power that guides me.”


I moved with a slow and reverent step towards the stone, and bore against it. It yielded perceptibly to the pressure. I brought my full weight and strength to bear, and surged against it. It yielded again; but I was so enfeebled by my toilsome journey that I could not overthrow it. I rested a little, and then raised an edge of the boulder by a strong, steady push, and placed a small stone under it, to keep it from sinking back to its place. I rested again, and then repeated the process. Before long, I had added a third prop, and had got the edge of the boulder considerably elevated. The labor and the close atmosphere together were so exhausting, however, that I was obliged to lie down then, and recuperate my strength by a longer season of rest. And so, hour after hour I labored, growing more and more weary, but still upheld by a fascination which I felt was infused into me by the invisible powers whose will I was working. At last I concentrated my strength in a final effort, and the stone rolled from its position.


T can never forget the overpowering sense of awe that sank down like a great darkness upon my spirit at that moment. After a solemn pause to prepare myself, with bowed form and uncovered head, I slowly turned my gaze till it rested upon the spot where the great stone had lain.


There wasn’t any bones there!




I just said to myself, “Well, if this ain’t the blastedest, infernalest swindle that ever I’ve come across yet, I wish I may never!”


And then I scratched out of there, and marched up here to the Volcano House, and got out my old raw-boned fool of a horse, “Oahu,” and “lammed” him till he couldn’t stand up without leaning against something.


You cannot bet anything on dreams.






51The Moral Phenomenon




Farallones,

August 20, 1866.


Publishers Californian:


Gentlemen:– You had better hire me to fill the vacant editorship of the Californian. What you want is a good Moral tone to the paper. If I have got a strong suit, that is it. If I am a wild enthusiast on any subject, that is the one. I am peculiarly fitted for such a position. I have been a missionary to the Sandwich Islands, and I have got the hang of all that sort of thing to a fraction. I gave such excellent satisfaction in Hawaii that they let me off when my time was up. I was justly considered to be the high chief of that Serious Family down there. I mention here– and I mention it modestly– I mention it with that fatal modesty which has always kept me down– that the missionaries always spoke of me as the Moral Phenomenon when I was down there. They were amazed to behold to what a dizzy altitude human morality may be hoisted up, as exemplified in me. I am honestly proud of the title they have conferred upon me, and shall always wear it in remembrance of my brief but gratifying missionary labors in the Islands.


What you want is Morality. You have run too much poetry; you have slathered– so to speak– (missionary term,)– you have slathered too many frivolous sentimental tales into your paper; too much wicked wit and too much demoralizing humor; too much harmful elevating literature. What the people are suffering for, is Morality. Turn them over to me. Give me room according to my strength. I can fetch them!


Let me hear from you. You could not do better than hire me. I can bring your paper right up. You ought to know, yourself, that when I play my hand in the high moral line, I take a trick every time.


Yours,


Mark Twain,


Surnamed THE MORAL PHENOMENON






52On Photographs



(Ed. Daily Hawaiian Herald)–

We have just been reading over Sam Clement’s [sic] last letter, and in the following instance he blunders on so much truth that we have a notion to countermand our order for him to communicate with us. Speaking of photographs he says they are all false, and tellingly remarks,






NO PHOTOGRAPH ever was good, yet, of anybody– hunger and thirst and utter wretchedness overtake the outlaw who invented it! It transforms into desperadoes the meekest of men; depicts sinless innocence upon the pictured faces of ruffians; gives the wise man the stupid leer of a fool, and a fool an expression of more than earthly wisdom. If a man tries to look serious when he sits for his picture the photograph makes him look as solemn as an owl; if he smiles, the photograph smirks repulsively; if he tries to look pleasant, the photograph looks silly; if he makes the fatal mistake of attempting to seem pensive, the camera will surely write him down as an ass. The sun never looks through the photographic instrument that it does not print a lie. The piece of glass it prints it on is well named a “negative”– a contradiction– a misrepresentation– a falsehood. I speak feeling of this matter, because by turns the instrument has represented me to be a lunatic, a Soloman, a missionary, a burglar and an abject idiot, and I am neither.






53Origin of Illustrious Men




JOHN SMITH was the son of his father. He formerly lived in New York and other places, but he has removed to San Francisco now.


William Smith was the son of his mother. This party’s grandmother is deceased. She was a brick.


John Brown was the son of old Brown. The body of the latter lies moldering in the grave.


Edward Brown was the son of old Brown by a particular friend.


Henry Jones was the son of a sea-cook.


Ed. Jones was a son of a gun.


John Jones was a son of temperance.


In early life Gabriel Jones was actually a shoemaker. He is a shoemaker yet.


Previous to the age of eighty-five, Caleb Jones had never given evidence of extraordinary ability. He has never given any since.


Patrick Murphy is said to have been of Irish extraction.


James Peterson was the son of a common weaver, who was so miraculously poor that his friends were encouraged to believe that in case the Scriptures were carried out he would “inherit the earth.” He never got his property.


John Davis’s father was the son of a soap-boiler, and not a very good soap-boiler at that. John never arrived at maturity– died in childbirth– he and his mother.


John Johnson was a blacksmith. He died. It was published in the papers, with a head over it, “Deaths.” It was, therefore, thought he died to gain notoriety. He has got an aunt living somewhere.


Up to the age of thirty-four Hosea Wilkerson never had any home but Home Sweet Home, and even then he had it to sing himself. At one time it was believed that he would have been famous if he became celebrated. He died. He Was greatly esteemed for his many virtues. There was not a dry eye in the crowd when they planted him.






54An Inquiry About Insurances




COMING DOWN FROM Sacramento the other night, I found on a center-table in the saloon of the steamboat, a pamphlet advertisement of an Accident Insurance Company. It interested me a good deal, with its General Accidents, and its Hazardous Tables, and Extra-Hazardous furniture of the same description, and I would like to know something more about it. It is a new thing to me. I want to invest if I come to like it. I want to ask merely a few questions of the man who carries on this Accident shop. For I am an orphan.


He publishes this list as accidents he is willing to insure people against:



General accidents include the Traveling Risk, and also all forms of Dislocations, Broken Bones, Ruptures, Tendons, Sprains, Concussions, Crushings, Bruisings, Cuts, Stabs, Gunshot Wounds, Poisoned Wounds, Burns and Scalds, Freezing, Bites, Unprovoked Assaults by Burglars, Robbers, or Murderers, the action of Lightning or Sunstroke, the effects of Explosions, Chemicals, Floods, and Earthquakes, Suffocation by Drowning or Choking– where such accidental injury totally disables the person insured from following his usual avocation, or causes death within three months from the time of the happening of the injury.




I want to address this party as follows:


Now, Smith– I suppose likely your name is Smith– you don’t know me and I don’t know you, but I am willing to be friendly. I am acquainted with a good many of your family– I know John as well as I know any man– and I think we can come to an understanding about your little game without any hard feelings. For instance:


Do you allow the same money on a dog-bite that you do on an earthquake? Do you take special risks for specific accidents?– that is to say, could I, by getting a policy for dog-bites alone, get it cheaper than if I took a chance in your whole lottery? And if so, and supposing I got insured against earthquakes, would you charge any more for San Francisco earthquakes than for those that prevail in places that are better anchored down? And if I had a policy on earthquakes alone, I couldn’t collect on dog-bites, maybe, could I?


If a man had such a policy, and an earthquake shook him up and loosened his joints a good deal, but not enough to incapacitate him from engaging in pursuits which did not require him to be tight, wouldn’t you pay him some of his pension? I notice you do not mention Biles. How about Biles? Why do you discriminate between Provoked and Unprovoked Assaults by Burglars? If a burglar entered my house at dead of night, and I, in the excitement natural to such an occasion, should forget myself and say something that provoked him, and he should cripple me, wouldn’t I get anything? But if I provoked him by pure accident, I would have you there, I judge; because you would have to pay for the Accident part of it anyhow, seeing that insuring against accidents is just your strong suit, you know. Now, that item about protecting a man against freezing is good. It will procure you all the custom you want in this country. Because, you understand, the people hereabouts have suffered a good deal from just such climatic drawbacks as that. Why, three years ago, if a man– being a small fish in the matter of money– went over to Washoe and bought into a good silver mine, they would let that man go on and pay assessments till his purse got down to about thirty-two Fahrenheit, and then the big fish would close in on him and freeze him out. And from that day forth you might consider that man in the light of a bankrupt community; and you would have him down to a spot, too. But if you are ready to insure against that sort of thing, and can stand it, you can give Washoe a fair start. You might send me an agency. Business? Why, Smith, I could get you more business than you could attend to. With such an understanding as that, the boys would all take a chance.


You don’t appear to make any particular mention of taking risks on blighted affections. But if you should conclude to do a little business in that line, you might put me down for six or seven chances. I wouldn’t mind expense– you might enter it on the extra hazardous. I suppose I would get ahead of you in the long run anyhow, likely. I have been blighted a good deal in my time.


But now as to those “Effects of Lightning.” Suppose the lightning were to strike out at one of your men and miss him, and fetch another party– could that other party come on you for damages? Or could the relatives of the party thus suddenly snaked out of the bright world in the bloom of his youth come on you in case he was crowded for time? as of course he would be, you know, under such circumstances.


You say you have “issued over sixty thousand policies, forty-five of which have proved fatal and been paid for.” Now, do you know, Smith, that that looks just a little shaky to me, in a measure? You appear to have it pretty much all your own way, you see. It is all very well for the lucky forty-five that have died “and been paid for,” but how about the other fifty-nine thousand nine hundred and fifty-five? You have got their money, haven’t you? but somehow the lightning don’t seem to strike them and they don’t get any chance at you. Won’t their families get fatigued waiting for their dividends? Don’t your customers drop off rather slow, so to speak?


You will ruin yourself publishing such damaging statements as that, Smith. I tell you as a friend. If you had said that the fifty-nine thousand nine hundred and fifty-five died, and that forty-five lived, you would have issued about four tons of policies the next week. But people are not going to get insured, when you take so much pains to prove that there is such precious little use in it. Would it be impertinent if I should ask if you are insured yourself? Good-bye, Smith!






55On Etiquette




ETIQUETTE VARIES according to one’s surroundings. In the mining camps of California, when a friend tenders you a “mile” or invites you to take a “blister”– vulgarly called a drink– it is etiquette to say, “Here’s hoping your dirt’ll pan out gay.” In Washoe, when you are requested to “put in a blast,” or invited to take your “regular poison,” etiquette admonishes you to touch glasses and say, “Here’s hoping you’ll strike it rich in the lower level.” And in Honolulu, when your friend, the whaler, asks you to take a “fid” with him, it is simple etiquette to say, “Here’s eighteen hundred barrels, old salt.” But “drink hearty” is universal. That is the orthodox reply the world over. In San Francisco, sometimes if you offend a man, he proposes to take his coat off, and inquires, “Are you on it?” If you are, you can take your coat off too. In Virginia City, in former times, the insulted party, if he were a true man, would lay his hand gently on his six-shooter and say “Are you heeled?” But in Honolulu, if Smith offends Jones, Jones asks (with a rising inflection on the last word, which is excessively aggravating,) “How much do you weigh?” “Sixteen hundred and forty pound– and you?” “Two ton to a dot– at a quarter past eleven this forenoon– peel yourself, you’re my blubber!”






56An Epistle to Hawaii





The Queen’s Arrival




QUEEN EMMA and suite arrived at noon today in the P.M.S.S. Sacramento, and was received by Mr. Hitchcock, the Hawaiian Consul, and escorted to the Occidental Hotel, where a suite of neatly decorated apartments had been got ready for her. The U. S. Revenue cutter Shubrick went to sea and received the guest with a royal salute of 21 guns, and then escorted her ship to the city; Fort Point saluted again, and the colors of the other fortifications and on board the U. S. war steamer Vanderbilt were dipped as the Sacramento passed. The commander of the fleet in these waters had been instructed to tender the Vanderbilt to Queen Emma to convey her to the Islands when she shall have concluded her visit. The City government worried for days together over a public reception program, and then, when the time arrived to carry it into execution, failed. But a crowd of gaping American kings besieged the Occidental Hotel and peered anxiously into every carriage that arrived and criticized every woman who emerged from it. Not a lady arrived from the steamer but was taken for Queen Emma, and her personal appearance subjected to remarks– some of them flattering and some otherwise. C. W. Brooks and Jerome Leland, and other gentlemen, are out of pocket and a day’s time, in making preparations all day yesterday for a state reception– but at midnight no steamer had been telegraphed, and so they sent their sumptuous carriages and spirited four-horse teams back to the stables and went to bed in sorrow and disappointment.


The Queen was expected at the public tables at dinner tonight, (in the simplicity of the American heart,) and every lady was covertly scrutinized as she entered the dining room– but to no purpose– Her Majesty dined in her rooms, with her suite and the Consul.


She will be serenaded tonight, however, and tomorrow a numerous cortège will march in procession before the hotel and give her three cheers and a tiger, and then, no doubt, the public will be on hand to see her if she shows herself.


Alphabet Warren


I Believe I do not know of anything further to write about that will interest you, except that in Sacramento, a few days ago, when I went to report the horse fair of the State Agricultural Society, I found Mr. John Quincy Adam Warren, late of the Islands, and he was well dressed and looked happy. He had on exhibition a hundred thousand varieties of larvae and worms, and vegetables, and other valuables which he had collected in Hawaii-nei. I smiled on him, but he wouldn’t smile back again. I did not mind it a great deal, though I could not help thinking it was ungrateful in him. I made him famous in California with a paragraph which I need not have written unless I wanted to– and this is the thanks I get for it. He would never have been heard of if I had let him alone– and now he declines to smile. I will never do a man a kindness again.


Miscellaneous


The Steamer Colorado is undergoing the alterations necessary to fit her for the China Mail Company’s service, and will sail about the first of January with about all the cabin passengers she can carry. She will touch at Honolulu, as I now understand. I expect to go out in her, in order to see that everything is done right. Commodore Watson is to command her I believe. I am going chiefly, however, to eat the editor of the Commercial Advertiser for saying I do not write the truth about the Hawaiian Islands, and for exposing my highway robbery in carrying off Father Damen’s book– History of the Islands. I shall go there mighty hungry. Mr. Whitney is jealous of me because I speak the truth so naturally, and he can’t do it without taking the lock-jaw. But he ought not to be jealous; he ought not to try to ruin me because I am more virtuous than he is; I cannot help it– it is my nature to be reliable, just as it is his to be shaky on matters of fact– we cannot alter these natures– us leopards cannot change our spots. Therefore, why growl?– why go and try to make trouble? If he cannot tell when I am writing seriously and when I am burlesquing– if he sits down solemnly and take one of my palpable burlesques and reads it with a funereal aspect, and swallows it as petrified truth,– how am I going to help it? I cannot give him the keen perception that nature denied him– now can I? Whitney knows that. Whitney knows he has done me many a kindness, and that I do not forget it, and am still grateful– and he knows that if I could scour him up so that he could tell a broad burlesque from a plain statement of fact, I would get up in the night and walk any distance to do it. You know that, Whitney. But I am coming down there might hungry– most uncommonly hungry, Whitney.






57Lecture Advertisement



CHARACTERISTIC.– The following is the conclusion of Mark Twain’s advertisement for his lecture delivered lately in Grass Valley:






AFTER THE LECTURE is over the lecturer will perform the following wonderful feats on


Sleight of Hand.


If desired to do so:



At a given signal, he will go out with any gentleman and take a drink. If desired, he will repeat this unique and interesting feat– repeat it until the audience are satisfied that there is no deception about it.


At a moment’s warning he will depart out of town and leave his hotel bill unsettled. He has performed this ludicrous trick many hundreds of times in San Francisco and elsewhere, and it has always elicited the most enthusiastic comments.


At any hour of the night, after ten, the lecturer will go through any house in the city, no matter how dark it may be, and take an inventory of its contents, and not miss as many of the articles as the owner will in the morning.




The lecturer declines to specify any more of his miraculous feats at present, for fear of getting the police too much interested in his circus.






58Card from Mark Twain.


Sent in reply to a general invitation from Carson City to deliver his lecture on the Sandwich Islands.






Virginia, November 1.


His Excellency H. G. Blasdel, Governor,

and Messrs. A. Helm, O. A. F. Gilbert, H. F. Rice and others:




Gentlemen: Your kind and cordial invitation to lecture before my old friends in Carson has reached me, and I hasten to thank you gratefully for this generous recognition– this generous toleration, I should say– of one who has shamefully deserted the high office of Governor of the Third House of Nevada and gone into the Missionary business, thus leaving you to the mercy of scheming politicians– an act which, but for your forgiving disposition, must have stamped my name with infamy.


I take a natural pride in being welcomed home by so long a list of old personal friends, and shall do my level best to please them, hoping at the same time that they will be more indulgent toward my shortcomings than they would feel called upon to be toward those of a stranger.


Kindly thanking you again, gentlemen, I gladly accept your invitation, and shall appear on the stage of the Carson Theater on Saturday evening, November 3d, and disgorge a few lines and as much truth as I can pump out without damaging my constitution.


Yours sincerely,


Mark Twain.


Ex-Gov. Third House, and late Independent Missionary to the Sandwich Islands.


P.S.– I would have answered yesterday, but I was on the sick list, and I thought I had better wait a day and see whether I was going to get well or not.


M. T.








59Card to the Highwaymen.


Written after Twain was a victim of a practical joke robbery.




LAST NIGHT I lectured in Gold Hill, on the Sandwich Islands. At ten o’clock I started on foot to Virginia, to meet a lot of personal friends who were going to set up all night with me and start me off in good shape for San Francisco in the morning. This social program proved my downfall. But for it, I would have remained in Gold Hill. As we “raised the hill” and straightened up on the “Divide,” a man just ahead of us (Mac, my agent, and myself), blew an ordinary policemen’s whistle, and Mac said, “Thunder! this is an improvement– they didn’t use to keep policemen on the Divide.” I coincided. The infernal whistle was only a signal to you road agents. About half a minute afterwards, a small man emerged from some ambuscade or other and crowded close up to me. I was smoking and supposed he wanted a light. But this humorist instead of asking for a light, thrust a horrible six-shooter in my face and simply said, “Stand and deliver!” I said, “My son, your arguments are powerful– take what I have, but uncock that infamous pistol.” The young man uncocked the pistol (but he requested three other gentlemen to present theirs at my head) and then he took all the money I had ($20 or $25), and my watch. Then he said to one of his party, “Beauregard, go through that man!”– meaning Mac– and the distinguished rebel did go through Mac. Then the little Captain said, “Stonewall Jackson, seat these men by the roadside, and hide yourself; if they move within five minutes, blow their brains out!” Stonewall said, “All right, sire.” Then the party (six in number) started toward Virginia and disappeared.


Now, I want to say to you road agents as follows:


My watch was given to me by Judge Sandy Baldwin and Theodore Winters, and I value it above anything else I own. If you will send that to me (to the Enterprise office, or to any prominent man in San Francisco) you may keep the money and welcome. You know you got all the money Mac had– and Mac is an orphan– and besides, the money he had belonged to me.


Adieu, my romantic young friends.


Mark Twain.






60So-Long




Editors Alta: I leave for the States in the Opposition steamer tomorrow, and I ask, as a special favor, that you will allow me to say good-bye to my highway-robber friends of the Gold Hill and Virginia Divide, and convince them that I have got ahead of them. They had their joke in robbing me and returning the money, and I had mine in the satisfaction of knowing that they came near freezing to death while they were waiting two hours for me to come along the night of the robbery. And at this day, so far from bearing them any ill will, I want to thank them kindly for their rascality. I am pecuniarily ahead on the transaction. I got a telegram from New York, last night, which reads as follows:



“New York,

December 12th


“Mark Twain: Go to Nudd, Lord & Co., Front street, collect amount of money equal to what highwaymen took from you.

(Signed.) A.D.N.”




I took that telegram and went to that store and called for a thousand dollars, with my customary modesty; but when I found they were going to pay it, my conscience smote me and I reduced the demand to a hundred. It was promptly paid, in coin, and now if the robbers think they have got the best end of that joke, they are welcome– they have my free consent to go on thinking so. (It is barely possible that the heft of the joke is on A.D.N., now.)


Good-bye, felons– good-bye. I bear you no malice. And I sincerely pray that when your cheerful career is closing, and you appear finally before a delighted and appreciative to be hanged, that you will be prepared to go, and that it will be as a ray of sunshine amid the gathering blackness of your damning recollections, to call to mind that you never got a cent out of me. So-long, brigands.


Mark Twain.






61Mark Twain Mystified




ICANNOT UNDERSTAND the telegraphic dispatches nowadays, with their odd punctuation– I mean with so many question marks thrust in where no question is asked. The dispatches appear to me to be in the last degree mysterious. I fear we are on the eve of fearful things. Now, read this ominous telegram. I cut it out of this morning’s papers, and have been studying it over most of the day, but still I don’t consider that I understand it any better than I did at first:


New York, December 6. The World’s Brownsville special says:



The city of Matamoras was surrounded [?] to Gen. Sedgewick, commanding the United States horses [?] on the Rio Grande, on the evening of the 24th ult. Col. T. G. Perkins, of the 19th U. S. Infantry, being the only artillery [?] regiment now on duty there, was stationed in command of eleven [?] men of the French [?] cavalry, who crossed over and stultified [occupied?} the city that day, but did not return until the previous [?] day on account of having to remove [remodel?] the pontoon bridge to let his baggage train cross over, whereby he did not get back again [where?] in time to prevent it, or at least not so much as he might if he had, and certainly not otherwise if he did not or was unable, or even could not and went back on him. So Gen. Wxgrclvthrvw [?] thinks.




Come, now, this is not right, you know. I have got to lecture Monday night, and my mind ought to be in repose. It is ruinous to me to have my mind torn up this way on the eve of a lecture. Now, just at the very time that I ought to be serene and undisturbed, comes this dreadful news about Col. T. G. Perkins and his incomprehensible (but I think, wicked) conduct, and Gen Wxgr (insert remainder of alphabet)’s blood-curdling though unintelligible opinion of it. I wish to Heaven I knew what Perkins was trying to do, and what he wanted to do it for, and what he expected to gain by it, and whether he ever accomplished it or not.


I have studied it over patiently and carefully, and it appears that he, with his regiment of American infantry, being the only artillery there, crossed over with his French cavalry, and occupied some city or other; and then returned the day before he went over and sent his baggage train across to the other side (of course returning again at some other time not mentioned), but too late, unfortunately, to prevent it, which this Gen. Wxgr. etc., thinks he might, if he had, or otherwise if he did not or was unable; he therefore—


However, it ain’t any use. The telegram is too many for me.


Despondently,


Mark Twain.






62Explaining the Mexican Correspondence




Editors Alta: I wish, now, I hadn’t advertised to lecture tonight on the “Sandwich Islands,” because everything seems conspiring to discompose my mind. The telegraphic despatches about that Col. Perkins tangled me up a good deal, and now, right on top if it comes this dreadful correspondence between Secretary Seward and Minister Bigelow– and yet, whether I got that straight in my head or not, I have got to preach. Do you know what Bigelow is driving at? Do you know if Bigelow drinks?


As I understand it, Bigelow says the Mexican troops have countermanded the order conveying to Austria the power to centralize her authority in the interim, and meanwhile we are to receive the policy of the French Government as pointing to ultimate repudiation of Enclosure No. 3, and the resumption of the principles set forth in Enclosure No. 1– and this in the face of the intimation that “Gen. Almonte, who was appointed to replace M. (Mike?) Hidalgo at this Court, has arrived.” Also, as I understand Bigelow, per Enclosure No. 2, there are some Austrian troops in question, but they are not Austrians now. They were Austrians formerly, but Austria has had no difficulty in explaining to Motley that they are partly Mexicans now, because they are serving in Mexico, and partly Frenchmen, because they are fighting in the ranks of the French auxiliaries. Next she will be wanting to convince Motley, that they are horses because they live on barley, in the condition of soup. Here we have Austrian volunteers and enclosures so-and-so, and old Almonte, and Mike Hidalgo all mixed up together, and as if that were not enough, it appears that Princess Carlotta, General Grant and Marquis de Montholon have got a hand in it. And Drouyn de Lhuys says he has been speaking with Bigelow, who has been spending some time at Ems! Our Minister cavorting around in that way, and such infernal questions as these to be ciphered out! I don’t know who Em is, and I don’t care– she is not any better than she ought to be, though, I expect– but I do know that Bigelow might be in better business.


But the most tanglesome paragraph in the whole lot, is the one where Seward says to this libertine Bigelow, that he “has written to the Emperor Maximilian that the Austrian volunteers being only a contingent, and not a necessary interregnum within the meaning of international law, and the violation of treaty stipulations not virtually depending upon the acceptance or dismissal of a proposition so fraught with vital consequences to both nations, whether of the Old World or the New, he does not so consider it.”


I copper that document. It is altogether too many for me. I sort of got the hang of what Bigelow was driving at (though really I don’t know, yet, what he was trying to worry through his head), but Seward is entirely too lively for me. I shall be tangled hopelessly for a week, now. But this shall be a lesson to me. I will never bother my head with diplomatic correspondence any more.


Mark Twain.






63Rules to Save the Canines



[Written when the city was in the midst of a controversy regarding a number of stray dogs that had been shot.]






THE PHILOSOPHER and Independent Missionary puts forth the following rules, which will render a dog insensible to bullet wounds:



1.–Take your dog (if he be a black dog, with spots on him,) and soak him overnight in a tank of turpentine, and then ignite him in the morning. After this, bullets cannot distress him.


2.–If he be a thin-skinned dog of the species called Poodle, remove his internal arrangements carefully and fill him up with sawdust, sawdust is impervious to bullets.


3.–If he be a valuable speckled dog, take off his hide and line it with sheet iron. Russia iron is best, and is slicker and more showy than the common kind. Dogs prepared in this way do not mind bullets.


4.–The presence of the dog is often betrayed to the Policeman by his bark. Remove the bark from his system and your dog is safe. This may be done by mixing a spoonful of the soother called strychnine in his rations. It will be next to impossible to ever get that dog to bark any more.


5.–When you see a Policeman coming after your dog, make the animal go off and get out of the way. It is easily accomplished. Let the dog eat a moderate quantity of nitro-glycerine– from four to sixteen pounds, according to his size– and bounce him on the ground a couple of times. This will make him go off.


6.–But the surest and safest course to pursue, is always to keep your dog around where riots and other aggravated disturbances of the peace are going on.








64Concerning Chambermaids




AGAINST ALL CHAMBERMAIDS, of whatsoever age or nationality, I launch the curse of bachelordom! Because:


They always put the pillows at the opposite end of the bed from the gas-burner, so that while you read and smoke before sleeping (as is the ancient and honored custom of bachelors), you have to hold your book aloft, in an uncomfortable position, to keep the light from dazzling your eyes.


When they find the pillows removed to the other end of the bed in the morning, they receive not the suggestion in a friendly spirit; but, glorying in their absolute sovereignty, and unpitying your helplessness, they make the bed just as it was originally, and gloat in secret over the pang their tyranny will cause you.


Always after that, when they find you have transposed the pillows, they undo your work, and thus defy and seek to embitter the life that God has given you.


If they cannot get the light in an inconvenient position any other way, they move the bed.


If you pull your trunk out six inches from the wall, so that the lid will stay up when you open it, they always shove that trunk back again. They do it on purpose.


If you want the spittoon in a certain spot, where it will be handy, they don’t, and so they move it.


They always put your other boots into inaccessible places. They chiefly enjoy depositing them as far under the bed as the wall will permit. It is because this compels you to get down in an undignified attitude and make wild sweeps for them in the dark with the bootjack, and swear.


They always put the matchbox in some other place. They hunt up a new place for it every day, and put up a bottle, or other perishable glass thing, where the box stood before. This is to cause you to break that glass thing, groping in the dark, and get yourself into trouble.


They are for ever and ever moving the furniture. When you come in in the night you can calculate on finding the bureau where the wardrobe was in the morning. And when you go out in the morning, if you leave the slop-bucket by the door and rocking-chair by the window, when you come in at midnight or thereabout, you will fall over that rocking-chair, and you will proceed toward the window and sit down in that slop-tub. This will disgust you. They like that.


No matter where you put anything, they are not going to let it stay there. They will take it and move it the first chance they get. It is their nature. And, besides, it gives them pleasure to be mean and contrary this way. They would die if they couldn’t be villains.


They always save up all the old scraps of printed rubbish you throw on the floor, and stack them up carefully on the table, and start the fire with your valuable manuscripts. If there is any one particular old scrap that you are more down on than any other, and which you are gradually wearing your life out trying to get rid of, you may take all the pains you possibly can in that direction, but it won’t be of any use, because they will always fetch that old scrap back and put it in the same old place again every time. It does them good.


And they use up more hair-oil than any six men. If charged with purloining the same, they lie about it. What do they care about a hereafter? Absolutely nothing.


If you leave the key in the door for convenience’ sake, they will carry it down to the office and give it to the clerk. They do this under the vile pretense of trying to protect your property from thieves; but actually they do it because they want to make you tramp back downstairs after it when you come home tired, or put you to the trouble of sending a waiter for it, which waiter will expect you to pay him something. In which case I suppose the degraded creatures divide.


They keep always trying to make your bed before you get up, thus destroying your rest and inflicting agony upon you; but after you get up, they don’t come any more till next day.


They do all the mean things they can think of, and they do them just out of pure cussedness, and nothing else.


Chambermaids are dead to every human instinct.


I have cursed them in behalf of outraged bachelordom. They deserve it. If I can get a bill through the legislature abolishing chambermaids, I mean to do it.






65A Letter from S. Purmoil




Daily Hawaiian Herald

Open Letter To Mark Twain.


Honolulu,

Dec. 14, 1866


Affluent Mark: I write you in sorrow and tribulation. Since you left here, everything has gone wrong. The “season” wasn’t worth shucks to ship chandlers, grog-shops or drug-stores. The only class of people who made money out of it were newspaper men, music-teachers and portrait-painters. Capt. Coffin didn’t make his salt, notwithstanding he had had all his harness-casks repaired. Whitney’s sales have been unprecedented. He disposed of three cases of “Josephus,” Nap’s “Life of Caesar,” “Ecce Homo,” and three cotton-gins; and Mr. Damon has cleared his shelves of all the latest sensation novels. By the way, the latter gentleman is getting anxious about his “Jarvis.” He and Mr. W. had a dispute about the ownership of the volume. How it came out I am not informed; but the latter’s hair has got mighty thin all of a sudden. (What’s the use of their quarrelling about it? You and I know neither of them will ever see it again.)


Mark, your friends here are delighted at your pecuniary success in lecturing. They think you will not only help to establish the reputation of the Islands abroad, but that you will help them out of their pilikia when you arrive here on the first China steamer. (Some of them are unkind enough to hint that you are giving the Islands fits, and that’s the reason why you won’t have the lecture published. Is it so?) Bring plenty of rhino with you when you come; you have no idea how many admirers you have here. Wear stout buckskin gloves, for the pressure of hands will be immense. The natives of this Island form a very even community, generally speaking. If you arrive here “flush,” every one of them is anxious to shake you by the hand; and if you arrive “broke” they are sure to shake you, anyhow. By this you will see how uniform is the native temperament.


Speaking of temperament reminds me that our friend Bucephalus Brown has, as usual, slipped up again. Some two months since, he started a temperance society, and elected himself President, Treasurer, and all the members. Its motto was, “The greatest good to the greatest bummers,” and great things were expected from it. The society flourished for a while, but I regret to say, that where it should have found its truest friend it found its most unrelenting foe. You know, Mark, that Brown always got along swimmingly, both hygienically and pecuniarily, when he took his regular “tangleleg” like a man. Impecuniosity was unknown to that confiding ’art. Your Montgomery street friends can vouch for this from the number of I. O. U.’s they have signed over to B. B. but he backslided, and as I said above, organized himself into a grand Temperance Union for the Propagation of Cold Water Habits. From that day Brown has been going down. He preached cold water and vilified corn-juice– he denounced the ’appy and ’ilarious mood, and sang paeans to the Honolulu Water Works; Don Miguel Harvi (from Limerick) was his aversion, Colonel Pendergast (from Hilo) was his ne plus ultra. Now mark the sequel. Just as he thought he was getting adversity where “the hair is short,” cold water threw him higher than a Chinese kite. Either he was too heavy on cold water and it rebelled, or tamarind syrup with a stick in it became jealous of its competitor and fiendishly made it the dupe to compass Brown’s destruction. A few nights ago the water-tap overflowed in his ’umble but gorgeously equipped hattie, and as the landlord had taken the marvelous precaution to have holes bored in the floor, just above a large invoice of most unsalable and costly (privately, they were just out of season) articles ever imported from Injiar, his fellow-tenants’ embroidered silk overcoats and Ristori crinolines got soaked. When he was called upon to examine the goods, he discovered just what he said he had anticipated, videlicet; that the water had traveled all around the store and hugged the only goods on hand for which there was no market. You will appreciate poor Brown’s feelings, Mark, when I privately tell you that he has a big disgust on against water– that water and he don’t mix– that he is hydro-phobic. Mark, avoid it. If you must spend your money, spend it on something less liable to leak through floors than cold water. I would also advise you, whenever you rent an upper story, to see that the first floor is occupied by a lager bier merchant or a charity school. Remember Brown!


Mark, I see you are raking up the Disease and Accident Insurance Companies. As you and Smith the Insurance man seem to understand each other, use your influence with him in Brown’s favor. He thinks of returning to the Coast and making another pile; but as you know he always had an irresistible desire to establish a daily newspaper at the Farallones. I fear he may invest his next fortune in that enterprise. If you could only get Smith to add to his list of articles insured the item of “hydro-scatteries,” I will get Brown to remember you in his last will and testament. Ever of thee,


S. Purmoil.






66The Winner of the Medal


THE BRAND-NEW YANKEE GENTLEMAN.



Those of our ambitious youths who have not the misfortune of being students at Princeton College may have some savage satisfaction in contemplating the probable merits of the winner of the Jerome-Gentleman Medal, as shown forth by that prince of humorous sightseers, Mark Twain, whose contributions to California light-literature have gained him a front-rank position among the sparkling wits of the Land of Gold. – Ed. New York Sunday Mercury






Ed. T. T.– I had a dream last night, which has about it something of the air of a revelation. I dreamed that the year had drawn to a close, and that the graduating class of Princeton College had met together to determine which of their number should be awarded the gold medal instituted by Leonard Jerome for the graduate who should be declared by his fellows to be the first gentleman of his class.


The proceedings opened with a discussion concerning what constitutes a gentleman. It soon became apparent that there were two very distinctly marked opinions upon this subject, and that the strength of the class was nearly equally divided upon them. After the debate had continued for some time without any satisfactory result, it was resolved that inasmuch as there were but two candidates proposed for the medal, testimony should be at once taken as to their worthiness, and then submit the final decision of the matter to a ballot. John Wagner was summoned to testify on behalf of George L. Washington, the candidate of the Old Fogy party.


Q.— Do you believe George L. Washington to be the first gentleman of the graduating class?


A.— I do.


Q.— Has he got money?


A.— A bare competency.


Q.— Is he pious?


A.— He is.


Q.— Does he gamble?


A.— No.


Q.— Drink?


A.— No– except that he takes wine at dinner and in drawing rooms, and upon such occasions; but he is never overcome by it.


Q.— Does he chew tobacco?


A.— No.


Q.— Does he smoke?


A.— Not to excess. Not more than three cigars a day.


Q.— Does he play billiards?


A.— Occasionally.


Q.— Does he fight, drive fast horses, raise thunder, or run all night?


A.— I am not aware that he does such things.


Q.— Then what makes you think he is a gentleman?


A.— Because he lives comfortably yet not ostentatiously; dresses well, but plainly; abides by all laws, human and divine; is courteous and kindly toward all; is considerate of the feelings of others, and has charity for their weaknesses and their prejudices; it is seldom that he gets mad, but when he does, he gets mad all over– he redresses grievances then. He stands by his friend first, last and all the time. He is always taxing his time, his patience, and his purse, to make other people’s lives happy. He never does a mean thing, and has only just enough small vices to breed in him a humane and liberal spirit when sitting in judgment upon the vices of his neighbors, and keep him from being too disagreeably good for a mere man of flesh and blood.


Other witnesses corroborated the above statements, and the Old Fogies rested their case.


Thomas Williamson was called to testify on behalf of William E. Fourth, the candidate of the Modern party.


Q.— What do you know of William E. Fourth?


A.— I know him to be in all respects a brick.


Q.— Has he got money?


A.— Rich as Crœsus.


Q.— Is he pious?


A.— Well– I don’t hardly– well, ’t’ain’t– it ain’t his strong suit, as you may say.


Q.— Does he ever go to church?


A.— Well, he– he don’t go as much as he used to.


Q.— How often does he go?


A.— Well, you see, he don’t get a chance much now. He don’t get up till noon on Sundays, and he thinks it puts a kind of dampener on his appetite to go to church before breakfast.


Q.— You have not answered my question yet. How often does he go to church?


A.— To come down to the fine points of it, he only goes seldom. But he loves it– I know he loves it. I have known him to go to church in the hardest kind of a rain-storm. (Cheers.)


Q.— Did he have an umbrella?


A.— No; he didn’t even have an umbrella. He would scorn it.


Q.— Was he away from home when he took the notion?


A.— I believe he was.


Q.— Now, no trifling– no prevarication! Answer strictly: What did he go in the church for?


A.— Well, he– he went in there to get out of the rain.


(Cheers from the other party.)


Q.— Does the candidate gamble?


A.— Him? Why he’s the envy of the public. Take him at any gentlemanly amusement you can name, from faro for stocks of red checks, down to pitch seven-up for Limburger cheese and lager, and he is the prince of them all!


Q.— Does he drink?


A.— Oh, don’t mention it! Why he’s the pride of the village. He can banish more champagne and Jersey lightning than any man in the State, and still be the gayest of the gay.


Q.— Does he chew tobacco?– or smoke?


A.— He does. He don’t lack any gentlemanly accomplishment.


Q.— Does he dress well?


A.— Him! Why he sports the stunningest harness in America. The tightest legged pants, and the shortest-tailed coats, and the reddest cravats in the continent, and the most of them. He gives all the powers of his mind to it– and as a woman-killer there isn’t his equal anywhere.


Q.— Is he convivial?


A.— He is the most companionable gentleman I know. When he turns out of a night to have a time, somebody’s premises have got to suffer! he is a regular calamity to street-lamps and door-bells when he gets started; and if anybody objects, why, there’s trouble, you know. And his team is the fastest.


Q.— Does he play billiards?


A.— He can beat the man that invented the game.


Q.— Does he pay his debts?


A.— Most regular man in the world. Always gives his note, and is always affable and polite when a body wants him to renew it.


Here the original discussion broke out again, but the Moderns seemed to have the best of the argument. They contended that their candidate was rich, convivial, fast, fashionable, a thorough man of the world, a breaker of female hearts, in a word, he was a shining example of the gentleman of the present day– he was the accepted type as found in drawing-rooms, clubs, and all the various ramifications of superior social life; while the other candidate belonged to a type that was obsolete– a type that men pleasantly contemplate in books, but which is no longer accepted in real life; and so, the Moderns demanded a vote with unflinching confidence.


The election closed with the first ballot, and in favor of the Moderns: George L. Washington, 13; William E. Fourth, 14. Amid the wildest enthusiasm on the part of the Modern party, William E. Fourth was declared the chosen recipient of the Leonard gold medal, as the first gentleman of the graduating class. (Sudden sensation outside; all turn towards the door.)


Enter William E. Fourth, in a state of hilarious excitement.– “I licked him, boys! (hic!) I don’t know who he was, but I licked him, you bet you!”


All.– Hooray for the gold medal boy– never fails to whip his man! I want to vote for him again! Who was the man that tackled you? Show us the man! Who was he? Anyway, hooray!


Enter a graduate in dismay and says: “O, great Gemini, boys, it was Leonard Jerome!” (Sudden and impressive silence.)


My dream ended there. It was a curious one, but I was glad it was only a dream, because with the opportunity the Princeton collegiates will have of settling for good and all the vexed question of what it is that constitutes a gentleman, and of establishing, more particularly, a standard which can justly be received as a model combining in itself everything that an American gentleman should be, it is to be hoped that they will appreciate the real dignity of the trust committed to their hands, and render a decision which shall do honor to their judgment and credit to their own gentlemanly instincts.






67A Curtain Lecture Concerning Skating




“OH, go to sleep, you old fool!”


“Mr. Twain, I am surprised and grieved to—”


“Don’t interrupt me, woman! I tell you it’s absurd– you learn to skate! You’ll be wanting to play fairy in the ‘Black Crook’ next. I tell you skating is an accomplishment suited only to youth, and grace, and comeliness of face, and symmetry of figure. Nothing is so charming as to see a beautiful girl, in the coquettish costume of the rinks, with cheeks rosy with exertion, and eyes beaming with excitement, skimming the ice like a bird– and swooping down upon a group of gentlemen, and pretending she can’t stop herself, and landing in the arms of the very young man her father don’t allow her to know– and darting away again and falling on her head and exposing herself– exposing herself to remarks about her carelessness, Madam– hold your tongue!– and always taking care to fall when that young man is close by to pick her up. It is charming! They look pretty and interesting, too, when they are just learning-when they stand still a long time in one place, and then start one foot out gingerly, and it makes a break for the other side of the pond and leaves the balance of the girl sprawling on this side. But you! You look fat, and awkward, and dismal enough, any time; but when you are on skates you waddle off as stuffy and stupid and ungainly as a buzzard that’s had half a horse for dinner. I won’t have it, Madam! And you get under a little precarious headway and then put your feet together and drift along, stooping your head and shoulders and holding your arms out like you expected a church was going to fall on you; it aggravates the life out of me! And Tuesday, when I was ass enough to get on skates myself, and kicked the Irish Giant’s eye out the first dash, and lit on my head and cracked the ice so that it looked like the sun with all its rays had dropped where I struck, and they fined me ninety-two dollars for ruining the man’s pond, I was terrified with the conviction that I had gone through to the inside of the world, because I saw the parallels of latitude glimmering all around me; and what was it but you, in your awkwardness, fetching up over me with your confounded ‘tilters’ on? You’ve got to discard those things. I can’t stand the pew-rent, and I won’t.”


“Mr. Twain, I am surp-“


“Hold your clatter! I tell you, you shan’t bring odium upon the family by your disgraceful attempts to skate; sprawling around with your big feet like a cow plowing her way down-hill in slippery weather. Maybe you wouldn’t be so handy about displaying those feet of yours if you knew what occurred when I took your shoes down to get mended.”


“What was it? Tell me what it was; tell me what it was this minute! I just know it’s one of your lies!”


“Oh, don’t mind; it ain’t of any consequence; go to sleep.”


“But it is of consequence! You’ve got to tell me; you shan’t aggravate me this way; I won’t go to sleep till I know what it was.”


“Oh, it wasn’t anything.”


“Mr. Twain, I know better! You’re just doing this to try to drive me to dis-trac-tion! What did that shoemaker say about my shoe? What did he do? Quick!”


“Well, if you must know, he– he– however, it’s of no consequence.”


“Mr. Twain.”


“Well, he– he took it and gazed upon it a long time in silence, and put his handkerchief to his eyes and burst into tears.”


“Why, you born fool! Twain, are you going stark, staring crazy?”


“He just stood there and wept as if his heart would break, poor devil! There, now let’s go to sleep.”


“Sleep, you lunatic, I’ll never close my eyes till I know what that idiot was crying about– and you won’t, either, I can tell you that. Come!”


“O, it don’t matter.”


“Mr. Twain, if you say that again, I lay I’ll make you sorry for it; what was that numskull crying about?”


“Well, he– he– w-e-l-l,– poor fellow! he said he doted on his grandmother– fairly doted on her. She had nursed him, you know, because his mother was always feeble, and so—. Well he came to this country fifteen years ago, and first he set up in the vegetable-line, and got along pretty well, and was about to send to England for the old lady, when hard times came and he got broke. He went into fruit then, and after that into milk– into all sorts of things, you know, but he got disappointed every time till this present business fetched him out at last, all right, and he sent right off for the old woman. She landed here four weeks ago, but died the very same night. It was hard, very hard, after all his waiting and toiling for fifteen years, to get her over here at last and have her die on his hands. He– he– well, he was disgusted. However, he laid her out, and he and his friends sat up with her, and by-and-by the memory of her virtues softened his bitterness and turned it to tender grief– a settled melancholy that hung about his spirits like a pall for many days. However, by patiently striving to keep sad thoughts out of his mind, he was finally beginning to regain some little of his old-time cheerfulness when your shoe reminded him so painfully of his poor sainted grandmother’s coffin—”


“Take that, you brute! and if you dare to come back here I’ll kick you out again! You degraded old ruffian!”






68Barbarous



Ed. New York Sunday Mercury–

Shaving a beard or shaving a note is equally disagreeable to most shavees, though the grumpy broker who curtails your profits is, perhaps, not as personally disagreeable as he who abbreviates your beard, tweaks your nose, pulls your hair, stops your mouth, breathes garlic or bad rum in your face, and then asks to be rewarded because he has not cut your throat. Hair-brushing by machinery has been advertised in the English newspapers, and soon we may have shaving by steam, which will be a vast benefit to those who submit to saponaceous barberities from stern necessity. But why don’t the Women’s Rights folks take the matter up, and insist on the right of the fair sex to shave men as well as softsoap them. Men would willingly submit to the manipulations of pretty girls whose eyes would outshine their razors, and whose hands would glide through hair like pomatumed electricity, and whose respirations would exhale from their swelling bosoms as fragrant as “the cow’s ambrosial breath.” Our red-whiskered or sand-colored moustached youth would rush to the fair barbers’ chairs, and before these beautiful Annie Lauries lay them down to dye. If Miss Dickinson, Mrs. Stanton, and the other phalanx of aspirants for female editorial honors who intend starting a newspaper to be conducted, from the editress-in-chief to the she-devil, by females alone, would only start a barber-shop on the same principles, they would not only have a first-rate chance to talk politics whilst their shavees mouths are being stopped by the soapbrush, but also to make a fortune, which they will not realize in the newspaper-business. Now for our humorous contributor’s exposure of the






BARBAROUS


Ed. T. T.– If I do not get a chance to disgorge my opinions about barbers, I shall burst with malignant animosity.


Barbers– an– an unholy invention of Satan, and all their instincts are cruel and revolting.


They generally have an unwholesome breath; but do they care? No, far from it. They are proud of it. They get a man down in the barber-chair, where he cannot help himself, and then they hover over him, and give him blast after blast, and try to suffocate him. And when they see him suffering, they gloat over it in their secret hearts.


They know that the first two inches along the jawbone abaft a man’s chin is tender, and for this reason they keep on shaving and scraping there till they trim off some of the skin, and the blood begins to come through and speck the pores. They know that that place will smart half a day, and annoy him to that degree that even the grave would be a happy refuge, and it does their profligate souls good to think of it.


They love to brush lather into a man’s mouth; even if it is a man who never did them harm. It is nothing to them. They would brush that lather into that man’s mouth though he were an angel. Nothing gratifies their degraded nature so much. They know he will taste it for an hour, and feel disagreeable, and they think it is smart. But I look upon it as an unspeakable outrage.


They think they are witty. They all think that. And so they leave a man, all soaped up and smarting, while they whet their razor on their hand, and bandy wretched, sickening jokes with their fellows. They are always trying to say clever things that will make a stranger laugh– especially those cheerful young German barbers; and so they keep on chirping, and chirping, and chirping, but they never succeed. Suppose a barber were to be suddenly cut off in the prime of his life, at such a time as this, without a moment’s warning, in the midst of his awful career– who can tell what that barber’s feelings might be, or where that barber might go to?


And they lather a man, and then rub and scrub and chafe his face till they get it tender, so they can make him squirm when they shave him. Do they shudder? No. They view his sufferings with a holy calm. (And yet such men are allowed to vote. Such is republican government.) They are the most conceited race of creatures God has made. They rub and gouge and claw at a man’s head, pretending to be oiling his hair and plowing up the dandruff, but all the while they are paying not even the most distant attention to what they are doing. On the contrary, they are admiring themselves in the glass, and smirking and smiling at themselves, and enjoying the way they have got their hair done up. Suppose they chance to run one of their greasy talons into a man’s eye?– they don’t know it, and they don’t care a cent any way, as long as they think they look charming. And as soon as ever they are done outraging a customer, they get up and spread before a glass and go to combing themselves afresh. Such things may be becoming in an ass, because it is only a dumb brute and not responsible, but they are loathsome in a man.


Barbers cannot carry around more than one idea at a time; it would break them down. They shave every man against the grain, and they part every man’s hair behind. If he has got much hair on top of his head, they part it and stack it upon each side of the line as if they were digging a grave. And if he is as bald as a dome, what is it to them? Nothing whatsoever. They wool him, and plow him, and claw him all the same; and they grease him to that extent, that, if he takes his hat off in the sunshine he dazzles people’s eyes, just the same as if he had a tin roof on. They haven’t got any more discrimination than a clam.


Such is my opinion of barbers as a class; and I will state openly and aboveboard, that if I were king, barbers would be worth fifteen hundred thousand dollars a piece the next day, because they would be so scarce.






69Female Suffrage




Ed. T. T.– The women of Missouri are bringing a tremendous pressure to bear in an endeavor to secure to themselves the right to vote and hold office. Their petitions to the legislature are scattered abroad, and are filled with signers. Thirty-nine members of the Missouri Legislature have declared in favor of the movement. This thing looks ominous. Through an able spiritual medium I have been permitted to see a Missouri Legislature of five years hence in session. Here is a report of the proceedings:



The P.R.R. Appropriation Bill being the special order for the day, and the hour for its discussion having arrived:


Miss Belcher, of St. Louis, said– Madam Speaker, I call for the special order for today.


Madam Speaker.– The clerk will read—


Clerk.– An act supplementary to an Act entitled An Act amendatory of an Act entitled An Act to Appropriate Five millions of dollars in aid of the Pacific Railroad, etc., etc.


Miss Belcher.– Madam Speaker, it is with the keenest pain that I observe the diminishing esteem in which gored dresses are held. It is with pain which these lips are indeed powerless to express. The gored-dress of two years ago, Madam, with its long, graceful sweep—


Mr. Jones, of St. Joseph.– Madam Speaker, I rise to a point of order. The lady is not confining herself to the question before the house. What in the nation has these cussed gored dresses and stuff got to do with the great Pacif—


Madam Speaker (amid piping female voices all over the house, shrieking angrily).– Sit down, Sir! Take your seat, Sir, and don’t you presume to interrupt again! Go on, Miss Belcher.


Miss Belcher.– I was remarking, Madam, when the unprincipled bald-headed outlaw from St. Joseph interrupted me, that it pained me to see the charming and attractive gored dresses we all were once so fond of, going out of fashion, And what, I ask, are we to have in place of it? What is offered to recompense us for its loss? Why, nothing, Madam, but the wretched, slimpsey, new-fangled street-dress, hoopless, shapeless, cut bias, hem-stitched, with the selvedge edge turned down; and all so lank, so short, so cadaverous, and so disgraceful! Excuse these tears. Who can look without emotion upon such a garment? Who can look unmoved upon a dress which exposes feet at every step which may be of dimensions which shrink from inspection? Who can consent to countenance a dress which—


Mr. Slawson, of St. Genevieve.– Madam Speaker, This is absurd. What will such proceedings as these read like in the newspapers? We take up the discussion of a measure of vast consequence– a measure of tremendous financial importance– and a member of the body, totally ignoring the question before the House, launches out into a tirade about womanly apparel!– a matter trivial enough at any time, God knows, but utterly insignificant in presence of so grave a matter as the behests of the Great Pacific Rail—


Madam Speaker.– Consider yourself under arrest, Sir! Sit down, and dare to speak again at your peril! The honorable lady from St. Louis will proceed.


Miss Belcher.– Madam Speaker, I will dismiss the particular section of my subject upon which I was speaking when interrupted by the degraded ruffian from St. Genevieve, and pass to the gist of the matter. I propose, Madame, to prohibit, under heavy penalties, the wearing of the new street-dress, and to restore the discarded gored dress by legislative enactment, and I beg leave to introduce a bill to that end, and without previous notice, if the courtesy of this honorable body will permit it.


Mr. Walker, of Marion.– Madam Speaker, this is an outrage! it is damnable! The Pacific Railroad—


Madam Speaker.– Silence! Plant yourself, Sir! Leave is granted to introduce the Bill. If no objection is made, it will be referred to the Standing Committee on Public Improvements. Reports of Committees are now in order.


Mrs. Baker, of Ralls.– Madam Speaker, the Select Committee of Five, to whom was referred An Act Amendatory of an act Establishing the Metes and Bounds of School Lands, and to which was added a clause Establishing the Metes and Bounds of Water Privileges, have been unable to agree. The younger members of the committee contend that the added clause is of sufficient latitude to permit of legislation concerning ladies’ waterfalls, and they have reported upon that clause alone to the exclusion of all other matters contemplated in the bill. There is no majority report, Madam, and no minority report.


Mr. Bridgewater, of Benton.– There are five women on the committee, ain’t there?


Mrs. Baker.– Yes.


Mr. Bilgewater.– Each of ’em made a report by herself, hasn’t she?


Mrs. Baker.– Yes, Sir.


Mr. Bilgewater.– Why, certainly. Five women’s bound to have five opinions. It’s like ’em.


[With the last word the gentleman from Benton darted out at the window, and eleven inkstands followed him.]




The several reports were received and tabled, after considerable discussion. Third reading and final passage of bills being next in order, an Act for Amending the Common School System was taken up, but it was found to be so interlarded with surreptitious clauses for remodeling and establishing fashions for ladies’ bonnets, that neither head nor tail could be made of it, and it had to be referred back to the Committee of the Whole again. An Act to Provide Arms for the State Militia was discovered to be so hampered with clauses for the protection of Sewing Societies and Tea Drinkings, that it had to go back to the file also. Every bill on the third reading list was found to be similarly mutilated, until they got down to an Act to Compel Married Gentlemen to be at Home by Nine of the Clock, every evening; an Act to Abolish the Use of Tobacco in any form; and an Act to Abolish the Use of Intoxicating Liquors. These had not been meddled with, and were at once put to vote, and passed over the heads of the male members, who made a gallant fight, but were overcome by heartless and tyrannical numbers.


Mr. Green, of Cape Girardeau, then rose in his place and said– “I now shake the dust of this House from my feet, and take my eternal leave of it. I never will enter its doors again, to be snubbed and harried by a pack of padded, scraggy, dried-up, snuff-dipping, toothless, old-maids, who—”


He never got any further. A howl went up that shook the tiding to its foundation, and in the midst of struggling forms, fiery eyes, distorted countenances, and dismembered waterfalls, I saw the daring legislator yield and fall; and when at last he reappeared, and fled toward the door, his shirt-front was in ribbons, his cravat knot under his ear, his face scratched red and white like the national flag, and hardly hair enough left on his head to make a toothbrush.



........



I shudder now. Is it possible that this revelation of the spirits is a prophecy?
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